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To Paul, who listened
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BELIEVE ME; I NEVER EXPECTED things to end up the way they did. But now that they have, I can’t get all bent out of shape about it. I guess I figure I’m pretty much indestructible—I’m like one of those Super Balls: the harder you throw me, the higher I bounce.


See, I don’t scare easily. I always assume I can get away with almost anything, so I do things on impulse that other people wouldn’t do for fear of getting caught. And half the time I get away with some pretty outrageous stuff.


But then, of course, there’s the other half of the time, when they find out. Then everybody has sixteen hissy fits and acts all shocked and appalled.


Still, I have no regrets. I don’t waste my time on regrets. What I do try to do is learn from my mistakes. Not being afraid is great; it frees you up a lot. I can’t even imagine how boring it must be to live like regular people, scared all the time. But living without fear can make your life harder. If you assume you are untouchable, you can find yourself taking stupid risks. And I am not stupid.


I learned about risk-taking when I was a little kid. Back then I had no idea that there were others like me in the world; I thought I was the only one. To be honest, the whole thing seemed kind of a joke. It was funny, watching people’s faces change as it dawned on them how different I was.


I’m fifteen now, but it was meeting the carnival guy the summer when I was eight years old that got me to thinking about being different, and about what it meant for my future.


As usual my parents were punishing me for something or other, so they’d locked me in my room. There was this strawberry festival—nothing much, just crafts and face painting and strawberry shortcake with whipped cream. It’s not like I even wanted to go, but since they said I couldn’t, I climbed out my window that night and rode my bike downtown. I didn’t have any money to buy anything, so I sat and watched this man who had a game booth set up next to the fried dough station. Something about him caught at my attention, the way a ragged fingernail or a loose tooth will nag at you. Finally I figured out what it was.


He was a cheat. He didn’t cheat all the time. Every once in a while he let somebody win a lousy little stuffed animal, but mostly he cheated. His booth was low to the ground, so it was hard for adults to play, with kiddie stuff like dolls and robots and stuffed pink animals for prizes, and the game looked laughably easy. You had to throw a ball and knock down a bottle that was about two feet away, and then you won a prize. Only, somehow nobody ever did win, except if some grown-up got suspicious and insisted on trying it. They usually won some cheap thing, but kids never won anything.


He saw me watching him, but he didn’t care. At one point this little kid with a twenty-dollar bill sticking out of his back pocket came and stood near the guy, looking on as his sister tried to win a pink unicorn. The guy reached around casually and tweaked the bill out of the kid’s pocket. Then he winked at me.


I waited until both the boy and the girl had failed to win the unicorn and had gone away. I walked over to the guy.


“Care to try for a stuffed animal, little lady? It’s easy! Every player a winner!”


I shook my head. “What’ve you got against kids?” I asked. “You never let anybody but grown-ups win.”


“I got nothing against kids,” he said. “They’re my livelihood. They’re stupid, see? They’re easy to fool. Grown-ups are more suspicious—they’ve gotten burned once or twice, maybe. I work these little community affairs instead of the big carnivals because they don’t watch you so close.” He sat back in his folding chair, studying me. “ ’Cause once they start asking questions and taking my game apart to see how it works, they’ll shut me down. So every once in a while I got to let a grown-up win.”


It ticked me off, the way he didn’t care about me knowing he was crooked. “I could go tell those kids about that twenty you stole from them just now,” I said. The expression on his face didn’t change. He just sat there, looking at me.


“Or the cops,” I added, jabbing at him a little harder. “I could tell the cops. That would get you shut down.”


“Go ahead and try,” he said, leaning forward to fluff out the skirt of a big princess doll so that it covered up the cheap teddy bears. “But I’ll bet the cops already know you. Bet a pretty little girl like you already has a record with the local police. Don’t you?”


I was silent a moment, and he went on, “Sure you do. I spotted you a mile off. You’re one of us. You’ve got that stare.”


That’s when he told me about the cold people—the cold, he called them. He said there were lots of us—oh, not anywhere near as many as regular people, but maybe one in a hundred. “You got to learn how to spot them, but they’re all over the place,” he said. “You get so as you can recognize one of your own. Not that we like each other any more than we like anybody else, mind. So after we’ve had this talk, you can scram.”


“Why ‘the cold’?” I wanted to know.


“ ’Cause we’re cold-blooded, like lizards. We don’t love and we don’t get scared. Bet you’re here alone in the dark, without your family. Ain’t you scared? Most little girls would be.”


I thought over this information in silence for a while. “I don’t have a record,” I said. “Not a police record.”


“Maybe not, but they know who you are, don’t they?” he said. “There’ve been complaints, haven’t there? Yeah, uh-huh.” He nodded. “I thought so. Now beat it. I got lambs to fleece.”


I beat it.


Riding home that night, I thought about what the carnie guy had said, and from then on I began to do things differently. Before, I’d have gone home whenever I felt like it. If my parents had been asleep, I’d have rung the doorbell over and over again until they’d gotten up and let me in. Then I’d have gone to my room and shut the door against their threats and pleas. It drove them crazy that I didn’t care what they thought. Actually, I kind of enjoyed winding them up.


But this time I slid back through my bedroom window without making a noise. Maybe it wasn’t as much fun, but it avoided trouble. Lately it had been like they expected me to be doing something wrong all the time, so they watched me pretty closely. If, like the carnie guy, I could lull them into a false sense of security, they might let up on the twenty-four-hour surveillance.


And, do you know, it worked?


After about a month of me doing mostly what I wanted to do, but hiding it, they relaxed. They started complimenting me on being so well behaved. They exchanged relieved smiles over my head as I pretended not to notice. And in a year it was like they had almost forgotten I was ever such a wild little thing.


Yeah, sure, it was more effort, but I got a whole lot more freedom.


I learned. And this kind of learning, as I later discovered, comes hard for people like us. Oh, we’re smart enough—we can understand difficult concepts and master complex formulae. But when it comes to getting what we want, it is our tendency to just go for it.


The key is: the clever cold person learns self-control, learns to work around the ordinary people, in order to get what she wants in the long run. And the truth is, that’s kind of fun, figuring out how to cover up my trail and put the normals on the wrong scent.


So, you ask, if I’m so smart, and I’ve learned to keep my true nature a secret, why am I telling you this?


I don’t care if you know, because you will think that I am made up. You will think I am fictional. And if you should happen to meet me in real life, you will never, ever guess.


But enough about you. Let’s go on talking about me.


As I was saying, I got smart. In addition to obscuring my more questionable activities from my folks, I started keeping tabs on them. Three years ago, when I was twelve, I bugged their bedroom. You’d be amazed at the equipment you can buy online, and it’s not that expensive either. Kind of gross, some of the stuff I heard as a result, but well worth it for the nuggets I picked up, things they would say to each other but never in front of me. I can’t tell you how often that bug has saved my neck.


For instance, one time I was listening to my mother and father talking after I’d gone to my room. “Mrs. Pinckney from down the street called,” my mom said. “She was asking if we knew anything about her cell phone. She says she left it on the front porch for half an hour, and when she went back, it was gone.”


“Why would we have any idea what the Pinckney woman did with her cell phone?” my father said, sounding annoyed.


“Oh . . . I don’t know . . . but maybe you could ask Morgan? [I am Morgan.] She does walk right past there on her way to the school bus.”


“Why can’t you ask her?”


“Oh, sweetheart, I’m sorry. She seems to take it much better coming from you. You know how I hate confronting her,” my mother said, her voice getting high and panicky the way it does when she’s stressed. “Please?”


“I really do not see why everyone in this neighborhood expects us to know the precise location of any valuables they happen to have misplaced, and I don’t—”


I didn’t hear the end of my father’s complaint, because I was busy getting Mrs. Pinckney’s cell out of my top dresser drawer. It was a cheap knockoff phone anyway, and I didn’t care that I couldn’t keep it. I know you can get credit card numbers and stuff off phones, but I had a feeling that if major purchases began showing up on her account, the finger of blame would start pointing in my direction pretty quickly. That woman has serious trust issues.


Anyway, I wasn’t tempted by anything as blatant as credit card fraud. It’s too easy to get caught, unless you live in Nigeria or someplace far, far away. No, I could have kicked myself for taking it, but the stupid woman had left it sitting out there in plain sight. What did she expect? You don’t see me leaving things I care about lying around where somebody could lift them. Truth is, I’d taught her a valuable lesson about taking care of her possessions.


Still, I shouldn’t allow my acquisitive instincts to overcome my better judgment. It’s a fault, little though I enjoy admitting to any shortcomings, and I intend to get the better of it. I let myself noiselessly in through the back door of Mrs. Pinckney’s house. (Even after having her cell stolen, she still didn’t lock the gate to her yard or her back door.) I could hear her yakking away on the house phone upstairs, to her married daughter this time. I found her gardening jacket hanging on a hook, a ratty old thing she only wore when she worked outdoors, and slipped the phone into a pocket. She’d find it soon enough.


As I closed the door behind me and walked back down the driveway to the street, I realized I ought to shape up and forget about that nickel-and-dime stuff. I needed to focus on long-term goals. I have plans for my future; I am going to go to law school, and then on to a career in the corporate world or politics, or both. I’m going to have a nice house in a much nicer neighborhood than ours, and I’ll be highly respected by my neighbors and colleagues.


In fact, I’m going to do much, much better for myself than the usual cold one. Since that time at the strawberry festival so many years ago, I’ve encountered a number of others of my tribe, which isn’t surprising. If you figure that the average high school has, like, a thousand students, that means that most schools would have enough of us enrolled to organize an after-school club. And when you consider that there’s probably at least one of our kind on the staff, we could even have a faculty adviser.


Nah, I’m just teasing you. None of us would want to be out in the open like that, or to associate with others like ourselves. What did that old comedian say? “I refuse to join any club that’d have me as a member.” Well, I mean, duh! You can’t trust any of us as far as you can throw us. What kind of a club would that be?


But the point is, people like me are out there, if you know where to look. In fact, some of them are glaringly obvious. Boys, mostly, getting in major trouble with the law because they don’t think. The girls are harder to spot; all that testosterone makes the boys act out in crazy ways, while the girls can learn to fly under the radar better.


I don’t have much to do with them. Like I said, there’s no percentage in getting friendly with other people like me—there’s nothing to gain. We take; we don’t give. Twenty years from now I’ll be rich and respected. Who needs friends like that when you’re in the A-list crowd?


Still, if that vision for me is going to come true, I have to be more careful, and stop doing idiotic things like stealing that cell phone just because it was sitting there unguarded.


And do you know what my parents did, after all my efforts to spare them grief ? They decided to send me away to boarding school. They said it was because my mother was sick, which maybe she was. She’d been acting weird lately. To tell the truth, I think she’s smarter than my dad. The way she looks at me sometimes . . . I know I make her nervous.


I wouldn’t mind so much, only I looked at the brochure for the school, and buried under a lot of verbiage about “a challenging academic and athletic environment” was something about how it’s appropriate for “troubled teens.” I am not a troubled teen. I am entirely untroubled. I get good grades; I even have a few “friends.”


How was I supposed to prepare for entrance into an elite college from a reform school? No way was I going to have that on my record.


But my parents were implacable. At least, my dad was. My mom just cried all the time. Anytime I tried to talk to her, she burst into tears and rushed to her room. I tried playing the guilt card. I accused them of not loving me, of thinking I’m not good enough to live up to their expectations. Dad wouldn’t budge. Mom cried.


One night my father came into my room and packed a suitcase for me.


“We’re headed for the airport by seven a.m., so you’d better set your alarm. A representative of the New Beginnings School will be waiting for you at the Phoenix airport. I’m sorry, Morgan, but my decision on this is final.”


“What did I do?”


“Nothing,” he said, avoiding my eyes. “Nothing at all. But your mother needs a rest. And so do I. It is for your own good. Be ready to go by seven.”


Oh well. This place was kind of played out for me, anyway. Maybe it was time for me to head out, try for a fresh start.
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MY FATHER DIDN’T STAY TO see me off at the airport. He lectured me all the way there on how I was to behave myself at school, and then dropped me in front of the terminal. He hauled my suitcase out of the trunk, gave me a hasty peck on the cheek, and jumped back into the car, hitting the button that made the locks thunk down. He realized what he had done—locked me out in case I tried to stage a last-minute return—and raised guilty eyes to meet mine in the rearview mirror. As he drove away, he hunched over the wheel and put his foot to the accelerator like all the hounds of Hades were in pursuit.


Really, I had to laugh.


Anyway, I didn’t go through security right away because it was hours before my flight. Once you’re through the TSA screening, they coop you up in the gate area and won’t let you out. It makes me crazy being fenced in and told I can’t go where I want. So there I was, kicking back in the lounge, bored and ticked off and looking around for some kind of diversion. The place was packed, with groups of people camped out on the floor. The only seat I could find was next to a wet mess of a girl who was about my own age.


Sob, sob, sob. I mean, I’m a blonde too, and when you’re a blonde with that thin, pale skin that goes all red and patchy under stress, you ought to know better than to cry in public. Or at all. Her whole face was swollen: eyes, nose, mouth, everything was bloated up like an overstuffed sausage. She was honking into a series of tissues that got wetter and snottier by the second. After a while the racket began to wear on me.


“What’s the matter?” I asked, more to shut up the noise than because I cared. Her neighbors on the other side were studiously ignoring Weeping Wanda, so I was obviously the only one who was going to tackle the situation.


“Th-they’re s-sending me a-a-way!” she hiccupped. “They don’t want me to see him again, but I will, I swear I will!”


“Who is sending you away?” I asked patiently. “Who is him?”


The blonde paused in her lamentations long enough to stare at me like I was the crazy one.


“My parents, of course. They’re sending me away to stay with my cousin so I can’t see my boyfriend anymore. They hate him.”


This struck a chord. “Yeah, my parents are sending me away too,” I offered. “Not to relatives, but boarding school. Only it’s because they don’t like me, not because they don’t like my boyfriend.”


She lowered the soggy mass of tissues from her eyes. “Don’t be silly,” she said. “Your parents like you. They have to like you. You’re their child. They’re probably sending you away because they think it’s for your own good. That’s what mine keep telling me, anyway. Like they know what’s good for me! If I don’t get to see Ashton again I will die, and then how will they feel?” She returned to her tissues.


“Oh sure, that’s what my parents say too,” I agreed, “but the truth is, they’re happier when I’m not around, and they’re willing to pay for the privilege.”


“That’s terrible,” she said, momentarily distracted from her own woes. Then she shook her head. “No, I’m sure you must be wrong. It’s, like, a rule. Parents always love their children, even if they don’t understand them. Which mine sure don’t.”


I shrugged, unwilling to argue the point. However, having spared a millisecond of her attention for my affairs, she had returned to her own. She pointed at a man who was walking away from us. “There,” she said in an accusing undertone. “That’s my father. I’m waiting for him to hit the men’s room before I go through the security line. He’s hoping that before I leave I’ll say that I forgive him and that I’m okay with being kidnapped to New York. But I’m not. I hate him.”


I nodded, unmoved by her predicament.


“I’d give anything, anything, if only I could get away and go live with Ashton,” she said, her voice wailing monotonously up and down like a bagpipes player practicing scales. “He doesn’t know I’m leaving, and they took my phone away from me so I can’t talk to him. They wouldn’t even let me say good-bye to him.”


“So, why don’t you leave?” I asked. “When you get to your cousin’s, you could call him, couldn’t you? Then you could take a bus back, or he could come get you.”


“No!” She was getting petulant. “Because if I ran away, they’d know it. My aunt and uncle would call my parents, and they’d start searching for me. I’m only sixteen. We wouldn’t be allowed to get married or anything. My dad is standing over me like a creepy old vulture, ready to watch me walk onto that plane. And then my aunt is waiting like another vulture at the other end to grab me the second I walk off the plane. There is no escape.”


“Uh-huh,” I said. This female was beginning to bore me. My eyes strayed across the crowded room, looking for another empty seat. There wasn’t one.


So, suck it up, Blondie, I thought. A hot, damp hand closed on my wrist.


“It’s HIM!”


“Him who?”


“Him! Ashton! Oh, isn’t he the most beautiful guy you’ve ever seen?”


I looked where she was looking, my eyes narrowing. Leather jacket, curly hair, short, muscular body. Definitely several years older than his girlfriend—in his twenties, I’d say. I could see why Mom and Dad wanted to ship Blondie out of state. The guy was definitely hot. Truth was, she didn’t deserve him.


“Not bad,” I conceded. “You’re a little young for him, aren’t you? I’m surprised your parents don’t just sic the cops on him.”


“They’re threatening to! That’s the only reason I agreed to go away. But now he’s found out I’m leaving, and he’s come for me! I’ll never get away with my dad here. You have to help me! You have to!” She was still hanging on to my wrist, half looking imploringly at me, half looking at Ashton.


I was looking at her hand on my wrist, about to pry her fingers off one by one, but all the same, my mind had begun to churn. Was there something in this for me? “What do you want me to do?”


“I don’t know! You seem really smart. I know you can help me. Oh, Ashton! He doesn’t see me!”


“Stop waving at him,” I snapped, irritated. “Don’t try to attract his attention or call him over here, you dope, or your father will come out of the men’s room and see him. I’ll go talk to him and get him to lay low. Don’t let anybody else sit in my seat, including your father. Now get your hands off me.”


Reluctantly she let go. I rose and went to talk to Ashton, who was scanning the crowded room, looking in exactly the wrong direction. He was cute, all right, but possibly not very smart.


“Hey,” I said when I got close. “Don’t look now, but your girlfriend is behind you, about a hundred feet— Hey! I said, don’t look! Her father’s here somewhere too.”


“Who’re you?” He was chewing gum with his mouth open, looking me over.


“A friend. A friend who’s going to fix everything so that you two lovebirds can be together. Only, are you sure you want her? ’Cause she seems like more trouble than she’s worth.”


He went on chewing, giving himself a long moment to think this through. “You mean Janelle? Sure I want her. We’re in love.”


“Okay, fine, just checking,” I said. Yeah, he was dumb. Too bad. Still, nobody could say I didn’t give him a chance to back out. “Here, c’mon over where we can talk without your future father-in-law seeing us.” I motioned him behind a big cement pillar. “Sit down here. Don’t move,” I said, speaking in short, easy-to-understand sentences. “Wait until Janelle comes for you. We’re going to convince Janelle’s father that she got on the plane. After he leaves, you and Janelle can too.”


He chewed his gum for a while longer. “Okay, I guess. Tell Janelle we can go stay at my uncle’s fishing cabin in the mountains. It’s on a little lake and it’s real pretty this time of year. My uncle doesn’t go there after the last week of July.”


“Fine,” I said. “But remember! Sit quietly here until Janelle comes up to you. That’s when it’ll be safe to show yourself. And it could be a while, so be patient.”


“Uh-huh.” He sat down obediently, and I wound my way back through the crowd to Janelle.


“Oh, did you talk to him? What did he say? Is he upset?”


“Seemed okay to me,” I said. “You and he are going to have a honeymoon at his uncle’s fishing cabin if I can manage it.”


“Oh, how romant—”


“Keep your voice down. When does your flight leave?”


The tears welled up again. “In forty minutes! I have to go through security any second. Oh! Here comes my dad!”


“Fine. Excellent. Go tell your father you’re going to the ladies’ room and you’ll meet him at security when they call the flight.”


“Oh, but . . . shouldn’t I be on the way through security now?”


“Not if you want to catch fish with Ashton, you shouldn’t. You have to wait until the last minute. Your father wouldn’t go looking for you in the ladies’ room, would he? Or at least not until he thought you were about to miss the flight?”


She giggled a little. “Not even then,” she said. “My dad is kind of a prude.”


“Okay, then. We’re in business. Go tell him. Then get to the restroom over there in the far corner. I’ll be inside.”


“But—there’s a closer one, nearer to the security checkpoint.”


“Exactly. You are not going to that one, but if you want to suggest to your dad that you are, like by pointing in that direction, that’d be fine. He’ll be expecting you to be coming from there instead of from way back there, see?”


Janelle looked bewildered.


“Just do it. Point at the ladies’ room near the checkpoint, and then kind of sidle around back to the other one. I’ll be waiting for you there.” I got up and left. Either she’d do it or she wouldn’t. I’d wait for ten minutes.


The ladies’ room was crowded, but there was a bench near the mirror and I sat down.


Two minutes later she pushed through the door. “Oh, he’s so mad! He wanted me to go through security, like, immediately. He said I could use the ladies’ room in the gate area or on the plane. I said I had to go really, really—”


“Good. Now get into a stall and take off your clothes down to your underwear.”


“What?”


“We’re going to change clothes, dummy. I’ll take your place on the plane, and you wait here until the flight has taken off and your father has gone home. Then you go find Ashton, see?”


“But—”


“But nothing. It’ll work. We’re the same height. We’re both blondes. You’ve got a scarf around your neck that I’ll wear on my head. I’m going to come running out of here at the last minute, wave to your father, and disappear into the security zone. Got it?”


“Oh, but . . . but what about when you get there, when you get to Albany? My aunt and uncle will be waiting for me.”


“When’s the last time you saw them?”


She wrinkled up her face, thinking. “Um . . . I think when I was about seven? Yeah. We went to stay with them for a week one summer. It’s kind of outside of a small city—not like Los Angeles.”


“Perfect. You’ve changed since you were seven.”


She looked at me critically. “Your eyes are a deeper blue than mine,” she said.


“Contact lenses,” I said.


“You weigh maybe fifteen pounds less than I do. I’m curvier.”


“So I’ve been on a diet.” Actually, it was more like twenty-five pounds.


“My mom might have sent photographs—”


“Look, none of this is a problem. I’ll disappear as soon as I get there. They’ll never see me and I won’t see them. Go on, get in there and start handing over your clothes. When I’m not waiting for them at the airport, and they do start looking for you, they’ll see by the passenger list that you traveled on that flight but slipped away before they spotted you. So they’ll be looking from there, not LA, see?”


“Yeah,” she said slowly. “I guess so.”


In the end we got adjoining toilet stalls, so it was easy to hand blouses and jeans under the partition wall. Eventually we emerged and looked at each other. We laughed.


“Not too bad,” I said.


“I guess,” she said. “We are a lot alike.”


“It’ll work from a distance, anyway,” I said. “I just can’t let your father see me up close, that’s all.”


She opened her mouth to wail about something or other, but the announcer came on, talking about her flight. She gasped. “Go! They’re calling my plane!”


“Oh, for crying out loud,” I said. “This is the first time they’ve announced it. We’re waiting until the last minute, remember?”


“Oh yeah. Okay.”


“I need your ticket. Oh, and some identification.”


Janelle fished the ticket out of her purse. This she handed over without hesitation but was less happy about the ID.


“My learner’s permit!” she mourned. “I waited so long to get it!”


“You’ll have to assume a new identity anyway,” I pointed out. “You couldn’t have used it.”


“Yeah, well. I guess.”


“What do you call your father? Dad? Daddy? Popsie?”


“Dad, of course. Are you going now?”


“In ten minutes.”


“Ten minutes! You’ll miss it!”


“No I won’t. I run fast.” I sat down and pulled out a magazine from my carry-on luggage. As I leafed through it, Janelle fidgeted. I could tell she was mentally pushing me out the bathroom door, whispering Go! Go! in her head.


A woman came in and laid a squalling baby on the changing table. She cooed at the kid in an unsuccessful attempt to make it stop shrieking while she wiped its dirty butt. I turned a menacing stare onto the infant, and it hushed abruptly. You’d think the woman would have been grateful, but she got huffy, bundled the kid back up, and left, shooting resentful looks in my direction.


Janelle kept checking her watch and sighing.


At last I got up and said, “Well, it’s been nice knowing you. Better hang on for another half hour in here. For all you know, your dad might wait to see the plane actually leave.” Not that I particularly cared about Janelle and Ashton’s future, but I didn’t want Janelle’s family calling ahead to have me detained as I walked off the plane. I was hoping we could pull this off so I’d have some breathing room for a few days until I decided what to do next.


I held the ticket and learner’s permit in one hand and my carry-on in the other—I realized that I was going to lose my big suitcase, checked in for Phoenix—and shot out of the ladies’ room, plowing into a bevy of flight attendants.


“Gangway! Coming through,” I yelled. I scanned the area for Janelle’s father. Yep, there he was, looking anxiously at his watch and peering nervously in through the door of the other ladies’ room. I bellowed “Dad! I’ve got to run,” waved frantically—taking care to keep my threshing hand in front of my face—and bolted past him, pounding through the rope line in front of security. I thrust my ticket and ID at the agent, gasping, “I’m gonna miss it! Please hurry!”


She took one quick look at the photo, one quick, irritated look at me, and then processed the ticket.


“Better not cut it so close next time, young lady,” she called after me as I raced toward the scanner machines. The flight attendant looked pretty annoyed as I flung myself in through the door to the airplane, but she helped me to my seat and stowed my carry-on for me.


Almost immediately after I sat down the door shut and the engines started humming. The plane slowly eased out of its position against the gate and began to taxi toward the runway.


And off I went.
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“ARE YOU JANELLE? WELL, YOU must be. You look exactly like your picture. And of course I’m your cousin Brooke. It’s been so long since we’ve seen each other; I bet I look totally different from what you remember, right?”


“Sure,” I said. She was another blue-eyed blonde like me and Janelle, on the plump side. And as dim as her cousin, if she thought I looked exactly like a picture of Janelle. No aunt or uncle in sight, so I guess she got sent alone to pick me up at the airport.
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