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For Katherine Koonce—

a hero and friend

And for all those lost to school violence—

you will never be forgotten
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Dear Sir,


In Las Vegas there are fireworks

after a magic show.

Did you know that?

It’s okay.

I didn’t either,

until I started researching

magicians on the Strip

who could teach me tricks

to show Josie.

Josie was my Little last year.

All the sixth graders are paired with a kindergartener

to walk into school

to demonstrate leadership

stewardship

friendship.

All the “-ships,” basically.

Josie hated school like a cat hates water,

so she tiptoed slowly

while I rolled by her side in my wheelchair

and everybody else wove around us.

I tried not to hurry her.

Josie’d had a hard year.

I’d been looking up magic to lift her spirits.

Which was why,

on that first warm Monday last spring,

with the buds of the magnolias finally

showing some white,

I had fireworks on my mind.

When I heard the

POP! POP! POP!

at the end of English,

I looked to the window

expecting sparkles of light.

But the sky

was blue,

not black

like it needed to be

to glow pretty.

The shout down the hall

was a scream full of fear

that made my heart shiver.

The pop was a shot

from a gun,

and the shout stopped

too quick

like a TV clicked off

before the show’s over.

That’s when everyone began to run—

everyone but me, of course.

Wait.

I’m getting ahead

of myself.

I need to

back up.

You have to hear the whole story

so you understand.

I really need you to understand.

So if you don’t mind,

I politely demand,

for the next little bit,

that you please pay attention.









SEEK








1. Faculty Kid (Ten Days Before)



“Birdsong” is one of my favorite words.

It sounds old-fashioned and also

like someone made it up,

which I guess they did,

because how else do we get words?

I wake

to birdsong—

the chirp-chirrupy-chirp

of robins readying their lungs

for a full day of

humming and hopping

and enjoying their birdselves.

I press my nose to the open window screen

and chirrup back

because it is Friday

and Max said I can go green today.

I’ve been orange sherbet for

six weeks,

which is how long she says

I have to wait

before I dye my hair again;

otherwise it will fall out.

That’s what she says, anyway.

I have to listen to her

because as the school nurse,

she knows the human body,

and as my guardian,

she buys me Cheetos Puffs.

My whole scalp tingles

in anticipation.

Maybe I can dye it in the teacher’s lounge bathroom

during lunch

so I don’t have to wait aaaaaall the way until

after school.

In the kitchen of our tiny duplex on Battlefield Ave.,

she catches me tucking the box of lime-green dye

into my bag.

“Not going to happen.”

She reaches for the box,

but not before I roll back

and take a lap

around the kitchen table,

out of reach.

“Bea.”

“Max.”

She takes a sip of coffee

that is mostly cream

and gives me the look—

the grown-up stare

that sinks into your soul

and scans it for devious intentions.

“The school is not a hair salon.”

“But Josie will love it!” I beg.

“Josie loves you no matter what color your hair is.”

Max picks up her keys.

She’s right about Josie

but wrong about the rest.

What’s the point of being a faculty kid

if you can’t use the teacher’s bathroom

to make a huge mess?

I surrender the box anyway

and follow her purple clogs out the door,

because it is Friday,

and there is birdsong,

and I’ve never been one to put up much of a fight.








2. The Magic of Lucy (Nine Days Before)



“Cherries taste better

when they’re fresh.”

That’s what Lucy (short for Lucius),

our neighbor, says

as he slides open the door of his

white construction van

and lays down the wheelchair ramp

he built with his own two hands.

Max rolls her eyes

and zips up her L.L.Bean parka

before helping me lock down my chair.

“It’s too cold for the farmer’s market,” she grumbles

while Lucy rolls his eyes at me over her shoulder.

She lives to complain about Lucy,

but she loves him,

and he knows it.

If it weren’t for Lucy,

I wouldn’t have a wheelchair ramp out front

or a desk with hand-carved flowers.

And Max would never have tried fried clams

or owned a red lipstick called Heat Wave

that she never wears.

He says he and his husband, Aaron, are

our duplex’s better half.

As we head farther out into the country

down a dirt road lined with daffodils

under a lemon-yellow sun,

I think he might be right.

Chris Stapleton

sings about whiskey on the radio,

and my new lime-green hair

whips around my face

while Lucy tells us all about this

brand-new

super top secret

undercover

for-your-eyes-only

farmer’s market

he found when he was out on a jobsite

in Dickson.

By the end of the song,

he has me convinced

that a forty-five-minute drive

for cherries

will be the best thing

that has ever happened to me.

Even Max leans her head

into the wind by the end.

This is the magic of Lucy.

The farmer’s market is…

two plastic folding tables

by the side of the road,

next to a baby-blue trailer.

Max clucks her tongue

like one of the chickens darting around the van.

Lucy lifts his sunglasses and his shoulders

at the same time.

“What? Did I oversell it?”

We purchase four pounds (four pounds!)

of deep red cherries

from a woman named Barb

who wears her hair in two braids

that circle her head,

which I’ve always wanted to try.

“Cherries aren’t even in season,”

Max mutters to Lucy

after we hand over the cash.

He points to a shed twice the size of the trailer,

set farther back from the road,

its glass sides winking in the light.

“Greenhouse, babe.

Barb’s got tiny trees in pots

that grow the most perfect fruit you’ll ever eat.

Round here, it’s always cherry season.”

We’ll see.

He says this about Christmas too,

because it’s March

and he still hasn’t taken down

his tree.

I park my chair next to the van’s bumper

and turn my face to the sun like a cat

while Max and Lucy sit,

legs dangling,

from the tailgate.

Lucy passes me exactly one cherry.

“Close your eyes when you eat it.”

I close my eyes

and put the cherry in my mouth.

It is hard and squishy at the same time,

like a bouncy ball.

When I bite down,

the juice explodes,

and I pucker my lips

to keep in all the

tart sweetness,

sweet tartness.

How can a thing be opposites at once?

I open my eyes,

spit out the pit,

and grin at Lucy.

“Want to know how to tie a cherry stem

with your tongue?” he asks,

the freckles on his light brown cheeks

crinkling together as he smiles.

“She does not,” Max answers.

Ten minutes later

we are down to three pounds of cherries,

and the ground is littered with stems

looped into tiny perfect knots.








3. My Spot (Eight Days Before)



Last night I lined my windowsill

with the cherry stems

like ants on a log.

And then I drew a butterfly

on the wall next to my bed

to see if it would come to life

while I slept.

If brick walls can lead to train platforms

and wardrobes to forests

and rabbit holes to tea parties

and twisters to yellow brick roads,

then why can’t my butterfly in purple pen

come to life?

It is gone when I wake,

but I know it didn’t fly away,

because in its place

is a Post-it that says

“For the last time, DO NOT DRAW ON YOUR WALLS”

in Max’s loopy scrawl.

If Max walked into a wardrobe,

the only thing that would happen is

she’d hit her head.

I’m thinking about the difference between

wardrobes and closets

during the Sunday sermon this morning

and don’t hear the pastor say,

“And now let’s pray,”

so Max has to nudge me.

Church is…

boring.

Sososososososososososo

boring.

For one thing,

it is an hour-and-a-half long,

not counting Sunday school.

And for another,

it is at Cedar Crest Presbyterian,

where I already go to school

and spend five days a week.

So basically, it is an extra day of school,

but I have to wear a dress

and there are no specials

like art or music or PE

to           break        it           up.

The chapel is pretty, though—

big, tall ceiling with arched wooden beams

and big, tall windows with thick stone columns

that run like seams up the sides of the room.

We always sit in the last pew,

with me on the end in my chair,

parked over a little plastic sign that

Kayla, the children’s director,

lays down each week

so that no one takes

my spot.

It’s nice knowing I have a spot—

that someone thought about me beforehand.

But it’s also a lot of pressure

if I don’t show up,

because there’s a big billboard marking the spot

that screams

Beatrix Coughlin was too lazy

to come to church today!

She is in her bed watching YouTube videos

of magic tricks

while you shift in your pew.

My spot is near the Communion table

with the wafers that a lady bakes fresh every week

using a secret recipe from Scotland

to make them soft and sweet.

My stomach rumbles.

I could eat the whole basket.

Max is already digging her purse

out from under the pew

before the closing prayer.

She tells me to

“wake up,

sit still,”

but she is just as ready as me

to get into some sweatpants

and eat tacos.

The hinge on the screen door

screeeeeeaks

as I’m crumpling up my last Taco Bell wrapper,

and Aaron walks in,

holding a big, steaming casserole dish

with Lucy’s lobster pot holders.

The duplex is plain brick, ranch-style,

split down the middle

to make one small house

into two tinier ones.

But out back,

the screened-in porch stretches

all the way across both halves

with a flimsy door we don’t even pretend to knock on

when we want to come through.

“Special delivery,” Aaron calls

in his voice soft as public radio

turned down low.

I sit up in my chair

just as Max steps back out onto the porch

with refills of Vanilla Coke.

She might be a nurse,

but she eats just like

a middle schooler.

“Whatcha got?” I ask,

reaching for the lid,

which Aaron holds just out of reach.

“It’s cherry cobbler and it’s hot,

and I have been instructed to tell you

not to touch it

for at least ten minutes

to let it set.”

He places the dish on the coffee table

and fishes two spoons

and a kitchen timer in the shape of a frog

out of his jacket pocket.

“Lucy would have delivered it himself,

but he had to drop off a china hutch

at a house across the river.”

“Stay for a visit?” Max asks.

Aaron scratches his gingery beard.

“Can’t. I’m working today.”

I check his shirt.

It says “Keep Calm and Keep Reading.”

Aaron works at the independent bookstore off Markham Road

and brings me bookmarks and magnets

and signed copies of all my favorite

novels.

Between him and Lucy,

we are well-read and well-fed.

I am already into my first bite

before he is out the door.

The cobbler is drippy and buttery and sweet,

gloppy goodness that has me licking my spoon.

We are halfway through the dish

by the time the frog timer croaks.








4. The Littles (Seven Days Before)



Josie climbs out of her mom’s silver Honda

and stands for a minute

in the chilly morning air

with her back to the school,

like she can’t bear to face it yet.

Even from all the way across the line of cars,

I can see her tiny shoulders lift

with the big breaths

her mom makes her take

to help her be brave

and steady

and calm.

Sometimes it works.

Sometimes it doesn’t.

But either way,

she’s got me.

We call them the Littles.

The Littles are the kindergarteners through

second graders

who wait for their Buddies, the sixth through

eighth graders,

by the school drop-off loop

so we can walk them into Cedar Crest

and pass on all our hard-earned wisdom.

My Buddy was Janae.

She made sure her walking speed matched my roll,

nice and slow,

when I was still learning how to use my chair.

Janae had so many key chains

on the zippers of her backpack

that she jangled everywhere she went.

There were

zebras and

unicorns and

cupcakes and

coin purses and

glitter pens and

fidget spinners.

At the end of second grade,

when I would graduate the buddy system

and she would leave Cedar Crest for high school,

she gave me a present:

it was my very own key chain that said

“Bea” in shimmery purple plastic.

I’ve had three backpacks since then,

and the “Bea” has made it onto them all.

As Josie finally turns back to the school,

I pull out a full roll of Hubba Bubba Bubble Tape

(in classic pink bubble gum flavor,

because you don’t mess with perfection)

and flip open the top.

By the time Josie’s made it to the breezeway

with all the other kindergarteners,

I’m ready.

“Hey, Jo.”

“Hey, Bea,” she says,

head tipped down,

dark curls hanging like a curtain.

“Gotcha something.”




OEBPS/e9781665956093/fonts/ZillaSlab-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665956093/fonts/Lato-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665956093/fonts/Lato-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665956093/fonts/FingerPaint-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665956093/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Dear Sir


		Seek

		1. Faculty Kid: (Ten Days Before)


		2. The Magic of Lucy: (Nine Days Before)


		3. My Spot: (Eight Days Before)


		4. The Littles: (Seven Days Before)


		5. ‘X’s to ‘X’s: (Six Days Before)


		6. What Easter Means to Me: (Five Days Before)


		7. A Job Well Done: (Four Days Before)


		8. None of the Above: (Three Days Before)


		9. Lucky: (Two Days Before)


		10. Doubly Blessed: (One Day Before)







		Hide

		Dear Sir


		11. Late: (6:48 a.m.)


		12. Try Again: (7:43 a.m.)


		13. Exceptional: (9:44 a.m.)


		14. Not Fireworks: (9:48 a.m.)


		15. This Is Not a Drill: (9:49 a.m.)


		16. Can’t: (9:50 a.m.)


		17. No.: (9:59 a.m.)


		18. Am I?: (10:13 a.m.)


		19. Last Place: (10:15 a.m.)


		20. Exit: (10:26 a.m.)


		21. A First: (11:17 a.m.)


		22. Lost and Found: (11:36 a.m.)







		Heal

		Dear Sir


		23. Out of Orbit


		24. Inside Out


		25. Buddies


		26. The List


		27. Ripples in a Pond


		28. Arts & Crafts


		29. Baby Girl #42


		30. The Duckmaster


		31. Healing Starts with an ‘H’


		32. Nice and Easy


		33. Walk This Way







		Hope

		Dear Sir


		34. Josie


		35. Why?


		36. Horses Aren’t Volvos


		37. Moral Monday


		38. How to Let Go


		39. Just a Drill


		40. In Sync


		41. BANG


		42. The Last Safe Place


		43. Talk to Me


		44. Who, Me?


		45. A List of Things I Cannot Do


		46. How to Fight


		47. My Buddy


		48. Josie Again


		49. Promises


		Dear Sir







		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		Book Recommendations


		About the Author


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234








OEBPS/e9781665956093/fonts/Lato-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665956093/images/f000v-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665956093/fonts/ZillaSlab-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665956093/fonts/ZillaSlab-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665956093/images/9781665956093.jpg
author of Roll with It
JAMIE SUMNER






OEBPS/e9781665956093/images/title.jpg
PLEASE PAY
ATTENTION

Jamie Sumner

ATHENEUM BOOKS FOR YOUNG READERS

atheneum New York Amsterdam/Antwerp London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/e9781665956093/fonts/ZillaSlab-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665956093/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


