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For the Midwest, with love





One


It’s been a week since the shooting, and we’re back on the University of Chicago campus. Ben Galang’s eyes light up when he sees us, and he opens his dorm room door wider to let us in. Sawyer and I step inside and stand awkwardly in the crowded space while Trey eases in after us, taking care not to bump his injured arm on the skateboard that hangs from the ceiling next to the doorway.


Ben and Trey exchange greetings, and Trey’s face floods with color.


“I didn’t know you were coming with them,” Ben says to Trey. He sounds genuinely happy to see him.


“Jules talked me into it,” Trey says.


Right. Like I had to. I try not to laugh. “Yeah, I made him. He needed to get out of the apartment and get some fresh air. Thanks for getting up early on a Sunday.”


“Thanks for saving my life, guys,” Ben says.


“Okay,” Sawyer butts in, “dude, you gotta stop with that.”


“Sawyer is a rather uncomfortable hero,” Trey explains.


“Sorry, man—I won’t mention it again.” Ben grins and points to our seating options.


Trey steps around a pile of laundry to a love seat and carefully picks up a bra from the seat cushion. He glances at Ben, eyebrow raised.


“Roommate’s girlfriend spent the night. It’s awesome,” he says, sounding like it’s totally not awesome. He snatches the bra from Trey’s hand and tosses it on the bottom bunk bed. “They’re slobs. You guys met my roommate—Vernon. He was with me at the hospital. Have a seat. How’s the arm?” He perches on the armrest opposite Trey as Sawyer and I sit in the two desk chairs.


Trey shrugs with his good shoulder. “Eh,” he says. “It’s all right.”


Ben presses his lips together but says nothing more.


“So,” I say, glancing around the room. Bunk beds, two desks, the love seat, a small TV balancing precariously on milk crates. One desk is fairly neat, and there’s a map of the Philippines on the wall above it. “Um,” I start again, turning my gaze back to Ben, “you’re probably wondering why I wanted to talk to you.”


He’s wearing different funky glasses, I notice, and I remember that his got broken in the shooting. He smiles. “Kind of. What’s up?”


I stare at the carpet, knowing that even though I practiced what I was going to say, this is going to sound so ridiculous. I lift my head and catch Sawyer’s eye. He nods, giving me encouragement. My boys are on my side. I’m not alone. But it’s still insanity, and I have to be careful. I turn my head toward Ben, who waits, puzzled.


And then I just blurt it out. “Any chance you’ve started seeing visions recently?”





Two


I expect Ben to laugh, but he doesn’t. He studies me a moment. “No,” he says slowly.


“Oh,” I say. “Um, okay.” I peer more closely at him. “You’re sure?”


He frowns and looks at Trey. “I’m not sure I understand what’s going on here.”


“Sorry,” Trey mutters. “Yeah, it’s a weird question, but she’s not insane, I swear.”


Sawyer nods in agreement.


“See,” Trey continues, “Jules, well, see, it all started . . .” He falters and looks at me.


“A few months ago,” I say. “I got this vision of a truck hitting a building and exploding, and I kept seeing it, and it got more and more frequent, interfering with my life, and I kind of felt like I had to do something to, you know, stop the thing from happening, or whatever. And it turned out that the building was actually Sawyer’s family’s restaurant, and the truck was a snowplow with a dead driver—”


“Not like ghost dead—he had a heart attack while driving,” Trey adds.


“Right,” I say. “We’re not that nuts. So in the vision the snowplow crashes into Sawyer’s family’s restaurant, and there’s a huge explosion and nine body bags in the snow—”


“Including me in one of those body bags,” Sawyer interrupts. “And Jules tried to warn me, but I wouldn’t believe her. But she, and Trey, of course,” he adds, “ended up stopping the truck from hitting the gas line, so our restaurant didn’t explode, but that’s how Jules broke her arm . . .”


“And then I thought the whole vision nightmare thing was over and we could just go back to normal, but apparently I, like, gave it to Sawyer, and then he—”


“And then I,” Sawyer continues, “started seeing a vision too, of . . . of . . .”


The room is suddenly silent and we three glance at each other, and then at Ben, who is looking like a cornered feral cat right about now, wondering if there’s a way out of this room, and probably willing to use force if necessary to achieve it.


Trey clears his throat and says quietly, “Then Sawyer started seeing a vision of a mass shooting. At a school.”


Ben’s eyebrows twitch.


“For the past few weeks,” Trey continues, “Sawyer heard eleven gunshots in his head. And reflected in windows, on billboards, on TV screens and other places, he saw the music room on the fourth floor of that building, and he saw . . . bodies. Piles of bodies. And so that’s why two high school sophomores were hanging around here last weekend, when the University of Chicago wasn’t even officially in session. They weren’t checking out the school. They were here to stop a mass murder—or at least keep it from being as horrible as it was in the vision.” Trey smiles grimly. “That’s why, Ben.”


Ben’s face is strained. He looks from one of us to the next. “This isn’t funny,” he says. “It’s not funny.”


“It’s not a joke,” I say. “I promise we wouldn’t do that to you. I promise.”


Ben glances at Trey again, like he trusts him more than us.


Trey nods.


Ben turns to Sawyer and studies him for a moment more. “Piles of bodies?”


Sawyer meets his gaze. “Yes.”


Ben stands up and paces in the tiny space. He stops. “Me?” he asks, stabbing his thumb into his chest. “My body?” His voice wavers.


Sawyer drops his gaze to the floor. He doesn’t answer.





Three


Trey interrupts the silence. “So you’re not having any visions, then?”


At first Ben doesn’t appear to hear him, but then, after a moment, he looks at Trey and shakes his head. “What? No. I’m sorry.”


Trey leans back and lets out a sigh of relief. “Don’t be sorry. This is a good thing.”


I catch Sawyer’s eye. He looks relieved, but I’m even more stressed, because if it’s not Ben, that means we have to keep looking. “Ben,” I say, “here’s the thing. Just like I passed the vision to Sawyer, I’m worried that Sawyer might have passed the—the curse of the vision on to somebody else.” I frown, thinking “curse” sounds too whackjob, but I can’t think of a better word. “Like, maybe somebody else who was in that room is now infected, or whatever, and they’re seeing a vision of something else—the next tragedy. So . . . um . . . I need to find out. So we can help them.”


“We need to find out,” Sawyer says.


Ben looks at us like we’re speaking a foreign language.


“So,” I continue, “can you remember everyone who was in the room at the time of the shooting? Do you know them all?”


Ben’s face clears slightly, like he’s beginning to understand what I’m asking. “I—I know most of them,” he murmurs. “Some just by face—it was a combined event with the Motet Choir.”


“Can you, like, I don’t know—find out everyone’s names?” Ugh. I hate this.


Ben bristles. “Okay, this is really getting weird. I’m not sure that’s a good idea. I mean, it’s pretty strange, what you’re asking.”


“I know.”


“And even the people who haven’t left school over it are still pretty shaken up, you know. It’s only been a week.”


“Totally, totally—so are we,” Sawyer says, nodding emphatically. “And, well, if one of them is having a vision of the next disaster waiting to happen, they will definitely stay shaken up, because the visions are—well, they’re just horrible, Ben. So yeah, anybody with the vision will stay very shaken up, until either they go insane or they die trying to save the next victims.” Sawyer adjusts his jacket like he’s getting defensive, ready to argue. Just the other night he said he wasn’t going to help me with this. Now he’s totally invested. I heart that guy.


Ben leans back and sighs. He takes off his glasses and rubs his eyes. “This is so insane.”


I give Trey a pleading look.


Trey sits up. “Please,” he says, his voice soft and earnest. “We all know how weird this sounds. We just—we don’t really have any other choice, you know? We feel like we can’t let somebody struggle with this thing alone.”


Ben absently starts to clean his glasses with his shirt. “Why don’t you call the police or something?”


Trey, Sawyer, and I all wilt. We’ve been over this before, having vetted this option time and time again. “Because,” I begin, but Ben stops me.


“No, it’s okay,” he says. “I get it. They’d think you’re nuts.” He frowns as if he’s still considering that point himself, and puts his glasses back on.


I close my lips and press them into a defeated half smile, and just look at him, waiting.


Finally he shakes his head. “All right. Fine.”


I breathe a sigh of relief as Ben gets up and goes to the clean desk, muttering, “This is so weird,” and pulls a few newspaper articles from the desk drawer. He brings them back to us. “We can start here.”





Four


From the newspaper articles we glean nine names of students who were actually in the room at the time of the shooting. Ben jots down several more, and then he stops. “This is crazy,” he mutters, and looks up. “How do you plan to explain this vision thing to everybody without looking totally nutballs?”


“Very carefully,” I say. I actually haven’t figured it out yet. “I mean, I know I can’t go around asking them all if they’re having visions. But I was thinking . . .” I pause as an idea forms. Blindly, I go with it. “I was thinking that maybe we could call a sort of support group meeting for the victims to all get together and talk. And see if anything comes out of it.” I glance sideways at Sawyer, who nods.


Ben tilts his head. “That’s not a bad idea. We did a candlelight vigil thing outside the building a few nights ago for the whole campus, and there have been counselors around all week, but maybe I should organize a group with just the victims . . .” He looks at his phone, checking the time. “Actually, tonight would be good, since it’s been a week. Kind of like a bad anniversary.” He taps his finger to his lips. “I can get contact info for everybody. Can you guys be here at eight?”


“Yeah, no problem,” Sawyer says. “The sooner the better.”


I glance at Trey. “I think I can get Rowan to switch shifts with me.”


“She will. We’ll be here,” Trey says. He looks at Ben. “I can stay through and help you make phone calls if you like.”


Ben smiles. “That would be great.” The two hastily look elsewhere, like they’re sixth graders crushing on each other, and my heart pinches a bit—could my brother finally have found a nice boy to like?


“Thanks, Ben,” I say. “I mean it. You’re amazing for . . . well, pretty much everything.” I stand up, and Sawyer stands up with me. “I’ve got to get back if I’m going to take the lunch shift for Rowan. Let us know what’s up. We’ll see you around eight.”


Sawyer and I walk out of Ben’s dorm and across the ominous quad that haunted Sawyer’s waking hours up until a week ago. Now it only haunts his dreams. I look over the familiar grounds, thinking about last Sunday when we stopped a couple of gun-carrying gay haters from killing eleven people. “I hope they plead guilty,” I say in a low voice.


Sawyer nods. “Yeah. I don’t exactly want to testify.”


My stomach hurts like hell at the thought.


•  •  •


Five things I hate about my life:


1. Apparently there’s no end to this insanity


2. The tension at home is probably giving me an ulcer


3. Spring break is over and it pretty much sucked balls


4. I just realized it’s my birthday tomorrow. Tomorrow. Who forgets important shit like that?


5. It’s like things aren’t funny anymore


•  •  •


My lunch shift is boring and slow, and Rowan, under slightly heavier surveillance after her little escapade to New York, hangs out in the dining room doing her spring break homework that she wisely waited until the last minute to do. With everything that has happened lately, I’m surprised our parents haven’t locked either of us up or gotten suspicious, but they have their own problems, and my dad mumbled something about bad things coming in threes, so I guess with that attitude, he was sort of expecting Rowan’s delinquency.


The lull gives me time to fill Rowan in, which makes her even madder than usual that she’s missing out on something. I tell her for the millionth time that this isn’t something she wants to be in on. She disagrees, and we leave it at that. At five thirty we switch out, and I sneak outside to the alley and find Sawyer waiting for me. We stop for dinner and we’re off to UC once again.


We find Ben and Trey in Ben’s room a little before eight, Ben at his desk and Trey leaning over Ben’s shoulder as he types on his computer.


I knock on the open door and poke my head in. “How many?” I ask.


“We spoke directly to twelve and left messages for the others,” Ben says.


“And you didn’t forget anyone?”


“I don’t think so. Though we didn’t bother Tori. She’s still in the hospital.”


Trey pipes up. “We asked each person we called if they could remember who else was there that night. We’re all meeting in the green room in two minutes.” He and Ben get up, lock the room, and head in that direction. Sawyer and I follow.


There’s a handful of students in the green room already. The guy who was shot in the foot walks in on crutches, and I grab him a chair to put his leg on. A girl sits in a corner of a love seat, clutching her backpack. Ben’s roommate, Vernon, is there, sans braless girlfriend. More people straggle in over the next quiet minutes. “We should have brought refreshments,” I say under my breath.


“It’s not exactly a party,” Sawyer whispers back.


A few people look expectantly at Ben, who glances at his phone and then stands up. “It’s been a week,” he says with a small smile and a heavy sigh. “And I thought it would be a good idea to just check in with each other, you know?”


A few heads nod.


Ben asks us all to go around the room, introducing ourselves. Trey checks people off his list. I catch his eye and smile, and he smiles back.


Then Ben explains that we don’t really have a format; we’re just here to talk without any counselors or reporters around to analyze us or judge us or whatever, and I can see people relaxing. I wonder what it’s been like here.


Ben looks at the guy with crutches. “Schurman, how’s your foot?”


Schurman shakes his head and looks at the floor. “Not great.”


“What did your coach say?”


“He’s being cool, but obviously I can’t play anymore this year. I don’t know if, you know, if I’ll ever be able to run the same again. I might not be able to play.” His voice contains no emotion, like he’s become a robot. Like his dreams for the future are over and he’s pretending to accept it. I wonder what sport he plays, but I don’t ask.


Ben presses his lips together. “I’m sorry, bro.”


Schurman shrugs and looks at the floor.


Ben turns to the girl in the love seat. “Sydney? How’s it going?”


Sydney’s face is strained. “It’s going,” she says.


“Are your parents . . . handling things?”


“They let me come back here,” Sydney says with a shrug. “It’s weird. I didn’t think . . . you know. That seeing the building, and all that yellow tape . . .”


Someone else nods. “Yeah, I don’t ever want to go back in there.”


More chime in now, and I sit quietly, watching, feeling the same things they’re all feeling, yet somehow I must keep myself distant from those things and stay focused. I know Sawyer is watching too. Looking for signs. Is anybody distracted? Looking out the window, watching a vision play out? It might be too early in the cycle—it’s only been a week.


When things quiet, Sawyer says, “I keep having weird nightmares . . . only . . .”


I look at him. So does everybody else.


“Only . . . what?” Trey asks.


“Only, they’re not about the shooting. And I’m not . . . actually . . . asleep.”


I hear a little shuffling in the room, but I keep my gaze fixed on Sawyer. When no one says anything, Ben says, “You mean like a daydream, only it’s scary?”


Sawyer looks at the floor. “I guess. But . . .” He shakes his head. “Never mind. It’s not exactly normal. Just . . . trauma, or something.”


“What happened to us isn’t exactly normal,” a girl says. “I guess we can expect weird shit to happen.”


I look at her, then back at Sawyer. “What’s your . . . daymare . . . about? You said it’s not a shooting?” I think I know where he’s going with this, and I hope I’m helping.


“No. Something completely different. It’s a . . . a truck. Crashing into a building. An explosion,” he says. “It’s, like . . .” He runs a hand over his eyes. “It’s, like, not a dream at all. It’s like . . .”


“More like a vision?” Ben asks.


Sawyer laughs weakly. “Well, I’m not—I mean, I wouldn’t say that . . . exactly . . . but . . .” He shrugs. “But yeah. I guess that’s pretty accurate.”


No one chimes in with a similar story. No one appears to be uncomfortable in his silence on the matter. No one flushes or blanches or reacts with their limbs or eyes or anything to indicate they can relate to what Sawyer just described. But they are sympathetic.


Sawyer deserves a Tony Award for that performance. Too bad there’s nothing admirable about being a fraud. It’s even less admirable when a few of the students hang back at the end of an hour of sharing, giving Sawyer the names of their therapists and urging him to call. Soon.





Five


The truth is, we could all probably use some therapy right now. Hell, we’re a mess.


“Well, that was good for everybody, I think,” I say later, making myself at home in Ben’s room by curling on the foot of Vernon’s bed. “I mean, we didn’t get what we needed. But at least we’ve established contact with everybody and they’ve got our phone numbers.”


“Yeah, you can’t expect somebody to come forward in front of everybody to say they’re seeing visions too,” Trey says. He sinks onto the love seat, and Ben sits next to him. Sawyer takes a desk chair.


“How many victims weren’t able to come to the meeting, Ben?” I stare at the underside of Ben’s mattress. This room smells gross, like a sack of armpits.


Ben takes the list from Trey. “There are three who have left the school completely, one still in the hospital, and one who lives here in this dorm but either couldn’t come or didn’t want to.”


Sawyer looks at me. “How are we going to handle this?”


I think about it. “Start here and work our way out to the ones who left the school, I guess. Who’s the guy in this dorm?”


“His name is Clark.”


“Should we go up and see him since we’re here? I mean, he might have avoided the meeting because he thinks he’s losing it.” I sit up and slide off the bed.


“I suppose we should,” Sawyer says. “But can we just ask him outright? I feel like a big cheat playing things like I just did in the green room.”


“Yeah. Let me take this one.” I look at Ben. “Will you show us where his room is?”


Ben’s already getting up. “Of course.”


We knock on Clark’s door, but no one answers. Ben hollers down the hallway to some guys toilet-papering the doorway to somebody else’s room. “Have you seen Clark?”


They shrug and shake their heads. One holds his finger to his lips to quiet us, and points to the toilet paper.


“Yeah, because no one else will notice what you’re doing there if we’re quiet,” Ben mutters, and I’m kind of digging his sarcasm, which we haven’t really seen before today. He looks at us. “I don’t know what to tell you. You can hang around and wait if you want.”


I look at Trey and Sawyer, and then check the time. “We should go if we want to hit up the hospital tonight, guys.”


Sawyer nods. “Yeah. Okay, thanks, Ben. We’ll have to come back later this week.” He grabs my hand and tugs, but I want to see what Trey does. Watching my big brother have a crush is the only fun I have in my life right now.


Trey smiles at Ben. “Yeah, thanks. I, um, I left my jacket in your room . . .”


I squelch a grin and Sawyer squeezes my hand, probably hoping I’ll behave. “We’ll go to the hospital and see if Tori is up to having visitors,” Sawyer says. “Meet you at the car in thirty minutes? I’m parked on Fifty-Seventh, in front of the bookstore.”


Trey waves in acknowledgment.


Sawyer drapes his arm over my shoulders and we walk down to the quad and then out to the street toward the hospital. When we get outside in the dark, he twirls my hair around his finger and smiles at me. “Five bucks says they’re making out in Ben’s room.”


“Dogs, I hope so,” I mutter. I lift my chin and we kiss while we’re walking, and I feel like even though everything is such a mess, I can actually handle it because Sawyer’s here with me.





Six


Tori is awake. It’s the first time she’s had her eyes open when we’ve visited her. She doesn’t know who we are, but her mom explains and introduces us—we’ve talked to her a few times before.


Tori’s face is unmarred from the shooting. Her dark brown skin is flawless and beautiful. Her hair—a gorgeous mess of tiny black braids—undisturbed. Only her guts were ripped up, and the shreds sewn together. She still has tubes going into her arm—pain meds and antibiotics, her mom says.


My mind flashes to the music room again. The black-and-white checkerboard floor streaked with red. Tori looking dazed, lying against the wall, holding her hand to her stomach as blood poured out between her fingers. . . . Gah. She was the most seriously hurt. I grab the back of a chair as a wave of nausea rides over me. Half the time I feel like I’m still in shock. Like one day, when this is all over, I really will need to be committed.


It feels awkward, us knowing her but her not remembering us. I’m thankful for her mother, who has heard the story no doubt countless times by now from Ben, from us, from others who have visited.


My cell phone vibrates in my jeans pocket, but I ignore it and focus on Tori. “How are you feeling?”


“Terrible,” Tori says in a soft voice. “Mostly terrible.” She looks at her mom. “Sorry. I’m tired of saying I’m fine.”


Tori’s mom shrugs and smiles. “Nothing wrong with telling the truth,” she says lightly. She turns to us. “It’s been very difficult.”


“I’m sure it has,” I say. “I’m so sorry this happened to you.”


“So am I.” Her bottom lip trembles the slightest bit. “It sucks.”


I reach out and rest my hand on her forearm, and she lets me keep it there. “I’m really sorry. What else is happening? Are you having any nightmares . . . or anything?”


Sawyer leans in. “Jules and I have had some really weird side effects. Just mind tricks, I guess. The psychologist says it’s normal.”


Tori narrows her eyes at the ceiling. “Nightmares, sure. I think the pain meds are messing with me.”


I glance at Sawyer, and I can tell we’re wondering the same thing. “Every once in a while Sawyer was seeing a . . . like a vision, I guess. Right?”


“It really helped me to talk about it, though,” Sawyer says.


My phone vibrates again in my pocket. Tori doesn’t respond.


“So do you want to talk about it or anything?” I ask, trying not to sound odd about it.


“Not really,” Tori says. She looks out her window, frowns, and looks away.


Sawyer sits up straight. “Okay, well, is there anything you need? Any homework or stuff from your dorm or whatever?”


She looks at us like the weird strangers we are. “No. My roommate is handling that kind of stuff.” She yawns. “And I’m really tired now, so . . .”


Tori’s mother stands up on cue. “Thank you both for coming by to visit,” she says.


Sawyer and I stand too, somewhat reluctantly. “Sure,” I say. I spy a notepad and pen by the bed and ask, “Is it okay if I give you my phone number in case you ever want to talk?”


“Sure,” Tori says, but there’s no enthusiasm behind it.


I write my name and number on the notepad and sigh inwardly. “Okay. Well. I guess—”


Suddenly there’s a flurry of activity outside the room. I turn to look. Trey is running down the hallway toward us like a total lunatic, something he would never do under normal circumstances. I spring to my feet.


“Jules,” he calls out in a way that makes my heart clench. He sees me and lunges into the room, face flushed and breath ragged. Tori’s eyes widen in fear and Tori’s mom rushes over to stand between Trey and her daughter as a nurse comes running in to see what’s happening.


“Who are you?” Tori’s mom demands.


“What’s going on?” the nurse asks.


“He’s my brother,” I say, grabbing his arm. “Trey, what’s wrong?”


“Why don’t you ever answer your fucking phone?” Trey shouts, and I feel his breath hit my face. He stares at me, his face breaking. “We have to go.”


My stomach twists. “What? What is it? What happened?”


“It’s not Dad,” he says quietly. “It’s . . . it’s worse. Come on!”





Seven


“What is it?” I nearly scream as my brother races down the hallway to the elevator. I chase after him.


Trey stops in front of the closed elevator doors and turns so we’re standing face-to-face. His dark eyes are pooled with fear and he works his jaw like he does when he’s trying not to cry. “It’s a fire,” he says.


I stare. “What?”


“The restaurant,” he says, his voice cracking. “It’s on fire.”


My throat is closed. I am unable to choke out a single word. I hear Sawyer swear under his breath from somewhere behind me. I didn’t hear him approach. I didn’t hear anything. And then he’s explaining things in gibberish to the interns and security guards who have followed us, apologizing, and then when the people stop crowding around us he’s ushering Trey and me into the open elevator and pushing the buttons.


The elevator door closes and my senses return.


“Holy shit,” I say. “Oh my God—Rowan?”


“She’s fine. She’s the one who called me.”


“What about Mom and Dad? Tony? Aunt Mary?”


Trey shakes his head, dazed. “I don’t know anything else for sure. Rowan was pretty hysterical. She and Tony and Mom were the only ones in the restaurant, and when she called me she was standing outside with Tony. She said she thought Mom got out but now she can’t find her. . . .”


“Oh my God, Mom!” I scream.


The elevator door opens to a few curious stares. Sawyer pulls us out of the hospital and points in the direction of the car. We start running, blindly snaking around buildings and down car-lined streets. I pull my phone out of my pocket and see I have three messages. One from Rowan, two from Trey.


“Shit,” I say, nearly tripping on a crack in the sidewalk. I dial Rowan, and she answers.


“Rowan! What’s happening?”


“Did you find Trey?” She’s sobbing.


“Yes, he’s with me now. Is Mom okay?”


“I don’t know!” Rowan screams. “Just get here!”


“Oh my God,” I say as I climb into Sawyer’s car. “What about Dad?”


“I don’t know! I haven’t seen him, and the firefighters won’t let me get any closer. Tony’s running around to the front and he told me to stay here and watch for them.” Her voice hitches in a sob. “Just hurry up!”


“We’re driving. Sawyer’s going as fast as he can. We’ll be there in less than an hour.”


“Forty minutes,” Sawyer says.


“Forty minutes,” I tell Rowan. “Just, whatever you do, stay safe! And call me when you find Mom and Dad.”


“I will.”


I hang up. “I can’t believe this is happening.”


From the backseat Trey says, “She told me it was just her and Tony in the kitchen and Mom was out in the dining area. There were only a couple of customers . . .” He trails off. “Tony must have spilled some oil or something.”


“Or it could’ve been a pan on the stove. . . .” Only three of them working. So Dad must have been upstairs. Neither of us says it.


Sawyer grips the wheel and stays silent, concentrating on the road. If we talk, I don’t remember any of it. All I need to focus on is that Rowan is okay.


•  •  •


When we get close to home, we can see the lights of police and fire vehicles. The whole block is cordoned off and the sky is filled with smoke, lit up by spectacular, horrible flames. Sawyer parks as close as he can, and Trey and I jump out of the car, pound the pavement, and dodge onlookers, searching for Rowan in the back parking lot.


And she’s there, a stranger’s blanket draped around her. Trey and I run to her and fold her in our arms and hold her. Her phone shakes in her hand and her face is streaked with tears. “They’re okay,” she says. “They’re on the other side. Dad was on a delivery . . . I didn’t know . . .”
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