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Advance praise for In Honor


“A beautiful, engaging journey with heart, humor, and just a pinch of Texas sass. Hands down my favorite contemporary of the year.”


—Sarah Ockler, bestselling author of Twenty Boy Summer, Fixing Delilah, and Bittersweet


“An amazing novel about first kisses, last good-byes, and what it means to finally let go. I absolutely loved it.”


—Lauren Barnholdt, author of Two-way Street







Praise for Jessi Kirby’s


MOONGLASS


“I couldn’t put this book down. Kirby’s voice is fresh and wise, all at once. An incredible first novel.”


—Sarah Dessen, New York Times bestselling author of What Happened to Goodbye


“Like sea glass, this smooth, radiant debut, reminiscent of Sarah Dessen, sets authentic and sympathetic characters working through a life-changing transformation against the backdrop of a steamy summer romance. Great for beach time—or anytime.”


—Kirkus Reviews


“Kirby is an author to watch.”


—Booklist


“Well written, with clearly drawn, sympathetic characters.”


—VOYA









Three days after learning of her brother Finn’s death, Honor receives his last letter from Iraq. Devastated, she interprets his note as a final request and spontaneously sets off to California to fulfill it. At the last minute she’s joined by Rusty, Finn’s former best friend.


Rusty is the last person Honor wants to be with—he’s cocky and obnoxious, just like Honor remembers, and she hasn’t forgiven him for turning his back on Finn when Finn enlisted. But their road trip ends up revealing more than the desert landscape. While they cover the dusty miles in Finn’s beloved 1967 Chevy Impala, long-held resentments begin to fade, and Honor and Rusty struggle to come to terms with the loss they share.


As their memories of Finn merge to create a new portrait, Honor’s eyes are opened to a side of her brother she never knew—a side that shows her the true meaning of love and sacrifice.
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The snap of the first shot breaks open the afternoon. I squeeze my eyes shut and wait for the second one, ears strained against the silence. Seven rifles have come together as one, in salute of Finn. With the second crack, I open my eyes and focus on the youngest of the riflemen, who stands on the end. His gloved hands had trembled as he’d lifted his rifle, but now they are steady, firm. A third shot. Rifles are brought back to the shoulders of their bearers, and the general bends, fingers brushing the grass, and picks up three of the gleaming spent shells. I stand there, stiff as the troopers, while my aunt cries softly beside me.


The bugler steps forward and licks his lips before he lifts his trumpet. It occurs to me that I’ve never actually heard taps played in real life. As the first notes emerge, I try to be present in the moment, try to press into my mind what this moment means. My brother is dead. And this . . . this song means it’s real. He’s playing for Finn.


The bugler is dressed like the rest of the soldiers, but his face is softer somehow, gentler. Maybe because he holds an instrument instead of a gun. He keeps his eyes open as he plays, and he looks at the flag-draped casket the entire time, playing for my brother. And I want to tell him about Finn because, even though I can feel the emotion behind his song, I’m sure he never knew him.


Aunt Gina squeezes my hand so hard it hurts while she tries to muffle her sobs. I press my lips together, gulp back my own. One of us should. Finn would be proud of that. He always told me to look strong, even if I didn’t feel it, because sometimes that’s all you can do.


The troopers let the last notes of the song drift off and settle into the distance before they step forward for the flag. They lift it gingerly off the casket and fold it once, twice, before the general tucks the shells within the waves of red and white. Then eleven more folds, until all that’s left is a rigid triangle of white stars on blue. The young trooper, probably my brother’s age, hands it to the general for inspection.


The general is a somber man in his forties, dark hair peppered with gray. He takes the flag and steps forward, looking from my aunt to me. But his gaze settles on me when he walks across the damp grass, and now my knees weaken. I don’t know if Gina has arranged this or if it’s because I’m listed as Finn’s only next of kin, but the general stops in front of me. His eyes speak of sorrow, and as he stands there, I wonder how many times he’s had to do this in his career.


He recites words I hear but don’t really listen to: “On behalf of the President of the United States, the Commandment of the Marine Corps, and a grateful nation, please accept this flag as a symbol of our appreciation for your loved one’s service to Country and Corps.”


As he talks, I am grateful that my parents never had to stand here and bury their son, but I mourn the fact a million times over that I’m here to do it alone. As soon as the flag leaves the general’s hands and is in my own, I clutch it to my chest like it’s Finn himself, and now I can’t look strong. I didn’t think I had it in me to cry more than I have in the last two weeks, but the tears flow immediately, and when they do, the general seems to step out from behind his uniform to grieve with me. We stand there, me locked within the circle of his brass and patches, and he means it as a comfort, but it’s all rigid corners and stiff fabric.


I whisper “thank you,” then pull back, and he squeezes my shoulders before letting go. Aunt Gina steps forward and puts her arms around me, and the general and his troopers fall away. Faces of people—my friends and Finn’s, his teachers, coaches, classmates, our whole town—stream by, puffy-eyed and heartbroken, offering their condolences. When it’s Lilah’s turn, she doesn’t say anything, but she hugs me hard and that says everything. More people come by us to pay their respects, and we stand there for what feels like an eternity, nodding, thanking them for coming, until they’ve all gone.


Aunt Gina excuses herself to talk with the funeral director, and I have a moment to myself. I don’t want to look at the casket waiting to be lowered into the ground next to our parents, so I walk over to our bench, the one Finn and I would sit on when we came to visit, and I sit down, still hugging the flag to my chest. And that’s when I see a silhouette I recognize, standing off some distance—one I didn’t realize was missing from the stream of faces until now.


Rusty stands there looking like a grown man. He’s in a proper suit and tie, his hair combed back, and he would look perfectly respectable if not for the paper-wrapped bottle dangling from his hand. I wonder who told him. I hadn’t even thought of calling him, but then, I wouldn’t have known how to get ahold of him anyway. He and Finn hadn’t spoken since Finn enlisted, and it wasn’t like we were friends anymore.


Still.


He’d come, and that meant something. Even if he watched from a distance. I want to walk over and tell him that him being there would’ve meant more to Finn than anyone else. That whatever differences they’d had were long forgotten. But when I get up, he raises the bottle to his lips for a long pull, then turns and walks away. Just like he did over a year ago.
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I was alone.


After the last car had pulled out of the parking lot and Aunt Gina had wrapped a weary arm around my shoulders, I’d told her I wanted to stay at the cemetery awhile longer. She didn’t argue. Didn’t say anything. Just pulled me in for a hug that was so drenched in sadness, I thought I might drown right there on the still-warm asphalt, even though there was no water around for miles. I’d untangled myself as delicately as I could and told her I just needed to say my good-byes, which was nowhere near true.


How could I? Doing that would mean I’d have to give up my thin thread of hope that there was still a chance I could wake up the next morning and find Finn sitting on the couch watching SportsCenter, pouring bowl after bowl of Golden Grahams into the same sweet, lukewarm milk. It would mean I’d have to face the stillness of his bedroom, knowing that the clothes hanging in the closet would never be worn again, the football on his dresser never tossed absently between his hands while he pretended to listen to me talk.


So I didn’t say any good-byes. I just sat there on our bench, like we’d done together so many times before, until the first stars twinkled in the dusky purple sky. But there by myself, in the unfolding coolness of the evening, those times with Finn seemed impossibly far away. I stayed anyway, watching star after star blink distant and impassive like nothing had changed, and I tried to tell myself the same thing Finn had told me on the nights I missed our parents the most. He’d bring me to this bench, where we could see their headstones, and tell me that looking up at the stars was a way to look right back into the past—back to when our mom tucked us in each night and our dad chased away bad dreams and we all ate biscuits and gravy for breakfast every Sunday.


He’d say it was true because by the time the light from those stars twinkled all the way down to us, it was years and years old. He figured that when we sat side by side watching the night sky stretch endless and sparkling above us, our parents were there with us too, because it was the same light that had shone down on them their whole lives. Back then, I’d believed it with everything in me.


But not tonight. Tonight I was sitting there alone, watching the stars blur in and out of focus, trying to feel something besides the crushing loneliness of the cemetery. He couldn’t be gone. I needed him too much. I needed him for all the little ways he’d make me feel better whenever I was sad or upset or lost.


He hated when I cried, and so he’d do his best to distract me however he could. When we were little, that meant riding me on his handlebars down to the Stop-N-Go for candy. As we got older, it meant taking me out to the garage with a Coke, so he could work on his car while I leaned against it, handing him tools and telling him how so and so gave me a dirty look or how sure I was that no boy was ever gonna like me. If it was really bad, he’d let me tag along with him and Rusty for burgers or give me and Lilah the car for the night so we could go see a movie. They were all small things, really. But I knew I’d always have him to tell me what to say or how to do something or which direction to go in. He was my constant and my guide. Without him, I was beyond lost.


By the time I got home, Aunt Gina was asleep on the couch, still in her funeral clothes, and the house was silent. In the kitchen, I opened the fridge, though I had no intention of eating. Inside, it was bursting with the foil-covered casseroles and lasagnas people had brought over because that’s what you do when someone dies. Which was a nice gesture, but I hadn’t felt much like eating since the notification officer and chaplain had knocked on our door to inform us that Finn had been killed in action, that they were deeply sorry, and that arrangements were being made to fly his remains home.


His remains. You’d think they’d be trained to say something different.


I shut the fridge and stood in the middle of the kitchen, listening to the clock tick away the seconds. The answering machine blinked one new message, and I knew it would be Lilah, calling to see if she could come over one last time before she left for school. She’d put off leaving for her college orientation as soon as I got news about Finn, and she’d taken up her post as my best friend and caretaker since then.


If I wanted company, she came over and we watched stupid movies or flipped through endless issues of Us Weekly and People until I could fall asleep. If she could tell I needed a little time, she dropped by with dinner her mom had made, enough for Aunt Gina and me, then came back the next day, ready for whatever mood I was in. A few times she just sat on my bed and cried with me, but really I knew she was crying for me. She had a certain kind of empathy not many people possess. She’d done the same when we were four years old and I had just lost my parents. She felt my pains like they were her own, and I did the same for her.


I had no way to tell her how much all of this meant and how much I was gonna miss her when we headed in opposite directions on the map. And I couldn’t tell her how leaving for Austin and my dream college suddenly felt as meaningless as the days that stretched out in front of me, empty and full at the same time with Finn’s death. He’d been the one to show me UTA in the first place when I tagged along on one of his football recruiting trips. I had no idea I’d fall head over heels for it, but I did. I didn’t even bother to apply anywhere else, because I was so sure that school was where I belonged. Only now, I wasn’t sure of anything. How was I supposed to go off to college and start a new life when my brother’s had just ended so abruptly? It seemed wrong.


But I couldn’t tell Lilah any of this, because you’re supposed to be happy when you go off to college—excited, elated, all of those words that mean you’re about to do something big and amazing. And I wanted her to be, at least. It was finally time for us to get out of town and go start our lives for real, and she deserved to be happy about it. I couldn’t talk to her tonight, before she left. I wouldn’t be able to hold it together. She knew me well enough to know how much I cared about her, and I knew her well enough to know she’d understand. I promised myself that when I was ready and she was gone and settled into school, I’d sit down and write her a good, long letter and tell her everything.


A letter.


I glanced over at the little round table in the corner of the kitchen, and it was still there, untouched, which was no miracle since it was only me and Aunt Gina.


Three days after the knock on our door, I’d come in from a walk with Lilah, actually laughing over a story about Finn, and then in an instant, all the air whooshed right out of me. Sitting on the kitchen table was an envelope, addressed to me, in his handwriting. I stared at it. Lilah put her hand on my shoulder, tentative.


“Oh, Honor . . . ,” she started. “He must’ve sent it before . . . and probably no one knew. . . .”


I’d stepped toward it like it was a sleeping animal I didn’t want to disturb. Picked up the envelope. Run my thumb over the address, over Finn’s writing. And then put it down in the exact same spot and backed away. “I can’t. . . .” Looked at Lilah. “You wanna go out for a while? We can drive the Pala this time.” She’d nodded quickly, and we walked straight back out the door. I didn’t go in the kitchen much after that.


The thing was, Finn didn’t write letters. He wrote e-mails, once a week. And every time I got one from him, I’d give him a hard time about writing me a real letter, with real thoughts, instead of just telling me it was all “fine” over there and how the dusty desert wasn’t all that different from central Texas, and how combat drills reminded him of football. I wanted him to tell me the truth, even if it was a hard truth, because those things are too heavy to carry alone. He’d always been that person to me, the one I could tell everything to, and I liked to think I could be the same for him. But once he made up his mind to enlist instead of go to college and play football, it felt like he decided I couldn’t.


Lilah said he was trying to protect me and that I should just let it go, but it sat like a rock in my gut and I tried to tell him as much. I wanted him to know he didn’t have to be so sunny and upbeat all the time—that it was okay to be honest, for once, about how it really was, and if he was scared or wished he’d never gone.


Which was why I hadn’t opened the letter.


I was afraid, when I saw it, of what I’d find. And now, especially after the fact, I didn’t want to know that he’d been scared or lonely or homesick, because any one of those things would be enough to break what was left of me. Now I needed to keep thinking he’d been happy over there and it wasn’t as bad as I imagined.


But he’d written it, a real letter. I owed it to him to read it.


I glanced through the doorway into the living room at Gina, who seemed to have aged twenty years in the last two weeks. Her blond hair fell loose and dull around her face, and her chest moved rhythmically up and down beneath her wrinkled black blouse. She didn’t flinch at the sound when I slid a chair out and sat at the table. I picked the envelope up, surprised at the thickness of it between my fingers. A deep breath didn’t feel near enough to prepare me for reading whatever he’d written, but I drew one in anyway then slid my finger under the top flap and tore up through the seam of the envelope. I exhaled once more before I brought out the folded pages and opened them to read.


Dear H—


 


First off, I know this is gonna get to you late—that’s just the way things work around here, but I’m hoping that since I’m finally sending you a “real letter” you won’t hold it against me.


I wish more than anything I could’ve come home to see you graduate, tried every which way to figure it out, but there was just no way that was gonna happen. But you have to know how damn proud of you I am. Mom and Dad would’ve been too, you know. So proud.


And now you got a wide-open road ahead of you with nothing standing in your way. I hope by now you’re all packed up and ready for school. It’s a big thing, you know. You better go and do it up right or I’ll have to come back there just to kick your ass into gear. There’s a big world out there and I’m seeing it now—the good and the bad. And you will too. Have a few adventures while you’re out there. Put your feet in the ocean. Watch the stars disappear into morning. Then when I get back we’ll compare notes.


How’s that for a “real letter”? Everything you thought it’d be? Wise and inspiring, since it’s on paper? I tried. Just so you know, that took me twice as long as an e-mail would have. Hope you’re happy.


 


Love,


Finn


 


PS — Do me a favor—next time you see Kyra Kelley, make sure you tell her all about your handsome older brother.


 


Something deep in my chest unhinged. Overflowed. Tore through every little space in me until I thought I might burst. It was so Finn, so what he’d say, that I let myself think for a second that he wasn’t actually gone. I ran my finger over the indentations of his pen strokes. He had no idea when he wrote it that I would sit at our kitchen table and read it after his funeral, or that I wouldn’t laugh or shake my head but weep as quietly as I could, so I wouldn’t wake Gina.


Hot tears cut silent paths down my cheeks. I set the letter down on the table and wiped the wetness from my face. The seconds ticked away in the heat of the evening, and the pages in front of me fluttered lightly beneath the lazy current of the ceiling fan.


Pages. There were more than one. After another deep breath, I gently lifted the one with his handwriting on it away from the two behind it, almost afraid of what they might be. And seated alone at the kitchen table, in the sad quiet of the house, I laughed when I saw.


I laughed out loud, but without any sort of joy, because this had to be a joke. All of it. The car accident that took my parents, the hand-rigged bomb that took my brother, and now this. A letter he had to have sent to me months ago, when the road really was wide open, and the two tickets to Kyra Kelley’s farewell concert were the perfect punch line to his PS joke.


He would’ve written that last line with a smile, knowing I’d get it as soon as I looked at the printouts. He would’ve known I’d stare at the seat numbers wondering how, from half a world away, he’d managed to get tickets to her very last show. And he probably would have pictured Lilah and me going nuts over them, then immediately shifting into planning mode for the trip out to California for the concert.


But really, it should’ve been me and him.


When I turned fourteen, he surprised me with a trip in the Impala all the way down to Austin to see her sing, and I swore she smiled at us in the front row. When I turned sixteen, he let me drive to the show in San Antonio, and when she looked our way more than once, I decided she remembered us. Miles of road and gallon after gallon of gas were the links between me and Finn and Kyra Kelley.


If he was the guide in my life, she was the soundtrack. In my mind, we’d all three grown up together. I loved her from her very first album, and Finn did too, though eventually he stopped admitting it. She was sweet and earnest and wrote her own songs. Songs about getting her heart broken by boys who didn’t know she existed or who were in love with girls all wrong for them. She wrote my life, and I loved her for it.


I followed in magazines her transformation from country girl to pop crossover, to graceful twenty-something singer-turned-model-turned-actress. I watched her get her heart broken some more and thought she deserved better. Someone good and solid like my brother, who would open doors for her and look out for her heart. The kind of guy who would surprise his little sister with an impossibly perfect gift and ask only one thing in return.


Tell her about him.


The thought grabbed at me, and I glanced over at Aunt Gina, who was still sleeping. Even when the chaplain had informed us that Finn’s services would need to be held the day before I was supposed to leave for school, she’d insisted—forcefully—that I not change my plans. And there was something in her voice that warned me not to argue. Life had to go on, she’d said. She needed to get back to work to pay the bills. I needed to go to school like we’d all talked about. The best way to honor Finn was to do that. We had to do these things, because otherwise this huge, gaping loss would swallow us, and life would keep right on going whether we did or not.


I’d been furious at her for saying those things that sounded so callous, but she knew better than anyone how true they were. She’d buried my mom and dad—her sister and brother-in-law, then took us in and kept going the best she could. And now she expected me to do the same. But on the pages in front of me, Finn had given me a gift. And a final request. I had five days to honor it.


I eyed Gina once more and made a silent promise that after I did this one thing, this one thing that Finn had asked, I would keep going, right to school. Getting to Kyra Kelley would mean missing orientation week, but I quickly justified it. I’d make it back in time for the start of classes, and Gina would be none the wiser. I hated the idea of lying to her, but there was no way I could tell her what I really meant to do before life could go on. I couldn’t say that I was going to take the tickets he’d given me, get in the Impala, and drive it out to California so I could see Kyra Kelley. She’d think I lost my mind.


Nervous resolve settled over me. I folded the letter and tickets and tucked them back in the envelope, slid it into my purse, and woke Gina to tell her a plan I hoped she’d believe: that I was going to do just what she said; that when she woke up the next morning and left for work, determined to keep going, I would get in Finn’s car, point it straight toward Austin, and I would keep going too.
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It was early, but the vinyl seats were already hot against the backs of my legs when I slid in. I’d be driving with the windows down for sure, probably barefoot before noon. My fingers found the lever under the seat, and I popped the trunk to load the stuff I’d piled next to the car—the contents of my life packed into a few boxes and a duffel bag. I’d packed most of it weeks ago in giddy anticipation of the day I’d drive off to my new life in Austin. At the moment, though, that was a distant thought on the edge of my mind. I slammed the trunk shut and breathed in the morning air, which was already heavy with August heat. This was stupid. Ridiculous for sure. But Finn hadn’t ever asked me for anything. And now this was something. He’d want me to go. He’d think it was a great big adventure, a crazy story I could tell later on.


Sun glinted off the corner of the hood, looking like a white spot on its shiny black surface, and I thought of oil. I needed to check the oil. And the water, so I didn’t fry the engine in the middle of the desert. I propped the hood open and pulled out the dipstick, which looked all right. Under the radiator cap, the water hovered around the fill line. Everything else seemed fine, but Finn had always turned the car on to listen for anything off. I had no idea what I’d be listening for, but it couldn’t hurt. When I leaned in and turned the key, the rumble rippled through the quiet.


“Sounds like shit, you know.” I knew the voice instantly.


He’d come out of nowhere. I ducked my head out the door and stood up slowly, trying to decide how to answer. Rusty stood in the same suit I’d seen him in at the service, but now his shirt hung untucked and his tie was gone. He still had the bottle in his hand, though, and from the looks of it, he was still drunk. Not funny-drunk Rusty, as I’d seen him so many times, but surly drunk. Probably freshly failed-out-of-school drunk.


“You reek,” I said, pushing past him to look at the engine.


He turned his head in slow motion to follow me, then took another pull from his bottle and swallowed hard. “Maybe. But the real issue, Honor, is that you were supposed to be taking care of her for Finn.” He surveyed the car, hood to trunk. “I don’t think he’d be too happy with this.” He swayed, then focused his eyes right at me, and in that second I couldn’t stand him. I’d heard he’d gone and partied his football chances away, but I didn’t imagine it’d be this bad.


“Yeah? Well, he’d be disgusted with you right now.” I took a step closer, then immediately regretted it when his thick, boozy breath hit me. “You’re a wreck, Rusty. Following right in your dad’s footsteps, I see.” I nodded at the bottle, but he didn’t say anything, so I kept going. “The least you could have done was show up at your best friend’s funeral sober. He would have.” Guilt stung inside me somewhere. I’d known Rusty for so long, I knew exactly where to hit him: Compare him to his dad, and compare him with my brother. One he hated, the other he’d looked up to as much as I had.


He set his bottle on top of the car, stared past me with bloodshot eyes, then stumbled to the open hood and leaned in. I didn’t move. This all felt so, so wrong. Finn would have hated this. He would have hated Rusty this way and me so angry. He would’ve found a way to smooth it over like he’d always done with everything.


Rusty yanked at something, and the rumble of the engine jumped noticeably louder. He stood back and nodded to himself, then seemed to remember I was standing there. “Carburetor needed more air. No point driving around in a muscle car when it doesn’t sound like one.”


I looked at the ground, silent, and kicked a piece of gravel with the toe of my boot. “Right.” I leaned back on the side of the car, and he shut the hood and ambled over next to me after grabbing up his bottle again.


“You goin’ somewhere?” He nodded to the cab, where a creased map sat on the bench seat, and now I was sure he’d flunked out. He didn’t even realize it was time for school to be starting up. Good. No need for me to mention it.


I blew a wisp of hair off my forehead. “Just getting out of town for a little while.”


He nodded, then stifled a burp. “You got family elsewhere?”


“No.”


“Boyfriend?” I shook my head but didn’t look at him. He took another drink, then leaned in too close. “Where you going then, H?”


“Nowhere.” I pushed off the car and walked around to the passenger side, opened the door, and rearranged my stuff. There was no way I was actually gonna say it out loud to Rusty. It’d be an open invitation for him to make fun of me. Even in my own mind, it still sounded ridiculous. Going to Kyra Kelley’s last concert to tell her about my dead brother? Because he sent me tickets? Not the thing I wanted to share with anyone, especially Rusty. But it was something to hold close to me, a goal for the moment in the middle of the hazy emptiness all around. A plan.


When our parents died, Finn was five years old. Even then, he’d figured out a way to deal with it. Gina said that from that moment on, he never stopped moving or playing or planning. He was always busy with something, and he kept me busy too, like if we both always had something to do, we wouldn’t ever have to be sad. And he continued with it, always. He focused on concrete things he could accomplish. In high school it was grades and football and his car. It was why the Impala was in mint condition. He’d worked on it every day since he got it, telling me about all the places it’d take us one day. And I’d sat inside, breathing in the smell of old vinyl and thinking how I’d never want to go anywhere without him. Now here I was again, in the cab of the car, thinking the same thing, but about to do it anyway.


Rusty ducked his head into the cab on the driver’s side and turned the engine off. Then he slid in behind the wheel and looked at me with quickly sobering eyes. “Where you goin’?”


I tucked my map beneath the seat and rolled up the Us Weekly. “It wouldn’t make sense to you.”


He raised an eyebrow. “Not much that does these days. Try me.”


I sat down, eyes on the dash. Maybe he’d leave if I told him. Or maybe he’d somehow understand and think it was a great idea. I looked right at him, drunk and disheveled, and mustered what confidence I could. “I’m going to California to see Kyra Kelley’s last concert.” It sounded infinitely more ridiculous than I’d anticipated. I waited. He looked me over, bemused, and for a second I thought maybe he was too wasted to realize the idiocy of what I’d just said. I fumbled, trying to make it make sense to him. “To tell her about Finn. He sent me these tickets. And then he asked me to tell her about him.”


He nodded reverently, and for a second I thought in some tiny way he got it. Then he leaned over, put his hands on my cheeks, and smooshed them together. “That . . . is the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.” I smacked at his hands, and he let go and leaned back against the seat, laughing.


I hated him. I hated him for the way he showed up yesterday, for showing up here today, for being a mess and making fun of me, and for not being Finn when I needed him most. My brother was everything he wasn’t. There’d been plenty of times I’d wondered how they were friends, because they were so different, and now I didn’t care.


“Get out, Rusty.” I shoved him, and he almost toppled out the door, which made him laugh even harder. I crossed my arms over my chest, willing myself not to cry in front of him.
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