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CHAPTER ONE
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	worst advice ever

	When my best friend, Juniper Green, was placed in a separate sixth-grade classroom from me, my mom said, “How interesting.”

	She said, “Look at what the world is giving you.”

	She said, “This is a wonderful opportunity to make a new friend.”

	She said, “You lucky girl!”

	To be clear: this is not interesting, wonderful, or lucky.



Which is why I’m sitting on a toilet in the sixth-grade wing of Jefferson Middle, hiding. The bathroom is empty. The air smells like bleach mixed with a peanut butter sandwich. The beige tiles, which I like to count for something to do, gleam like wet noodles. The sink faucet in the far-left corner doesn’t turn off all the way. Da-wip, da-wip, da-wip…

My classmates from 6-B are having Snack and Stretch. It’s a ridiculous activity, which seems obvious, given the name. Still, I’m happy to list the reasons why. First, I mean, seriously, Snack and Stretch sounds like something toddlers do. Second, seeing how Juniper is in 6-O and her Snack and Stretch happens an hour later, I’ve got no one to sit with. Third, it’s way better to feel alone with yourself than alone in a crowd.

I grab a Sharpie from my back pocket and write in small letters on the toilet paper dispenser dee. It’s the seventeenth time I’ve done this, marking my one visit per day since the start of sixth grade. Then I go back to counting the wet-noodle tiles. One hundred and thirty-four, one hundred and thirty-five…

The bathroom door squeaks open, and voices flood the room.

“Pomegranate seeds.”

“That’s the smell.”

“Sweet—”

“Sour—”

“Come on—”

“Trust me.”

The three voices cut one another off like bumper cars. I stay on the toilet, pull my feet off the floor, and clutch my legs to my chest.

“Did you know Harry Casey bites his nails? Like, he bites them so much, the tips of his fingers start to bleed. It’s crazy intense.”

“I saw him. He was trying to hide it, covering his mouth with his other hand.”

“Oh my god, can we go back to her? That smell.”

“Is cabbage a fruit?”

“Vegetable.”

“Does she smell like that?”

“Totally.”

“Is it true about Harry?”

“Wait, can we go back to Dee?”

“She smells. Like cabbage.”

“Totally.”

“That’s why no one sits with her at lunch.”

“You guys, it’s kind of sad. Don’t you know her mom? She has lot of”—the voice lowers to a whisper—“boyfriends.”

“Dee?”

“Are you kidding? Her mom. Dee’s super weird. Who would like her?”

“Yeah, she’s gross.”

My heart beats hard like it wants to push up my throat. Tears gather at the bottom of my eyes, so I pinch the bridge of my nose and look up at the tiled wall to keep from crying.

I will never cry at school. Never.

“So gross,” the voices say at the same time.

After that the door squeaks open. The voices leave. As quick as a light switch, the bathroom is quiet. My sweater clings to my neck. I pull it from my skin, trying to stretch away the itchiness.

Smelly. Weird. Gross. I cover the dees with my hands. My throat aches. I wish Juniper was here. She would’ve told those girls that they’re being superficial and mean, not to mention that they overuse the word “totally.” I pull my hands off the dispenser. The dees are right in front of me.


	facts about my name

	I’m named after my great-aunt, who I never met, and she’s dead.

	One of the nicknames for my name is Dezzi.

	I do not let people call me Dezzi.

	“Dezzi” sounds like someone who drinks pickle juice and listens to saxophone music.

	I think my name is why my dad left. I bet he and my mom argued about it when I was a baby.

	My middle name has the word “man” in it, which is weird, because I’m a girl.

	Desdemona Hillman Diller.

	Most people call me Dee.








CHAPTER TWO
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After Snack and Stretch, I have PE, another subject that’s terrible without Juniper. But as I turn the corner, I see tons of kids piling into the gym. 6-B and 6-O. Plus, there are seventh and eighth graders in the gym. Talk about intimidating. I keep my head down and follow the crowd into the high-walled gymnasium. Chatter echoes against the walls. The place is packed. I scan the room looking for Juniper. I don’t see her anywhere.

What I do see: parents. Hold on. Parents?

Mr. Fender stands near the bleachers. He holds a cone-shaped megaphone near his face. “Okay, everyone, time to find your partner!” He points to the far end of the gym. “Find your partner and line up! Parent PE Day is about to begin!”

Parent PE Day. Oh my god. How could I forget? Parent PE Day, also known as A Total Nightmare. Please, please, please tell me my mom isn’t here. Please, please, please tell me she kept her promise. Please, please, please tell me she isn’t going to show up. I close my eyes, not breathing.

When I open my eyes, I see my mom standing near a basketball hoop. She’s wearing a black minidress that looks more like a T-shirt than a dress. Her blond hair is pulled into a low bun, her makeup makes her look even tanner than she already was, and she smiles, showing her white, white teeth. I scan lower and see a pink-and-gold ring on her middle finger. Even lower and she’s wearing… thigh-high boots with two-inch heels. I shake my head. She won’t be able to run at all.

She hasn’t spotted me yet, and a moment later I watch Mr. Fender rush over to her. When he reaches her, he lowers the megaphone. Mom smiles. He smiles back. She says something. What is she saying to Mr. Fender? I run over to them.

“Hahahahahahaha!” Mom laughs.

“Hahahahahahaha!” Mr. Fender laughs.

“Mom,” I interrupt. “You said you weren’t coming.”

“Darling! I thought I’d surprise you! Surprise! Your teacher was just telling me…” She bats her eyes at Mr. Fender. “I’m sorry I didn’t get your name. I’m Suzanne.”

Mr. Fender clears his throat. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Suzanne. I’m Edward.”

Edward? Mr. Fender’s real name is Edward? Teachers are not supposed to have first names! I mean, I know they have first names, but they aren’t supposed to use them. At school teachers need to be teachers. Mr. Fender needs to be Mr. Fender.

“The pleasure is all mine,” Mom says. Then she turns to me and smiles, her teeth glistening. “Dee, darling, Edward was just telling me that you and I are going to be tied together for some sort of race.”

“A three-legged race!” he adds.

Mom claps her hands. “What fun!”


	ways to die

	eat rat poison

	crawl into bed with a snake

	open emergency exit door of an airplane midflight

	stand in an elephant’s shadow

	tie yourself to your unathletic mother and begin running



Mom looks at me. “Let’s race together!”

“Uh, actually, I already promised I’d be someone else’s partner. Sorry!”

I’ve got to find a different partner. I look for Juniper. I don’t see her anywhere, but I do see Harry. He’s standing near the supply closet.

Usually Harry is friendly and funny and loves to tell jokes, but he doesn’t look like he wants to tell a joke right now. He also doesn’t look like he wants to participate in Parent PE Day. Harry looks nervous, gnawing on his lower lip, like he’d much rather be gnawing on his nails. I remember the voices in the bathroom. They said he was biting his nails. Why were they talking about Harry? I don’t know. I don’t know why. Biting nails seems pretty normal to me. My attention turns back to Harry. He’s standing next to a tall guy. The guy next to Harry is wearing a business suit and a frown. It must be Harry’s dad.

My eyes keep searching the room until—boom. Juniper.

She’s standing near the water fountain with Cordelia and Emme, two girls from 6-O. I run over to Juniper without saying goodbye to Mom or “Edward.” When I get to the fountain, Cordelia is talking to Juniper. Cordelia speaks with a loud voice. She’s a new student at Jefferson Middle, but you’d never know by listening to her. Cordelia is loud and a bit bossy, like she’s been at this school forever.

Now Juniper is talking to Cordelia. “Yeah, both my parents are here. They’ll probably race together.” Juniper rolls her eyes. “They do everything together.”

“At least they’re here,” Cordelia says. “Mine probably forgot.”

“Oh, I wish mine forgot,” Emme chimes in. “My dad is wearing wind pants.”

“Same.” I place myself in the conversation. “I mean, same, I wish my mom forgot, not same, my dad is wearing wind pants. I don’t know what he wears.”

Emme looks confused. I turn to Juniper, hoping she’ll explain in her funny, confident way that my parents are divorced.

But Juniper scans the gym, like she didn’t hear me.

It’s very strange. Maybe Juniper needs to get her hearing checked? Maybe she bumped her head at camp this summer? Juniper’s mom, Bernadette, signed Juniper up for, like, ten thousand camps this summer. Piano, soccer, arts and crafts, rowing… She was so busy, we barely got to see each other, while I spent my summer reading books, listening to records in the kitchen, and hanging out with Norman.

My mind is thinking so much about Juniper, I almost don’t hear Emme ask me the following question.

“So, your dad doesn’t live with you?”

I want Juniper to explain to Emme that my dad left when I was a little kid. Juniper is very good at talking to people and making them feel comfortable. But Juniper stays quiet.

I take a deep breath and say in a jumbled rush of words, “Nope, my dad doesn’t live with us. I don’t remember him ever living with us, but I guess he did. At least that’s what my mom says. But I don’t know much about him. We do have this juicer named Esther, and I wonder if my dad gave Esther her name. I think it’s a funny name, and it doesn’t sound like a name my mom would’ve thought of.”

I stop talking. They all stare at me, like I’ve said the wrong thing, like I just gave them way too much information.

So I quickly add, “We got the juicer a long time ago.”

Again, none of the girls respond. The silence is terrible. I look at Juniper, hoping she will rescue me with her words. She doesn’t. She stares at her feet.

Then Emme asks, “So you live with your mom?”

“Yeah,” I say.

“And your mom is at Parent PE Day?” Emme says.

“Unfortunately, yes.” I motion toward my mom. “She wants to be my partner in the race,” I say. “There’s no way she can run in those boots.” I turn to Juniper. “Will you please be my partner?”

Juniper pauses. She never paused when we were in the same class. I hate pauses.

“Sure,” Juniper says. “I’ll be your partner, Dee.”

Cordelia nudges Emme. “You’re my partner.”

“Totally.”

“What about your mom?” Juniper asks me. “Who will she race with?”

Cordelia cuts in. “Looks like she’s partnered up with Mr. Fender.” Everyone follows Cordelia’s gaze to where Mom and Mr. Fender stand. Mr. Fender has given my mom the megaphone. Mom’s fiddling with the knobs, laughing. Mr. Fender watches her and blushes.

“Weird,” Cordelia says.

I look at Juniper, who looks at the floor. She doesn’t say anything mean about my mom. She doesn’t say anything nice, either. She keeps staring at her feet. It’s completely strange, the way Juniper is acting. I really don’t like how she’s pretending to be somewhere else.

Cordelia is still watching Mom and Mr. Fender. She laughs.

“It’s super weird,” Cordelia says.

I’m too embarrassed to say anything, so I don’t.

A few minutes later Juniper and I are tied at the ankles, our feet touching the white line in front of us.

“You ready?” Juniper asks me.

“Ready,” I reply.

Finally things feel normal. I’m happy to be partners with Juniper. I’m happy we are tied together. I’m happy Juniper is right by my side, instead of pretending she’s somewhere else.

Other sixth, seventh, and eighth graders and parents are lined up around us. Cordelia and Emme. Mom and Mr. Fender. Harry and his dad. Juniper’s parents, Earl and Bernadette, who are wearing matching sweatshirts. Dozens of couples wait at the white line. More people watch from the bleachers. There’s over a hundred people in the gym.

A whistle screams and the race begins. Juniper and I count our steps to keep rhythm. “One and two and one and two and…”

Our running sounds like music. We are way ahead of everyone. We keep going.

“One and two and one and two and…”

Then I hear “Oh my!” It’s my mom’s voice.

“Hang on, Suzanne!” Mr. Fender says.

I stop with Juniper and turn to see Mom and Mr. Fender sprawled across the floor, still tied at the ankles.

“Hahahahahahahahaha!” Mom laughs.

“Hahahahahahahahaha!” Mr. Fender laughs.

Everyone in the race has now stopped and turned with their partner. Mr. Fender tries to stand and falls. Mom’s dress has ridden up and wrapped itself around her waist. Everyone in the gym can see them. Her underwear, lacy with little blue flowers.

My face burns. My forehead, my cheeks, my neck. My whole entire body burns. I’m so embarrassed, it feels as though I’ve been set on fire, like my mom just lit a big box of matches and tossed it in my direction. I can’t cool off. I can’t stop sweating. I can’t make the feeling go away.

I turn to Juniper, hoping she will say something to make me feel better. But Juniper won’t look at me. Instead she’s looking at her mom, who is frowning. My mom keeps laughing. The sound of my mom’s laughter embarrasses me. It’s always embarrassed me. Her laughter is loud and high-pitched and breathy. I wish she would stop.

She doesn’t. Mom keeps laughing, still tied together with Mr. Fender. I wish I could evaporate. I wish my overheated body would evaporate and disappear. I look back at Juniper. She still won’t look at me. After that, Juniper leans over and loosens the double knot between our feet. The rope falls away. I want to melt and hide and evaporate, tuck myself underground, and never come back to this gym.

Juniper rushes over to her parents. Juniper’s dad, Earl, watches my mom and Mr. Fender. He rubs his chin as if he’s very confused. Juniper’s mom, Bernadette, watches my mom and Mr. Fender. She looks horrified. Her brows pinch together, and she frowns. Then she gives Juniper an enormous hug. She buries Juniper’s face in her chest, protecting Juniper from the sight of my mom’s underwear.

It’s awful.

Even though the gym is packed, even though people are all around me, I feel completely alone. I don’t think I’ve ever felt this alone. It would be better if I were actually alone, because feeling alone with my mom and my best friend and the entire middle school in this gym is the absolute worst. Which is exactly why I go back to the bathroom.






CHAPTER THREE
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Typically I only go to the bathroom during Snack and Stretch, but this is an emergency.

I try to un-picture Juniper looking disgusted at the sight of my mom’s lacy underwear. I try to un-picture Juniper running away from me. I try to un-picture myself, standing in the gym, alone. Un-picturing is impossible. The moment will be burned into my brain for the rest of my life. I sigh, standing up from the toilet, when I hear…

Clang! Clang! Clang!

The noise comes from the grate in the wall near the floor. I get down on my hands and knees. The grate is the size of a toaster oven, with metal vents that are closed. There’s a lever on the side. I pull it down. The vents open. Now the clangs are even louder. Like someone on the other side is kicking the grate. What’s going on? Is someone upset? Hurt? Does someone need help? I move closer.

“Darn it!” a voice says.

“Hello?” I call into the grate. “Is someone there?”

Now it’s completely quiet. The quiet is even scarier than the clatter.

“Hello?” I say again.

A tremble of breath shifts toward me.

“Is someone there?” I ask.

“Yeah.”

“Who are you?”

“Who are you?”

“It’s Dee,” I say. “Dee Diller.”

“Oh hey, Dee.” The voice sounds familiar.

“Harry?” I ask.

“Yeah,” he says. I hope he doesn’t bring up Parent PE Day. I’m sure it’s still going on. All the parents are in the gym, probably working on another three-legged race, my mom and Harry’s dad included. Wait. Why was Harry banging on the bathroom grate? I want to ask him, but I don’t want to embarrass him.

“I guess the bathrooms are connected,” I say.

“Yeah,” he says. Then he gets quiet.

I want to ask if everything is okay. But I don’t want to put him on the spot. So I decide to reveal something embarrassing about myself to make him more comfortable. “Parent activities stink. I mean, you saw what just happened with my mom, during the three-legged race.”

“Yeah,” Harry says. “Parent PE Day is the worst. Who ever thought that would be a good idea? As if last year’s Parent PE Day wasn’t bad enough.”

“Agreed,” I reply. “Was that your dad? In the business suit?”

Harry doesn’t answer. I know that feeling. If someone asked me about my mom and her lacy underwear, I wouldn’t answer either. But it seems like Harry wants to talk. So I decide to ask him questions he’s able to answer.

“Are there tiles in your stall?”

“Tiles?”

“On the wall. Are they beige?”

“They’re blue.”

“Huh. The ones in here are beige.”

We pause.

I keep going. I’m glad he’s answering my questions. “Are the tiles cold?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do they feel cold? Put your hands on them. I’ll do the same.”

We pause again. I press my hand against the wall. The tiles feel cold and smooth and solid.

“Yeah,” he says. “The tiles are cold over here.”

“Over here, too,” I say.

“It feels nice,” he says.

“Yeah,” I say. “It does.”

Harry says, “I should go.”

I don’t reply. I’m too embarrassed. I shouldn’t have asked him about the tiles.

“Dee?” he adds. “Maybe we could meet here tomorrow?”

“Huh?”

“During Snack and Stretch?”

“Oh.” My face feels warm, and my heart beats really fast.

“I mean,” he says, “you don’t have to or anything.”

“No, no. I want to.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Okay.”

“Cool.”

“Cool.”

I look up at the bathroom ceiling, feeling like a new person. Tomorrow I will meet Harry at the grate, and then maybe, just maybe, I’ll have found a friend in 6-B.






CHAPTER FOUR
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Juniper’s house has white shingles and green shutters around the windows. Her family calls it Green House, which is a great name because green is my favorite color. It’s also a great name because Green is their last name. Basically, everything about them matches—their name, their house, their family, and, of course, their beautiful green shutters.

The house stands tall, narrow, and square, kind of like Juniper’s dad, Earl. The basement is noisy with walls that echo, a lot like Juniper’s sister, Lucy. The front door is red, just like the fiery hair of Juniper’s mom, Bernadette. Finally, above all the rectangle windows lives a small circle window, Juniper’s bedroom window. The circle window is the only window in the attic. To me, that part is Juniper.

It’s been forever since I was able to sleep over at Juniper’s. That’s because Juniper had camp this summer, so I didn’t sleep over in July or August. Bernadette said we’d have to wait for the school year. So now it’s the school year.

I finally get to sleep over again!

Super great news because: one, Mom is at an astrology workshop tonight, and I didn’t want to go with her; two, Juniper is here, and Juniper is my favorite person; three, Juniper’s house always has stuff going on, so it’s impossible to feel lonely.

Juniper and I usually play chess, but tonight Bernadette said we have to play a board game of Lucy’s choosing. Lucy picked Sorry!

“Sorry for us is more like it,” I say.

“Worst game ever,” Juniper agrees.

“Exactly,” I say, even though I like the board game. It’s way better playing Sorry! here than being in my own bedroom, alone. Of course, I don’t say this to Juniper. Juniper doesn’t like Sorry! so I don’t like Sorry! either.

Earl calls from the other room, “There’s nothing sorry about Sorry!”

“Whose turn?” Lucy asks.

“Yours,” I say. “Remember? Earl and Bernadette said youngest to oldest. So it’s you, then me, then Juniper, then back to you.”

(I’m allowed to call Earl and Bernadette by their first names because Juniper is my best friend. It’s pretty much like I’m part of the family.)

“One, two, three, four!” Lucy slams her red piece into my yellow piece. “I got you, Dee!”

“No way,” I say.

“One, two, three, four!” Lucy repeats herself, echoing like the walls in the basement. “I got you!”

“All right, all right.” I roll, then move my piece two spots from home. “Juniper, your turn.”

Juniper groans. “I’m so bored.”

“Bedtime in five minutes!” Bernadette calls from the kitchen.

“Not fair,” Juniper says.

“I heard that,” Bernadette says.

“It should be nine!” Juniper shouts back. “Everyone in 6-O stays up till nine!”

Bernadette joins us in the craft room. She’s holding a crossword puzzle. “Does anyone know a six-letter word for ‘brave’?”

“Mom, Lucy and I should not have the same bedtime. She’s two years younger than me. It’s totally unfair. Not to mention that Sorry! is the worst game ever and I didn’t want to play and now I’ve got to go to bed. This house is, like, a mountain of unfair.”

“More like a mountain of fun,” I say.

Juniper glares at me.

I quickly add, “A mountain of fun, when we’re not forced to play Sorry!”

“ ‘Heroic’!” Earl calls from the other room.

Bernadette taps her crossword puzzle with the cap of an erasable pen. “Good thinking, honey, but it doesn’t fit. It needs an L.”

“ ‘Bold’!” Lucy says.

“Again, good thinking, but it needs to be six letters.”

“Ugh!” Juniper cries. “I just lie in bed and stare at the ceiling. Every night. I lie in bed and stare at the ceiling.” Then Juniper motions to me. “Dee doesn’t even have a bedtime.”

I wish I had a bedtime. At home I usually stay up late, and then I feel sleepy the next day. Of course I don’t say this out loud. I don’t want Juniper to glare at me again.

“Bedtime is nonnegotiable,” her mom replies. “Eight thirty. End of story. I will not let any bad influences into this family.”

I wonder what Bernadette means. I want to ask, but I don’t want her to be mad at me. I don’t want Juniper to be mad at me either. So I keep quiet.

“ ‘Bolder’?” Lucy asks. “That has six letters.”

“ ‘Plucky’!” Juniper’s dad joins us in the craft room. He’s wearing plaid pajamas and fuzzy moccasin slippers. “Heck of a word. ‘Plucky.’ ”

“Earl, that’s it!” Bernadette scribbles the word into her crossword. Then Bernadette, Earl, and Lucy high-five. They try to high-five Juniper. Juniper leaves them hanging. Nobody tries to high-five me.

“Eight thirty is ridiculous,” Juniper says.

Bernadette sighs.

Five nonnegotiable minutes later we clean up Sorry! and head to Juniper’s room in the attic to build bunk bed forts. “Caw, caw, caw,” I say.

“Caw, caw, caw,” Juniper mumbles.

We used to do secret code language everywhere, but then one day at school I cawed at Juniper, and she whispered back, “Not here!”

So now we don’t do the secret code language at school. We don’t do the secret code language anywhere except for Green House. I’m glad we still do it here. I throw in a final “Caw!” Then we build forts. The circle window is across from Juniper’s bunk bed. Juniper pushes a tack through a sheet into the ceiling. For my fort I slide a blanket under the top mattress. The blanket creates a cave in the bottom bunk. I love it.

Bernadette knocks on the door before she enters. “Good night, girls.”

“A mountain of unfair,” Juniper says.

It’s strange, the way Juniper keeps arguing with her mom. Maybe she learned how to argue at camp? Or maybe she saw it on a TV show? Whatever the reason, it’s very strange, the arguing. If Bernadette were my mom, I wouldn’t argue with her. I’d like her rules. I’d like how much she cared about me.

Bernadette kisses Juniper. “Love you,” Bernadette says.

Then she peeks into my cave and pats my head. “Sweet dreams, Dee.”

A moment later lights-out.

I’m glad Bernadette comes in to say good night. It felt nice when she patted my head.

“I’m totally not going to fall asleep.” Juniper turns on a flashlight. “You?”

“I’m awake.”

Juniper keeps the flashlight on. Maybe because it’s quiet and peaceful and I can’t see Juniper from inside my cave, I ask about something I thought I’d never say out loud. “Do you think ‘weird’ means ‘ugly’?”

“No.”

“What does it mean, then?”

“I don’t know. ‘Weird’ means ‘weird.’ ”

“It’s not a compliment, that’s for sure.” I rub my head, trying to flatten my curls. Then I tell her, “Someone said I was weird.”

“Who?”

“I overheard it.”

Juniper says, “ ‘Weird’ doesn’t mean ‘ugly.’ ”

“Okay,” I say, still believing it means “ugly.”

“Being weird,” she explains, “is like being unique or, like that word from the crossword, plucky. It’s a good thing.”

I really don’t want to ask the next question, but I need to know, even though the question makes my body want to melt into the mattress like butter in a hot pan. “Do I smell?”

“No,” she says.

“Are you sure?”

“Well, sometimes you smell like the incense your mom burns. But that’s a nice smell. So it’s another good thing.”

Note to self: look up the word “plucky” and throw out Mom’s incense.

“Caw, caw, caw,” I say.

Juniper doesn’t caw back. She stays on her top bunk completely quiet. Her body doesn’t move at all. Then she shifts a little. She gets quiet again.

Then she asks, “Who said that about you?”

“I overheard some girls in the bathroom. I couldn’t see who it was.”

“That stinks.”

“Me?”

“No! It stinks that people would say that.”

“Thanks,” I say. “You’re my best friend.”

Juniper pauses. Then she says, “Same.”


	why juniper’s response makes me confused

	One, the pause.

	Two, saying same isn’t the same as saying, You’re my best friend too.




I have a tough time falling asleep in the blanket cave. I toss and turn with the word “same” swirling above me. Turns out I was wrong about Green House. It’s absolutely possible to feel lonely here.



OEBPS/e9781665955263/fonts/Literata-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665955263/fonts/IndieFlower-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665955263/fonts/LovedbytheKing-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665955263/fonts/PatrickHand-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665955263/fonts/Lato-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665955263/fonts/Literata-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665955263/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter One


		Chapter Two


		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four


		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven


		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		Chapter Eleven


		Chapter Twelve


		Chapter Thirteen


		Chapter Fourteen


		Chapter Fifteen


		Chapter Sixteen


		Chapter Seventeen


		Chapter Eighteen


		Chapter Nineteen


		Chapter Twenty


		Chapter Twenty-One


		Chapter Twenty-Two


		Chapter Twenty-Three


		Chapter Twenty-Four


		Chapter Twenty-Five


		Chapter Twenty-Six


		Chapter Twenty-Seven


		Chapter Twenty-Eight


		Chapter Twenty-Nine


		Chapter Thirty


		Chapter Thirty-One


		Chapter Thirty-Two


		Chapter Thirty-Three


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		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


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264








OEBPS/e9781665955263/images/common01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665955263/images/common02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665955263/images/common03.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665955263/images/9781665955263.jpg
 EVERYTHING
e R

ALE X AER





OEBPS/e9781665955263/fonts/Literata-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665955263/images/common04.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665955263/fonts/Literata-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665955263/images/title.jpg
-~ \’_—_————-——_———
o o8 )
4 /
Ve
ég_-/
b *'

EVERYTHING
TRUE

ALEX THAYER

AAAAAAA
NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781665955263/fonts/Caveat-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665955263/fonts/Schoolbell-Regular.ttf


