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Praise for the 1-800-WHERE-R-YOU series

WHEN LIGHTNING STRIKES


“A page-turning read that will have fans lining up for the next Jess story.”

—KLIATT



CODE NAME CASSANDRA


“[Cabot] … tells the story in the irreverent and slangpeppered language of today’s teenagers…. [T]he protagonist is a character that [readers] will believe and enjoy. The story moves fast and is full of suspense, action, and teen intrigue. Readers who enjoyed the first book will not be disappointed, and newcomers will not be left far behind.”

—SLJ




“Introduces the reader to a savvy teen with a heart as big as her mouth …”

—Children’s Literature




“A true find”

—KLIATT



SAFE HOUSE


“Will be popular with teen girls….”

—SLJ



SANCTUARY


“A strong female character with a voice true to that of the modern teenager. She tries to fit in with the ‘normal’ kids, but her extraordinary power keeps her on the fringes of the in-crowd…. The book can stand alone and is sure to be popular …”

—SLJ



I looked across the street, at Tasha Thompkins’s bedroom window. I wondered if she was stretched out on the bed crying. That’s where I’d be, if I found out either of my brothers had been killed.

I felt a wave of grief for Tasha, and for her parents. I didn’t know anything about gangs, but I thought that whoever had killed Nate couldn’t have known him all that well, because he’d been a nice kid. Smart, too. It was a waste. A real waste.

I saw a curtain move. Tasha was standing in the window, looking down as the squad cars in her driveway pulled away. Poor Tasha. There was nothing I could do for her. I mean, if I had known when her father had come over that Nate was in trouble, I might have been able to find him. But it was too late for me to help Nate now.

But not too late, I realized, to help his sister.

Little did I know, of course, how my decision to help Tasha Thompkins was going to change my life. And the life of just about everybody in our entire town.



CHAPTER 1

This time when it started, I so totally wasn’t expecting it.

You would think I’d have figured it out by now. I mean, after all this time. But apparently not. Apparently, in spite of everything, I am just as big an idiot as I ever was.

This time when it started, it wasn’t with a phone call, or a letter in the mail. This time it was the doorbell. It rang right in the middle of Thanksgiving dinner.

This wasn’t so unusual. I mean, lately, our doorbell? Yeah, it’s been ringing a lot. That’s because a couple of months ago, one of my parents’ restaurants burned down, and our neighbors—we live in a pretty small town—wanted to show their sympathy for our loss by bringing over beef Stroganoff and the occasional persimmon pie.

Seriously. As if someone had died. People always bring over gifts of food when someone has died, because the grieving family isn’t supposed to feel up to cooking, and would starve to death if friends and neighbors didn’t come over all the time with lemon squares or whatever.

Like there was no such thing as Dominos.

Only in our case, it wasn’t a person who had died. It was Mastriani’s, an Establishment for Fine Dining—the choice for pre-prom dinner, or catering local weddings or bar mitzvahs—which got burned down thanks to some juvenile delinquents who’d wanted to show me just how much they didn’t appreciate the way I was poking my nose into their business.

Yeah. It was my fault the family business got torched.

Never mind the fact that I’d been trying to stop a killer. Never mind that the folks this guy had been trying to kill weren’t just, you know, strangers to me, but people I actually knew, who went to my school.

What was I supposed to do, just sit back and let him off my friends?

Whatever. The cops nailed the guy in the end. And it wasn’t like Mastriani’s wasn’t insured, or that we don’t own two other restaurants that didn’t get incinerated.

I’m not saying it wasn’t a terrible loss, or anything. Mastriani’s was my dad’s baby, not to mention the best restaurant in town. I’m just saying, you know, the persimmon pies weren’t strictly necessary. We were bummed and all, but it wasn’t like we didn’t feel like cooking. Not in my family. I mean, you grow up around a bunch of restaurants, you learn how to cook—among other things, like how to drain a steam table or make sure the perch is fresh and that the fish guy isn’t trying to rip you off again. There was never a shortage of food in my house.

That Thanksgiving, in fact, the table was groaning with it. Food, I mean. There was barely room for our plates, there were so many serving dishes stacked with turkey, sweet potatoes, cranberry relish, two kinds of dressing, string beans, salad, rolls, scalloped potatoes, garlic mashed potatoes, glazed carrots, turnip puree, and creamed spinach in front of us.

And it wasn’t like we were expected to take, you know, just a little bit of everything. No way. Not with my mom and dad around. It was like, if you didn’t pile your plate sky-high with stuff, you were insulting them.

Which was a very big problem, you see, because I had a second Thanksgiving dinner to attend—something I hadn’t exactly mentioned to them, on account of how I knew they wouldn’t exactly be too thrilled about it. I was just trying to save a little room, you know?

Only maybe I should have said something. Because certain people at the table observed my apparent lack of appetite and felt obligated to comment upon it.

“What’s wrong with Jessica?” my great-aunt Rose, who was down from Chicago for the holiday, wanted to know. “How come she’s not eating? She sick?”

“No, Aunt Rose,” I said, from between gritted teeth. “I am not sick. I’m just not that hungry right now.”

“Not that hungry?” Great-aunt Rose looked at my mother. “Who’s not hungry at Thanksgiving? Your mother and father slaved all day making this delicious meal. Now you eat up.”

My mother broke off her conversation with Mr. Abramowitz to say, “She’s eating, Rose.”

“I’m eating, Aunt Rose,” I said, sticking some sweet potato in my mouth to prove it. “See?”

“You know what the problem with her is,” Great-aunt Rose said conspiratorially to Claire Lippman’s mother, but in a voice still loud enough for the guys working down at the Stop and Shop on First Street to hear. “She’s got one of those eating disorders. You know. That anorexia.”

“Jessica doesn’t have anorexia, Rose,” my mom said, looking annoyed. “Douglas, pass the string beans to Ruth, will you?”

Douglas, who in the best of circumstances does not like to have attention drawn to him, quickly passed the string beans to my best friend Ruth, as if he thought he could ward off Great-aunt Rose’s evil death glare by doing so.

“You know what they call that?” Great-aunt Rose asked Mrs. Lippman, in a chummy sort of way.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Mastriani,” Mrs. Lippman said. I gathered from her slightly harassed tone that, in accepting my mother’s invitation to Thanksgiving dinner, Mr. and Mrs. Lippman had not known what they were getting themselves into. Clearly, no warning had been issued about Great-aunt Rose. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“Denial,” Great-aunt Rose said, snapping her fingers triumphantly. “I saw that on Oprah. I suppose you’re just going to let Jessica pick at that dressing, Antonia, and not make her eat it, just like you let her get away with everything. Those disgraceful dungarees she goes around in, and that hair … and don’t even get me started on that whole business last spring. You know, nice girls don’t have armed federal officers following them around—”

Thankfully, at that moment, the doorbell rang. I threw my napkin down and got up so fast, I nearly knocked over my chair.

“I’ll get it!” I yelled, then tore for the foyer.

Well, you would have run out of there, too. I mean, who wanted to hear that whole thing—about how I’d been struck by lightning and consequently developed the psychic power to find missing people; how I’d been more or less kidnapped by a less-than-savory arm of the government, who’d wanted me to come work for them; and how some friends of mine sort of had to blow up a few things in order to get me safely back home—again? I mean, hello, that subject is way tired, can we change it, please?

“Now, who could that be?” my mother wondered, as I rushed for the door. “Everyone we know is right here at this table.”

This was pretty much true. Besides Great-aunt Rose and me and my mom and dad, there were my two older brothers, Douglas and Michael, Michael’s new girlfriend (it still felt weird to call her that, since for years Mikey had only dreamed that Claire Lippman might one day glance in his direction, and now, flying in the face of societal convention, they were going together—the Beauty and the Geek), and her family, as well as my best friend Ruth Abramowitz and her twin brother Skip and their parents. In all, there were thirteen people gathered around our dining room table. It sure didn’t seem to me like anyone was missing.

But when I got to the door, I found out someone was. Oh, not from our dinner table. But from someone else’s.

It was dark outside—it gets dark early in November in Indiana—but the porch light was on. As I approached the front door, which was partly glass, I saw a large, African-American man standing there, looking out onto the street while he waited for someone to answer the bell.

I knew who he was right away. Like I said, our town is pretty small, and up until a few weeks ago, there hadn’t been a single African American living in it. That had changed when the old Hoadley place across the street from our house was finally bought by Dr. Thompkins, a physician who’d taken a job as chief surgeon at our county hospital, relocating his family, which included a wife, son, and daughter, from Chicago.

I opened the door and said, “Hey, Dr. Thompkins.”

He turned around and smiled. “Hello, Jessica. Er, I mean, hey.” In Indiana, hey is what you say instead of hello. Dr. Thompkins, you could tell, was still trying to adjust to the lingo.

“Come on in,” I said, moving out of the way so he could get out of the cold. It hadn’t started to snow yet, but on the Weather Channel they’d said it was going to. Not enough snow was expected, however, for them to cancel school on Monday, much to my chagrin.

“Thanks, Jessica,” Dr. Thompkins said, looking past me through the foyer, to where he could see everybody gathered in the dining room. “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt your meal.”

“No biggie,” I said. “Want some turkey? We have plenty.”

“Oh, no. No, thank you,” Dr. Thompkins said. “I just stopped by because I was hoping … well, it’s sort of embarrassing, but I wanted to see if …”

Dr. Thompkins seemed pretty nervous. I assumed he needed to borrow something. Whenever anybody in the neighborhood needs to borrow something, particularly something cooking related, we are almost always their first stop. Because my parents are in the restaurant business, we pretty much have anything you could possibly need to cook with, and generally in giant bulk containers.

Since he was from a big city, and all, I guessed Dr. Thompkins wasn’t aware that in a small town, it’s perfectly acceptable to ask your neighbors if you can borrow something. There was actually a lot I suspected Dr. Thompkins didn’t know about our town. For instance, I suspected that Dr. Thompkins wasn’t aware that even though Indiana officially sided with the North during the Civil War, there were still some people—especially in the southern half of the state, where we live—who didn’t think the Confederates were so bad.

That’s why the day the Thompkinses’ moving truck pulled up, my mom was over there with a big dish of manicotti, welcoming them to the neighborhood, before they’d even gotten out of the car, practically. Mrs. Abramowitz, who can’t cook to save her life, brought over store-bought pastries in a big white box. And the Lippmans came over with a plate of Claire’s famous chocolate-chip cookies. (Her secret? They’re Tollhouse Break and Bake. All Claire does is grease the cookie pan. Seriously. I am privy to secrets like this, and many other much more interesting ones, now that Claire is my brother’s girlfriend.)

Just about everybody in the neighborhood, and a lot of neighborhoods farther away, showed up to welcome the Thompkinses to our town the day they moved in. I bet, coming from Chicago and all, the Thompkinses must have thought we were a true bunch of freaks, knocking on their door all day long, and even several days after they’d gotten moved in, with brownies and eggplant parmigiana and Snickerdoodles and macaroni and cheese and Jell-O salad and homemade coffee cake.

But what the Thompkins didn’t know—and what we were all too aware of—was that our town, like the United States a hundred and fifty years ago, had a line running through the middle of it, dividing it into two distinct parts. There was the part Lumbley Lane was on, which also held the courthouse square and most of the businesses, including the hospital and the mall and the high school and stuff. This part of the city housed what people in my school call the “Townies.”

And then there was the rest of the county, outside the city limits, which consisted mostly of woods and cornfields, with the occasional trailer park and abandoned plastics factory thrown in for picturesque effect. Outside town, there were still patches of illiteracy, prejudice, and even, in the deepest backwoods, where my dad used to take us camping when we were little, moonshining. Kids at school called people who lived this far outside of town, and who had to be bused in for school, “Grits,” as that is what many of them purportedly have for breakfast every morning. Grits are like oatmeal, only not as socially acceptable, and without raisins.

In my town, Grits are the ones who still sometimes drive around with Confederate flags hanging off their pickups and stuff. Grits are the ones who still say the N word sometimes, and not because they are quoting Chris Rock or Jennifer Lopez or whoever. Although I happen to know quite a few so-called Grits who would never call someone the N word, just like I happen to know, from personal experience, a few Townies who wouldn’t hesitate to call a female like myself with very short hair and a tendency to be a little quick with my fists the D word, or my friend Ruth, who happens to be Jewish, the K word that rhymes with it.

So you can see why when we saw the Thompkinses moving in, some of us thought there might be trouble from other people.

But it had been almost a month, and so far, no incidents. So maybe everything was going to be all right.

That’s what I thought then. Everything’s different now, of course. Still, at the time, all I did was try to put Dr. Thompkins at ease as he stood there in our foyer. Hey, I didn’t know. How could I possibly have known? I may be psychic, but I’m not that psychic.

“Hey, mi casa es su casa, Dr. Thompkins,” I told him, which is probably about the lamest thing on earth there is to say, but whatever. I wasn’t feeling real creative, thanks to Great-aunt Rose, who is a major brain drain. Also, I am taking French, not Spanish.

Dr. Thompkins smiled, but only just. Then he uttered the words that made it feel like it had started to snow after all. Only all the snow was pouring down the back of my sweater.

“It’s just that I was wondering,” he said, “if you’d seen my son.”



CHAPTER 2

I backed up until my calves hit the stairs to the second floor. When they did, I had to sit down on the first landing, which was only about four steps up, because my knees didn’t feel like they would hold me up anymore.

“I don’t—” I said, through lips that seemed to have gone as cold as ice. “I don’t do that anymore. Maybe nobody told you. But I don’t do that anymore.”

Dr. Thompkins looked down at me like I had said a dingo ate my baby, or something. He went, his face all perplexed, “I beg your pardon?”

Fortunately at that moment my dad came out of the dining room, his napkin still tucked into the waistband of his pants. My mom followed him, with Mike—Claire, as usual, attached to his hip—trailing behind her.

“Hey, Jerry,” my dad said, to Dr. Thompkins, holding out his right hand. “How’s it going?”

“Hello, Joe,” Dr. Thompkins said. Then he corrected himself. “I mean, hey.” He took my dad’s hand and shook it. To my mom, he said, “How are you, Toni?”

“Fine, Jerry,” my mom said. “And you?”

“Could be better,” Dr. Thompkins said. “I’m really sorry to interrupt your meal. I was just wondering if any of you had seen my son, Nate. He went out a couple hours ago, saying he was just going to run to the store—Rowena ran out of whipped cream—but we haven’t seen him since. I thought maybe he’d have stopped over here to visit with your boys, or maybe Jessica….”

Over on the steps where I’d sank, I felt color start to return to my face. Sure, I was relieved—relieved that Dr. Thompkins hadn’t been asking me to find his son…. He’d merely been asking if I’d seen him.

And I was also a little embarrassed. Because I could tell from the glances Dr. Thompkins kept throwing me that he thought I was a freak of the first order for my weird reaction to his simple question about his son. Well, and why not? He hadn’t been around last summer, or even this fall. He didn’t know I was the one the press had dubbed “Lightning Girl.” He didn’t know about my “special” gift.

But you could tell Mike, snickering behind his hand, had figured out what had happened. You know, what I thought Dr. Thompkins had been asking. And he considered the whole thing simply hilarious.

“No, we haven’t seen Nate,” my mom said, looking worried. She looks worried whenever she hears about any kid who has strayed away from the parental tether. That’s because one of her own kids did that once, and when she’d finally found him again, it had been in a hospital emergency room.

“Oh,” Dr. Thompkins said. You could tell he was way disappointed that we hadn’t seen Nate. “Well, I figured it was worth a try. He probably stopped at the video arcade….”

I didn’t want to be the one to tell Dr. Thompkins that the video arcade was closed. Everything in our town was closed, on account of it being Thanksgiving, with the exception of the Stop and Shop, which never closed, even on Christmas.

But Claire apparently had no problem being the one to deliver the bad news.

“Oh, the arcade is closed, Dr. Thompkins,” she said. “Everything’s closed. Even the bowling alley. Even the movie theaters.”

Dr. Thompkins looked super bummed when Claire said this. My mom even shot her a disapproving look. And in my mom’s eyes, Claire Lippman can do no wrong, on account of, you know, liking my reject brother, even if it is partly because of Claire that Mike is currently attending the local community college instead of Harvard, where he was supposed to be going this year.

“Oh,” Dr. Thompkins said. He managed a brave smile. “Well, I’m sure he’s just run into some friends somewhere.”

This was entirely possible. Nate Thompkins, a sophomore at Ernest Pyle High School, where I am a junior, hadn’t had too much trouble fitting in, in spite of being the new kid—and the only African-American male—on the block. That’s because handsome, athletic Nate had immediately tried out for and gotten onto the Ernie Pyle High football team. Never mind that Coach Albright had been desperate for any players, given that thanks to me, three of his best, including the quarterback, had recently taken up residency in the Indiana state men’s penitentiary. Nate supposedly had real talent, and that had thrust him right into the “In Crowd” …

… unlike his older sister Tasha, a bookish senior, whom I’d spied hovering around the classroom where the yearbook committee meets every day after school. The yearbook committee, okay? And the girl was too shy to go in. I’d walked up to her and been like, “Look, I’ll introduce you.” She’d given me a smile like I’d offered to suck snake venom out of a bite on her shin.

I guess Nate’s extrovertedness was not an inherited trait, since Tasha sure didn’t have it.

“I’m sure he’ll be home soon,” Dr. Thompkins said, and, after apologizing again, he left.

“Oh, dear,” my mom said, looking worried, as she closed the door. “I hope—”

But my dad broke in with, “Not now, Toni,” in this warning voice.

“What?” Mike wanted to know.

“Never mind,” my dad said. “Come on. We’ve still got four different kinds of pie to get through.”

“You made four pies?” Claire, who, unlike me, was tall and willowy—and who must have had a hollow leg or something, because she ate more than practically any human being I knew—sounded pleased. “What kind?”

“Apple, pumpkin, pecan, and persimmon,” my dad said, sounding equally pleased. Good cooks like people who appreciate their food.

No one, however, that I could tell, appreciated Great-aunt Rose.

“Joseph,” she said, the minute we reappeared in the dining room. “Who was that colored man?”

It is really embarrassing having a relative like Great-aunt Rose. It isn’t even like she is an alcoholic or anything so you can blame her bad behavior on outside forces. She is just plain mean. A couple of times I have considered hauling off and slugging her, but since she is about one hundred years old (okay, seventy-five, big diff) my parents would probably not take too kindly to this. On top of which I have really been trying to curtail my tendency toward violence, thanks to a lawsuit I got slapped with not too long ago for deviating a certain someone’s septum.

Though I still think she deserved it.

“African-American, Rose,” my mom said. “And he is our neighbor, Dr. Thompkins. Can I get anyone some more wine? Skip, more Coke?”

Skip is Ruth’s twin brother. He is supposed to have a crush on me, but he always forgets about it when Claire Lippman is around. That’s because all the boys—including my other brother, Douglas—love Claire. It is like she gives off a pheromone or something that girls like Ruth and I don’t have. It is somewhat upsetting.

Not, of course, that I want Skip to like me. Because I don’t even like Skip. I like someone else.

Someone who was expecting me for Thanksgiving dinner. Only the way things were going—

“What’s wrong with saying colored?” Great-aunt Rose wanted to know. “He is colored, isn’t he?”

“Can I get you a little more creamed spinach?” Mr. Abramowitz asked Great-aunt Rose. Being a lawyer, he is used to having to be nice to people he doesn’t like.

“What’d Dr. Thompkins want?” Skip asked.

“Oh, nothing,” my mother said, a little too brightly. “He was just wondering if any of us had seen Nate. Who’d like more mashed potatoes?”

“What’s wrong with saying colored?” Great-aunt Rose was mad because no one was paying any attention to her. Though she probably would have changed her tune if I’d paid the kind of attention to her that I wanted to.

“I heard the only reason Dr. Thompkins took the chief surgeon job over at County Medical was because Nate was getting into trouble at their old school’ Claire looked around the table as she dropped this little bombshell. Being an actress, Claire enjoys seeing what kind of reactions her little performances generate. Also, since she babysits for all the rich doctor types when she is not attending rehearsals, she knows all the gossip in town. “I heard Nate was in a gang up in Chicago.”

“A gang!” Mrs. Lippman looked upset. “Oh, no! That nice boy?”

“Many a nice boy’s fallen in with the wrong crowd,” Mr. Abramowitz said mildly.

“But Nate Thompkins.” Mrs. Lippman, who was big-time involved with the PTA, shook her head. “Why, he’s always been so polite when I’ve seen him at the Stop and Shop.”

“Nate may have been involved with some unsavory individuals back in Chicago,” my dad said. “But everybody’s entitled to a fresh new start. That’s one of the ideals this country was founded on, anyway.”

“He’s probably out there right now,” Great-aunt Rose said, with certain relish, “with his little gang friends, getting high on reefer cigarettes.”

Mike, Douglas, and I all exchanged glances. It was always amusing to hear Great-aunt Rose use the word “reefer.”

My mom apparently didn’t find it very amusing, though, since she said, in a stern voice, “Don’t be ridiculous, Rose. There are no drugs here. I mean, not in this town.”

I didn’t think it would be politic to point out to my mom that the weekend before, at the Hello Dolly cast party (Claire, of course, had gotten the part of Dolly), two kids (not Claire, obviously—she doesn’t do drugs, as an actress’s body, she informed me, is her temple) had been hauled out by EMTs after imbibing in a little too much Ecstasy. It is better in the long run that my mom be shielded from these things.

“Can I be excused?” I asked, instead. “I have to run over to Joanne’s house and get those trig notes I was telling you about.”

“May I be excused,” my mom said. “And no, you may not. It’s Thanksgiving, Jessica. You have three whole days off. You can pick up the notes tomorrow.”

“You know somebody graffitied the overpass last week,” Mrs. Lippman informed everyone. “You can’t even tell what it says. I never thought of it before now, but supposing it’s one of those … what do they call them, again? I saw it on Sixty Minutes. Oh, yes. A gang tag. I mean, I’m sure it’s not. But what if it is?”

“I can’t get the notes tomorrow,” I said. “Joanne’s going to her grandma’s tomorrow. Tonight’s the only time I can get them.”

“Hush,” my mom said.

“Reefer today,” Great-aunt Rose said, shaking her head. “Heroin tomorrow.”

“You don’t know anybody named Joanne,” Douglas leaned over to whisper in my ear.

“Mom,” I said, ignoring Douglas. Which was kind of mean, on account of it had taken a lot for him even to come down to dinner at all. Douglas is not what you’d call the most sociable guy. In fact, antisocial is more the word for it, really. But he’s gotten a little better since he started a job at a local comic book store. Well, better for him, anyway.

“Come on, Mom,” I said. “I’ll be back in less than an hour.” This was a total lie, but I was hoping that she’d be so busy with her guests and everything, she wouldn’t even notice I wasn’t home yet.

“Jessica,” my dad said, signaling for me to help him start gathering people’s plates. “You’ll miss pie.”

“Save a piece of each for me,” I said, reaching out to grab the plates nearest me, then following him into the kitchen. “Please?”

My dad, after rolling his eyes at me a little, finally tilted his head toward the driveway. So I knew it was okay.

“Take Ruth with you,” my dad said, as I was pulling my coat down from its hook by the garage door.

“Aw, Dad,” I said.

“You have a learner’s permit,” my dad said. “Not a license. You may not get behind the wheel without a licensed driver in the passenger seat.”

“Dad.” I thought my head was going to explode. “It’s Thanksgiving. There is no one out on the streets. Even the cops are at home.”

“It’s supposed to snow,” he said.

“The forecast said tomorrow, not tonight.” I tried to look my most dependable. “I will call you as soon as I get there, and then again, right before I leave. I swear.”

“Well, Joe.” Mr. Lippman walked into the kitchen. “May I extend my compliments to the chef? That was the best Thanksgiving dinner I’ve had in ages.”

My dad looked pleased. “Really, Burt? Well, thank you. Thank you so much.”

“Dad,” I said, standing by the heart-shaped key peg by the garage door.

My dad barely looked at me. “Take your mother’s car,” he said to me. Then, to Mr. Lippman, he went, “You didn’t think the mashed potatoes were a little too garlicky?”

Victorious, I snatched my mom’s car keys—on a Girl Scout whistle key chain, in case she got attacked in the parking lot at Wal-Mart; no one had ever gotten attacked there before, but you never knew. Besides, everybody had gotten paranoid since Mastriani’s burnt down, even though they’d caught the perps—and I bolted.

Free at last, I thought, as I climbed behind the wheel of her Volkswagen Rabbit. Free at last. Thank God almighty, I am free at last.

Which is an actual historical quote from a famous person, and probably didn’t really apply to the current situation. But believe me, if you’d been cooped up all evening with Great-aunt Rose, you’d have thought it, too.

About the license thing. Yeah, that was kind of funny, actually. I was virtually the only junior at Ernie Pyle High who didn’t have a driver’s license. It wasn’t because I wasn’t old enough, either. I just couldn’t seem to pass the exam. And not because I can’t drive. It’s just this whole, you know, speed limit thing. Something happens to me when I get behind the wheel of a car. I don’t know what it is. I just need—I mean really need—to go fast. It must be like a hormonal thing, like Mike and Claire Lippman, because I fully can’t help it.
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