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MyFace Profile


Name: Dani


Sex: Female


Age: 17 years old


Location: Hawthorne, Massachusetts, United States


Last log-in: April 23


Mood: romantic


My hobbies: tennis, running, singing


Interested in: friendship male and female, dating male, relationship male


My favorite quote:


“Watch your thoughts, for they become words. Watch your words, for they become actions. Watch your actions, for they become habits. Watch your habits, for they become character. Watch your character, for it becomes your destiny.”—Charles Reade


About me:


Hello, world!!! I’m a jr. at Hawthorne High and sing alto in our a cappella group the Hawtones . . . love the teamwork . . . play varsity tennis . . . brings out my competitive side . . . best friend is Shelley . . . u can see lots of pictures of us here . . . lots of good times . . . I’m a loyal friend, always try to live up to what is expected of me . . . hate letting people down, would rather be disappointed in them than have them disappointed in me . . . I’ve had this happen to me at least once since my dad moved away when I was little . . . I won’t bore you with that story since you probably know how that goes . . . I like a guy at school, but he has no idea . . . so if you are cute and reasonably tall and above all, NICE, please hit me up.


TMI, Dani thinks. That’s way too much information. Just leave in the happy parts.


Hello, world!!! I’m a jr. at Hawthorne High and sing alto in our a cappella group the Hawtones . . . love the teamwork . . . play varsity tennis . . . brings out my competitive side . . . best friend is Shelley . . . u can see lots of pictures of us here . . . lots of good times . . . I’m a loyal friend, always try to live up to what is expected of me . . . if you are cute and reasonably tall and above all, NICE, please hit me up.


Dani presses Publish.
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Dani Solomon babysits for a boy named Alex Draper three times a week. Dani doesn’t like having so many nights tied up. She doesn’t need the money, either. Her mother is a successful real estate broker and gives Dani a big allowance. But Dani keeps babysitting because Alex and his mom—whose name is Cynthia Draper but whom Alex calls “Mrs. Alex,” so Dani calls her that too—rely on her. Dani’s sure she’s the most responsible, educational, and fun babysitter Mrs. Alex could find. Plus, she likes Alex because he makes her laugh.


On April 23, Alex and Dani play Lion King, a game Alex made up after watching the movie.


“You’re not a mountain anymore,” Alex says. “You’re fire.”


“I thought we were both mountains,” says Dani. It’s hard to keep track of all the characters, scenes, and events that weren’t in the movie.


“I’m still a mountain. But you’re fire. So flame up.”


Dani hisses and waves her fingers. “Am I flaming up?”


Alex stands his plastic animals at their paper-cup caves. They rear up and sniff the flames.


“So what does a mountain do?”


“Watch.” Alex squats and grunts like he’s trying to poop. “See? Now I’m a mountain. Do that when you turn back.”


“A grisly discovery in Dorchester this afternoon,” says the living room TV. “A nine-year-old girl allegedly stabbed to death by her stepfather. Details at six.” Dani grabs the remote to shut off the set. She sees a three-decker apartment building cordoned by yellow tape. A small lump covered by a blanket lies in the middle of a big stretcher. Two sobbing neighbors watch a man leave in handcuffs.


Monster, she thinks. Or is he just crazy? What kind of person would do that? And how could he do that to a little kid? The girl probably trusted her stepfather the way Alex trusts Dani. Dani imagines something like that happening to Alex. Alex as a lump on a stretcher. Alex having been killed by someone he trusted. Someone close to him, who is supposed to be responsible for him. A caregiver, just like Dani. The idea is too horrible.


Alex’s animals form a circle on the coffee table, waiting for the lion to tell them what to do. Dani pauses while the scene in her mind completes itself in greater detail. She imagines being a murderer like the man in Dorchester. She pictures herself walking in handcuffs to a police cruiser in front of Alex’s house. Mrs. Alex watches with an accusing, tear-stained face. Or worse, an ambulance pulls up to the emergency room where Mrs. Alex works, and Mrs. Alex realizes that the lump on the stretcher is her own child. Ugh. Oh my God, it’s too awful, Dani thinks. She shivers and puts her hands over her face. Stop thinking about this, Dani tells herself. Now.


That’s my TMI, Dani thinks. Too much imagination. She finds it easy to imagine herself into all kinds of situations. Her imagination helps with writing assignments and with making up games for Alex, but it also gives her trouble. During rehearsal for her a cappella group she often pictures herself on vacation in Aruba with Gordon Abt, and she can almost feel her beach dress clinging to her legs as she and Gordy run hand in hand through the waves. Sometimes she worries that the other Hawtones can read her expression: unfocused eyes, parted lips, a small gasp escaping from her mouth because she forgot where she was and thought that the vacation was really happening . . .


Now her TMI is making her imagine being like someone she would never empathize with in a million years. Dani is not a violent person. She detests people who are hurtful or violent. She tries very hard not to hurt others, not even their feelings. No way in the world would she ever even strike a child. Dani decides to boycott all violent movies and TV shows. Maybe the stuff she sees—even glimpses accidentally—is putting pictures in her head. Maybe what her health teacher said was true: Violent stuff changes the way your mind works.


“Now be a mountain so the lion can stand on you and look far,” says Alex.


“Is this far enough?” Dani asks Alex. She squats, grunts like she’s going to poop, then lifts Alex and his lion up to the ceiling. Alex loves that, and Mrs. Alex is too short to do it. Now Dani thinks only about Alex. She forgets about the Dorchester girl and her stepfather.
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Gordon Abt is massaging Dani’s shoulders. This is real life, not Dani’s imagination. Before every rehearsal, the Hawtones massage the singer on their left and then the singer on their right. Dani stands beside Gordy because she’s an alto and he’s a tenor.


He touches her lightly, but Dani feels her nerves tingle all the way to the floor.


“Ahh,” she says. She says it ironically, so that if he doesn’t share her feelings she can pretend to be joking. But Shelley hears her. Shelley knows that Dani’s being ironic about being ironic; that she really does mean Ahh.


Dani’s tall, but Gordy is taller. Although only his hands touch Dani, she senses his whole body. It shimmers in parallel to hers like a six-foot sheet of glass filled with afternoon sun.


Now it’s her turn to massage him. His shoulders are slender but have some muscle. As Dani massages, her heart pounds a word—look, look—and she feels like their pairing stands out from all the others.


When she lets go of his shimmer, he thanks her the way he would thank anybody for anything. The Hawtones begin their vocal exercises, starting at a low pitch and rising by half-steps. Nathan Brandifield, a baritone, smiles at Dani every time she sings a note. He’s geeky and she doesn’t know him well, but he’s always oddly proud of her.


“New music for June fourth,” their music director, Mr. Gabler, says. “Well, not new to the seniors, but the rest of you need to learn it. This time anyone—male or female—can audition to sing lead, and we’ll all decide who sounds best.”


What is the song, and who will be the soloist? Last week Dani suggested “Fix You” by Coldplay because she thought it would be perfect for Gordon’s voice. She even bought the sheet music for Mr. Gabler, hoping to tip the scales. Gordy suggested “Back on the Chain Gang” by the Pretenders, which, coincidentally, Dani loves and sings well. Shelley asked Meghan Dimmock, a soprano, what she wanted to sing, as if the new song was already Meghan’s. Shelley is a good singer too. Why didn’t Shelley suggest something that showcases her own talents?


“Retread,” a senior mutters as she hands around the music. The new/old song is Mr. Gabler’s arrangement of “Old Cape Cod,” originally recorded by Patti Page. The Hawtones would prefer a mix of new and classic music, but Mr. Gabler has a weakness for all songs pertaining to Massachusetts. He plays last year’s concert recording on his computer.


Nathan is a sophomore prodigy. He memorizes most songs by the second rehearsal, and he can imitate the sounds of twenty-five instruments. He listens by tilting his head, as if his ear were a bowl the music was being poured into.


When the song ends, Meghan adjusts her top to show more midriff. Meghan’s a junior, and everyone says she’ll get a music scholarship. Dani doesn’t care for her singing, but Meghan has a knack for attracting attention and striking photogenic poses that might sell tickets. Gabler favors her too. He usually doesn’t stop the song when she goes off key.


“Places,” Gabler says. “Let’s run it through once.”


The group makes a tight semicircle that lets the singers see every performer and hear every voice. The vibrations from their throats meet in the center, making a thick column of sound. Dani loves feeling her voice knock on the door of other voices and find them completely solid.


“You’re the best suited to ‘Cape Cod,’ ” Nathan tells Dani during a break. “You sound the most like Patti Page.”


At home by herself, Dani is a great singer, but she’s afraid to sing lead with the Hawtones. If they do a love song and she looks at Gordy, she might choke. And in a cappella music no instruments cover your errors, so every flaw is magnified. The Hawtones’ semicircle is one being, one organism, a giant C of closeness. In performance the singers cue one another with a tiny look, a foot shift, the lift of a shoulder. My turn. Your turn. Sing louder. I need to clear my throat; can you fill in? Except for Meghan’s pitch problems, the Hawtones never miss a note or a lyric. If Dani sang lead and faltered, she’d hurt the whole group.


Dani still squirms over a mistake she made last fall. Shelley was out with a cold, and Mr. Gabler gave Dani two copies of a new song they had to learn quickly. Dani meant to deliver one copy to Shelley’s house, but she was thinking about Gordy all the way home, and even when she played tennis with Shelley that weekend she didn’t think to mention the song.


The following Monday Gabler said, “Get out ‘Charlie on the MTA’ ” and Shelley said, “We have a new song?” Mr. Gabler said, “Didn’t you give Shelley her music?” And they both looked at Dani like she had seventeen-year-old Alzheimer’s and Dani wished she could drop through the floor into the boiler room where no one went except the janitor, and way down to the core of the earth, banging on every surface and object along the way. Mr. Gabler called Dani’s mistake “a failure to execute.”


Dani wasn’t stupid, and she couldn’t blame it on Alzheimer’s. She inventoried her motives. Do I hate Shelley? Do I see Shelley as a rival? Did I set her up? Do I want Shelley to fail? She later apologized to Shelley for “the Charlie incident” until Shelley asked her to shut up. Now Dani wonders again, Am I a crappy friend?


Dani needs to forget the incident, so she focuses on Mr. Gabler. His thinning hair; his L.L. Bean polo shirt in an unflattering shade of electric blue; his tan pants that have been through the dryer so many times that when he turns his back he has a case of VPL (visible panty line), which is especially unfortunate in a man. Apparently Gabler wears briefs, not boxers. This is TMVI. Too much visual information.


Mr. Gabler signals the altos to sing louder. “Give me more,” he says. He winks at Dani. He must have forgiven her for the sheet music. Why am I still thinking about the Charlie incident? she wonders. Everyone else has moved on.


Dani begins to relax, but then, without wanting to, she pictures herself reaching out and cupping Mr. Gabler’s testicles. Oh my God, she thinks. That’s so disgusting. If she were alone, Dani would shudder and put her hands over her face. Although she’s been staring at Mr. Gabler’s thin pants and VPL, the idea of grabbing his genitals has come out of nowhere. No, no, no, Dani thinks. Make this thought go away!


But instead, more details flood into her mind. How his briefs are probably worn thin too. That’s two icky layers of thin material. How his scrotum would feel making contact with her hand. Revolting. And the worst thing: Mr. Gabler’s reaction. How shocked he would be. How shocked that she would do something like that, when he thought she was a worthwhile and valuable member of the group. Her image of his expression is so detailed that it seems real. Dani has to look at her hands to make sure they’re not touching Mr. Gabler.


But he’s okay. Nothing has happened.


“Dani,” Gabler says in his usual way. “You with us?”


Dani nods and sings louder. Her left palm tingles as if it’s had contact with Gabler’s privates. When Gabler turns to the baritones, Dani rubs her hands together. It seemed so real. Did I really touch him? she wonders. But no one looks shocked. No one yells or stares or reacts. While Dani tries to focus on the music, her imagination keeps running ahead. Now it fills in all the reactions of her group mates. Meghan, Shelley, Gordon—what would they think? I guess she’s not getting that solo. I guess she’s not my friend anymore. Well, she’s kinda cute, but I guess she’s plain crazy.


Dani closes her eyes for a minute. She feels panicky. Maybe she’ll have to drop out of Hawtones. She doesn’t know how she can keep coming to practice if Mr. Gabler’s VPL continues to show.


She brushes her left hand against her skirt.


“Hey, Shell,” Dani asks after class, “did I seem . . . weird in there? Was I acting unusual?”


“Weird and unusual how?”


“Well . . .” What can I say? “Did I seem to interact, like, oddly with Mr. Gabler? Or did I move differently?”


“You closed your eyes when Gordy was massaging you. You turned red a few times. So no, nothing unusual for you. If you didn’t turn into a goofball around Gordy, that would be unusual.”


“My knees felt rubbery right then,” Dani says. “I could hardly stand up.”


“Will you try for that lead?” Shelley asks.


“Not if Meghan wants it.”


“What Meghan wants,” Shelley responds, “Meghan gets. And that’s the way it should be.” She sticks “Old Cape Cod” into her backpack as they head to lunch.
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Kinda cute. That was how Malcolm Pinto would describe Dani and her pal. Dani is a little too tall, a little too athletic, a little too everything, and that a cappella crowd is too smiley and sunshiney, as if an enema of Tang, Gummi Bear vitamins, and major chords has been shoved up their butts.


But getting back to Dani. She has a long, tall tennis build—square shoulders from walloping those serves, no hips, and in between a stretched-out triangle. The only thing that saves Dani from seeming like a rich bitch is that everything touching her seems like it’s been hung in the sun on a really bright day. Her clothes look brighter and whiter than anyone else’s, like the outfit she has on now, a pink hoodie over a white ribbed tank top and a faded denim skirt. The bits of jewelry she wears are made of string or rope, as if she made them from scraps on the deck of a sailboat. Her hair is reddish blond (Malcolm’s dad, who likes to help Malcolm evaluate the looks of the various high school girls, corrected him once by saying “strawberry blond,” savoring the term as if he was reading something nice off a menu) with pale gold glimmers that are probably natural. She’s hot, but her hotness is combined with another term. He hates to say it: She’s merry.


Shelley is cute too, in a smaller, darker way. She has the sparkpluggy, power-at-the-core type of tennis build, and she wears simple clothes like polo shirts and bandannas and high-top sneakers. “That’s a baby dyke if I’ve ever seen one,” Malcolm’s dad, Michael Pinto, said when Malcolm pointed her out. Malcolm had felt admiration for his dad, who, because of his police work, not only knew what went on in the world, but had a shorthand term for any situation you could come across. “Nothing new under the sun, my boy,” he would say. “Nothing your old man hasn’t seen before.”


Malcolm takes a drag off his cigarette and watches the two girls come into the courtyard.
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“Let’s eat outside,” Shelley says. “I need to talk.”


It’s not a great day. Drizzle sticks to the air like a coating of hairspray. But Dani and Shelley don’t mind because they’re outdoor fiends, the sporty type. Other outdoor fiends, nicotine addicts like Malcolm Pinto, stand behind the potted shrubs near Dani’s favorite bench, hiding cigarettes under their sleeves. Others are nature lovers who relate better to trees, clouds, and grass than to people. Still others are antisocial, and the courtyard is the farthest from their peers they can get.


“What’s up?” Dani asks when they open their dips. Since they met in day care, they’ve called lunch “dips.” Each of them brings a dip and dipper to share: Cheez-Its with yogurt, cashews with mango salsa, Oreos with peanut butter.


“I need to tell you something,” Shelley says. She looks scared, serious. Will today be the day? Dani wonders.


Shelley tucks her bangs inside her hat. “You and I have spent a lot of years together.”


“True,” Dani says.


“And we agree on a lot of things.”


Dani nods.


“We’ve got a ton of stuff in common.”


“Uh-huh.”


“We have a lot of the same opinions? We view life the same way?” A question has crept into Shelley’s voice, making Dani nod again.


“But there’s a difference between us. And it’s as big as it can be between best friends.”


“What do you mean?” Dani asks.


“I’m gay, Dani.” Shelley takes a deep breath. “I’m gay. That’s what I need to tell you.”


What can Dani say? She can say “I know.” But that would spoil Shelley’s dramatic moment. Still, Dani does know. And she’s waited years for Shelley to tell her what she already knows.


When they were ten or eleven, Shelley would claim to like the boy most other girls liked, as if crushes were decided by acclamation and not by a sickening, weakening, all-consuming feeling in your gut that said This one and no other. Shelley would pass notes saying “OMG he is adorable,” but the notes rang false. Since junior high, Shelley’s been quick to defend various airheaded girls Dani dislikes, girls who act narcissistic, which Shelley interprets as confidence. Those two things set Shelley apart from most other girls Dani knew. Once, during a high school tennis match, a spectator told the person next to her, “That girl’s a lesbo. Look at the way she walks.” Dani went to the sidelines and said, “All of us jock girls walk like that,” and the woman kept her mouth shut for the rest of the match.


And last winter, Dani and Shelley were shopping in a music store downtown when two women walked in. They had short haircuts and wore similar black parkas, and although they were white, one pushed an Asian toddler in a stroller.


“Look at those two,” a college-aged guy in the guitar section said. “Look at the twins. Hey, are you two sisters?”


“My mommy is a resbian,” his friend said in a fake Chinese accent, and the guys around him snickered. Shelley laughed too, but she looked as if her own life sucked and the women’s lives sucked and she couldn’t imagine life ever not sucking.


“Jerks!” Dani yelled at the guys. “Jerks, jerks, jerks!” She grabbed Shelley’s sleeve and pulled her around the block where they could have their pictures taken with a giant elf and get free hot chocolate. Then she started waiting, thinking, Any day now she’ll tell me.


Still, today she can’t decide how to react to an announcement that was intended to surprise Dani and make their friendship closer. If she acts surprised, she’ll be dishonest to her best friend. If she says “I know,” she’ll mock Shelley’s courage and make Shelley look ridiculous.


“Dani,” Shelley repeats. “Did you hear me? I just came out to you. I’m gay.”


Dani notices, over Shelley’s shoulder, Malcolm Pinto watching them. Can he hear what Shelley’s saying?


“You’re shocked,” Shelley says. “You don’t know what to say.”


“No.”


“You’re the first one I’m coming out to, you know.”


Dani fiddles with a pack of cookies. “How long have you known?”


“A couple of years. Don’t tell anyone, Dani.”


“What about the Gay-Straight Alliance?” Dani asks. “Are you out there?” Theoretically, gay students at Hawthorne High have a lot of support. At least sixty kids are part of the GSA—they overflowed the classroom the day it was formed. Three gay teachers advise the club.


“You don’t think people in the GSA are necessarily that supportive, do you?” Shelley says. “That’s just the hot organization to belong to. It looks really open-minded but in fact it’s a load of crap.”


“Wow,” Dani says. “I assumed everyone in the club was sincere.”


“Don’t kid yourself.” Shelley closes her tub of pepperoni with mustard. “It’s still as hard as ever to be gay. Or lesbian, or not sure what you are.”


“You know better than I do whether people in the club are prejudiced,” Dani shrugs. “Maybe people in school act different around me. More accepting.”


“That’s because you’re straight.”


“But they thought you were straight, didn’t they?”


Shelley stares like Dani is obtuse. Dani watches the kids sneaking smokes behind Shelley. Malcolm is dramatically furtive. He smokes Camels without filters and usually goes back inside sporting tobacco in his teeth.


“I’m not shocked,” Dani finally says. “You are my best friend and I love you no matter what.” Immediately she regrets the “no matter what,” because it suggests there’s something wrong with being gay. The right words and the wrong words are tying Dani up in knots. Again she wishes she could tell Shelley she had already known.


Shelley wraps an arm around Dani, and they tilt their heads together as they have since day care. “I love you too, no matter what,” Shelley says. But it feels awkward.


Dani waits for Shelley to tell her more. To talk about some bad times. Being embarrassed. Being rejected and feeling left out. Overhearing that joke in the music store and not knowing how to react. Or maybe Shelley wants to talk a new way, an open way, about the person she likes. Dani would overlook Shelley’s weakness for narcissistic people.


“So, are you . . . involved with anyone?” Dani asks. “Or do you want to be?”


“I haven’t gotten involved with anyone yet,” Shelley says. She touches the bangs falling from her hat. “Dani, this has to be a secret. It has to be, because of my parents. It wouldn’t be okay with them.”


Dani pictures Shelley as a vulnerable creature being born. Just cracking from an egg, her skin a delicate membrane more easily bruised than Dani’s. The shell of the egg is lavender, the color of the Gay-Straight Alliance. Shelley may seem tough, but people must treat her delicately. Dani holds the eggshell of Shelley’s gayness in her hand. How does she know I won’t crush it? She imagines saying something hideous to Shelley, that she doesn’t fit in, that she is evil. You are a freak, she pictures herself saying. You are unfit to be my friend. Or my tennis partner.


No! No! Dani thinks. Shelley is not a freak. She is a great friend and an awesome person. I would never intentionally say something so hurtful to Shelley. Still, she feels nervous, like the wrong word will leap out. A person could say anything, right? A person could be a great friend one day and then lose control and become a sucky, mean friend the next. The courtyard seems to brim with nasty possibilities.


Dani sits up straight and looks into Shelley’s eyes. “You are my best friend,” she says. “I will absolutely keep your secret.”


“Thanks,” Shelley says. She holds on to the rubber tips of her sneakers, and she looks like the little kid Dani met in day care. “I feel better knowing that someone knows.”


“It’s an honor to be the first.” There. That’s something true. “Can you hit for a while right at two fifteen?” Dani asks. “I feel like some of the shots I used to be sure of have gotten inconsistent.”


Shelley sits back as if she’s been struck by something. “I can’t believe I just poured my guts out to you and you’re already talking about tennis. I still have a weird out-of-body feeling from coming out to you.” She wipes the front of her cargo pants as if her embarrassment is a bunch of cracker crumbs that a dab of peanut butter is causing to stick.


Oh no, Dani thinks. I can’t do anything right.
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Later that afternoon, Dani jumps up the steps to Alex’s. She’s running late. She felt bad about Shelley getting short shrift at lunch, so she mentioned Shelley’s orientation again after their tennis practice. They flopped onto the grass, and the conversation about being gay turned into a conversation about Meghan that used up Dani’s travel time.


Alex appears inside the screen door.


“Sorry, guy,” Dani says.


“Mom’s mad, but not a lot mad.”


As she enters he backs up, talking the whole time. “Do you want to see my new e-Pet? It’s a horse named Louie.”


“Sorry!” Dani yells upstairs.


“It’s okay!” Mrs. Alex yells back. From the sound of things, Mrs. Alex is talking to the hospital, putting on her heels, and styling her hair all at once. “Glad to know you made it, that’s all.”


Of course I made it. When have I ever not made it? Dani thinks.


Dani hates letting people down, especially Alex and Mrs. Alex. Alex is so cute and heartbreaking. Alex’s father left when Alex was only four. Dani tries to be extra fun so Alex won’t miss his dad. She should have told Shelley she was pressed for time, but that would have meant letting Shelley down. Whenever Dani gets too busy, someone in her life gets cheated, and today it’s Alex.


But there will be compensation. Because he sometimes asks about her matches, Dani used some of her babysitting money to buy him a junior racket, a really good one with the same features as hers but only twenty-one inches long. She wants to give him lessons once a week when school’s out. Maybe when Alex gets to Hawthorne High he’ll be captain of the boys’ team.


“I’ll go calm your mother down,” she tells Alex.


“There you are!” Mrs. Alex says. She wears a lab coat but snazzes things up with silver hoop earrings and pink lipstick.


“Anything new with the kiddo?” Dani asks.


Mrs. Alex is a nurse practitioner, which she says is as good as a doctor. She’s distracted most of the time, but in many ways she’s easier to talk to than Dani’s mom. She has a philosophy that Dani can get behind. She’s been through some rough times, but she believes that no matter what, you have to place a high value on yourself. She was in love with Alex’s father at the beginning, and tells exciting stories about meeting him on a sailboat and him getting five passengers through a thunderstorm. She thought he owned the sailboat, but friends told her later he didn’t. Then followed a year-by-year landslide of her admiration, and eventually she realized that he was not good enough for her, and she asked him to leave. Now she only mentions him when she has to, not using his name (Patrick) or the phrase “my ex-husband” but the phrase “Alex’s father.” That makes it seem like Patrick is someone in Alex’s life but not Mrs. Alex’s—a friend of Alex whom Alex had once introduced her to. Alex talks about Patrick when his mom isn’t around. He tells stories about feats of heroism, like flying a helicopter through the middle of an iceberg. Maybe all those adventures spring from the sailboat story, and Alex carries in his genes the infatuation Mrs. Alex first felt when meeting Patrick. Dani thinks of Alex’s version as Tarzan Daddy.


What can she do with Alex for the next eight hours to compensate for his losing his adventurous father? And will there be anything for her to eat when she gives Alex his supper? Mrs. Alex keeps promising she’ll stock up on food for Dani, but she usually forgets. Often there’s been nothing for Alex, either, and Dani walks him the six blocks to McDonald’s.


Mrs. Alex jingles her keys. “Nothing really new. He still has a slight ear infection. I’ll be home after eleven.”


How does that feel, bitch?


Dani has a picture of herself getting the junior racket from Alex’s room and whacking the side of Mrs. Alex’s head. Mrs. Alex’s eyes roll up. She sways for a minute before hitting the ground. Not Mrs. Alex. Not Mrs. Alex. I would never hit or hurt her. I would complain about her, sure, but I would never hit or hurt her. I wouldn’t call her the B word either. I basically like Mrs. Alex. I don’t know why I would even think that. While having all these thoughts, Dani listens to Mrs. Alex talk. She tries to focus on her employer’s instructions. She touches her own lips to make sure she hasn’t spoken while Mrs. Alex is speaking. That she hasn’t said the B word. The vision of Mrs. Alex collapsing was so real that Dani goes to Alex’s room to check that the racket is still where she left it. She touches her mouth again and rubs her hands. Then she follows Mrs. Alex downstairs.

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/9781442459250_cover.jpg
e
Ty 7
s
=
3
S
-
uw
Q]
=

s

ings

m

























