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CHAPTER ONE


The nose of the seat bit into my shoulder as the toe clip scraped the back of my thigh. I wrestled the bike through the dorm’s gaping front doors, the derailleur cable snagging on the knob as I stepped inside. I lurched, swore, and hoped none of the half-dozen people hanging around the sweltering lobby were watching. I tried to block out the lingering smells of puke and cheap beer as I headed for the row of mailboxes along the far wall.

Through the glass of box number 118, I saw a small scrap of green paper. As I fumbled in my pocket for my box key, the bike slipped off my shoulder and crashed to the tile floor. I swore again, let the bike lay where it fell, and pulled the message out of the mailbox.

TO: Chris Collins

FROM: Your mommy

RE: Win

NOTES: Call home immediately. Urgent.

I had to start carrying my cell phone. Mom had probably left a couple of messages on it already. She was pretty thorough when she got panicky, and lately she panicked a lot. Part of it was her having a hard time letting go. The other part had more to do with what happened this summer. Still, I couldn’t imagine what qualified as urgent these days with her. Had she found another one of my socks in the dryer?

The desk phone rang. Behind the counter another freshman who’d fared better in the work-study lottery than I had answered while managing to keep his gaze on the TV blaring from across the mock living room, a mixture of sweaty tile, cast-off couches, and giant floor fans that had to have been around since the eighties.

“Armstrong Hall,” he mumbled as I shut the mailbox, shoved the message and key into my pocket, and heaved my bike back onto my shoulder. But then a voice too close made me jump.

“I hear those things are a lot easier if you ride them instead of letting them ride you,” said a man in a dark suit as he gestured toward the bike.

I nodded, looked the guy over. “Chain busted on the way back from the square,” I said, wondering why this guy had decided I looked like I was in a mood for conversation. The tie meant he was probably someone’s dad.

“Too bad,” he said.

I shrugged, causing the bike to slip again, the back wheel banging into the mailboxes. The whole cycling-around-campus thing hadn’t turned out to be as cool as I’d imagined. People in the way. Speed bumps. Crowded sidewalks. Stairs.

I missed the road.

“Nice talking to you,” I said, taking a step toward the hallway.

“You’re Christopher Collins.” No hint of a question in his voice.

I answered anyway, taking another look at him as I did so. He must have been at least six feet tall, because I could look him straight in the eyes without slouching, but he had me by forty pounds, easy. Not that that was surprising. I’d been the skinny kid since second grade.

“Yeah?”

“Must have a lot of miles on that thing,” he said, pointing toward the chain dangling from the front crank. “They don’t wear out fast, do they?”

My legs began to itch from the inside out. For as long as I can remember, the itching has been an early warning indicator. Anytime I have that feeling, I know something big is on the horizon. The sensation is as reliable as the smell of rain before a storm. “Who are you?” I asked.

“Abe Ward,” he said, reaching into his breast pocket. The gesture allowed the flap of his jacket to fall open, revealing a slick-looking pistol holstered just above his belt. “I’m with the FBI, based here in Atlanta. Mind if I ask you a few questions?” He pulled his hand out of his pocket and flipped open an ID badge with a practiced motion. His voice was even, measured, his forehead dry even in the oppressive heat.

Anytime somebody wants to ask me a few questions, my natural suspicions come into play. But when that person has a gun and flashes an official-looking piece of government ID, I can only say one thing.

“Shoot.” I dropped the bike to the floor and leaned it against the wall.

Mr. Ward actually grinned.

“What’s this about?” I asked.

He ignored my question, gesturing toward a couch in a quieter corner of the room. “This okay with you?”

I nodded. “Sure.” My roommate, Jati, was an international student from Malaysia. If I brought a guy in a suit with a government ID into the room, he’d probably think someone was coming to revoke his visa.

Ward sat. I sank into a chair across from him. A scarred coffee table littered with old copies of alumni magazines and the student newspaper—the Technique—filled the space between us. “You probably know what this is about,” he began. Something about the way my legs were itching said I did, but the message hadn’t quite reached my brain. I shook my head lamely. Maybe spending the last few days playing getting-to-know-you games and talking about the evils of binge drinking had made me stupid.

“Heard from Win lately?” Ward asked.

Win. Short for Winston. Short for “bane of my existence and onetime best friend.”

I tossed my head back against the couch. Great. “Mr. Coggans sent you,” I said.

“Answer the question, please,” he replied.

I sighed. I wasn’t eager to jump back into the events I’d been recounting to Win’s parents and mine since I returned without him two weeks ago. I thought once I got to school, I might get a break. Apparently not. “No. Not since I finished the trip—well, sort of finished the trip—with him a couple of weeks ago. We got separated at the end, and I couldn’t find him. So I rode to the coast, got on a bus, and came home. Showed up here for orientation a week after that.”

“Why didn’t you look for him after you reached the coast?” the agent asked.

Besides the fact that he didn’t bother looking for me? I thought. “I figured he’d gone on to his uncle’s in Seattle.” Truth was, I was still pissed at him for not stopping when I got that flat near Concrete, Washington, a dead little town fifty miles from the coast.

“Why didn’t you go to Seattle?”

“Win never told me the address. Or the phone number. Or even his uncle’s name,” I said.

Ward pressed on. “But I’m sure there were other ways you could have gotten the information—”

“Probably. But I was a little tired of it all by then,” I said.

“Tired of what?” he asked, his voice inching from the friendly tone he’d opened with to something more businesslike.

“Win’s always playing games. I was sick of him. Getting to Seattle would have been too much of a hassle.”

“Doesn’t seem like a guy who’d ridden his bike across the country would have minded. What can it be, an eighty-mile ride?”

“That’s a whole day of riding, and probably more since I’d have been on back roads. We only rode freeways when we had to.”

“Didn’t the bus stop in Seattle before it turned back east?” he asked.

I nodded. “For maybe half an hour.”

He paused, scratched the back of his head. “Why didn’t you call Win’s parents when you split up?”

I shrugged. “I was in the middle of nowhere. And Win had the cell phone. But that was dead by then. Besides, it didn’t seem right that since Win decided to ride on his own, I should be the one to catch hell for it.”

“Huh,” he said finally.

“What’s going on with Win?” I’d been telling myself for the last week that he must have turned up, since his dad had stopped making his daily phone calls. It dawned on me that if the FBI was involved, then that could mean a lot of things … few of them good for Win … or me.

Again he ignored my question. “But you could have called them to get the uncle’s address.”

I hesitated. Since middle school I’d avoided conversations with Win’s parents almost as carefully as Win did himself, but I didn’t want to go into all that. “Seattle’s a pretty big place. Why won’t you tell me what’s going on?”

The agent stared at me a little longer; I tried to stare back, was reminded of the stupid contests Win and I used to engage in, and looked away.

Ward began to loosen his tie, as if he knew we might be here awhile. “Do you want to try that again?”

“What?” I asked.

“That story.”

“It’s the truth,” I said, sounding more panicked than I wanted to.

He shook his head. “Nope.”

I was taken aback.

“You’re kidding, right? Why would I lie?” I couldn’t remember the last time someone had accused me of lying.

He glared at me again. I wonder if the feds provide training for intimidating stares at the FBI academy. Or maybe it’s a prerequisite—like running a six-minute mile. His gaze made me so uncomfortable that I began to doubt my own story.

“I told the exact same thing to my folks when I got on the bus to come back,” I said.

“Yeah. I talked with them earlier today.”

He’d talked to my parents? “So then you know I’m telling the truth, right?”

Ward snorted. “Nope. I only know that you lie consistently. This isn’t high school PE—a note from your mommy isn’t going to get you out of climbing the rope.”

“What exactly is ‘this’?” I asked, almost as annoyed by another mama’s-boy reference as I was freaked by the appearance of an FBI agent asking me questions about something I’d been trying pretty damn hard to forget.

“This,” Ward said, “is an investigation.”

“Of what?” I asked. “Me?”

Ward was quiet for a beat. The fans droned heavily behind me. On TV the announcer shouted, “Yahtzee!” as a player smacked the ball out of the park on the highlight reel.

“Win has no uncle in Seattle,” he said carefully, gauging my reaction. “And he hasn’t contacted his parents in over a month. You’re the last person to have seen him.”

Shit.

“I think you’d better start from the beginning, Chris,” Abe Ward said as he settled back into the sofa, one arm tossed casually across the back so I had a better view of the weapon sleeping quietly in its holster.



CHAPTER TWO


Three weeks before I graduated from high school my mother asked me a question. Actually, Mom never really asked anything, she just camouflaged commands inside queries.

“Wouldn’t you like to get a job this summer, Chris?” Translation: “You’re too old to sit around here all summer mooching money off your father and me.”

“I mean, you’ll want to have spending money for college next fall, right?”

I hadn’t even decided if I was going to college yet. The acceptance letter and my housing application for Georgia Tech were still in my backpack, wedged between wave theory and relativity in my AP physics textbook—a fitting spot for a decision I’d yet to make.

“Mom …”

“Kmart’s hiring. You’d like working there, wouldn’t you?”

Generally talking about me getting a job was one thing, but she’d clearly been making plans. I had an immediate and horrifying vision of myself wearing a stupid plastic name tag and one of those lower-back support belts as I unloaded giant boxes of toilet paper destined for Blue Light Specials.

The thought of a summer spent shuffling two-ply for the value-minded made me desperate. And I did sort of have other plans. Plans I’d so far been too chicken to share with anyone but Win.

“Actually … I’m going to ride my bike to the West Coast with Win,” I said.

Mom blinked. “West Coast? West Coast of what?”

My father, who had just come into the kitchen, tossed his lunch box in the sink and said, “Sounds good, Chris. Make sure you call once in a while.” He tried to sound casual, but instead of emptying his lunch box and loading the mason jar he used as a thermos into the dishwasher, he leaned against the counter and looked at me, his eyes filled with a weird blend of admiration and crazy hope.

“Now hold on,” my mother said, regaining her composure. “Shouldn’t we discuss this?” I could see her regretting the early graduation present—a rebuilt Trek 1200—they’d given me a few weeks back. Sure, Abby Sanders got a new 4Runner, but I wasn’t complaining. The road bike fit. Win and I had been entering biathlons since freshman year. I’d been limping to decent finishes on a pathetic ten-speed my dad found at a flea market. This bike would fly. It begged to.

Saying out loud that I was going to ride across the country and seeing that nobody laughed gave me confidence. It was as crazy as it sounded, but it was within the realm of possibility. If it weren’t, Mom wouldn’t have been so worried.

“Win and I have been talking about it,” I said. That wasn’t technically true. A few months ago we’d been sitting around watching the Discovery Channel on a Friday night because … well, because we really were that lame. They ran a documentary about this guy who rode his bike from somewhere in Europe all the way down to the bottom of Africa. One of us said, “Wouldn’t it be cool to ride our bikes out west?” Win and I hadn’t so much as discussed it since, but the notion had sustained me through the most debilitating later stages of senioritis.

But Mom was not to be denied her discussion. “The West Coast is a long way from West Virginia. Probably at least two thousand miles,” she said.

“Closer to three, I’d imagine,” my father said, sounding excited. I wasn’t exactly surprised at his reaction, but maybe a little at his enthusiasm. He’d had moments that made me wonder if he hadn’t been a hell-raiser before he got married, built this house, and started moving heavy stuff around for a living. When I built a tiny ramp on the flat part of the driveway for that five-horsepower minibike I got one Christmas, he was the one who squirted a thin line of lighter fluid and laid a match to it when I came tearing around the house to jump it again. This felt a little like that.

Mom shot him a Don’t encourage the boy look. “Maybe you could just ride to Gram’s house.” Gram’s house was in Ohio, a three-hour drive away. Not out west.

“It has to be farther. The whole point is to see something different,” I argued.

She sat back and crossed her arms. “This is Win’s idea, isn’t it? You know I couldn’t love that boy any more if he were my own, but his greatest talent is getting you into trouble.”

“Mom—,” I began.

“Remember the tree house incident? Or that time at school you got blamed when he decided to change those letters around on the bulletin board and made you stand watch?”

“That was fifth grade, Mom,” I said, adding, “I want to do this.”

“What about last fall when you guys went for your campus visit at Marshall?”

She waited for me to argue. But the mention of the Marshall Plan, as Win had called it then, threatened to make me laugh out loud—something I was sure Mom wouldn’t appreciate in this conversation.

“Remember those outlandish lies?” she said, arms crossed as she stared at me across the table.

“Mom, that was just Win goofing around—”

“He told that poor student tour guide that you’d been in a coma for three years!”

“Mom—” I tried to break in, but I could feel the smile pulling at the corners of my mouth.

“I’m not finished, Christopher,” she intoned. I shut up and let her continue. “And he wasn’t satisfied with just that lie, was he?”

I sat quietly, unsure if I was supposed to answer this question or not.

“Um, no, but—”

“He went on to tell her that he was an orphan refugee from—” She paused, waved her fingers toward me, beckoning the answer.

“I don’t remember, Mom. One of the Stan countries, maybe?”

But it didn’t matter. Now she only wanted to ensure this was as long and painful as possible. “And,” she said, positively vibrating as she said the words, “and he claimed to be your adopted brother who’d tutored you to make up for those years of high school you missed during your coma!”

My father laughed. “It’s not funny, Allen!” Mom said. “Chris could have gotten a lot of scholarship money at Marshall. And then he would have been close to home instead of going all the way down to Atlanta.”

“I didn’t even apply to Marshall, Mom,” I said.

Mom glowered. “Of course not! As if you could after I had to explain to the dean that Win made it all up.”

She shook her head at the memory. “I don’t think I’ve ever been so humiliated. That nice man pulling me out of a parent meeting to tell me personally how much he admired the sacrifices I’d made for my sons.”

“At least you got to be the hero in that one,” I said. “All I got to be was a coma survivor.”

“And which exactly do you think you’ll be after this little adventure with Win?” she snapped, referring to the bike trip.

“This is totally different.”

She settled down some, tried a different approach. “Really? Because I don’t think even you have enough faith in that boy to leave the details to him. Besides, how do you even ride a bike that far? Where will you live?”

“We’ll camp.”

“How will you pay for it?”

“I’ve got some money saved. Between graduation gifts and all the lawns I mowed this spring, I have enough.”

“But it’s irresponsible—,” she began before my father cut her off.

“Of course it is. Chris is plenty responsible. Did better than either of us in school. Took all those hard classes. Got accepted into college. He works hard.”

“Allen, we—”

“He deserves this trip. He’s got a whole life of responsibility ahead of him. Let him have a season of … of …”

“Irresponsibility?” my mother supplied, sounding satisfied.

“Fun,” my father said. “Adventure.”

Something in his tone and the way he looked sort of past my mother as he said it was definitive. But Mom had one last line of defense. “Well, I suppose if Winston’s parents say it’s all right.”

She was of course hoping Win’s parents—famous for their unflinching ability to dampen all things fun or irresponsible—would strike down the spirit of adventure. In truth, I expected the same.

But they didn’t. At least not fatally.

When I called that night, Win picked up on the third or fourth ring. “What?”

“It’s me,” I said.

“Yeah, Collins, I have caller ID. And considering this is a private line and you’re the only person who calls me besides telemarketers or people who think they’re calling my dad’s number—”

“Dude, I get it. What’s your problem?”

He sighed. “Apparently it’s still got something to do with authority or attachment or some crap like that. I can’t remember what it is this week.”

“Therapy today?” I asked.

“Yeah.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah,” he said again after a moment, while I looked for something to say.

When I still couldn’t think of anything wise, I went for the obvious. “Go ask your parents if you can do the ride this summer,” I said, explaining my dad’s encouragement and Mom’s grudging permission.

I heard Win open his bedroom door and head down the hallway. “They really said yes?”

“Sort of,” I said. “Do you think your dad will go for it?”

“Maybe. The stock report’s on now.”

We were lucky the stocks were on. Lucky something more important than Win’s safety and happiness could provide the distraction. The plasma TV in the den grew louder as Win approached his father’s domain, the phone still in his hand.

A quiet knock at the door. The volume dropping on the TV a little.

“Hey, Dad?”

“What is it, Winston?” I heard his father ask, followed by the sound of an ice cube clinking against the bottom of a glass as his father tossed back the remains of what I knew was his afterwork scotch.

“Uh, Chris and I want to ride our bikes cross-country this summer,” he said.

The hum of the television was the only sound for a few seconds.

“I see,” his father said.

“His parents already said it’s okay,” Win said.

“That sounds pretty ambitious,” he said, adding, “especially for you.”

I guess I thought that since this trip was something special that maybe Win’s dad wouldn’t be the prick he usually was when Win asked him about something. I was wrong, and I found myself sort of shrinking the way I did when Win’s dad laid into him in front of me. Too afraid to move or leave or anything that might make it worse for Win or give his dad a reason to look at me like he looked at Win—as if I were somebody he wanted to fire rather than a kid. I thought about hanging up, but it felt too much like leaving Win alone in there with his dad.

“Dad?” I heard Win say again.

His father spoke above the fake exciting music accompanying the listings. “I suppose if Chris’s parents allow it, I’ll let you try. Though don’t expect us to jump in the car and come bail you out when you get bored of this adventure after a week or so.”

Win said something I couldn’t make out as the volume grew louder.

“We’re good,” he then said into the phone. “Dad seems pretty stoked, but that might have been the scotch talking.”

Since no one technically gave us permission, we never actually repeated the exact phrases to each other’s parents. We just started telling people that we were going to do it, making Seattle our destination because Win had an uncle there we could stay with.

We lived in that mode—the glory of the adventure to come—for a full week without making any concrete plans. Then my dad sat me down on the back porch after I’d reminded Mom that I was going to ride my bike across the country instead of get a job (a declaration prompted by the fact that she’d brought home an application from KFC).

My dad’s a man of few words—and those allotted to me throughout my lifetime have always seemed to mean more.

“Son,” he began.

“Nice start, Obi-Wan,” I joked. “But remember, you gave me the talk years ago, and it still hasn’t done me any good—”

“Son, when I was twenty-one, before I married your mother, I planned to drive Route 66 from Chicago to California in a ’67 Mustang I restored,” he said, the last phrase falling with uncharacteristic wistfulness.

I shut up.

“Talked about it for two years. Even overhauled the engine a couple of times.”

I focused on the gap between the decking boards, a screw whose head had been stripped out. Anything to avoid seeing on his face what I could hear in his voice: regret.

“But I just talked. Never committed. Never cleared my life out enough to start driving. Kept thinking I’d save a little more, get a few things taken care of. Then I met your mom.”

I nodded. Less because I understood, and more because I wanted this conversation to end.

“Set a date, Chris,” he finished with an urgency I hadn’t heard in his voice since, well, since maybe never.

“Set a date and leave—no matter what,” he repeated. He stood, signaling the end of the one-sided exchange. I nodded. He turned and entered the house, leaving me with the revelation that my dad—who’d spent the last twenty-two years working construction and dreaming about a long drive—needed me to go on this trip.

The cicadas chirped in the trees, echoing the buzzing that had begun in my legs. What had started out as a fun way to spend a summer dodging minimum wage had become a quest. I stood, took two steps across the deck, tugged open the creaking screen door, and reached for the phone.

Win answered on the second ring.

“June sixth,” I said.

“Foxtrot,” he shot back.

I wasn’t sure how to respond.

“Code, right? We’re speaking in code or something?” he said, sounding bored.

“Does June sixth sound like code?”

“Nope. Sounds like the day after graduation. Sounds like I might be hungover.”

“Don’t be. We’ll probably put in seventy miles, and I don’t plan to stop so you can hurl,” I said.

“Come on, man. The seventh would be better. Lucky and all—,” he began before I cut him off.

“The sixth,” I said.

He sighed. “Whatever. Roger … or something.”

I hung up, picked up a pen emblazoned with the name of my parents’ bank, and wrote CHRIS & WIN LEAVE in careful block letters on the calendar.

My mother walked in bearing a load of folded laundry.

“What’s that?” she asked, gesturing toward the date I’d been filling in on the calendar.

“A promise,” I said, capping the pen and tucking it back into the mug on the counter before I headed to my room.



CHAPTER THREE


“That’s not possible,” I said, shaking my head. “His uncle was always part of the plan.”

Ward paused for a second. “What’s his name?” he asked.

“What?”

“The uncle. His name.”

I stared at the FBI agent. “I can’t remember,” I said, suddenly wondering if the reason I couldn’t was because Win never told me. Suddenly remembering how his parents looked at me the first time I mentioned Win’s uncle. The one Win made up. His father’s eyes narrowed, his mother’s widened in confusion, and she started to say something before Coggans placed a hand on her knee. She stopped immediately.

“If he doesn’t have an uncle in Seattle, why didn’t his parents say so? I must have mentioned it a hundred times last week when we met with them.”

Ward reached for the back of his neck, rubbed a spot behind his ear, and looked past me in a way that told me he wasn’t about to answer my question. “Whose idea was it to take this trip?”

“Nobody’s. Both of ours. We sort of both took credit for it when the other wasn’t listening.”

He rolled his eyes.

“Look, Win and I have been friends since third grade. Best friends since about sixth. At one point we sorta started sharing a brain,” I said. “The trip idea more just happened to both of us at once.”

“So how come that shared brain didn’t clue you in that Win was lying?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Win lied about a lot of stuff. A lot.”

“But you never thought to check on the Seattle thing?” he asked me.

I shook my head, suddenly feeling stupid. “Guess I never thought he’d lie about something so obvious.”

Ward made a face and shook his head slightly from side to side in a way that reminded me of my history teacher from tenth grade when somebody said something boneheaded in class.

“I don’t know what to tell you,” I said.

“Where’s Win?” he asked me.

“I have no idea.”

“Tell me again why you didn’t call Win’s parents when you got separated?”

Pick a reason. After 3,200 miles of riding, Win had done more than enough to piss me off. I was done being his Boy Scout. Was it my problem that his folks had finally managed to muster up something resembling concern for their only kid? “I was mad, I guess.”

“Mad?” He grabbed that one out of the air in a hurry. “As in angry?”

“Not like that,” I backpedaled. “Look, what do they think happened to Win?”

“We’re going to find out, Christopher,” he said. “Trouble is, right now the only person who can tell us anything at all about Win’s disappearance is you. And this whole Seattle story? Not making you look too hot.”

“What, do Win’s parents think I did something to him?” I asked. They didn’t like me any more than they did Win, but the fact that they thought, what, that I’d hurt him or something, made me feel sort of ill. Granted, if anybody had motive, it would have been me. I’d actually entertained some pretty morbid thoughts after he left me alone on the side of the road. But I’d never have done anything like … like whatever Ward was suggesting.

But just because I hadn’t hurt him didn’t mean someone else hadn’t. Or that he hadn’t been hit by a car. Or attacked by something … or any of the scenarios my mother had cycled through during the week I was home, between the trip and coming to school. I was pretty sure Win had just bailed, but even copping to that much to anyone—my parents, his, or now Ward—made me feel sick for another reason.

“They don’t know what to think,” he said. “They haven’t spoken with their son since he left.”

“But he called them every week!” I said.

Ward shook his head. “Win left phone messages for the first six weeks. He stopped leaving them a couple of weeks before he disappeared.”

Something else they forgot to tell me last week when they’d grilled me after I returned without Win. Then again, they’d never corrected me when I mentioned the uncle in Seattle, so apparently there was a lot they didn’t tell us, a lot they didn’t want us to know they’d overlooked.

His mom had spent plenty of time complaining that they should have been able to reach us by cell phone. We’d packed Win’s because both sets of parents insisted we keep it for emergencies, but Win went swimming with it in his jersey pocket on, like, the third day and shorted out the insides. We knew we’d get an earful about responsibility and safety and all that if we told them what had happened, so we just made lame excuses about not getting reception along the back roads we were following. The only help in an emergency it might have been would have relied on our throwing it hard enough at whoever was trying to mug us. Truth was, I never wanted to feel like anybody from home could reach us whenever they wanted. Win had even more reason.

“As far as I knew, he was calling them every week. We’d find a set of pay phones every Sunday and call in,” I said.

Ward shrugged. “Win left messages. His parents managed to miss every call.”

“They never said anything to my parents or me,” I said. “My mom would have gotten me to make Win call them at work or something.”

“He hasn’t spoken to either of them in more than two and a half months,” Ward reiterated.

“And it only took ’em that long to get concerned,” I muttered.

“What was that?” Ward asked.

“Nothing,” I said, popping to my feet. My legs were going crazy. “Can I ask a question?” I didn’t wait for a response. “Why are you the first legal-type person I’ve talked to? I mean, we’ve all been talking with Win’s parents and stuff, but I haven’t heard from them for a week, and I sort of figured that meant Win had come home after he got bored doing whatever he was doing. Isn’t jumping straight to the FBI, well, a little much?”


OEBPS/images/9781442420120.jpg
jennifer bradbury

Atheneum Books for Young Readers
NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYONEY








OEBPS/images/title.jpg
jennifer bradbury

‘Atheneum Books for Young Readers





