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Life is good.

Even in his own head it sounded totally cheesy, fourteen-year-old Jake Wilder thought with a grin. Like something you’d see stitched on a pillow in the nearby Grand Teton National Park’s souvenir shop. Or better yet, on a bumper sticker slapped onto one of the many off-road Jeeps that passed through the area on their way to explore the rugged mountains and trails.

But it was true.

The weekend was finally here. The sky was bright blue, and the air was fresh and warm. It was the perfect spring day in Wyoming. The kind when you’re just happy to be alive and part of the natural world.

Jake and his younger brother, Taylor, were playing Frisbee in their backyard with their friend Kim. The boys had gotten home from school about an hour earlier. Even though it was a forty-five-minute bus ride along the long, winding rural roads to their house, the boys didn’t mind. They had their journals to keep them busy, and the endless scenery outside their windows to entertain them. Kim had biked over from the ranch where she worked part-time, to join the brothers.

Twelve-year-old Taylor flicked the Frisbee in Jake’s direction. It went low, and the boys’ Jack Russell terrier, Cody, bounded across the grass and snagged it between his teeth. He trotted off with it proudly, tail held high, and sat in a patch of grass.

“Hey, Cody,” Jake said, laughing. “Give that back!”

He jogged over, retrieved the Frisbee, and threw it to Kim.

Kim caught it and zipped it to Taylor.

As the three horsed around, joking and laughing, Jake could hardly believe that just last year he, Taylor, and Cody had been on the run from their mom’s abusive boyfriend, Bull, and his goons. The boys had fled Pittsburgh and traveled here to Wyoming to find their estranged father, who’d been living in a remote house in the woods. But when they had later learned that their mother was in danger, they’d set off again to save her. They’d hopped freight trains, hitched rides, and hiked through dense forest. They’d survived an avalanche, faced down coyotes, criminals—and their greatest fears.

But they’d succeeded.

Now the family was reunited, living in a National Park Service house on the edge of the majestic Grand Teton National Park. Their dad, Abe, was a park ranger. And their mom, Jennifer, happy and no longer under Bull’s thumb, worked as a legal assistant in nearby Jackson.

Yeah, life was good.

“Earth to Jake!” Kim said. Jake blinked. Kim was waving the Frisbee, trying to get his attention.

“Sorry,” he said. “Daydreaming, I guess. Did you say something?”

“Yeah!” she said. “I asked when you and Taylor were going to show me that amazing surprise of yours.” She gestured toward a big blue tarp covering something by the back shed. “You know I don’t like it when you keep secrets from me!”

Ha. Jake knew. He and Taylor had met Kim when they’d been hiking through the snowy woods on their trek back to Pittsburgh last winter. Kim had helped save Taylor from an avalanche, then had let the boys hide out in the house she shared with her mom on the Wind River Reservation. Kim had been less than happy with them when they’d tried to sneak away early one morning without telling her.

“Don’t worry, it’s a surprise, not a secret,” Taylor said, smiling.

“Okay,” Kim said. “But the suspense is killing me! I hope I don’t have to wait much longer. I only have a couple of hours till I need to get back to the ranch. Nodin won’t wait around for me, you know.”

Jake nodded. Kim, her cousin Nodin, and a few other kids from the reservation had part-time jobs at the nearby Moose Ridge Ranch. Kim caught a ride with them whenever she had a shift—and sometimes when she didn’t, so that she could bike over to the Wilder house and hang out with the boys. Once, she’d lost track of time while she, Jake, and Taylor had been hiking in the woods, and Nodin had gone home without her. Kim’s mom hadn’t been too excited to make the long drive to pick Kim up that day.

“Don’t worry,” Jake said. “I’ll get Mom and Dad.”

He jogged around the house, Cody chasing after him. The pair skidded to a stop at the front porch. The Wilder home was a modest log house with a small kitchen and living area, one bathroom, and only one real bedroom, for Jake’s parents. The boys slept in an upstairs loft area that also served as a home office for Abe.

But it might as well have been a mansion, compared to the off-the-grid home the brothers had shared with their dad last year while living in the wilderness. Here they had electricity. Running water. Even—gasp!—an internet connection. And honestly? Climbing a ladder every night to go to bed was pretty cool.

Jake called out, “Mom! Dad! Are you coming or what?”

A few moments later, the front screen door opened. Abe and Jennifer Wilder came down the porch steps, hand in hand. Jennifer was still wearing her clothes from work—dress pants and a crisp white shirt. Abe was clad, as usual, in his green park ranger uniform.

“Couldn’t even give me time to change, could you?” his mom said with a grin. Her cheeks were a healthy pink, and her long hair was twisted into a loose bun. Her blue eyes twinkled. Jake grinned back. Every day he was reminded how grateful he was that their mom was finally healthy and well, especially with everything it had taken to get to that point. Jennifer had struggled with depression in the years she’d been trapped in an abusive relationship with Bull. She deserved so much more, and Jake was glad she was back with his father and that his dad was working hard to be a better husband.

“Nope, can’t wait,” he answered. “Come on!”

Jake led his parents around back to the tarp-covered object. He and Taylor shuffled to opposite ends and each grabbed an edge of the blue canvas. With a nod, they yanked it away, revealing the large hand-carved canoe hiding beneath.

“Ta-da!” Jake said dramatically.

“Whoa,” Kim said. “That’s awesome! Did the two of you actually make this yourselves?”

Jake and Taylor beamed. “Yep!” Taylor said proudly. Taylor could whittle just about anything from a piece of wood, including the bear he’d made for Kim that she kept on her desk at home. But creating an actual canoe—capable of holding the entire family—was another thing altogether.

“Well, Dad did help us out a bit,” Jake said.

Abe ran his hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. “Just gave you some pointers, that’s all. The rest was you. And you did a mighty fine job, I might add!”

“Absolutely,” their mom said, skimming her fingers over the canoe’s edge. “I can’t believe you carved this from a single tree.”

“I know, right?” Jake said excitedly. “Isn’t it awesome?”

A few weeks ago, the boys had found a huge spruce that had fallen in a storm. With help from Abe, they’d cut a length of it, chained it to the pickup truck, and dragged it to their backyard. From there they’d set about scraping away the bark and digging out the center. Jake explained the method they’d used, which included a multistep process of lighting kindling inside the log to soften the wood so they could dig it out.

“Wow, that must have taken forever,” Kim said.

“Two weeks, four days, and um…” Taylor counted on his fingers. “Seven hours, actually.”

“I’m very impressed, boys,” Jennifer added. “It really came out beautifully.”

“Thanks!” Jake and Taylor said in unison.

“It is awesome,” Kim said. “But will it float? That’s the question!”

“Of course it will float,” Taylor said. “It’s wood. Plus we used pine tar to waterproof it.”

“What are we waiting for, then?” Kim asked. “Let’s go test it out!”

“Sounds like a good plan,” Abe said. “We can load it up in the truck and drive it over to the lake for you kids. How’s that?”

Jake, Taylor, and Kim all whooped. Cody barked excitedly and ran in circles.

“I’ll grab the life jackets from the shed,” Jennifer said. “Safety first!”

As their mom headed into the shed, she cast a glance back at Jake. “Hey, buddy? I picked up the mail on my way home from work, and it’s sitting on the front seat. Do you mind running it inside for me before we head out?”

“No problem, Mom,” Jake answered. He jogged to the driveway and grabbed the stack of letters. As he carried it into the house, he recognized his grandmother’s distinct loopy handwriting on the top envelope. He stared at it, wondering what was inside. His grandmother’s letters were often long and filled with drawings and random observations. But Jake loved getting them because one thing they weren’t was boring.

The same could be said of Joanna Wilder herself.

Even though Jake had few memories of his grandmother, he knew she lived way off the grid in a cabin she’d built herself in the Sierra Nevada mountains of California. She’d moved to the mountains nearly eight years ago, not long after Jake’s grandfather had passed away. Abe Wilder hadn’t been happy about the move. At all. And he hadn’t hesitated to share his opinion that his mother was too old to live out in the wilderness alone.

Grandma Wilder hadn’t hesitated to let her son know she didn’t need his opinion, and who was he calling old, anyway? She was a grown woman and wouldn’t be told what to do by someone she’d potty trained, thank you very much.

It had only gotten worse from there, as Joanna and Abe Wilder had both dug in their very stubborn heels about the matter. Some shouting ensued. Words were spoken. The sort that weren’t so easy to take back.

After that, Grandma Wilder and Jake’s dad had stopped speaking to each other entirely. Jake wasn’t sure anymore if the image he had of a free-spirited, gray-haired woman who loved nature was his own memory or if the image had been formed after he’d Googled “Grandma Wilder” earlier this year and discovered her profile at the small California gallery that sold her artwork—beautiful paintings of the colorful flora and fauna of her mountain home.

Whatever the case, it had made Jake sad that she’d fallen out of their lives.

So, without telling anyone, he’d decided to contact her. He’d emailed a short note to the gallery with his phone number and address, unsure if or when it would reach his grandmother.

A month later, a postcard emblazoned with the rugged snowcapped peaks of the Sierra Nevadas had arrived in the mail. It hadn’t contained an apology. Or even a mention of Jake’s email. Just a brief update:


Dear family,

What a winter! You’ve never seen so much snow. Nearly sunk to my chest hiking down to the road last week. Now, that was something. Good thing I always keep a folding shovel in my backpack. How are those boys doing anyway? Would love a picture. Bet they’ve grown. That’s all for now. Got to get some ice fishing in before the sun sets.

Love to all.



This is how they started exchanging letters.

Abe and Jennifer wrote to her about their jobs and the wild landscape of Wyoming, while the boys filled her in on their school, local birds, and their other interests. For her part, Grandma wrote eloquently about the details of her life, the birds and wildlife, and the serenity of her remote home. She included drawings, and quite often small gifts for her grandsons—a cool polished rock she’d found, a colorful feather, a handmade leather bookmark. (Jake’s prized possession. He loved to read.)

Lately, though, Grandma Wilder had been writing about things that didn’t make much sense. People who were after her. Strange noises in the night. At least that’s what Jake had figured out. His dad was always quick to put those letters away before Jake or Taylor had the chance to see them.

But more than once Jake had overheard his parents talking in hushed voices after the boys had gone to bed, worried that perhaps his grandmother was beginning to get confused. I don’t think anyone is actually blocking her road with trees or sneaking around her house, Jake had heard his mother say with concern. Maybe it’s time she came to live with us? She’s getting older, Abe. She can’t keep living like this….

Jake’s dad had reluctantly agreed and said he would try. But he didn’t think they’d ever convince his stubborn and proud mother to give up her independent life. Didn’t she remember what had happened when he’d tried to tell his mother this last time? They’d stopped talking for eight years.

Jake climbed the ladder to the loft now. He dropped the mail onto his dad’s desk, then rejoined the family back outside. Abe and Taylor were loading the canoe into the back of the truck. Kim was on the phone.

“Yes, Mom,” Kim said with a sigh. “I’m sorry I forgot to text when I got here. No, I won’t bike back to the ranch in the dark.” She sighed again. “And no, I won’t miss my ride home. Love you too. Bye.” She hung up and rolled her eyes.

“You good?” Jake asked.

“Yep,” Kim said. “You know my mom. Always checking up on me.”

Jennifer loaded a stack of orange life vests into the truck. “Thanks for bringing in the mail,” she said with a nod to Jake.

“No problem, Mom. Did you see the letter from Grandma?” he asked, then hesitated. “It was a big one.”

Jake waited to see what his mom or dad would say. They stayed quiet but gave each other concerned looks. That was all the confirmation Jake needed. They were worried about her. He couldn’t help but be a little worried about his grandmother too.

“Hey!” Taylor piped up. “We should send Grandma a picture of our canoe. I bet she’d love to see it! Can you take one, Mom?”

Jake shook his head.

“What do you mean, no?” Taylor frowned.

“I mean, we can’t send her a picture of our canoe sitting in the back of a truck,” Jake said. “We need to put it in the water first!”

“Ah, right,” Taylor said. “What are we waiting for, then? Let’s get to the lake!”






2


Abe and Jennifer Wilder rumbled out of the driveway in the pickup truck, the canoe secured in the flatbed. Jake, Taylor, and Kim hopped onto their mountain bikes to begin the half-mile trail ride to the lake. Cody sat in the basket perched on Taylor’s front handlebars. Unless they were in school, the boys never went anywhere without their furry little shadow. If Cody could, Jake was pretty sure the terrier would follow them to school, too. Cody would probably love the mystery meat they served in the cafeteria. It did somewhat resemble dog food.

As they pedaled along the rugged trail, bouncing over exposed tree roots and kicking up dirt, Jake couldn’t help but be awed by the nature around him. The path was flanked by lodgepole pines, tall evergreens that stretched nearly eighty feet high. It was so different from their old home back in Pittsburgh, where they’d been surrounded by houses and concrete and people. Here it was trees, sky, mountains, and wildlife as far as the eye could see. It was beautiful. Like a scene from one of his grandmother’s postcards.

Not that Jake didn’t miss the city sometimes. He’d loved being close to libraries, museums, and stores. It might have been crowded and noisy, and their neighborhood hadn’t been fancy. But people had looked out for each other. Not everyone was like his mom’s old boyfriend Bull, a criminal who had wanted them dead.

Jake didn’t miss that guy at all.

They rounded a corner, and Taylor slowed his bike. He pointed at a yellow-breasted bird with a bright orange-yellow head flitting between the tree branches.

“Western tanager,” he said. Taylor loved birds and had been studying up on the different species. He kept a running log in his journal of the ones he’d spotted, and had filled a couple-dozen pages so far.

The trio watched as the tanager swooped into the air, and then tumbled dramatically like a stunt plane before flying straight up again.

“What is it doing?” Jake asked. “Is it hurt or something?”

Kim shook her head. “Nope, that’s part of the tanager’s courtship ritual.” The bird took another tumble, flashing its bright yellow feathers.

“So… basically he’s showing off for a girl?” Jake said.

“Pretty much,” Kim answered with a laugh. “Not subtle, is he?”

“Whatever works, I guess,” Taylor said.

“Okay, Bro,” Jake said with a grin. “As long as you keep in mind that you’re not a bird and you can’t fly.”

“Oh yeah?” Taylor pedaled fast over a tree root, popped a wheelie, and went airborne for a split second.

Then the bike landed with a thud, skidded sideways, and nearly toppled over. Cody leaped from the basket and out of the way, just as Taylor jammed his sneaker onto the ground, catching himself.

Cody looked up at Taylor and yapped his disapproval. Taylor smiled sheepishly and shrugged. “Sorry about that, buddy.” He tapped his basket, and the little dog jumped back inside.

As they pedaled farther down the path, Kim cast a glance over her shoulder at Jake and Taylor. “So, what’s the deal with your grandmother?”

“Deal?” Jake said. “What do you mean?”

“Your parents gave each other a funny look when you mentioned the letter from her. Is she okay?”

“Oh, right.” Jake wasn’t surprised in the least that Kim had noticed his mom’s and dad’s reactions. Kim had always been very perceptive. After all, she’d figured out that Jake and Taylor were runaways back when they’d first met.

“I’m not sure,” Jake answered. “She and Dad fell out of touch after she moved to the California wilderness. He didn’t really agree with her decision.”

“He didn’t? Why not?” Kim said. “I mean, didn’t he do the same thing when you and Taylor were little?”

“Fair point,” Jake said. Abe Wilder’s decision to leave his family behind to pursue life in the wilderness had upended his family’s lives for years.

“I guess he and my mom just worry about her now,” Jake said. “You know, getting older and living in the middle of the wilderness alone.”

“But Grandma’s tough,” Taylor said. “I mean, I don’t totally remember her. But she built her own cabin in the forest! She catches her own food and chops her own wood! She’s this great artist who sells her paintings to collectors and stuff.”

And judging by the late-night conversations Jake had overheard, she also apparently believed she was being targeted by strange men in the forest. He didn’t say that part out loud, though.

“She sounds cool,” Kim said wistfully. “Sometimes I think I wouldn’t mind living on my own.”

Jake nodded but didn’t say anything else. He knew that Kim and her mom could butt heads at times. Both of them were strong-willed and opinionated. Neither of them liked to back down. But Jake and Taylor liked Kim’s mom, Haiwee. She worked at the reservation where she and Kim lived, curating displays at the visitor center to ensure that their Shoshone heritage was preserved for future generations. Back when the boys had first met her, she’d taught them how to make snowshoes, which she’d let them keep. The snowshoes were much better than anything you could buy in a store, and Jake and Taylor had used them to get around the trails this past winter.

The trio rounded a corner, and the bike trail came to an end in a small clearing. A sparkling lake sat straight ahead, reflecting the crisp blue sky. There wasn’t a soul in sight, save for Abe and Jennifer, who had parked the truck in the dirt lot nearby and were unhitching the canoe. The air smelled fresh, like pine needles and cool mountain water.

Jake, Taylor, and Kim climbed from their bikes and propped them against nearby trees. They ran across the grass to the parking lot. Cody leaped from Taylor’s basket with a happy little yap and bounded after them, tail wagging.

Abe waved. “Hi, kids. Grab a side, and let’s get this canoe down to the water!”

The team lugged the heavy boat to the shoreline and set it down with a thunk.

Taylor turned around. “Be right back. I’ll grab the paddles.”

“No!” Abe said, stopping him. “Let me. You all wait right here! I’ve got this!” He grinned broadly and dashed toward the truck.

Taylor quirked an eyebrow. “That’s weird. Since when does Dad jump in to do something that we could ‘do ourselves’?” He made little air quotes with his fingers. Jake laughed.

“Yeah, he does seem awfully excited.”

“About paddles?” Taylor said.

Jake shrugged. The boys had scavenged some abandoned paddles down by Jackson Lake the previous weekend. They were mismatched and faded, probably left behind by some tourists. Decent finds but hardly worth getting that excited about.

A minute later their dad returned, wearing an even bigger grin.

“Ta-da!” he said, holding up three handcrafted paddles. They were smooth and shiny, and matched the homemade canoe.

“Whoa!” Jake said. “Those are awesome!”

“Yeah they are!” Taylor said.

Kim and Jennifer agreed.

“Made them myself from the same tree as your canoe,” Abe said proudly. “Wanted to surprise you boys. Still working on the fourth so the whole family can paddle together.”

“That was really thoughtful, Abe,” Jennifer said, lightly touching his arm.

Abe beamed. “So, kids, ready to test her out?”

Jake, Taylor, and Kim nodded. They pulled on their life jackets, tightened the straps, and climbed aboard the canoe. Cody bounded in after them and plopped down right in the middle.

“Okay, here we go!” Jake called out as they stuck their paddles into the muck and pushed themselves away from the shoreline. As they drifted into the water, the canoe wobbled a bit from side to side—but it stayed afloat!

Abe and Jennifer cheered.

“Looks great, kids!” Abe said. “Have fun!”

“We will. See you later!” Taylor waved a paddle.

“Hold on!” Jennifer said. “Let me get that photo for Grandma before you all take off.” She pulled her phone from her pocket and held it in front of her face.

“Say ‘canoe’!”

“CANOE!” Jake, Taylor, and Kim lifted their paddles and smiled broadly. With the sparkling water and rugged mountains as a backdrop, Jake could hardly imagine a better place on earth for a photograph. He felt especially lucky and proud to be here in a boat that he’d helped carve, with his family and two best friends—Kim and Cody.

Jennifer lowered her phone and glanced at the screen, tapping it a few times. “I got some great shots. Your grandmother will love these!”

“All right, we’re heading home,” Abe said. “Text Mom when you’re done, and we’ll come back for the canoe.”

“I left my phone at home,” Jake said. “Didn’t want it to fall into the lake.”

“Good thinking. But it’s no problem,” Abe said. “Just bike back, and we can pick the canoe up after dinner.”

“See you later!” Jennifer said with a wave.

“Bye!” the kids called out.

Jennifer looped her arm through Abe’s, and they walked back to the truck. Jake watched them go. It was nice to see them happy. Together. Sure, things weren’t always perfect. Jennifer still suffered from some PTSD from her years with Bull. And Abe Wilder had lived on his own for long enough that he could be pretty set in his ways. But he was trying to be more flexible. Giving up his remote house for something a little more spacious and modern to accommodate his family had been a huge step.

The friends dropped their paddles into the water and moved farther away from shore. It took a few tries and a couple of inadvertent half circles to synchronize their strokes. But once they did, they were gliding smoothly across the lake.

The view was breathtaking. Blue sky stretched overhead, dotted with white clouds. The water sparkled, clear and blue, reflecting the sky above it and the tall pines that covered the surrounding hills. The majestic Grand Tetons rose in the distance, their jagged peaks still snow covered, even though it was late May. Full melt wouldn’t happen until the end of June.

“Check it out!” Jake said, pointing across the lake at a large white-headed bird with broad wings. It swooped down and deftly plucked a fish from the water. “Is that a bald eagle?”

“Osprey,” Taylor answered. “A bald eagle has a much larger wingspan.”

“It’s beautiful,” Kim said. The trio sat perfectly still, watching in awe as the osprey flew away with the squirming trout clutched firmly in its talons. Cody let out an excited yap. Taylor scratched the terrier beneath his chin.

“Bet you wish you could do that too, huh, buddy?” he said. Cody wagged his tail in response. Jake smiled. He was pretty sure Cody understood a lot more than most people would give a dog credit for.

Taylor skimmed his hand across the lake’s surface and snatched it back. “Yikes, that’s cold!” he said, shaking it off. Jake nodded. Here in the mountains, the lake water rarely warmed above sixty degrees.

The friends continued to paddle around a bit more until their arms were sore and the sun began to dip lower on the horizon. A small herd of white-tailed deer emerged from the trees and began drinking water on the opposite shore—a clear sign it was getting late.

“We’d better head in before it gets dark,” Jake said.

“Yeah, I don’t want to miss my ride home,” Kim added.

They returned to the launch point and heaved the canoe onto the grass with a grunt. The thing weighed a ton and felt even heavier without Abe and Jennifer to help carry it.

“Where should we put the canoe?” Taylor asked, rubbing the back of his neck. “It seems risky to just leave it sitting out.”

Jake looked around, and his gaze settled on a densely treed area near the trail home. He tilted his head toward it. “How about we tuck it away over there until Mom and Dad come back to get it with the truck?”

“Good plan,” Kim said.

They each grabbed an edge of the canoe and began to carry it through the grass. Cody hopped inside.

“Hey!” Taylor said with a laugh. “You think this is a free ride?”

Cody twirled a few times and plopped down right in the middle.

“Guess he does,” Jake said, laughing too.

They were just approaching the trees when the rumble of engines, a fine spray of pebbles, and a burst of boisterous laughter stopped them in their tracks.



OEBPS/e9781665916646/xhtml/nav.xhtml


CONTENTS



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Epilogue


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epilogue


		About the Author


		Copyright








		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








OEBPS/e9781665916646/fonts/BarlowCondensed-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665916646/images/9781665916646.jpg
e e
WILDER BOYS

SAVING CODY

-

E e
PN
BRANDON WAILACE






OEBPS/e9781665916646/images/title.jpg
WILDIER BOYS

SAVING CODY

BRANDON WAILACE

ALADDIN






OEBPS/e9781665916646/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665916646/fonts/Lato-Light.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665916646/fonts/StintUltraCondensed-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665916646/fonts/Lato-LightItalic.ttf


