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TRIANGLES

Scientists say every action

initiates an equal and opposite

reaction. I say that’s just the start.

I say

every action initiates a most

unequal and unpredictable

chain reaction, that

every

filament of living becomes

part of a larger weave, while

remaining identifiable. That each

line

of latitude requires several

stripes of longitude to obtain

meaning. That every universe

is part

of a bigger heaven, a heaven

of rhythm and geometry,

where a heartbeat is the apex

of a triangle.



Holly
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NOT BIG

On perimeters and diameters.

Math was never my best

thing, not even when school

was a “thing.” I was an English

freak. Lit classes and creative

writing, yeah, I could go for

those. Escape. That’s what

books were. Are. I should

have finished college. Given

myself some choices. But no.

Instead, I let someone build

me a box. Cube me in. Okay,

it’s safe inside, and safe is

not a bad thing to be. Except

after twenty years, stuffed

inside my secure, little box,

I’m in need of a good stretch.

Pushing against the sides. All

it will take is one good shove

for the walls to tumble down.

And every day

I wonder, will

this be the day?



AS ALWAYS

I wake to anorexic rays of morning,

prodding gently through cracks in the blinds.

The breathing beside me is even. Familiar.

Safe. Once upon a time, I might have slid

a leg up over Jace, reveled in the way he

stirred, hot and hard before the rest of him

surfaced from dreams. But not today. Not

in many, many days. I ease out from under

the sheets, slip into shorts and a sports bra,

grab my running shoes, gentle my way

out the bedroom door and into the silence

of my house, asleep. Even after school starts

up again, I won’t see the kids until after six a.m.

But early June, the mad dash to cereal rarely begins

until nine. Which gives me almost four hours

to myself. I take three bites of a PowerBar,

wash it down with Smartwater. Outside,

the sun has yet to crawl over the eastern hills,

yet warm waves temper the night-cooled air.

It’s going to be a hot one today. A quick stretch

and I start my daily run downhill. Can’t do it

any other way, since we live on top of a sage-

crusted knoll. A series of hills rims the lake-lush

valley where Jace and I bought our home, fifteen

years ago. Down. Along. Up. Along. I run, flushing

rabbits. Quail. Squirrels. Hopefully, no coyotes,

hunting for the rest. I see them every now and then,

eager-eyed and scruffy-coated. Sometimes they trot

straight up the roadways, unconcerned about

human intrusion. In fact, they relish it, and

the opportunities it brings. Trash on Fridays.

Cats on their own evening prowls. Small dogs,

let out to wander. But they don’t bother me

and almost seem to enjoy my company. No

coyote escort today, however. I fall into my well-

practiced rhythm, draw deeply of the dawning

morning. Here, in the zone where every breath

takes on such meaning, I find the best part of my day.

Today, I discern some subtle shift. Perhaps it is

the earth’s lean toward summer, but there is motion.

Unexpected. Disorienting, as if I’m running

somewhere new. But am I running from? Or to?



I USED TO HATE RUNNING

In high school, I always trailed

the pack, running laps in P.E.

After graduation and into my one

year of college, I avoided most

forms of exercise, except skiing

and the occasional bike ride.

Three pregnancies, two years in

between each, didn’t do much

except breast-feed and eat. By the time

all three kids were finally in school,

I was a big sack of blubber, afraid

to even start an exercise program.

It took staring down probable

diabetes to make me consider

how much I wanted to stay alive.

I cut carbs. Started walking. One

mile a day, then two. After a while

I ran downhill. Later, uphill too.

Now, less than a year later, I run

more than five miles every day. My legs

are amazing, my body is tight, and

I love how that feels. How that looks.

Certain neighbors have made it a habit

to come outside and watch me run by

every day, despite the early hour.

There is power in that, in the ability to

manipulate the intent behind the smiles

and hellos. And while I would never

take up with someone this close

to home, knowing I could makes me

happy. I run to be happy. Run to

be strong. Run to be successful

at something besides being

a mom. And when I run, I can think.



AND TODAY

I’m thinking again about geometry.

About cubes. Squares. Triangles.

How they’re all made up of lines.

A line is a collection of points

along a straight path that goes on

and on forever in opposite directions.

Two lines that never intersect

are parallel. Two lines that intersect,

forming ninety-degree angles,

are perpendicular. Perpendicular lines

cross each other. Crossing lines.

Today I’m thinking about how easy

it is to be perpendicular. And about

how, while parallel lines may not

intersect, parallel lives too often do.



WHEN I GET BACK

All out of breath and sheathed in a shimmer

of perspiration, Jace is up and heading

toward the shower. “Coffee?” I ask.

He takes one look at me, smiles. In a few.

But first, come here. Did I ever tell

you that sweaty women turn me on?

“Thus, your addiction to beach

volleyball?” I go over for a morning

kiss, sex the farthest thing from my mind.

Jace, however, is totally in the mood,

as advertised by the twitch of his hard-on.

Come on. We haven’t had a morning

go in a while, and I don’t have to be

in the office until nine. He coaxes me

toward the unmade bed. Pretty please?

I start to protest, to say something

about having to change the sheets,

but it’s simpler just to give in for the ten

whole minutes it will take to make

him a satisfied man. And me a dutiful

wife. He leans me, stomach against

the rumpled spread, over the bed,

tugs down my shorts. I close my eyes

as he slips two fingers inside me.

See, now? You’re ready for me.

Strangely, I am, and when he pushes

more than his fingers inside, the sex

is comfortable. Easy. No work at all.

It doesn’t even take ten minutes

until I feel the familiar tightening

of his thighs. Jace comes. I don’t.

He punctuates his final thrust with

a soft Oomph. Pulls away, sticky,

starts again for the shower. Dues paid,

I’m a little less guilty about reminding him,

“Don’t forget I’m going out with Andrea

tonight. Mikayla’s spending the night

at Emily’s. But Trace and Brianna

will be here. Get home on time, okay?”



HE’S ALWAYS HOME ON TIME

Unless he’s on a really big case,

but lately even his litigations

are slam-dunk average. Some

would call that lucky, I guess.

I find it ho-hum, but it pays

the bills, and pays them well.

I watch Jace towel off. At forty-

five, his hairline is sliding back

a bit, and shallow lines have

webbed his eyes. But he stays

fit enough and women, I’m

sure, find him attractive.

Attractive. Reliable. Good

provider. Always home on

time. Even-tempered. Caring

father. Adoring husband.

(Sounds like an obituary.)

What more could any sane

woman ask for, right? Which

says a whole lot about me.



OBITUARY

She decides to write her own,

rather than leave it to strangers;

studies the paper, develops

an obituary template:

In loving memory of

[complete name goes here],

who passed away

[say when, but not

how]

after [number of] years

on this earth. [He/she]

is survived by [spouse, children,

parents, siblings, if applicable].

She considers her life,

how it will end. What

do

you write, she wonders, if

none of those things applies?

What do you say about

someone who realized no

dreams,

who never found love, never

wanted commitment? What

do you say about someone

who clearly wanted to

die?



Marissa
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FUCK HER

I swear that must be what God said

when he agreed to implant me in Good

Old Mom’s uterus. I can see it now:

The angel of making men horny meets

up with the angel of making women

stupid. “Let’s create a problem for some

lame earthly couple,” he says.

(Making Men Horny Angel has to be

a guy. Why would a woman angel

bother with making men horny?)

Uh, you mean, like rip a condom and SNAP …

baby? Sounds like a rainy afternoon,

agrees Making Women Stupid Angel.

But we should prob’ly ask the Big Dude

in Charge what kind of baby to surprise

the lucky couple with, and which lucky

couple, out of all the worthy people

on earth, most deserves the surprise.

So off they go to see God, who’s kicking

back with a bottle of brilliant red wine

and a couple of cute Waiting on God

in Short Togas and Crooked Haloes Angels.

God, who is so not amused, booms:

IT’S BEEN A CRAP CENTURY AND I’M

REALLY NOT IN THE MOOD FOR GAMES.

PICK A RANDOM PAIR OF COLLEGE

BEER PONGERS AND GIVE THEM A GIRL.

AND JUST FOR KICKS, MAKE HER LIFE

A CLUSTER SCREW. LOUSY CHILDHOOD.

MISERABLE MARRIAGE. AND HEY, WHY

NOT TOSS IN A SMART-ASS GAY KID AND

ANOTHER ONE WHO CAN NEVER WALK—

IN FACT, ONE WHO WILL NEVER GROW UP?

MARISSA JOY SNYDER TRASK? FUCK HER!

All I can say is, he must be turning

cartwheels up there. Sipping champagne.

Smoking cigars. Distracting himself

from the looming destruction of Planet

Earth, listening to Broadway music while

watching megascreen clips of natural

disaster shows, extreme sports outtakes,

and human melodramas, more than

a few of them starring yours truly.



ONE OF MY COSTARS

Grabs center stage right now.

Her coughing rattles the intercom,

and I run, as I must, to her room.

“Mommy’s here, Shelby.”

I adjust the face mask of the cough-

assist machine, a mechanical miracle

worker that keeps my little girl

from aspirating. The miracle happens

one more time. The cough quiets.

Shelby tries to smile. The noise

she makes is part hum, part

melody, and means, I love you, Mommy.

“I love you too, Shelbykins.”

Adore her, my baby. Hate her,

for what she is, and that makes

me a monster mommy.

My manicured claws smooth her hair.

Check the tube that sends necessary

sustenance directly into her tummy.

The tummy that, like the rest of her,

is much too small for a four-year-old.

But she is still here at four. Another

miracle, this one straight from God.

I swear I can hear him laughing.



A COSMIC JOKE

That’s what Shelby is. I wanted

a daughter for more than eleven years,

from the very day I gave birth to Shane.

It took that long for the proper sperm-

egg connection, and I was forty years

old before it happened. I’d pretty

much given up hope by then, and

had I known that my beautiful baby

girl would be born with a “condition,”

I might have considered abortion.

Had I known a thing at all about spinal

muscular atrophy, I would have run,

full speed, to the nearest gated clinic.

The joke part comes into play when

you consider the fact that both parents

have to carry the recessive gene to make

SMA occur. Shane was born perfectly

fine, despite the same genetic pairing.

One in four. That’s what their odds were.

God gave Shelby SMA. Shane just got “gay.”



BREATHING STABILIZED

I turn Shelby onto her right side.

“Just like a pancake,” I soothe.

“We don’t want that left side to

get too done, do we?” Old joke,

one she can’t know the meaning of.

Shelby will never eat pancakes.

“Once it cools off, Mommy will

take you for a walk in your stander.”

The promise elicits a giant smile,

and a soft Ooh. I see a flicker

of what my child might have

been, but I have no tears left

to cry. “Oh, look. It’s time for

Barney.” The big purple dinosaur

is a daily staple. “You watch. Mommy

will be back soon, okay?” Her eyes

are already locked on the big-

screen TV, the only one we have

in the house. I figure Shelby

deserves it more than the rest of us.



HER BROTHER

Is way too plugged in as it is.

His computer is his life,

at least his life here at home.

When he was younger, we used

to play board games. He kicked

my butt at chess, but I always beat

him at Scrabble. In the evenings,

we watched sitcoms and horror flicks.

But that was all before Shelby.

Now, what his interests are outside

these walls, I really

can’t say, though I’m more than

a little sure they revolve around

marijuana. I can smell

the barely masked scent of it now,

leaking out from under his bedroom

door. Little shit knows

how much I hate confrontation.

Summer vacation sucks. Guess I’d

better play concerned

parent, even though I know Shane

will do exactly as he pleases. Not

like I’m going to call

the cops. Who needs more drama?



I SHOULD GO IN

Like I might, though. I give the door

handle a vicious twist. Locked. Duh.

“Shane!” My fist flails the old wood.

“Open up right this minute!” No response.

“I’m not leaving until you open the door.”

Nothing. “I know how to unlock it, you know.”

Finally, I hear his chair scoot back across

the oak floor. Footsteps thump toward me.

The lock clicks. The door jerks open.

Yes, Mother? What can I do for you?

I push past him, stomp over to his desk,

where the evidence smolders on one

of my good china saucers—a treasured

wedding gift that has long languished

in the hutch in the dining room we no

longer use. “What, exactly, do you think

you’re doing?” I must look stupid, hands

gripping my hips, because he bursts

into percussive snorts of laughter.

I would think that’s obvious, Mom.

I’m smoking weed and checking

out a little guy-on-guy action.

“Wha …?” For the first time, I look

beyond the smoke, resin, and incense-

stained saucer to the computer screen,

where one very buff and obviously

very gay guy is doing unmentionable

things to another very buff and obviously

even gayer guy’s oily backside. I’ve

never seen anything quite so vile,

not that I’ve ever gone looking. “God,

Shane!” Two clicks of the mouse and

the disgusting video disappears. “How

are you paying for that? And how are you

paying for that?” I point toward

the not-an-ashtray. “Do you have any

idea how much that china is worth? Your

grandmother must be cartwheeling in her

grave. What in the hell do you think

you’re doing?” I repeat. With emphasis.

He ignores the first two questions.

You never use the china anyway, Mom.

And hey, summer vacation is all about

stress relief, something you need more

of yourself. That’s top-quality weed. Want

me to turn you on to my connection?

I think he’s serious. “No. I. Do. Not.

And I don’t want you smoking anything

in the house. You know what smoke can

do to your sister. Do you want to kill her?”

The grin falls from his face. Shh, he says.

She can hear you, you know. He lowers

his voice to one notch above a whisper. No,

Mom. I don’t want to kill her. He slices me

with blue quartz eyes, pierces me through

with his words. But I wish God would.



GOD IS ON A WALKABOUT

Won’t say where. The Outback,

perhaps, or an uncharted tropical

isle. Someplace where peace drifts

like smoke in the silence.

God

doesn’t want to hear complaints

for a while. No grievances, desires,

or entreaties. He is in serious need

of a seventh-day kind of rest. It

isn’t

that he’s angry. Disappointed, yes,

to a degree. Sick of the bickering

going on in his name. And anxious.

Homo sapiens, his favored, are

taking

such a long time finding their humanity.

His First Noel should have been the key.

But people still haven’t grasped

the light. So, until further notice, all

requests

may be directed to him, care of

the celestial switchboard. No follow-

up calls, please. He’ll get back

to you. Sooner or later.



Andrea
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BEST FRIEND MELTDOWN

Is a hard thing to watch. Especially when

you’ve been there, done that, and you’re certain

fulfillment is not on the far end. Holly and I

have known each other for over a decade,

since our girls did toddler playgroup together.

I’ve always secretly envied what she has—

a McMansion on the hill overlooking the wide

lake-fed valley that divides the south reaches of

Reno from the northern grasp of Carson City.

Three great kids. An adoring husband who, while

not exactly movie star material, is precisely

the kind of man I dream of. But Holly glimpsed

her fortieth birthday, fast approaching. Panicked.

Dropped sixty pounds, thinks she needs to lose

more, though size four is starting to look baggy

on her. She runs miles every day, lifts like a man,

all, she says, so she can enjoy her nightly libations

and keep turning heads. Like now. They swivel

in our direction as we come through the big glass

door. Reno is an enigmatic city, and its bars are

representative. Tucked away with the weekly

motels are cheap booze dives. Near the university,

campus hot spots and sports bars draw young

crowds. Downtown, casino neon and noise deny

easy conversation. But here, on the Riverwalk near

the business district, this bar is polished brass,

oiled oak, and low-lit crystal. Not the type I used to

frequent before I quit looking for Mr. Amazing

in every wrong kind of place. This is the right

kind of place. Unfortunately, all these spit-shined

Versace guys are checking out my married friend.

I’m getting used to it. Sort of. I guess. Good thing

I’ve given up on men. Focused on my career

and daughter, who is thirteen and starting to ask

those difficult questions a mom should be available

to answer. Tonight, however, Harley’s on a rare

visit to her who-wants-to-be-a-dad-anyway

father. Which is why I’m here, watching

my best friend flirt like she’s the single

mom. And I’m mostly along for the ride.



IT’S A SMOOTH ASPHALT CRUISE

At the moment. I follow

Holly’s metered hip sway

to a tall table, unoccupied,

midroom. Check it out, she

says. It’s our lucky day. One

can only hope. She shimmies

up onto a suede stool, tough to

do in a skirt that short. I join

her, and before our butts are

firmly planted, a guy at the bar

begins the ol’ eyeball prowl.

I could save him some time,

tell him now he doesn’t stand

a chance. Too medium height.

Too average build. Too Jace.

And why is it the guys who

least stand a chance are the

most determined? He checks

her out like she is merchandise.

Maybe he thinks she’s for sale.

A waitress meanders over,

takes our order. Mojito

for Holly. Fat Tire for me.

Holly crinkles her nose.

Not only beer. Chewy beer.

I smile. “Carbs, and I need

them. I didn’t have dinner.”

I expect an admonition—

don’t drink on an empty

stomach or something. But

no. She nods approvingly.

I had a salad. Didn’t want

to get too messed up. Then

again, it’s been a while since

you and I tied one on. Too

long. Her eyes relentlessly

scan the room. Finally, they

touch down on me. So what

have you been up to? How’s

work? Still a love-hate thing?

“Pretty much. The state of

Nevada is worse off than

California. Furloughs. Budget

cuts. I still have my job, and

that’s a good thing. But no

cost-of-living raises for DMV

employees this year. In fact,

that promotion I got? The title

‘supervisor’ means nothing,

moneywise, and won’t for

the foreseeable future. It’s a

pisser.” Holly keeps nodding

like she has a clue what it means

to cling to a day-after-day, same

ol’ thing job. Okay, with benefits.

She doesn’t have to work at all.

Jace Martin Carlisle, Esq., sees

to that. Holly should count

her blessings and give her

husband credit where it’s due.

If he were mine, I’d spoil him

rotten. Neck rubs. Gourmet

dinners. Breakfasts in bed,

followed by protracted

post–French toast lovemaking.

Our drinks arrive and Holly

lifts her glass. Here’s to girls’

nights out. Cheers! She takes

a long pull as the average guy

initiates an obvious approach.

“Don’t look now, or do look

if you want to. You’re about

to get some company.” This

could be fun. You can’t pay

for entertainment like Holly.



AVERAGE GUY

Saunters up to the table, or at least

does his best saunter imitation.

Good evening, ladies, he says.

May I buy you a drink? He aims

the invite at Holly, who says, “I’m good,

thanks. But you could get my friend

something that doesn’t smell so much

like beer. How about a mojito, Andrea?”

She just told the guy my name! “Uh,

no thanks. And, HOLLY, I like beer

just fine. Even if it is chewable.”

We both laugh, leaving Average Guy

knowing our names but completely

confused. Well then, may I join you?

Holly lifts her left hand. “Don’t think

my husband would appreciate that.”

She says it, straight-faced, while lasering

a come-hither smile at a striking guy

who is sitting with a cute-but-not-

gorgeous friend at a nearby table.

Average Guy turns to see what Holly

is staring at. His ear tips immediately

blister red and he starts to pant. Are

you saying I’m not good enough?

“Not even close, sweetie. Now, if you

don’t mind, we were in the middle

of a private conversation.” She picks

up her drink, disconnects completely

from Average Guy, whose entire

face is now tinted cranberry-crimson.

Whatever, he hisses. But so you know,

you’re not so special either, bitch.

Holly shuts him up with a single filthy

look. “Darling, I am the kind of special

a guy like you can only dream about.

Now go away before I yell ‘pervert.’”

He glances at me, but all I can do is shrug.

Another bitch, by mere Holly connection.



MERLOT-FACED, HE GOES

But not before flipping her off.

“Wow,” I say. “You should write

a book—Two-Sentence Castration.”

She laughs. Sounds like a short book

to me. Anyway, I was thinking about

writing erotica. Entertaining research

and all. And speaking of research,

those cute guys over there are scoping

us out. You up for a little fun?

I’m starting to wish I’d ordered

something stronger. “Depends

on what you’ve got in mind.”

Harmless flirting. Maybe a free

drink or two. She doesn’t wait

for me to agree, and all it takes

is a single filthy look—of a whole

different variety than the last one—

for the erotica research to begin.

Holly and I go out together fairly

often. But this particular side of her

is relatively new. The change is not

in the way she flirts—all wildcat eyes

and come-on smile from across the room.

The change is in her follow-through.



HOLLY IN ACTION

Is nothing short of awe-inspiring.

I would not call her flirting harmless,

however. I would call it straight

for the jugular. Except the jugular

is not located where she’s aiming.

We are now sitting with Grant

and Caleb. I’m currently sipping

one very strong mojito while

Caleb gripes about congressional

reregulation. Holly, who is on

her third very strong mojito,

has hitched a leg over Grant’s

knee, effectively airing out

her crotch. Hope she’s wearing

panties. But if I were taking

bets, I’d guess no way. And I

can also imagine where Grant’s

fingers are creeping. Half of me

is grossed out. The other half

really wants to look. Holly acts

all innocent, like nothing’s going on

under the table. But everyone here,

including Average Guy, who is

sloppy drunk and leaning toward

belligerent, knows otherwise.



UNDER THE TABLE

Where voyeurs and lawyers

duck their heads, truth loiters,

obscured, in the shadows.

It’s

the key to deception, central

to suspension of disbelief.

Fact, in overt disguise, is often

all

people need to embrace

lies invented as distraction.

In back rooms, filthy with

smoke

and the sweat of success,

decisions are made,

agreements entered into

and

lives change, sometimes

not for the better. In more

ways than one, eyes are

mirrors.

What does it say about

you if you can’t bring yourself

to look into them?



Holly
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FOUR MOJITOS

Approximately one per hour. I actually

feel okay driving home, though

I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t want to get

pulled over right now. I could have let

Andrea drive. She volunteered. But I

didn’t want to listen to her bitch

about my behavior. It wasn’t that bad.

“Harmless flirting. Free drinks. Research.”

That’s what I said. And that’s what it was.

Mostly, anyway. Grant did give me his card.

Told me to call. He’s disgustingly good-

looking. But I’ll probably lose his card.

Right at the speed limit, it’s a twenty-five-

minute drive home from downtown Reno.

I manage it without drawing attention

to myself but have to admit I’m happy

when I turn off the main highway, onto

the little road through the valley. Rarely

will you find cops out here on a Friday

night. Well after one a.m., the action

is in town. Still, I maintain the thirty-five-

miles-per-hour limit all the way home.

I expect it to be dark. Everyone fast

asleep. Surprise. Not even close.



ALMOST EVERY WINDOW IS LIT

Shit. What’s going on? I throw the Cherokee

into park, pop a couple of killer breath

mints, hurry toward the door, stomach

churning. Inside the house is a not-pretty

scene. Mikayla is on the couch, arms
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HREE FEMALE FRIENDS FACE MIDLIFE CRISES
IN A NO-HOLDS-BARRED EXPLORATION OF
SEX, MARRIAGE, AND THE FRAGILITY OF LIFE.

Holly: Filled with regret for being a slayat-
home mom, she sheds sixty pounds and loses her-
self in the world of extramarital sex. Will it bring
the fulfillment she is searching for2

Andrea: A single mom and avowed celibate,
she waiches her friend Holly'’s meltdown with a
mixfure of concern and contempt. Holly is throw-
ing away what Andrea has spent her whole life
searching for—a commilted relationship with a
decent guy. So what if Andrea picks up Holly's
castaway husband?

Marissa: She has more than her fair share of
challenges—a gay, rebellious teenage son, a ter-
minally ill daughter, and a husband who buries
himself in his work rather than face the facts.

As one woman's marriage unravels, another's
rekindles. As one woman’s family comes apart at
the seams, another’s reconfigures info something
bigger and beter. In this siory of conneciions and
disconnections, one woman's up is another one’s
down, and all of them will learn the meaning of
friendship, betrayal, and forgiveness.

Unflinchingly honest, emofionally powerful,
surprisingly erofic, Triangles is the ultimate page-
turner. Hopkins's gorgeous, expertly honed poetic
verse perfectly captures the inner lives of her

characters,

Sometimes it happens
like that. Sometimes
you just get lost.

Get lost in the world of Triangles, where the
lives of three unforgettable women intersect, and

where there are no easy answers.

ellen hopkins s the New York Times bestselling
author of eightyoung adultnovels, including Crank,
Gloss, Fallout, and Perfect, beloved by teens and
adults alike. She lives in Carson City, Nevada.

Visit her online at www.ellenhopkins.com

MEET THE AUTHORS, WATCH VIDEOS AND MORE AT
SimonandSchuster.com

- THE SOURCE FOR READING GROUPS

@ reomhcamsabos (3

it con/AtiaBooks
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From #1 New York Times bestselling author Ellen Hopkins
comes “a raw and rivefing tale of love and forgiveness
that will captivate readers” (Publishers VWeekly)

Scientists say-every action
initiafes an-equal and opposite
reaction. |-say thaf's just the start.
Isay.
every. acfion inifiafes @ most
unequal cnd unprediciable
chain reaction, that
every
filament of living becomes
part-of alarger weave, while
remaining identifiable. That each
line
of lafitude requires several
stiipes of longitude to obfain
meaning. That every universe
is part
of a bigger heoven, a heaven
of thythm and geometry,
where a heartbeat is the apex
of a friangle.
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