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For Ben


Chapter One
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This was going to be the worst year of my life.

I crumpled my fifth-grade schedule and the letter from my new teacher in my fist and blinked away the stinging in my eyes. Not a single friend in my homeroom.

Of course, that sounded less dramatic when you figure I only had four friends. Sam, April, Sheldon, Amanda, and I perched on the top of the monkey bars with our legs swinging down below us. Together, we were a pack, ready to take on bullies and frenemies.

I had once been one of the “cool” kids. I shuddered thinking about those dark, pack-less days that I spent fake laughing at jerkface Tom’s bad jokes and whispering mean things about other people to my only-when-I-was-popular best friend Becky. But then Tom said he hated me, which made Becky stop being my friend at school, and suddenly I had become a solo eater in the cafeteria. And in life.

Luckily, Sam and I were paired to work on a project about wolves. We realized we were like the scapegoats—the wolves that all the other wolves in the pack loved to pick on. And we decided to stop being in packs like that and make a new one of our own, even though jerkface Tom called it a Pack of Dorks.

Sheldon, with his dinosaur obsession, and April, who had once suffered from a nose-picking addiction, also had been solo eaters in the cafeteria. Amanda had eaten with whoever she wanted to but only because most kids were afraid of her potential to slap off their faces if she got too mad. (It had never actually happened, but we all knew it was possible.) Once Sam and I formed our pack, the three of them joined in, too. And together, we laughed when people (ahem, ahem, Tom) called us names. Soon the name-calling just sort of stopped. Or maybe we just stopped noticing. Either way, we’re better together.

Or at least, we would be better together. I shook the schedule in my fist.

This year, April had enrolled in a magnet school in the city. Sam and Sheldon each had Mr. Grayson, known for his love of argyle socks and yoga. Amanda had Mrs. Mason, who had an unnatural affection for sunflowers and bumblebees. (Seriously. Her walls were decorated with sunflower posters. She signed her teacher letter with a little bumblebee over the n.)

I tried to picture Amanda, whose natural state of anger was just barely contained with daily meditation, surrounded by all that happy décor. I think she was also picturing that, because her face turned a little green. “Bumblebees make me angry!” she grumbled. Sheldon patted her back.

As for me? I was stuck with the newbie teacher who no one knew anything about and who probably didn’t know anything. Miss Parker. Puke. Her letter was on plain white paper with typewriting font. Boring.

“Want to ride bikes to school tomorrow?” Sheldon asked Amanda.

“I can’t. Someone stole my bike last week.” She cracked her knuckles. “Dad said I shouldn’t have left it in the front yard, but if I catch the guy who nabbed it—”

“A lot of people are looking for that guy,” Sam said. “Mom told me last night that about a dozen bikes have been stolen from front yards in the last month.”

No one said anything for a moment while Amanda muttered kumbaya under her breath and cracked each finger, her wrist, and then her neck. The kumbaya is supposed to be like a mantra that helps her calm down when she gets really angry. It doesn’t always work.

Sheldon scooted to the edge of the monkey bars, preparing to jump down. “Mr. Grayson’s letter has something in it about the election for the fifth-grade student government.”

Sheldon seemed super focused on the ground. Just jump already, I thought.

He continued, “Applications are due by the end of the first week, and since school starts on a Wednesday, that’s only three days to figure out if we want to run for office.”

“The first week?” April echoed. “That’s kind of crazy.”

Amanda shrugged. “Well, the guidance counselor did tell us all about it on the last day of fourth grade.”

“They did?” Sam and I said at the same time.

April laughed. “Yeah, right after you guys gave your wolf speech to the class. Lucy, you were too busy offering to sign people’s notebooks and Sam, you were …”

“Trying to breathe normally again,” he finished for her. When he wasn’t doing gymnastics, Sam hated being the center of attention. I’m not sure what that’s like.

“Anyway, our teacher letters say something about it,” Sheldon added. Mr. Grayson’s letter was folded into a neat square and tucked into his back pocket.

I smoothed mine out again on my lap. Sure enough, toward the end, Miss Parker’s letter said:

Calling all fifth-grade superheroes! Turn in your applications for student government elections by the end of our first week.

I snorted. “Like any of us stand a shot.”

Sheldon, his ears flaming red, finally made the jump. Amanda slipped off the monkey bars on her stomach after him and they made their ways to the swings.

“Ugh,” I groaned. “This year is going to be terrible. I’m going to be all alone all the time.”

Sam bumped me with his shoulder. “There’s still recess,” he reminded me. “And lunch.”

“And after school! We’re going to meet in the park, right?” April chewed her lip, her eyes wide.

I nodded and made my mouth stretch into a smile for her. While I was worried about not being with any of my friends, April wasn’t going to have anyone she knew at school. If April could do that, I could survive on just seeing the rest of the Pack at recess and lunch.

“Are you nervous?” I asked her as Sam jumped down from the monkey bars.

April nodded but smiled hugely at me. “And excited!” she chirped. When she got excited, everything April said came out in bursts. She used to speak like that all the time, but it was just one of many things April had been changing lately.

The funny thing is, no one other than our pack noticed. The rest of the school—especially head jerkfaces Tom and Henry—still said “ew!” whenever April passed out papers, even though she never picked her nose anymore. They still made a point to choose her last for sports even though she kicked their butts at basketball and was soon going to be a black belt in tae kwon do. Over the summer, her hair went from frizzy fluff to shiny reddish-brown waves and she grew about two inches. April looked like one of the models in the American Girl catalog, but she’d always be a nobody at Autumn Grove Intermediate School.

Once a dork, always a dork.

That’s why she was switching schools, so she could change things about herself. Well, that wasn’t right, exactly. She didn’t want to change, she just wanted other people to see the real her. At summer camp a couple weeks earlier, April had pointed out to me that other campers—the ones who didn’t go to school with us—had liked her, even looked up to her, thought she was pretty and called her popular.

I guess I could understand that. Here, I’d always be the girl who split her sausage skirt while screaming like a lunatic. (Warning: Lost and Found boxes aren’t known for their solid fashion options. So if, say, someone—ahem, egg-breath Henry—tips your lunch tray of delicious refried beans onto your clothes, you might be forced to change into a too-tight Lost and Found skirt. And if later, another someone—ahem, jerkface Tom—laughs about hanging your best friend by his underpants in the bathroom, you might forget you’re not wearing your comfy clothes and jump to your feet, splitting your skirt right up the bum.) And Sam would always be said kid who got hung by his underpants in the bathroom. Sheldon would never stop being a skinny twerp obsessed with dinosaurs. Amanda would never stop being an angry brute.

The thing was, the rest of us were kind of okay with that. We had one another, and we knew who we really were and what made us such great friends. But April wanted something more.

“You’ll be okay,” I told her. “I know it.”

April’s smile somehow stretched even further. “You will be, too, Lucy. You always are.”

Across the park, I saw a mom pushing a stroller with a baby inside, twin toddlers trailing behind her. The mom sat down on a bench on the opposite end of the park and opened a book, rocking the stroller back and forth with her foot. The two toddlers squealed and chased each other around the sliding board. Man, it must really stink having to have your parents hover over you all the time. I remember those days. Seemed like just a week ago that Mom agreed I could go with the pack to the park without parental supervision. (Okay. Fine. It was a week ago. And she texted me three times since we got here today.)

While April and I kept talking, the rest of the pack made their way around the park.

Sam was behind the toddler twins, walking the wooden boards that edged the park like it was a balance beam. Boys don’t do the balance beam in gymnastics, but if they did, he’d be awesome at that. Sam was killer at the rings and the pommel horse. But he could’ve kicked butt at any sport he picked up. Like he could read my thoughts, Sam did a no-hands somersault along the board and landed perfectly. I held up my hands to give him a perfect ten and he grinned.

I’m still waiting to find my awesome—you know, the thing I’m particularly fantastic at doing or achieving. I tried scouting for it when we were at Camp Paleo this summer, and while I wasn’t able to zero in on what I’m awesome at, I was able to knock a few potentials off the list. Such as archery (almost shot the camp director), juggling (accidentally responsible for April’s concussion from a grapefruit), cooking (caused an “egg” and hot chocolate fire), and matchmaking (Cupid and I are not friends). Maybe this will be the year of my awesome, I thought as Sam meandered the edge of the playground.

Sheldon and Amanda were on the swings, pumping their legs and jumping off when they got higher than I would’ve dared. “Booyah!” Amanda yelled as she landed on her feet. Sheldon wasn’t so lucky. He landed on his side with a thud. Amanda chuckled and held out a hand to hoist him up.

Sheldon smiled as they held onto each other’s hands a little longer than needed.

“Looks like Shemanda is still going strong,” April whispered into my ear.

I hid my laugh behind my hand. Sheldon, with his thick burst of black hair, skinny narrow face, and ironed-on dino patch sweatshirt, didn’t look like he’d be a good match for Amanda, who towered at least three inches higher than Sheldon and only wore all-black mesh sports shorts and T-shirts. But somehow they were adorkable together.

I scanned the playground for Sam. He wasn’t on the makeshift beam. The mom saw me looking and suddenly half stood from her seat on the bench, looking around, too. I couldn’t see the little kids anymore either.

“Have you seen—”

My words were slashed by a shriek, the squeal of slamming brakes, a cracking thud, and a tremendous pounding that I only later realized was my heart. “Sam!” I screamed so loudly my throat clenched shut at the end.

April and I jumped down from the bars and tore off in the direction of the noise, toward the edge of the playground at the parking lot, just behind the mom. Sheldon and Amanda were on our heels. I thought I still was screaming, but it was the mom wailing.

As we got to the parking lot, I slowed down even though everyone else sprinted faster—my knees twisted and shook and refused to hold up my legs. Because there, between a car with a wheel up on a cement parking lot divider and the crying, scratched-up toddlers, was my best friend, crumpled up like a hamburger wrapper and not moving. “Sam!” I screamed, but it only came out as a whisper.

The mom fell to her knees in front of the sobbing toddlers, her hands raking over them for injuries. April rushed forward to Sam, her hand slowly moving to his shoulder, about to turn him toward us. Sheldon and Amanda huddled over Sheldon’s cell phone. He was shaking too hard to punch the buttons, so Amanda did instead. “Yes!” I heard him squeak. “We need an ambulance at Autumn Grove Park. My friend! He was hit by a car!”

Slowly, slowly, slowly, April’s hand reached Sam. He rolled onto his back, blood dripping down his face from a gash on his forehead. He cradled his left arm, which looked all wrong. A big shoulder-sized lump wasn’t at his shoulder at all, but where his bicep should be. Another weird lump stuck out of his elbow. His mouth hung open and his eyes stayed shut. A soft, horrible moan leaked out from his lips.

Then, at last, my knees let me move again. I stumbled forward, falling next to him. “You’re okay, Sam,” I told him, holding the edge of my T-shirt against the cut on his forehead. “You’re okay.”

“The kids?” he gasped.

“The what?”

The driver of the car—a man about Dad’s age, with his own crying kid in the backseat—lowered his window. He couldn’t get out of the car. The door was stuck. “I didn’t see them.” He shook his head, face super pale. “They’re so little. I didn’t see them until they were right in front of the car. They ran right in front of me! If this kid hadn’t pushed them out of the way …”

The mom rushed forward, pushing me aside as she kneeled next to Sam. “My babies!” she sobbed. “You saved them!”

I rocked back on my heels, but grabbed Sam’s unhurt hand. He squeezed it, hard, and another moan fell out of him. My knees hurt again, the inside of my kneecaps twisting like worms. I squeezed back. “You’re okay,” I said. “It’s all right.” I used to be a lot better at lying. My voice shook and I ordered my eyes not to cry, but they didn’t listen. I was so scared, like the accident still was happening.

Even as the ambulance came and the workers loaded Sam onto one of those stretchers, I held onto his hand. Even as Mom, eyes fierce, ran toward me, Sam’s mom right beside her, I held on. Mom wasn’t wearing any shoes, I noticed in a daze. She only had on socks. “I heard the sirens, and I just knew I had to run,” Mom said.

I only let go when one of the EMTs gently folded my fingers back from his hand.


Chapter Two
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Mom wouldn’t let me go in the ambulance with Sam, even though I swore I’d stay out of the way. She also wouldn’t let me go to the hospital or even call him that night. I logged onto Roblox and waited all night to see him log on, too, but he never did. April came over and we just sort of sat side by side in my bedroom, not talking, until Mrs. Chester called and April had to go home. I wondered if Sam had to spend the night in the hospital.

The next morning, I was up before my baby sister, who screeches from her crib every morning just as the sun comes up. I sat in the hall outside her bedroom, waiting for our family’s rooster to wake up Mom. But Dad was the one who stumbled down the hall when Molly started bellowing. “Lucy,” he said mid-yawn. His face was scruffy and his breath sour. “What are you doing awake?”

I jumped to my feet. “Did you hear from Sam’s family? Is he okay?”

Dad put his hand on my shoulder, pushing me back a little so he could open my sister’s door. “I’m not sure we’re going to hear anything today, Luce. The doctors and Sam’s parents are pretty preoccupied right now.” He went to Molly and lifted her from the crib.

My little sister was eight months old, and much less of a lump than she used to be. She pumped her fists in the air and kept on yelling, not even softening a bit once Dad held her and then laid her down on the changing table. Molly’s little eyes were squished shut from how wide she stretched her mouth to scream. She wasn’t what you would call a morning person.

Dad stretched out her legs in one hand, held her arms in the other, and blew raspberries all over Molly’s round belly. And as quick as that, she was giggling. Molly never stayed mad long. Usually, her laugh is more contagious than lice, but today my face felt cemented into a frown.

“Morning,” Mom said as she came into the room. Even though Molly was still on the changing table, fresh diaper only half on, she turned toward Mom, stretching her arms out like she was a flower and Mom was the sun. Dad quickly finished with the diaper and Mom pulled Molly onto her hip.

“Well?” I was seriously losing patience with these guys. “Have you heard from Sam’s parents?”

“Not since late last night,” Mom said sleepily. She kissed the top of my head, then nibbled on Molly’s neck to make her giggle again. Mom cradled the back of Molly’s head in her palm before it could flop backward. Molly was born with Down syndrome, which meant some parts of her work differently than with most people, including her neck muscles, which weren’t all that strong yet. Too much giggling and twisting first thing in the morning could wear her out a little.

“And?” I yelled. Molly’s face twisted into a squashed tomato. For someone so noisy, she sure was sensitive to other people’s loud emotions.

Mom, Dad, and I winced as Molly sucked in all the air in the room. Her mouth opened in a silent scream that was three, two, one second away from blasting my eardrums. Dad to the rescue! He popped a pacifier into Molly’s open mouth a moment before eruption.

“Phew,” he said. “Should I round up another one for you, Lucy?”

“Mom!” I stomped my foot. “What did you hear?”

Mom patted my cheek. “Sam is going to be fine. He had surgery last night to set the broken bones in his arm. He’ll come home from the hospital this afternoon.”

“Surgery?” I whispered.

Mom handed Molly to Dad and wrapped her arms around me. “It was a bad break, honey. Sam did an incredibly courageous thing, but it’s going to be a long recovery.”

“But he’s going to be fine, right?”

Mom nodded. I heard Dad click on the television in the living room. “Hey! Sam’s on the news!”

I ran to the television. A newscaster was saying, “Ten-year-old Sam Righter is recovering at Autumn Grove Hospital from injuries sustained while saving twin toddlers from being hit by a car at a local playground.” A picture of Sam appeared in the upper right side of the screen. Too bad it was the school picture from last year—Sam was looking down, his floppy curls covering most of his face, not even smiling.

“What a hero!” the newscaster said.
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Sam’s arm was seriously screwed up. Even though the accident had been three days earlier, he still hurt a lot. I could tell right away when Mom finally took me to his house, just from seeing his face. Usually when Sam saw me, his chocolate-brown eyes sort of crinkled at the corners, and his mouth stretched in a super slow smile. But when Mom and I walked in, only the corner of Sam’s mouth twitched.

His shoulder had popped out of place in the accident—that was why his arm looked so strange at the playground. Plus the bones above and at his elbow fractured. He had a huge red cast from his shoulder down to his knuckles. “It’s a comminuted fracture,” he said as I signed his cast. I made my name extra large since I figured only April, Amanda, Sheldon, and I would fill up the enormo space. I added a little drawing of a wolf, too. Probably should’ve practiced a sketch first, though, since it ended up looking like a spiky-legged llama. Not a llama, I wrote beside the wolf.

“What does comminuted mean?” I asked.

Sam shrugged.

“It means it’s broken in several places,” Mrs. Righter said as she put a tray of cookies and juice boxes on the ottoman next to the couch. She ruffled Sam’s hair. “Need any painkillers?”

Sam shrugged again, and Mrs. Righter shook out a pill from a bottle in her pocket. She grabbed a juice box and started to pop in the straw. “Mom,” Sam whined. “I can open a juice box.”

“I know,” she said, doing it anyway. She handed the juice box to Sam and tried to run her fingers through his hair, which looked, honestly, like he hadn’t taken a shower in a few days. Not that I haven’t been known to dodge a shower here or there, but Sam usually had gymnastics practice—and a shower—before school, so I was used to seeing his hair all floppy and clean, not dingy and sort of crusty looking. Sam twisted his head away from his mom’s hand and took the pain pill and the juice. Mrs. Righter sighed and turned to Mom. “Do you want to grab a cup of coffee in the kitchen?”

“That would be lovely.” But Mom couldn’t seem to tear her eyes from Sam’s cast. I saw her chin wobble. For the past two nights, I had heard Mom and Dad whispering after I went to bed about lots of “could’ve” and “what if” scenes where I was the one who had been hit by the car.

And, okay fine. After I found out that Sam was going to be all right, I spent time wondering what would’ve happened if I had been the one hit, too. I knew just how it would’ve gone down, too. I would’ve done this whirling dive thing where I pushed the twins out of the way—they’d fly through the air sort of slow motion like and land in the sandpit. The car would hit me—also in slow motion—and I’d crumple onto the hood. My pack would gather around me. “No!” Sam would scream. “Why couldn’t it have been me? Why couldn’t it have been me?”

Amanda would’ve held poor sobbing Sheldon close, shielding his eyes from the destruction, and April would swear that she would come back to Autumn Grove Intermediate immediately if I would just open my eyes.

And then, of course, I would. But not until the television crews and newspaper reporters arrived on the scene.

“Why are you smiling and waving? And your eyes are closed. It looks creepy.” We’d only been at Sam’s house for about ten minutes and already it was pretty obvious: broken bones made Sam cranky.

I shrugged and snagged a cookie from the tray since Sam’s politeness also seemed to be fractured and he hadn’t offered me one yet. “Just imagining what it must be like to be in newspapers and on the TV.” I nudged his good shoulder. “I bet they make a movie about you!”

Sam half laughed. “I hope they get someone famous to play me.”

“No way, dude!” I said, chomping on the cookie. Something sharp, like a sideways potato chip, shifted in my throat when Sam smiled. “We’re going to play ourselves! Can you imagine, the pack in Hollywood?” I practiced some poses. “You should work on your autograph.” I handed him the marker I had just used to sign his cast.

“I’m not signing my own cast. That’s pretty pathetic, even for us.” Sam doodled on it, though, drawing a pretty awesome wolf next to my not-so-awesome wolf.

“Good thing you broke your left arm,” I pointed out. “So how long until it’s healed?”

Sam dropped the marker and let his head fall back on the couch, staring up at the ceiling. He shifted a little. That sharp feeling pricked at my throat again. “At least three months. And then I might need to have another surgery.”

I glanced around the room, filled with balloons and flowers and cards.

“Another surgery?” Geez. Some guys have all the luck. “So have you heard from the twins? Are you, like, their hero now?”

Sam shrugged. Seeing how that little movement made him wince did that funky thing to my knees again—making them feel all liquidy. Okay, so maybe there were some downsides to having a broken arm. Sam grumbled, “I heard they had a few stitches. One of them might have a concussion.” I glanced at Sam’s forehead. The curls mostly hid the butterfly bandage over the gash.

“Oh,” I said. “I’m sure it’s not as bad as a grapefruit concussion, eh?” I thought that would at least get a laugh again, but Sam just twisted his lips together. “Oh, come on, Sam! Soon you’ll be back to normal.”

For a long time, Sam didn’t say anything. When he finally did speak, it was super quiet, the way he spoke before we were a pack. I leaned in to hear him. “I don’t think so.”

“Of course you will be. You’ll be flipping around on the rings and that horse thing in no time! I can see it now. The final scene of your movie: You win Olympic gold!”

I guess the painkillers still weren’t working because Sam’s chocolate-brown eyes watered.

Mrs. Righter and Mom came back in the room. “We should get going, Lucy,” Mom said. “I’m sure Sam wants to rest.” Sam barely said bye as I left, just sort of waved with his good hand and stared toward the television.

As we were leaving, Mom picked up the newspaper on the Righters’ front stoop. “Hey, look!” she said to Mrs. Righter, who had walked us to the door. “Sam’s in the paper!”

“Oh!” Mrs. Righter’s face brightened. “I was wondering if they’d run something today. A reporter came by yesterday to interview Sam. Let’s show him! Might cheer him up a bit.”

We followed her back into the house. I sat back down next to Sam on the couch as Mrs. Righter shook out the paper. “Check it out, Sam!” I said. “You’re famous!”

The whole top of the newspaper—aside from a little column on the right about another bicycle theft—was a huge picture of Sam on the couch, the fireplace mantle lined with trophies just behind him, his broken arm stretched out in front of him. (If only I had signed the cast earlier!) A small picture to the side of the article was from his last gymnastics meet, on the pommel horse. The big headline over the top of the story read: LOCAL BOY SAVES TWINS AT PARK. In smaller print under that, a second headline read: ENDS GYMNASTICS CAREER.

“W-what?” I stammered.

“Oh, Sam.” Mrs. Righter sucked in her breath.

“Seems odd to pin a career on a ten-year-old,” Mom murmured.

Sam dropped the paper. I snagged it from his lap, smoothing it across my legs.

Sam Righter, 10, of Autumn Grove saved twin toddlers at a local playground Tuesday. He pushed them away as a car approached, taking the hit himself instead. In the process, the fifth-grade gymnast effectively ended his competitive future.

“But you’re only going to be in a cast for a couple months. Then you’ll go right back to racking up trophies.”

Mrs. Righter’s eyes darted to Sam, who stared at the juice box in his hand. “I’m afraid it’s not that simple.” She chewed her lip.

“But—but …” I didn’t know a lot about gymnastics, but I knew Sam was a pretty big deal at his gym. He went to this gymnastics camp in Stanford over the summer. By the end of it, he said he was on the brink of going from a level seven to eight. I wasn’t exactly sure what that meant, aside from him spending a lot more time at practice and going to more meets. More trophies for the already-crowded mantle, too. But I knew he was pretty proud of it.

Quietly, Mrs. Righter said, “Sam’s going to miss the entire competitive season. The team is sponsoring a different gymnast now.”

I felt my eyebrows cinch together in the middle—the way they always do when I’m trying to make sense out of things that don’t make sense. “But once he’s better, he’ll be back on the team, right?” We were talking about Sam like he wasn’t in the same room, unbroken arm practically pressed against mine. But he was so quiet that it almost felt like he wasn’t there.

I even jumped a little when he spoke, his voice cold. “I’m going to have to start over. Work back up to level eight from scratch.”

Mrs. Righter sighed. “Sam …”

My friend twisted his head away.

“We should get going,” Mom murmured.

“But you’ll get there!” I touched Sam’s fingers. “You love gymnastics.”

“Lucy—” Mom gave me the one-eyebrow-raised you-need-to-be-quiet look.

“The thing is,” Mrs. Righter said softly, “the doctors don’t think Sam’s arm will ever be as strong as it was. The strain from gymnastics—even at a lower level—could cause permanent damage, even after the cast is off. We can’t risk that. So …”

“So no more gymnastics,” I finished for her. I sat back against the couch, feeling Sam slump slightly away from me. Mom held out her hand for me, but I ignored it for a moment. I thought about all that Sam had gone through for this sport that he loved—and not just the before- and after-school practices, missing summer camp together, and the physical working-until-you’re-a-sweaty-mess stuff. I knew he iced his knees almost every day. I thought about the uglier things, too. Like being picked on by the kids at school who thought it was a “girly” sport, who asked him about his leotards and things like that. Like what Henry and Tom did to him last year, hanging him by his underpants in the locker room, just because they were jealous when he showed off a little on the monkey bars.

The newspaper slid off our laps onto the floor as I stood. At the bottom of Sam’s story, there was a picture of the twins on their mom’s lap. Underneath it was a quote from the mom: “Sam Righter is a hero!”

OEBPS/Images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/titleimg.jpg
pack of dorks

SUPER DORKS
BETH VRABEL

SKY PONY PRESS
NEW YORK





OEBPS/Images/halftitleimg.jpg
pack of dorks





OEBPS/Images/common.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
“LUCY AND HER PACK OF DORKS ARE HILARIOUS AND LOVABLE.”

—KRISTEN CHANDLER, AUTHOR OF WOLVES, BOYS,
AND OTHER THINGS THAT MIGHT KILL ME
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