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The Face …

The player started to dribble. Lost the ball. I saw the angry scowl on his face.

His face.

No!

He had the face—the face in my drawing!

“It’s him!” I shrieked, grabbing for Adriana. “It’s him! It’s him!”

Another Shadyside player turned. He had the face too!

I stared at two more players.

Stared at their wavy brown hair. Their turned-up noses. Their serious, dark eyes.

They all had the face I’d been drawing.

The face of the dead boy.

And as they turned to stare back at me, their smiles faded. Their mouths twisted. Eyes bulged in horror.

They all started to scream.

And I screamed with them.
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prologue
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I had a dream that I was drawing a silver line.

My sketch pad was propped against a white wall. And as I stared at the white paper, my hand moved slowly, steadily. And the line that I drew stretched across the page in silver.

Gleaming silver.

Cold silver.

I drew another silver line. And then a circle.

I pulled the page from the pad and smoothed my hand over the clean sheet beneath it. Then I started to draw another silver line.

In the dream, I felt a chill as the silver line stretched over the page.

I suddenly felt so cold.

Silver is a cold color. Cold as metal. Gray as winter.

Such a strange dream, I remember thinking in my dream.

I knew I was dreaming. I knew I couldn’t really be drawing in such glittering silver.

I started a new line. Straight and very slender. A fine, silver line.

And as the line cut across the page, color seeped from it.

The color red.

A deep red seeped out from both sides of the silver line. Wet and glistening, the red spread over the page.

The silver line cut into the paper.

And the paper bled. The dark color spread, spread until it covered the white page.

And I woke from the dream, woke up screaming.

Why did I scream?

It was just a silver line.

Just a drawing of silver and red.

Just a dream.

So why did I scream?

I don’t remember.

I really don’t remember.



chapter 1

After the accident, I guess I went into shock.

I lost a part of my memory. A piece of my past life just slipped away from me.

I don’t remember anything about that week. Or the weeks that followed.

I see last fall and the early part of the winter as a dark blur. It’s like watching a dim reflection in the murky waters of a deep pond.

I can see ripples. But I’m not sure of the faces. Or the movements of the dark, watery figures.

What happened that week? That day?

Why don’t I remember the accident?

Dr. Sayles says my memory will return. One day the events of that week will come back, sharp and clear.

Dr. Sayles tells me not to rush it. Sometimes I think he doesn’t want me to remember.

Maybe it’s all too horrible. Maybe I’ll be sorry if I know the truth.

Maybe I’m better off not remembering. Should I be thankful for the big hole in my memory?

Dr. Sayles tells me to go on with my life. And I try to.

But my friends aren’t quite the same.

Sometimes I see Justine staring at me, her pale blue eyes narrowed. As if she’s studying me, trying to pry into my brain.

Adriana is always telling me to take it easy. “Take it easy, Martha.” As if I’m sick. Some kind of invalid.

Justine and Adriana seem so careful around me. They’re always exchanging glances that I’m not supposed to see. They always seem to be watching me so carefully.

Watching for what?

Watching for me to crack? Watching for poor Martha to crack open like an egg and all my insides come running out in a yellow goo?

I’ve had strange thoughts since the accident last fall.

I can’t help it.

Dr. Sayles says it’s perfectly normal.

That’s me. Martha Powell. Perfectly normal. I guess I look normal enough. I’m average height and I weigh about one-twenty. About right for a high school junior.

I’m kind of preppy looking. I’m more J. Crew than grunge.

I have blond hair, long and very straight. Olive eyes. Big and round. My best feature. And light freckles on my cheeks that make me look about twelve years old!

I guess I have a nice smile. I don’t smile as much as I used to.

But despite my weird thoughts, despite the holes in my brain, I guess I look okay.

I’m not beautiful and dark and exotic looking like Adriana. And I’d love to have Justine’s thick tangles of red hair, her full red lips, and her round, pale blue eyes.

But I look okay.

At least Aaron thinks so.

Good old Aaron. He’s been so loyal to me. So caring.

I don’t know what I would do without him. I’m so lucky that I’ve been going with him for so long.

Justine reminds me just how lucky I am nearly every day. She’s a good friend. But she doesn’t try to hide her jealousy.

“Aaron is so great!” Justine gushed a few afternoons ago. “Check out that bod!”

“Justine, give me a break,” I groaned.

We were in the gym bleachers at Shadyside High, watching a wrestling match against Waynesbridge. Aaron isn’t exactly an all-state wrestler. He’s big and athletic looking. But he doesn’t work out as much as he should.

The guy he was wrestling was short and heavy and hairy. He looked like a bear. He had Aaron down on the mat in some kind of arm hold.

Aaron’s face was bright red. He didn’t look too happy.

Justine gripped tangles of red hair in both hands. She had an intense expression, as if she were wrestling along with Aaron.

Somehow Aaron spun out of his opponent’s armlock. He pulled the hairy guy down. They were both grunting, both red-faced now. Aaron pinned him and jumped to his feet.

“Wow!” Justine cried, clapping hard. “Wow! Way to go, Aaron!”

Aaron was breathing hard. Even from the bleachers, I could see the sweat pouring down his forehead, matting his brown hair.

He helped pull his opponent up from the mat. Then he raised his head and flashed me a smile.

I mean, I think he was smiling at me.

Justine smiled and waved back, as if he were smiling at her!

At least Justine is honest about it. She doesn’t try to hide how much she likes Aaron.

She’s always flirting with him, even though he’s my boyfriend. He flirts back sometimes. You know. Kids around with her.

But I don’t think he takes her seriously.

As I said, he’s been so loyal to me. So wonderful.

All of my friends have been wonderful.

If only they wouldn’t walk on tiptoes around me. If only they wouldn’t be so careful of what they say.

I know what they’re thinking about. I know what’s on their minds.

They probably wonder if my memory has snapped back.

But they’re afraid to ask.

They won’t talk about that week last November. About the accident. They never talk about it in front of me.

Maybe they don’t want to remember it, either.

Maybe they think I’m the lucky one. Maybe they wish they could lose their memories too.

But I don’t think I’m so lucky. Because the questions are driving me crazy.

What happened that night?

How horrible was it?

And why was I the one who went into shock?



chapter 2

I pressed my cheek against Aaron’s shoulder. I liked the smell of his aftershave. Cool and sweet.

The first time he used it, I laughed at him. He only shaves about twice a week. But he splashes on the aftershave every day.

After a while I started to like it.

I raised my head and kissed him.

We had to be fast. We were sitting on the green leather couch in Aaron’s den, and his little brother Jake was lurking about. If Jake saw us kissing, he’d probably wake up the whole house. That’s the kind of kid he is. Your basic brat.

The TV was on. One of the Lethal Weapon movies. I like Mel Gibson. I think Aaron looks a little like him. Aaron has the same wavy brown hair and the same twinkling blue eyes.

But we weren’t paying any attention to the movie. Aaron had his arm around my shoulders, and we were trying to sneak in a few kisses before Jake came bursting in.

Watching a dark-haired actress on the screen, I found myself suddenly thinking about Adriana.

“I’m kind of worried about Adriana,” I confided.

Aaron grunted.

We kissed.

I heard footsteps behind us.

“Jake—is that you?” Aaron called, glancing back over his shoulder to the den doorway.

I heard giggling out in the hall. Jake is a major giggler.

“Get lost,” Aaron ordered him.

“Make me.” Jake’s favorite reply.

“Okay. I will!” Aaron jumped up from the couch and started to the door. I heard another giggle. Then Jake’s heavy footsteps as he ran away.

“Aaron was kissing Martha! Aaron was kissing Martha!” Jake chanted.

Shaking his head, Aaron dropped back beside me on the couch. On the TV screen a powerful explosion sent a building toppling to the ground.

Aaron grabbed a handful of nacho chips from the bowl beside him. He offered me the bowl. I waved it away.

“Adriana has gotten so skinny,” I continued. “I’m really worried about her.”

“Yeah. I know,” Aaron replied with a mouthful of chips.

I sighed. “You know, I think the accident affected Adriana more than anyone.”

Aaron swallowed. He kept his eyes on the TV screen. He didn’t like it when I brought up the accident.

“She’s lost so much weight,” I repeated. “And did you see the dark circles around her eyes?”

“She’s always had those,” Aaron insisted, reaching for more chips.

“No way,” I told him. “She had to go to a doctor because she can’t sleep at night.”

“Probably out partying,” Aaron joked.

I gave his shoulder a hard shove. “Shut up.”

He shrugged and kept his eyes on Mel Gibson.

That’s what Aaron always does when I try to bring up anything serious, anything about the accident. He makes a joke.

He refuses to discuss it. I can see his whole body tense up. It makes him so uncomfortable.

Which drives me crazy. I’m dying to discuss it. I need to discuss it.

Also, I’m really worried about Adriana.

“Her grades are really suffering,” I continued. “She didn’t even make honor roll this term.”

Aaron grunted in reply.

“You know that Adriana likes to be perfect,” I reminded him. “You know how competitive she is. I know it must really upset her. She got a C in Spanish! Do you believe it? That’s her easiest course!”

Aaron shook his head. “She’s messed up,” he murmured.

He slid his arm around my shoulders. I snuggled against him, thinking about Adriana. When I kissed him, his lips tasted like nacho chips.

The movie ended on the TV. The credits rolled across the screen.

“Did you talk to her?” Aaron asked.

“Huh?” I didn’t know what he meant.

“Did you talk to Adriana? About losing weight and everything?”

I sighed. “You know Adriana,” I said, squeezing Aaron’s hand. “I tried. But she refuses to talk to me about it. She won’t discuss any of her problems with me.”

Aaron frowned. “I thought you two were such close friends.”

“We are,” I insisted. “But Adriana never wants to talk about herself. Instead, she’s always worrying about me. Always trying to cheer me up. Always trying to help me. Whenever I try to bring up anything serious with her, she just tells me everything will be fine.”

Aaron nodded. He reached for the chips, then changed his mind. A serious expression settled over his handsome face. He locked his blue eyes on mine. “Everything will be fine,” he said softly.

I nodded.

That’s what all my friends kept telling me.

We kissed again. His lips still tasted salty. I didn’t want him to pull away. I wanted the kiss to last forever.

But we heard giggling behind us. “I’m telling!” Jake declared.

Aaron jumped up to chase him away again.

I could hear them running down the hall, giggling and shouting.

I settled back on the couch, shut my eyes, and thought about Adriana.

Justine and Aaron had pretty much returned to normal. Why was Adriana so much more troubled than they?

Why had that night affected Adriana more than any of us?

Of course, I couldn’t answer the question. I still had no memory of anything that had happened.

But I was determined to learn the answers.

So much to learn. So much.

So many surprises in store.

And then, the next afternoon, Adriana’s brother tried to kill me.
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