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		So this kid calls me, totally out of the blue. It’s early morning, before school, and my mom would tell you that I should have been busy figuring out which pile of clothes my purple Converse were under and whatever happened to the math homework I did last night. (Well, I did half of it. Maybe a fourth. I never was good with fractions.)

			Technically I guess I’m kind of exaggerating about the kid calling me. It’s the house phone that rings—the old-fashioned landline that my old-fashioned parents think they still have to have hooked up or, I don’t know, the world as we know it might end. But who can resist a ringing phone? I pick it up in the upstairs hallway as I walk past after brushing my teeth. I’m thinking it’s going to be someone selling windows or siding or something boring like that, and I always feel like it’s my duty to give people like that a wacky conversation so they have something interesting to tell their families when they get home from work.

			One time I convinced a magazine salesman that I had a pet squirrel named Lulubelle whose life was so endangered by living in the same cage as my giant guinea pig, Nebuchadnezzar, that the guy called the SPCA.

			My mom was not happy when the county animal control officer showed up at our front door.

			But anyhow, answering the phone, all I’m thinking about is making up a good prank, one I haven’t used before.

			If I can convince the window/siding/whatever salesman I’m my mom—if he calls me “Mrs. McCarthy” and everything—then . . .

			“Hello?” I say. It comes out sounding odd, because I’m still trying to decide whether I want to use a fake accent. British? French? Of course, Australian is always fun. . . .

			“Uh, hello,” the voice on the other end of the line says. “Uh, Daniella?”

			Okay, this is weird. Nobody ever calls me on the landline—that’s what my cell phone is for. And it’s a kid, not some friend of Mom’s who might know me. If I had to guess, I’d say it’s a kid about my age (thirteen), because, you know that weird thing a boy’s voice starts doing in middle school? Where it’s low, then high, then low, then high, and you can tell the boy’s just dying of embarrassment if he has to say more than two syllables? (If I were a boy, I would so totally use that to make everyone laugh all day long. I wouldn’t be embarrassed at all. It’d be fun.)

			That’s what this boy’s voice is doing—the roller coaster of pitches—but somehow it doesn’t seem funny right now.

			Maybe this is crazy, but what this boy’s voice makes me picture is someone with a gun to his head. Like—he’s that worried and stressed.

			And right here is where I say nobody in their right mind would call me if they had a gun to their head. You call me for knock-knock jokes. You call me to borrow whoopee cushions and fake vomit for April Fools’ Day. Matters of life and death? Not my specialty. If I were around someone in danger, the only way I’d ever manage to save them is if I tripped and accidentally knocked the gun out of the killer’s hand.

			“Yes?” I say, and there’s an edge to my voice, because I really don’t like thinking that this boy might be in danger and counting on me for any sort of help.

			“Um . . . you still live in Ann Arbor?” the boy says.

			Okay, that wasn’t what I was expecting. I actually pull the phone back from my ear and give it a baffled look. 

			“Where else would I live?” I ask when I bring the phone back against my head.

			 “Uh, Liston, Ohio?” the boy says. “Or maybe Upper Tyson or Clarksville, but that’s not as likely—are you sure you aren’t moving or planning to move or in the process of—?”

			“No,” I say. 

			This isn’t so funny now. There’s no prank I can turn this into, because the boy’s voice is so urgent and distressed about where I live. Does he think there’s something dangerous about Ann Arbor? (What—am I going to be attacked by white picket fences? Or people’s perfect yards? Maybe a single blade of crabgrass?) 

			Or is it those other three cities—in Ohio?—that are dangerous? What were they again? Istan, Upper Something, and Whatchamacallit-ville?

			I’m about to ask the names again—and what’s so scary about them—when I hear the rumble of a different voice in the background over the phone. I can’t make out the words, but it sounds like a man. A really angry man.

			“Um, sorry,” the boy says when the other voice stops. “I think I have some bad information. You really don’t have another address on a Robin’s Egg Lane in another city?”

			Robin’s Egg Lane? Seriously?

			“I’m going to hang up now,” I say, because I don’t like this. Maybe this is just a really, really good prank—payback, maybe, from somebody I’ve pranked. It wouldn’t be that weird for Natalie or Braden or Ilka or Hamid or—okay, probably three fourths of the kids at Forsythe Middle School—to arrange for some friend or relative I don’t know to call me up to try to trick me. 

			But this feels too real. It doesn’t feel like a prank at all, good or bad.

			The boy on the other end of the line starts pleading: “No, wait, don’t hang up—are you adopted?”

			I jerk the phone away from my ear. And then I stab the button to hang up so hard that it’s a wonder my finger doesn’t break.

			§

			I am adopted. It never used to bother me—I guess I bought the line my parents fed me when I was little, about how they chose me, while parents who are nothing but birth parents get stuck with whatever their own genes produce.
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