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THE GIRLS’ WASHROOM AT SCHOOL CAN be a scary place. That’s the thought that occurs to me as I hurry inside to check my hair before I cut seventh period. A gaggle of cheerleaders—The Stevens Six, I call them—stands at the mirror chattering as they whip their mascara wands into a frenzied overdrive in an effort to improve upon their already perfect reflections. This is serious business for them: The end-of-the-year honors assembly is just minutes away, and it’s vital that they look their best. It gets deadly quiet as I take a place at the mirror. The cheerleaders are just six out of billions of other people on this planet who are not my friends. I only have one friend, and he’s waiting for me down at the beach.


“Hey, Jamie,” one of them—Sara—says to me. “I saw your mom interviewed on the news last night. Wow, what’s it like to have a mother who’s such a famous lawyer?”


I shrug; look through my backpack for my hair-brush.


“They said she’s going to Chicago to defend that rich girl—what’s her name—Sally Renfro, the girl who killed her stepfather.”


I concentrate on my hair. It looks terrible today. I make a mental note to switch my brand of shampoo.


“Your mom seemed so together,” Sara says. “I was really surprised.”


I turn to look at her. “What exactly is your point, Sara?”


“Well, Jamie, if you really want to know, I was just wondering what it’s like for your mom—this successful, high-powered attorney type—to have a daughter who’s such a major embarrassment, who’s flunking out of Stevens because she’s so—”


“—spacey,” one of her friends says, and they all laugh.


Sara’s open makeup kit is poised on the edge of the sink. It doesn’t take much effort to bump into it on my way out of the washroom. It’s pretty satisfying to glance back and see that shocked expression on her face as the plastic containers of eyeshadow, mascara, lipstick, and blush hit the floor and scatter across the tile.


Sara’s right about me, I think, as I sneak out of the building and run down to the beach. She’s trying to tell me in her own special way that I’m not Stevens material. I can’t argue with that. I don’t fit in there, or anywhere, really. I’ve tried to explain this to my mother a few hundred times but have not had much success.


“Jamie,” she’ll say, “Stevens is one of the best private schools in California, and you know it. You’re talented in a lot of things—music, art, writing—but you need a strong academic foundation so you can do something with those talents. . . .”


I have heard The Speech so many times, I can tune her out at the same time I’m nodding and looking like I’m agreeing with her.


I don’t really care if I don’t belong at Stevens, as long as I belong to someone, and I do, and there he is, kicking at the purple ice plant that dots the bay.


“Webb!” I yell, and he turns around and smiles. The fog rolling off the bay has made his blond hair wild and frizzy.


“Hey, you,” he says, sliding his arms around me. My knees go weak, but I know he won’t let me fall. “I was afraid I wouldn’t see you before I left on my trip. . . .” He bends down and peeks at my face. “Another wonderful day at school, huh?”


“I’ve been going to that snake pit for three years, and this semester has been the worst. Did I tell you I flunked my academic probation? They’re making me repeat part of my junior year in the fall.”


“A snobby prep school isn’t the right place for you, Jamie.”


“I’m stuck there. My mom wants me to go to Stevens, which I hate, so I can get into an Ivy League college, which I don’t care about.”


He laughs. “Hang in there. You only have a couple of days before summer vacation starts.”


“Believe me, I’m counting the milliseconds.”


He takes my hand, and we climb down the rocks to Otter Cove. We have this sanctuary all to ourselves today—our own private little piece of California. I love it here, this quiet cove where we can be alone together and watch the otters chase each other through the kelp. I sit on a giant rock; Webb settles right behind me like we’re on a toboggan sled.


“So tell me how I’m supposed to get along without you,” I say. “I mean, you and I haven’t been separated since the night we met. Now we’re both going away for the summer and—I’m not kidding, Webb. I don’t think I can handle a solo kind of life.”


I feel his hands on my hair, gently gathering it back into a ponytail. “Jamie.”


“What?”


“A few months apart isn’t going to change anything for us.”


“I’m not so sure.”


“Jamie. Repeat after me: Nothing is going to change for us this summer.”


I sigh. “Nothing is going to change for us this summer—I hope.”


“What an optimist. You could look on this summer as an adventure, you know. You’ll probably have a blast in Chicago.”


“Yeah, I really can’t wait to be alone in some strange city while my mom’s locked up in a courtroom all day defending some girl who killed her stepfather.” I lean back against him. “I wish I could go with you this summer.”


“I just don’t see you as the type who’d like backpacking through Europe, Jamie. No five-star hotels, no television, no room service, no indoor plumbing—”


“Well, you’re right. I really am addicted to indoor plumbing.” I rest my chin on my knees. “My dad backpacked through Europe one summer, though, my mom says, and had the time of his life.”


“You never talk much about your dad.”


“He died in a boating accident out on the bay when I was like three and a half or something; I don’t really remember him. They met in law school, my mom and dad, and I guess he was just as driven about his career as my mom is about hers.”


“Your mom’s pretty amazing. I saw her talking about the Renfro trial on the news last night. Very impressive.”


“Did you see that clip they showed of Sally Renfro being taken to jail in handcuffs and leg shackles? It was just chilling. I can’t stop thinking of what it must be like for her; what she must be feeling.”


“At least she has one of the best attorneys in the country—”


“Yeah. Maybe I’m being selfish, but I hate it when my mom’s involved in a high-profile trial like this. The reporters camp out on the front yard and shove their microphones into our faces the minute we walk out the door.”


We’re quiet a minute, watching the otters twist and tumble and spin in a show of aquatic gymnastics.


They’re so comical we both laugh, a momentary distraction from what I’ve been dreading.


I know it’s here, though, when Webb stretches his arms out in front of me and checks his watch. “I never noticed that before,” I say, running my fingers along a zigzag-shaped scar near his elbow. “How’d it happen?”


“Playing football in the park one afternoon with my buddies. You’ll have to come watch one of our games sometime. You’ll lose all respect for me once you see what a truly horrible athlete I am.” He stands and pulls me to my feet. “It’s time, Jamie. My plane leaves at six, and I still have to pick up my paycheck from the construction job I worked last week. I need all the money I can get for my great European adventure.”


It’s treacherous climbing up the wet rocks, but Webb holds my hand firmly, and before I know it, we’re safely out of the cove.


“This separation wouldn’t be so hard on me if we could at least stay in touch with each other through email or something.”


“Jamie, I’m going to be camping. Camping. As in no electricity, no internet connection, no phones, no fax, no FedEx, no—”


“All right, all right, I get the picture.”


“Doesn’t mean I won’t be thinking of you, though.”


“I can’t even begin to tell you how much that means to me, Webb.”


He leans his forehead against mine. “You know what you don’t do well? Sarcasm.”


“I’m entitled to behave any way I want. I’ve got a broken heart.”


“That’s better. Winsome becomes you.”


“I like being winsome. It sounds romantic, somehow.”


He throws his arm around my shoulder, and we walk down to the bike trail, the place where we’ll say good-bye. So. This is it.


“Do you ever think about the night we met?” I ask. “Do you even remember it?”


He looks at me. “Oh. I get it. I’m supposed to reminisce now, right?”


“If you can.”


“Jamie, I’m hurt. Your lack of faith in me is—”


“You don’t remember. Admit it.”


“You were nine years old,” he says. The tone in his voice is just right: warm and low. “And one night, while I was taking a shortcut through the woods, I noticed you all alone in the park. You were scared and crying because your baseball game had been over for hours and there was some mix-up with your ride home. No one had come to pick you up.”


“You told me not to worry. You told me you’d look after me, remember?”


“I remember. I just didn’t know at the time it would end up being my life’s work.”


“Not funny!” I say, pretending to jab him in the ribs with my elbow. “God, you have to ruin a perfect moment . . .”


He scoops a shell off the beach and presses it into my hand. “Here,” he says. “Something to remind you of California while you’re gone.” I turn the cracked sand dollar over in my hand. It’s thin and fragile and could crumble very easily. I slip it into my pocket so I won’t drop it.


“Have a good summer,” he whispers, giving me a hug. I think I was hoping for more than that. I watch as he runs across the bike trail and heads for home. We started out as acquaintances, then became friends, and now . . . well, I look at him differently now than as just a friend, that’s for sure. I wonder if it’s the same for him. It’s the ultimate case of bad timing, I think, being separated from him just as things might be growing more serious between us.


I turn around and walk home. It’s really a depressing thought: summer without Webb. I wish we could go on seeing each other like we have since the night we met—that night he stepped out of the woods and into my life when I was only nine years old.
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IT’S LIKE BEING TRANSPORTED TO OZ. I mean, this morning I was packing my suitcase in a foggy little California village, and this evening here I am in Chicago, standing on the balcony of our new apartment, looking out at a concrete maze of steel-and-glass skyscrapers. The sublet is pretty cool, actually: Good-sized bedrooms overlook a garden courtyard, and there’s a sunny kitchen where I can whip up some of my gourmet specialties. There’s even a bicycle in the entry hall with a Post-it note stuck on the handlebars that says: FEEL FREE TO RIDE ME. I wonder what it’d be like to zoom through the streets on that bike and explore the city.


“Jamie?” my mother calls from the living room. “Have you seen my briefcase? I need it for my meeting tonight. I’ll kill myself if I left it on the plane.”


“It’s in the kitchen.”


“I just looked there.”


“It’s on the counter.”


“I don’t see it.”


I make my way around the stacks of legal files Mom has piled on the living room floor. We’ve only been in Chicago a few hours, and she’s already managed to turn the apartment we’re subletting into some sort of law library.


“Are we going to have to live like this all summer?” I ask.


“Like what?” my mother says, slipping into her jacket. She’s wearing her navy blue suit tonight. She looks good in blue and wears it a lot in court. “The files, you’re talking about? Don’t worry; I’m having most of them sent over to the law office I’ll be using while we’re here in Chicago.”


Mom’s briefcase peeks out from under a basket of fruit one of her lawyer friends sent over as a sort of housewarming gift.


“Your daughter may not be the world’s best student,” I say, “but she’s a whiz at finding misplaced objects.”


“Ah, what would I do without you?” she says, taking the briefcase from me. “I’m glad you brought up the subject of school, because—”


“Mom, come on, we just got here. Cut me a little slack, okay?”


“I wonder if it’s too late to get you into some kind of summer school program around here—”


“Why? Why do I have to go to school at all this summer? Why can’t I just explore the city or hang out in some quaint little coffeehouse somewhere and soak up the local culture?”


My mother tucks some papers into her briefcase. “Because, dear, I don’t like the idea of your having a lot of unstructured time this summer.”


“God, you make it sound like I’ll join the nearest street gang and get my tongue pierced unless every minute of my day is planned.”


“Jamie, let’s not forget what happened this spring, all right?”


Here we go again.


“Do you have any idea how I felt when I got that call from your guidance counselor last month?” my mother asks, pausing only to swirl on her lipstick. “I never would have made so many trips to Chicago to prepare for the Renfro trial if I’d known how . . . how—”


“—irresponsible,” I offer.


“Yes—thank you—how irresponsible you’d be while I was gone.”


It’s true. I was very irresponsible while my mom was in Chicago. I did some terrible things. I stopped studying and failed two important finals. I forged a note on my mom’s office stationery so I could get out of school early each day and race down to the beach to meet Webb. He and I spent slow, delicious afternoons together. It was a living fairy tale while it lasted; then my mom came home from one of her Chicago trips just in time to get a call from my guidance counselor. Pandemonium. Meetings. I was put on academic probation, which I promptly failed.


“I honestly don’t know what happened to you this spring,” my mother is saying, and I’m momentarily disoriented. I have to adjust my thinking and concentrate on The Speech. “I sometimes wonder if I’ve been so busy preparing for the trial that you decided to do something crazy to get my attention—”


“Mom, please, we’ve been all through this—”


“If I hadn’t already committed myself to the Renfro trial, we’d be back in California and you’d be in summer school at Stevens.”


“So send me back home then. I already told you I didn’t want to spend my summer here in Chicago.”


“Let you live on your own this summer? I don’t think so. You were on your own several times in the last few months, and it didn’t work out too well, remember?”


“Mom, come on, didn’t you ever get spring fever and cut class?”


“Spring fever? Jamie, do you realize what that little spring fever stunt cost you? You’re going to have to repeat part of your junior year next term—”


“Mom, you’re going to be late for your dinner meeting.”


She looks at her watch. “All right,” she says, frowning. “But we’re not through with this.” She slips her laptop computer into her briefcase. “I’m sure you’ll want to go out this evening to do a bit of sightseeing, but don’t go too far, all right? It’ll be dark soon, and you don’t know your way around yet. And I want you to be careful; this is Chicago, not Monterey, you know.”


“Thanks for the geography lesson.”


“I’m serious, Jamie.”


“Mom, I’m not five years old. I’ll be fine.”


She heads for the door. “These meetings about the trial tend to last for hours, but I’ll give you a call if I’m going to be very late.”


I watch as she walks to the elevator. I know it’s hard on her sometimes; being a mother and father and benevolent dictator, all rolled into one. She worries a lot because I’m growing up without a father, but I don’t exactly feel deprived or anything. How could I? I was so little when he died that he’s just a shadow figure to me. I don’t remember him, not much; just the sound of his voice as he read to me: poetry, I think, and Alice in Wonderland.


Once Mom’s elevator disappears, I hurry to my room and change into my grubbiest and most comfortable pair of jeans. It’s time to get acquainted with this city, I’ve decided, and what better way to do it than on a bicycle? Before I start my tour of the town, though, I stop to take a look at the only thing I’ve bothered to unpack: my seashell collection from home. The pink, blue, pale brown and yellow shells from home sit on the windowsill in stark contrast to the urban backdrop beyond the glass. The shells aren’t the beautiful burnished kind you find in souvenir shops back home; they’re broken and misshapen—shells Webb and I have found on our walks on the beach. I pick up the little cracked sand dollar Webb gave me and slip it into my pocket. He’s been in Europe for five days now. I wonder where he is exactly, what he’s doing, who he’s met.


Enough of this. I’ve promised myself I won’t dwell on him. Well, not too much, anyway. There’s a whole city out there to be explored, so I wheel the bicycle into the hall and ring for the elevator. I have a map of the downtown area in my backpack, but it’ll be more fun, I think, just to ride around the neighborhood and discover things on my own.


As soon as I’m out of our apartment building, I jump on the bike and fly out into the street. This place truly is Oz, and I’m Dorothy, trying to adjust to a strange new land. The city traffic is a bit daunting at first, but soon I’m going as fast as a professional bike messenger, zipping around cars and busses and trucks. The last time I flew down the street on a bike, Webb was the one doing the pedaling. I sat on the back of the bike with my arms wrapped around his waist and listened to him complain as he struggled to pedal us uphill.


“This wouldn’t be so hard if you were lighter,” he told me.


“Aw, poor baby,” I answered. “Only a little while till we start downhill, then it’ll be a breeze.”


“If we don’t break our necks.”


“Where’s your sense of adventure?”


“Okay, Jamie,” he said, pausing at the top of the hill, “you talk big, but let’s see how brave you really are.”


I found out quickly what a coward I was. He gave the bike a little push, then suddenly we were rocketing downhill, and I was clinging to him as tightly as I could.


“Scared?” he shouted.


“Hell, no.”


“Liar.”


He knew me too well. “Okay, so I’m lying! Webb, slow down!”


“C’mon, I thought you had such a great sense of adventure—”


“Not funny! Slow down!”


“Relax, Jamie,” he said, gently easing us to a stop. He turned to grin at me. “I’ve told you a million times: I’d never let anything happen to you. . . .”


•   •   •


“Hey, what the hell is wrong with you!”


It takes me a second to realize I’m not back home with Webb, I’m here in Chicago, racing my bike through the rush hour traffic. I see the angry face of a cabdriver as I cut in front of him. “You’re going to get yourself killed!” he shouts. “Watch where you’re going!”


But there’s no time to look at anything. My bike slams into a parked car, and in a split second I’m airborne, tumbling over the handlebars—


flying,


flying


through


an


upside-


down


world.
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I SIT QUIETLY IN THIS LITTLE CURTAINED-OFF section of the emergency room while the doctor, a scruffy young guy dressed in loose green surgical scrubs, wraps a bandage around my left arm and lectures me on the importance of bicycle safety.


“You’re lucky you don’t have a head injury,” he says. “The paramedics said you really took a tumble off your bike. Next time, wear a helmet.”


Next time? What next time? I completely mangled the bike, and it’s not even mine. My mother will faint when she sees it—when she sees me and this nasty little gash on my arm, not to mention my banged-up knees, which hurt like hell and need something about a million times stronger than the Tylenol they gave me.


“How did it happen?” the doctor asks. “How did you lose control of your bike?”


“I don’t know,” I say, which isn’t true, but there’s no way I’m going to tell this total stranger I lost control of my bike because I was daydreaming about my sort-of boyfriend. “Are you finished?” I ask. “Can I go home now?”


“Not till your mother gets here,” the doctor says, opening my chart and writing in it. “The nurses are still trying to reach her.”


My mother will check her phone messages sometime during her business dinner and find out that I’m in the hospital and she’ll have a heart attack. It’s that simple. I hope someone at her table knows CPR.


“You’ll probably be a little achy for a couple days,” the doctor says, “but, as I mentioned, it could have been a lot worse. Sit tight, okay? I’m going to get your release forms ready and see if they’ve contacted your mother. . . .”


He pulls the curtains open and walks over to the nurses’ station. There’s a girl about my age a few feet away from my cubicle; she’s doing her best to dodge all the activity in the ER and stay out of everyone’s way. I wonder why she’s here. She doesn’t seem to be a patient, and she’s no candy-striper, that’s for sure: she’s wearing a snazzy red cocktail dress. I’m thinking she’s probably like the Stevens Six back home: popular. Snobby. But her eye catches mine, and she smiles.


“Hi,” she says. “I’m doing my best not to get run over.”


“Yeah, I can see that. I like your dress. Vera Wang, right?”


“Right . . . it’s only mine for tonight, though. It’s a temporary hand-me-down from my aunt.”


“I’m wearing the latest in bike accident attire,” I say, gesturing at my ripped shirt, and she laughs and wanders over to me. Up close, I can see how pretty she is. She has a real girl-next-door thing going for her: big blue eyes and a warm smile.


“Is that what happened to you?” she asks. “A bike accident?”


“I smashed into a parked car,” I say, spinning the plastic hospital bracelet around my wrist. “God, I hate it here. I feel like some sort of banded bird. Tagged, so they can locate me after I migrate.”


“This place is the worst, isn’t it? It’s so cold and clinical. So impersonal.”


“How come you’re here? Doesn’t look like you’ve been in a bike accident or anything.”


“I’m waiting for my aunt,” she says, glancing across the ER. “That’s her over there. We were on our way to a dinner party, and she was called in on an emergency.”


“She’s a doctor?”


“Yeah, a psychiatrist.”


“I’ve never seen a doctor dressed like that before,” I say. “Like she just stepped off the cover of Vogue. Slinky black dress, diamond earrings, three-inch heels, and she has a stethoscope draped around her neck. The whole thing makes sort of an interesting fashion statement, don’t you think?”


“Saks Fifth Avenue Meets General Hospital,” she says, and I laugh. I’m not used to kidding around like this with another girl. My humor-impaired peers at Stevens never include me in any kind of friendly banter. This is a new experience for me.


A young nurse steps inside my little cubicle. “Jamie? We finally reached your mother; she’s on the way.”


“Can I wait for her outside?”


“We can’t release you till your mom gets here,” the nurse says on her way out. “Your friend can stay with you, though, while you wait.”


When the nurse is gone, the girl turns to me and says: “Well, as long as we’re friends, I guess I should introduce myself. I’m Morgan Hackett. And you’re Jamie—”


“Tessman,” I say, and she gets that lightbulb-over-the-head-look you see in cartoons.


“Tessman? Are you related to the lawyer on the Renfro trial?”


“Yeah, that’s my mom. She’s defending Sally Renfro.”


“Really?” She pulls up a stool and sits down. “You’re from California, then, right? They did a profile of your mom on our local news last week.”


“We’re spending the summer here. Longer, maybe, depending on the length of the trial.”


“It must be sort of exciting, isn’t it,” she asks, “to have a mom who’s such a well-known attorney?”


That’s almost the same question posed to me by one of the cheerleaders back home, but there are no hidden barbs in the question this time; she’s just being friendly.


“Exciting? Sometimes, I guess. I don’t think of her as being well known, though. She’s just my mom, if you know what I mean, ragging on me to get good grades and stuff like that.”


“I know what that’s like,” Morgan says. “I barely squeaked through my senior year last semester. It’s a miracle I actually got into college.”


“Where are you going?”


“I start at the Goodman Theater in the fall. It’s a school here in the city.”


“You’re an actress?”


“Oh. Well, sort of. A beginning one. I’ve done a few workshops and plays around town. Nothing major yet.”


“I was in a play once. In the third grade. I wanted to be Cinderella, but they made me one of the stupid mice.”


“Well, you know the old showbiz saying: ‘There are no small parts, only small rodents.’ ”


I can’t help laughing. “You’re the first person I’ve met tonight who’s really talked to me. The doctors and nurses don’t count. They swoop in, take a look at me, then swoop out again.”


“Yeah, this place isn’t exactly known for its warmth,” she says. “Hey, do you want to get together once you’ve healed? I could show you around; give you a tour of the city.”


“Thanks. I’d like that.”


“I’ll give you my number. . . .” She finds a pen in her purse and pulls a paper towel out of a dispenser on the wall. “These are my aunt’s phone numbers, actually,” she says, scribbling them down on the paper towel. “I’m staying with her this summer while my parents are in Europe.”


“A friend of mine just left for Europe a few days ago. He’s always wanted to backpack through France and Italy without indoor plumbing.”


She makes a face. “Roughing it, you mean. No, thanks.”


“I don’t get it, either. Maybe it’s a guy thing. I guess he wants to tame the land or something.”

OEBPS/images/star.jpg










OEBPS/images/titlea.jpg
THE NIGHT |
DISAPPEARED

Julie Reece Deaver

Simon Pulse
New York * London * Toronto
Sydney ¢ New Delhi





OEBPS/xhtml/cont.html


CONTENTS



Part One



Chapter 1



Chapter 2



Chapter 3



Chapter 4



Chapter 5



Chapter 6



Chapter 7



Chapter 8



Chapter 9



Chapter 10



Chapter 11



Chapter 12



Part Two



Chapter 13



Chapter 14



Chapter 15



Chapter 16



Chapter 17



Chapter 18



Chapter 19



Chapter 20



Chapter 21



Chapter 22



Chapter 23



Chapter 24



Chapter 25



Chapter 26



Chapter 27



Chapter 28



Chapter 29



Chapter 30



Part Three



Chapter 31



Chapter 32



Chapter 33



Part Four



Chapter 34



Chapter 35



Chapter 36



Chapter 37



Chapter 38



Chapter 39



Chapter 40



Chapter 41



About Julie Reece Deaver






