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For the 1982 Miami Trace High School “In the Know” team,

The 2010 and 2011 Dublin Scioto “In the Know” teams,

The Bishop Hall gang,

The New Year’s Eve gang (both those who love the Name Game and those who hate it)

And, of course, the other two-thirds of the Triumvirate of Knowledge.

The answer is still “Up.”
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Prologue


KT Sutton swung her arm in a phantom arc. Her hand released a phantom ball.

The perfect pitch.

In reality KT was sitting in the backseat of her family’s SUV. But in her mind she was on the field in the championship game of the Rysdale Invitational, hurling perfect pitch after perfect pitch over the plate, striking out one stunned batter after another.

If you can see it, you can do it.

Her pitching coach’s words echoed in her mind, filling her mind. The whole world shrank to those words and KT’s imagined perfect pitches.

See it; do it. See it; do it. See it—

“You’re not nervous, are you?” her father’s voice came from the front seat. “There’s no reason to be nervous. You’re the best pitcher out there. The scouts will see that.”

KT clenched her fists. The imaginary pitcher she was visualizing in her mind dropped the imaginary ball. Pain shot through her very real muscles. The semifinal game yesterday had been hard-fought and brutal, and KT just hadn’t bounced back like she usually did.

“Dad,” she said, her voice as cutting as one of her perfect pitches. “Stop it.”

“Don’t jinx her,” Mom advised from the passenger seat.

“Mom,” KT said. She gritted her teeth to fight the pain still throbbing in her right shoulder. “Don’t talk about jinxes.”

“It’s just—” Dad shifted in his seat. KT could tell he was trying to catch her eye in the rearview mirror. “This is a really important game. Maybe the most important game of your softball career so far.”

KT bent her neck, avoiding Dad’s gaze. Even that movement hurt. She stared at the mitt cradled in her lap, letting her eyes draw comfort from the familiar pattern of the lacings.

“Why don’t you let us help you get psyched up?” Dad asked. “Like you used to.”

“I’m not eight anymore,” KT said.

She remembered how Dad had prepared her for games back then. He’d have her stand at the top of the stairs in their house and yell, “I’m the best pitcher in the world! I’m the best pitcher in the world!” over and over again—“until you believe it,” he always said.

At eight she’d believed easily. She’d torn through the Ponytail League so dramatically that three ten-and-under travel teams came recruiting her. She’d heard her father brag once that “My daughter could throw strikes with her eyes closed,” so she’d tried it in the next game.

And succeeded.

She’d been eight when she’d written out her goals for life, in lurching little-kid writing:

The University of Arizona will beg me to pitch for them

I will win a gold medal in the Olympics

That list was still tacked up on the bulletin board over her bed at home, right in the center where she could see it every day. Her goals hadn’t changed in the least since then, but just so other people understood, she’d added a few clarifications over the years. She could close her eyes and picture the list as it had looked when she’d stared at it that very morning:

The University of Arizona will beg me to pitch for them. They will give me a full-ride scholarship. I will be their starting pitcher.

I will win a gold medal in the Olympics. I’ll start for TEAM USA, too. After I (and 9 million other players) convince the Olympic Committee to bring softball back! Or, if that doesn’t work, at least I’ll get a gold in the World Cup!

High-school and college scouts always watched the Rysdale Invitational. Maybe the people who would be Olympic coaches someday did too. KT was only in eighth grade, but everyone said this was when the really important people started paying attention. When they started filling slots on the best high-school teams, the ones that brought together girls from hundreds of miles apart. When they began planning who would get which college scholarship. When they mentally began filling lineups for games that wouldn’t be played for years.

This was when KT could start making her dreams come true.

A shiver passed through her that could have been fear, could have been nerves, or could have been another jolt of pain.

KT decided it was just adrenaline. The pure, raw adrenaline that was going to propel her to pitch a perfect game.

In the front seat Mom put a warning hand on Dad’s arm.

“Bill,” she said soothingly. “KT has a professional psych-up routine now. We paid her pitching coach and her visualization coach a lot of money to work up the best approach for her.”

KT heard mumbling beside her—something like, “Should have spent that money on video games.”

KT whipped her head to the side and held back a wince at the pain that flowed from that motion. Somehow she’d managed to forget that her younger brother, Max, was in the car too.

Forgetting him, she’d discovered, was the best strategy with Max. But she couldn’t stop herself from snarling, “What’d you say?”

Max barely bothered to glance up from his Nintendo DS. He darted his eyes nervously toward Mom and Dad in the front seat and mumbled, “Nothing.”

Just looking at Max annoyed KT. How could two kids from the same family be so different? He’d been a cute enough little kid, with wavy blond hair and ears that stuck out in a way that made strangers stop them in the grocery store and gush, “What an adorable little boy!” But now that he was twelve, he’d turned into a pudgy, pasty blob who might as well have had his hands surgically attached to various video and computer games. A human slug, as far as KT was concerned.

Pathetic. Despicable. Disgusting.

“Max, honey, don’t bother your sister,” Mom said, turning around to fix him with one of her stares. Just from her tone, KT could tell this was probably a continuation of some earlier scolding. The “honey” sounded like a threat. “KT is under enough pressure as it is. We all need to support her as a family.”

Thanks a lot, Mom, KT thought. You’re not helping either.

Max waited until Mom turned back around to face the front. Then he muttered, barely loud enough for even KT to hear, “It’s just a game. Who cares?”

KT felt the anger blast through her body. How dare he . . . She actually welcomed the anger, because it washed over the pain, over the fear, over the nerves.

Use it, she told herself.

She’d done that in plenty of games, drawing on fury over bad plays, bad calls, or bad sportsmanship to make her own game that much sharper. But somehow today she couldn’t get quite . . . centered. Without exactly realizing it, she’d gone from cradling her mitt in her lap to cradling her right arm.

It doesn’t hurt that much, she told herself. I’ll be fine once I warm up. But . . . there’s nothing wrong with buying myself a little insurance.

Surreptitiously, she sneaked her left hand down into the bag at her feet. She came up with a bottle of Advil. Working one-handed, she popped off the lid and slid two tablets into her mouth, washing them down with a swig from her water bottle.

There, KT thought. Mom and Dad didn’t see, so they won’t be asking annoying questions like, “What’s wrong? Are you going to be okay to pitch? Are you still going to be in top form? You have to be in top form!” And of course Max wouldn’t notice. For once it’s good he’s a video-game-addicted slug!

Moments later they pulled into the parking lot of the sports complex. Maybe it was the Advil kicking in; maybe it was just the excitement finally hitting. But KT didn’t feel like she needed her psych-up exercises anymore. This was it—the big game. She forgot anger, annoyance, pain, fear, nerves. The green grass of the field spread out before her. In the parking lot the bright gold and blue of her teammates’ uniforms glowed as if the sun shone only for them.

My tribe, KT thought. My home.

The field was flat enough that she could see straight out to the pitching circle.

Where I belong, KT thought.

Kerri and Bree, two of her teammates, began pumping their fists at KT as soon as they saw her.

“Woo-hoo!” they screamed. “KT’s here! Time to dominate!”

They slapped their palms against the side of the SUV, letting the sound accelerate and crescendo. Two other teammates, Makenna and Liz, ran over to join in.

“Dad, stop! Let me out here!” KT demanded.

“Um, okay. Good lu—”

KT was out of the car and slamming the door before he finished the last word. But KT knew what it was, and she didn’t need it.

Luck? That’s not what wins games. It’s talent. Training. Hard work. Skill. It’s wanting to win so bad you can taste it.

KT already had that.

It was the top of the fifth inning, and KT’s team was behind 3-2.

Coach Mike sent her out to the pitching circle with a slap on the back and three words: “Shut ’em down.”

KT had been pitching for Coach Mike for two years. She knew exactly what he was asking for: three strikeouts in a row, nine pitches so dazzling and tricky that three of the best fourteen-year-old batters in the country would swing and miss, swing and miss, swing and miss. Boom, boom, boom. You’re out; you’re done; your half of the inning is over. It’s our turn now, baby.

KT knew that if Coach Mike had been sending out one of the other pitchers, Vanessa, he would have said, “Get back our at-bat.” Vanessa liked the drama; she needed that sense of revenge, the suggestion that something that rightfully belonged to her team had been taken away and she needed to take it back.

KT liked keeping things simple.

But as she jogged onto the field, everything behind Coach Mike’s words flashed through her mind. He didn’t want three strikeouts just because it would be quick. He wanted those strikeouts as psychological warfare. Ten or fifteen minutes from now, when the teams switched sides, he wanted the girls from the other team spreading across the field thinking, Maybe we’re not as good as we thought we were. Maybe we deserve to lose. Maybe we’re losers after all.

And he wanted those strikeouts for KT’s sake, to show what she could do. KT didn’t know if there were really scouts there or not—Coach Mike had a policy of not talking about things like that until after a game—but a few people in the stands didn’t seem to be cheering for either side, and that was always a tip-off. KT had done well in the first four innings, but she’d let two runners get on base. She just hoped the scouts noticed that none of them actually scored. All three of the Cobras’ runs had come last inning, when Vanessa was pitching, not KT.

Never mind. KT was back now. She was ready to pitch her best.

KT dug her cleats into the ground, marking her territory. She swung her arm around, loosening it up. It took every ounce of willpower she had not to flinch at the aching protest her arm sent up, but KT managed to keep her expression poker-face smooth. She got into position, and that hurt too.

No pain, no gain, she thought, and hurled the ball toward the catcher’s mitt.

The batter swung so hard KT could almost feel the breeze.

“Strike one!” the umpire hollered.

When she was batting, KT hated those words. She’d tell herself, That’s nothing. Just a warm-up swing. Give me another one like that and I’ll hit it out of the park.

KT could tell that this batter was telling herself the same thing.

Oh, no, you won’t, KT thought, and she threw the next ball.

“Strike two!” the umpire called.

Told you, KT thought.

Two strikes, no balls—it would be easy for a pitcher to get cocky at this point. To start counting her strikeouts before they were pitched, to maybe even look toward the next batter warming up off to the side. But KT’s coaches had all but beaten into her brain: Finish the job. You start celebrating too soon, it’s you who’s going to be finished.

So KT allowed herself only one triumphant nod, a quick jerk of her chin down and back up. Out of the corner of her eye she could see Bree over on first base, nodding back. It was like they were connected telepathically, each one thinking, Don’t tell Coach Mike, but we might as well start celebrating now, because we are going to win this thing.

The batter stepped out of the batter’s box, tried a few experimental swings, and stepped back in.

Losing confidence, are we? KT thought. She threw the next ball.

“Strike three!” the umpire cried.

KT could tell he was trying to hide the admiration in his voice. He was supposed to be neutral, after all. But those had been three beautiful pitches. The Cobras were known for their batting. They never struck out.

The next batter took her time getting to the plate.

Trying to make me cool down my hot arm? KT thought. Uh-uh. Not going to happen.

But the momentary break gave KT a second to feel the throbbing in her arm again.

I thought Advil was supposed to last longer than this, she thought. Guess I won’t be doing any commercials for them after I’m in the Olympics.

The batter was ready now.

So was KT.

The pitch.

The swing.

The umpire’s call: “Strike one!”

And again.

“Strike two!”

And again.

“Strike three!”

Nothing to it, KT thought, even as the stands went wild. KT could hear her parents’ voices loudest of all, calling out: “KT! KT! KT!”

“Just one more strikeout!” her father yelled.

Coming right up, KT thought.

But she knew those last two batters had been the bottom of the Cobras’ lineup—talented girls, probably good enough right now, at fourteen, to star on most varsity high school softball teams in the country. They could probably star on a lot of college teams too. But compared with the rest of the Cobras, they weren’t stars. They were inconsequential specks of dust.

The Cobras’ star batter was coming up next.

Her name was Chelisha, and she was so famous in softball circles that KT had heard rumors about her even though she lived hundreds of miles away. Supposedly, her father had been a record-breaking baseball player in Cuba; her mother had been an Olympic skier. Supposedly, she’d hit her first home run when she was two.

Chelisha, in batting stance, was a portrait of coiled-up power and menace. She looked like a cobra.

Yesterday, watching the Cobras’ semifinal game, KT had been in awe of Chelisha’s elegance, her grace, her speed—and the three runs she batted in during the second inning, the home run she sent sailing over the fence in the fourth, the triple she scored on in the sixth.

“Wouldn’t you love to be the pitcher who struck her out?” Vanessa had whispered to KT.

Oh, yeah, KT thought.

Now was her chance.

Under her batting helmet Chelisha fixed her eyes on KT’s—a trick, KT thought. She’s trying to rattle me.

For just an instant a jab of self-doubt pierced KT’s brain: Who am I to strike out the great Chelisha? She’s amazing. Maybe I’m not as good a pitcher as I thought. Maybe I’ve just been lucky. Maybe, underneath it all, I’m just a loser.

Whoa. Chelisha was good. And all she was doing was standing there.

Oh, no, you don’t, KT thought, narrowing her eyes right back at Chelisha. Who are you to think you can get a hit off the great KT? I just struck out two of your teammates, and now I’m going to strike out you!

KT threw the first pitch.

It was a little . . . erratic. KT had been working so hard to block out the pain radiating through her body that maybe she was ignoring other signals too. Like where her hand was when she let go of the ball.

The ball dipped, then rose, then dipped again. The last time KT had pitched so gracelessly was her first game in the Ponytail League, six years earlier. But the ball crossed the plate in the strike zone.

And—it wasn’t what Chelisha was expecting. She swung a second too late, a millimeter too high.

“Strike one!” the umpire called.

So there! KT thought. Even when I mess up I’m great!

But she didn’t have to turn her head to feel Coach Mike glaring at her. She knew exactly what he was thinking: There’ll be no more of that. Nobody can win with pitches like that. Can you get your act back together, or should I take you out?

“It’s back together,” KT whispered to herself.

She hoped.

She got back into position, her own version of a coiled cobra ready to strike. Or—ready to throw a strike. Her entire being was focused on that one action: every nerve, every muscle, every tendon, every ligament, every brain cell. She whipped her arm around and—boom!

The ball lay in the catcher’s mitt.

Chelisha hadn’t even tried for it.

“Strike two!” the umpire called.

Who’s bad now? KT’s eyes asked Chelisha.

Chelisha was a cool customer. She yawned.

Just waiting for something worth hitting, her eyes said back to KT. You going to throw something I can respect or am I going to have to make do with garbage like that?

Respect this, KT thought back at her.

She got back into pitching position. She could feel her teammates behind her, and knew without looking that they were in position too. She knew they were ready for anything, but hoping for two things at the same time. Deep in their hearts they were wishing for KT to throw another strike, because they could be generous like that, and they knew how happy she would be to strike out Chelisha. But, just as deep in their hearts, all of them were also wishing that Chelisha’s bat would connect with the ball and send it soaring straight into a glove—their own. Because every girl wanted to be the hero. You didn’t practice ten or twenty hours a week just to stand on a field and do nothing.

Sorry, girls, KT thought. Maybe next time. This one’s mine.

She hurled the ball toward the plate.

The pitch was just a bit outside the strike zone, but maybe Chelisha wasn’t as cool as she pretended. She reached for it. She jerked her bat around to slam the ball down toward the ground. The ball bounced once, speeding back toward the pitching circle. It was just to KT’s right.

KT could see in her mind’s eye exactly what would happen if she didn’t stop that ball. The third baseman, Kerri, would scoop it up a split second too late, and fire it toward Bree, on first, another split second too late—and Chelisha would already be on base.

KT had to get that ball.

It was awkward, leaping sideways and at the same time reaching up and to the right with her gloved left hand. But KT had done this exact move a million times in practices and other games. It was automatic for her, her muscles working in sync practically before her brain could process, That ball’s mine. Grab it!

KT reached higher, higher, higher. The ball seemed rocket-powered, headed for outer space. Definitely beyond KT’s glove.

No! screamed through KT’s mind. I’m stopping it!

She made her arm stretch farther. The ball slammed against the lacing at the top of the glove, and for a fraction of a second it felt like the ball itself was trying to decide: Stay here or keep flying on?

KT jerked her right hand over the ball, a risky move because she didn’t have the glove firmly in place, solidly behind it. But the gamble worked. She squeezed her hand tight, and the ball was right there, firm against her palm. She whipped around and fired the ball toward Bree on first base.

Something happened during that throw. Her arm flailed out of control. A wave of pain crashed through her body—too big to ignore, too overwhelming to fight. KT couldn’t even surrender, because the pain didn’t ask her to surrender. It just took over.

The pain slammed her to the ground. Darkness sagged over her vision; a buzzing took over her ears. But her brain gasped out one more thought before it, too, shut down:

Where’d I throw that ball?
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Chαpter One

KT fought against waking up.

It’ll hurt, she thought. Can’t face it . . . can’t . . . can’t . . .

As lullabies went, this one sucked. Each “can’t” forced her closer and closer to consciousness, as inevitably as a swimmer surfacing after a dive.

Stubbornly, she kept her eyes squeezed shut. She held her body perfectly still.

Can’t look, she thought. Can’t move. Can’t call the pain to me.

She had a vague sense that she might be in a hospital, might be in traction, might be in one of those full-body casts where nothing showed but the patient’s eyes. If she let herself listen, she was fairly certain that she’d hear beeping monitors, doctors’ and nurses’ regretful voices, maybe even her own parents’ sobbing.

She didn’t want to let herself listen.

Then, as so often happened, she heard Coach Mike’s voice in her mind.

There’s no room for cowards on a softball team, it was saying.

KT forced herself to open her eyes.

And—she grinned.

She wasn’t in a hospital room. There was no traction, no cast; there were no monitors, no doctors or nurses. She was simply in her own bed at home, the morning light streaming in through the windows so blindingly that she couldn’t see through it.

Perfect softball weather, she thought, as she did any time it was sunny.

Automatically, she rolled over to squint at the clock on her nightstand. It said 7:23, and a little M–F glowed red beside the numbers, meaning that her usual weekday alarm was on.

School day, KT thought, relaxing muscles she hadn’t quite realized were tense. Just an ordinary school day.

She still had seven minutes before her alarm went off, so she reached for the softball nestled on the nightstand beside the clock. She flipped over onto her back and tossed the ball up into the air a few times, letting gravity bring it back to her again and again and again.

This was her favorite way to wake up.

I’m KT Sutton, pitcher, she thought. There’s nothing else to say.

She savored the pull of her muscles, the smack of the ball against her bare palm. She tightened her grip around the ball, as if ready to throw it as hard as she could, and her hand and arm and shoulder felt absolutely fine. She flexed her wrists, her ankles, her neck. Not a single nerve ending complained.

This was miraculous. KT couldn’t remember the last time she hadn’t had some part of her body aching at least a little—a pulled muscle, a shin splint, a tender bruise growing on her leg from sliding into base. She sat up on the edge of her bed, and still nothing hurt.

See? She told herself. I’m fine. Better than ever. Nothing’s wrong at all. Nothing happened last night except . . .

The Rysdale Invitational.

KT actually gasped out loud. How could she have forgotten? Last night had been the Rysdale Invitational championship game—the game she’d been longing to play for the past three years, the game that could help determine her high-school and college career, and maybe even her post-college career too. And what had happened?

She remembered the first four innings. She remembered striking out the first two batters in the fifth inning. She remembered pitching to the mighty Chelisha. Strike one. Strike two. Chelisha swinging for the third pitch, the ball bouncing, KT catching it. And then . . .

KT’s memory shut down.

Well, of course I threw the ball to first, KT thought. Of course.

Why couldn’t she remember that throw? Why couldn’t she remember anything that happened after that throw? Why did her memory keep backing away every time she tried to think about it?

Don’t worry about any of that, she told herself. Who won? How’d we do in the rest of the game? How’d I do?

She reached for her iPod from behind the alarm clock. She checked the clock again. She still had four minutes. Plenty of time to log on to the Rysdale Invitational website, find out the final score. If she was lucky, they’d have a description of the championship game posted too.

She logged on to the Internet and swiped through choices on the iPod screen. For some reason, the shortcut to that site was missing, so she had to type out each letter individually: www.rysdaleinvitational.org.

“Sorry, we couldn’t find www.rysdaleinvitational.org” appeared on the screen.

That was weird. Had KT misspelled something? Was it “.com” or “.net” or something like that? She tried all the other possibilities she could think of.

Nothing.

The alarm on her clock went off—a deep, disturbing buzz. KT jumped.

Stop it, she told herself. You set that alarm yourself. Nothing’s wrong. Do you hear me? Nothing’s wrong.

She shut off the alarm and dropped the iPod back onto the nightstand. KT had patience for pitching and pitching and pitching, and listening to instructions to move her foot a millimeter to the left or slide her thumb a millimeter to the right. She didn’t have patience with iPods or computers or other electronics if they didn’t do what she wanted them to do instantly so she could get back to things she really cared about.

Duh, KT thought. Just go see if you have the winner’s trophy or the runner-up trophy.

She pulled a warm-up jacket and pants over her T-shirt and shorts and dashed out of her room.

KT’s trophies—dozens and dozens of them, maybe even hundreds—were all displayed downstairs on a family-room bookshelf that her parents lovingly referred to as “the shrine.” It was actually silly to call it a bookshelf, since it contained no books. The trophies and medals and team pictures had completely taken over. Anytime KT came home with a new trophy, it got the prime position on the shelf, and then a day or so later her dad would prop up a picture beside it of KT holding the trophy at the end of the game: tired, sweaty, sometimes covered in mud and bruises, but always grinning triumphantly.

It’ll be the championship trophy, KT told herself as she raced down the stairs. It’s got to be. We had to have gotten Chelisha out at first. We had to have come back and gotten at least two more runs . . .

KT leaped past the last three stairs and spun around the corner into the family room. She saw the vast wooden structure of the shrine. She turned her head, zeroing in on the center shelf, the position of honor. She saw . . .

Nothing.

It wasn’t just that there was no Rysdale Invitational championship or runner-up trophy on the center shelf. There was nothing there at all. The shelf was completely bare. KT took a step back, her gaze taking in the entire structure.

All the shelves were empty. All of KT’s trophies were gone.

KT let out a sound that might have been a whimper.

Mom’s head appeared over the back of the couch.

“Where . . . th-the trophies . . . ,” KT managed to stammer.

“What? Oh—I’m dusting,” Mom said. She held up something that must have been a trophy, enswathed in a huge dust cloth. Mom bent down again, her head disappearing behind the couch once more.

KT sagged against the wall in relief. Of course Mom was just dusting. KT had seen her do this many times: moving all the trophies and medals and pictures down to the floor, wiping down the shelves, then running the cloth over each individual trophy before placing it back in its exact right spot.

KT waited for Mom to bob back up. Maybe Mom would say something like, “Great game last night!” and then KT could say, “What was your favorite part?” And just by saying “uh-huh” and “you think so?” a few times, KT could get Mom to tell her everything.

Mom and Dad loved reliving KT’s games.

Mom didn’t reappear. Should KT just say, “Hey, let me see last night’s trophy again?” Could she do that without making Mom suspicious?

Mom’s phone rang. It wasn’t her usual ring tone—“Take Me Out to the Ball Game”—but some chant KT had never heard before. She couldn’t quite make out the words.

“Hello?” Mom said, after standing up and pulling the phone out of her pocket. She twisted side to side, as if her back was sore from bending over dusting.

Maybe it would be Grandma and Grandpa, and Mom would tell them the whole story of how the game had gone last night. Maybe it would be the mother of one of KT’s teammates, and KT could figure out from the conversation whether the two moms thought KT had earned her choice of spots on the best high-school club teams, or if KT had hurt her chances.

“Oh, yeah, it’s a big one,” Mom said.

That sounded promising.

“Yes, we’re very proud of our little Max,” Mom went on.

Max? KT thought. Liar. Why would you be proud of him?

Amazingly, it seemed that the entire conversation was going to be about Max.

“Yes, yes, he’s been working very hard . . . . Yes, everyone says his chances are good . . . . Yes, that’s just what my husband and I think . . . ,” Mom was saying.

KT started tuning out the Max talk. But she decided she could inch closer to the couch. All she needed was one glimpse of the Rysdale Invitational trophy on the floor behind the couch and she’d at least know if her team had won or lost. Then maybe she could check Facebook for more details.

Even as she said, “Uh-huh, uh-huh,” into the phone, Mom screwed up her face and shook her head at KT. Mom made a shooing motion with her free hand.

“Breakfast,” she half mouthed, half whispered to KT.

KT froze. Something weird was going on. Mom did not yammer on and on about Max and just shoo KT away. Mom liked to sit with KT while she was eating breakfast. They’d reminisce about the most recent game or sync plans for which teammates’ moms were driving the carpool to practice when. Or they’d just daydream together about the big games KT would play in the future. Usually KT was the one who wanted to shoo Mom away.

“But—,” KT started to say.

Mom’s head-shaking became even more stern.

“Go on,” she said, pointing toward the kitchen. She went back to her phone conversation. “I’m sorry. My daughter just interrupted me. What were you saying?”

KT backed away.

Interrupted? she thought resentfully. Didn’t that phone call interrupt me and Mom?

KT felt so strange—maybe breakfast would be a good idea. Could a bowl of Wheaties restore her memory of last night’s game?

In the kitchen KT found that Dad had left the local suburban newspaper in a pile on the table. KT fell on it eagerly. The newspaper wasn’t very good about covering softball, but the Rysdale Invitational was huge. And it was the only big tournament of its kind in the area. The fact that a local team had won—if KT’s team really had won—was almost like someone winning the Olympics in her hometown.

It should be front-page news, KT thought.

That was probably too much to hope for—yep, nothing about softball on the front page. KT shuffled through the pages, looking for the sports section.

There wasn’t a sports section.

Maybe there was a story, maybe even a picture, and Dad took the whole section to work to show to his coworkers, KT thought.

She flipped through the pages once more, just to be sure, and a thick section labeled ACADEMICS fell out. Its front page was covered with four huge stories about a new chemistry professor starting at the local university. There were three different pictures of the professor, posed with a Bunsen burner, a rack of test tubes, and a pair of safety goggles.

Yeah, and this is why no one reads newspapers anymore, KT thought, dropping the whole stack back onto the table.

But her stomach felt too queasy all of a sudden for cereal and milk. She grabbed an energy bar and, chewing it, went back to her own room.

Facebook, she told herself. Should have tried that in the first place.

Vanessa, the backup pitcher on KT’s team, loved Facebook. Coach Mike had accused her once of trying to post to it between pitches.

“You don’t see KT doing anything like that, do you?” Coach Mike had asked. “You want to be as good as KT, you’re going to have to learn how to concentrate like KT.”

KT had glowed over those words. She’d memorized them, and replayed them in her mind again and again and again.

But right now she hoped that Vanessa hadn’t followed Coach Mike’s advice too completely. She had to find out how the game had turned out.

KT crammed the last of the energy bar into her mouth and grabbed her iPod from the nightstand once more. She sat down on the bed and opened Facebook.

Some kid she barely knew from school was asking how she did on some test.

Some other kid from school was asking about some other test.

Oh, who cares? KT thought impatiently.

She decided to go straight to Vanessa’s wall. She typed in Vanessa’s name, and her profile picture came up—not the one of Vanessa in batting stance that she usually used, but Vanessa in some nerdy-looking argyle sweater vest and nerdy-looking glasses.

Must be Dress Like a Nerd Day on Facebook, KT thought. Yeah, Vanessa, think how much pitching practice you could have gotten in while you were posing for and posting that stupid picture.

She hit Vanessa’s link and a question came up:

“Send Vanessa Oglivy a friend request?”

“I’m already Vanessa’s friend,” she muttered to the iPod.

Re-friending Vanessa was too annoying to deal with right now, so she tried Kerri’s Facebook page instead.

“Send Kerri Riverton a friend request?” the iPod asked.

“You have got to be kidding,” KT muttered.

KT tried Bree. She tried the rest of the infield players, the entire outfield.

According to Facebook, KT wasn’t friends with a single one of them.

Great. This would be the day that Facebook messes up, KT thought. She dropped the iPod and picked up her cell phone instead.

“What’s your favorite memory of last night’s game? Pls share,” she typed into the text-message window. That would do it. She’d simply text this to every member of the team at once, and the information would come rolling in. Everyone would think it was a little strange, but KT was beyond caring about that right now. She clicked over to her address book, looking for the group designation for the entire team.

It wasn’t there.

In fact, all her team members’ individual numbers were missing too. So was most of KT’s address book—just about every number except the ones for Mom, Dad, Max, and a few random people from school.

KT dropped her phone, too.

“Mom,” she called. She gathered complaints in her head, trying to figure out which to unleash first: Facebook is broken and my cell phone is messed up and the Rysdale Invitational website is down and the sports section of the paper is missing and why’d you pick today to dust my trophies?

She could already hear Mom’s footsteps on the stairs. Belatedly, some sense of caution swam over KT. Can’t let Mom know I don’t remember what happened at the game last night. Can’t let her think there’s anything wrong with me. She might not let me go to softball practice this afternoon.
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