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  TO MY PARENTS,




  who will no doubt try to find themselves in this book.


  Don’t worry, I made it easy for you—you’re right here,


  at the very front!
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  I fell in love with her courage, her sincerity and her flaming self respect and it’s these things I’d believe in even if the whole world

  indulged in wild suspicions that she wasn’t all that she should be. . . . I love her and that’s the beginning and end of everything.




  —F. SCOTT FITZGERALD




  

    The world breaks everyone, and afterward, some are strong at the broken places.


  




  —ERNEST HEMINGWAY
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  SOMETIMES I THINK that everyone has a tragedy waiting for them, that the people buying milk in their pajamas or

  picking their noses at stoplights could be only moments away from disaster. That everyone’s life, no matter how unremarkable, has a moment when it will become extraordinary—a single

  encounter after which everything that really matters will happen.




  My friend Toby came down with a bad case of tragedy the week before we started seventh grade at Westlake Middle School. We were fanatical about Ping-Pong that summer, playing it barefoot in his

  backyard with aspirations toward some sort of world championship. I was the better player, because my parents had forced me into private tennis lessons ever since I’d been given my own fork

  at the dinner table. But sometimes, out of a sense of friendship, I let Toby win. It was a game for me, figuring out how to lose just convincingly enough that he wouldn’t figure I was doing

  it on purpose. And so, while he practiced for the mythical Ping-Pong world championship, I practiced a quiet, well-meaning type of anarchy toward my father’s conviction that winning was what

  mattered in life.




  Even though Toby and I were the kind of best friends who rarely sought the company of other boys our age, his mother insisted on a birthday party, perhaps to insure his popularity in middle

  school—a popularity we had not enjoyed in elementary school.




  She sent out Pirates of the Caribbean–themed invitations to a half dozen kids in our year with whom Toby and I shared a collective disinterest in socializing, and she took us all

  to Disneyland in the world’s filthiest burgundy minivan the last Tuesday of the summer.




  We lived only twenty minutes’ drive south of Disneyland, and the magic of the place was well worn off by the end of sixth grade. We knew exactly which rides were good, and which were a

  waste of time. When Mrs. Ellicott suggested a visit to the Enchanted Tiki Room, the idea was met with such collective derision that you would have thought she’d told us to get lunch from the

  Pizza Port salad bar. In the end, the first—and only—ride we went on was the Thunder Mountain Railroad.




  Toby and I chose the back row of the roller coaster, which everyone knows is the fastest. The rest of the birthday party was fighting for the front row, because, even though the back is the

  fastest, the front is inexplicably more popular. And so Toby and I wound up divided from the rest of the party by a sea of eager Disneyland guests.




  I suppose I remember that day with such enormous clarity because of what happened. Do you know those signs they have in the lines at theme parks, with those thick black lines where you have to

  be at least that tall to ride? Those signs also have a lot of stupid warnings, about how pregnant ladies or people with heart conditions shouldn’t go on roller coasters, and you have to stow

  your backpacks, and everyone must stay seated at all times.




  Well, it turns out those signs aren’t so useless after all. There was this family directly in front of us, Japanese tourists with Mickey Mouse hats that had their names embroidered on the

  backs. As Toby and I sat there with the wind in our faces and the roller coaster rumbling so loudly over the rickety tracks that you could barely hear yourself scream, one of the boys in front of

  us stood up defiantly in his seat. He was laughing, and holding the Mickey Mouse hat onto his head, when the coaster raced into a low-ceilinged tunnel.




  The news reports said that a fourteen-year-old boy from Japan was decapitated on the Thunder Mountain Railroad when he disregarded the posted safety warnings. What the news reports didn’t

  say was how the kid’s head sailed backward in its mouse-ear hat like some sort of grotesque helicopter, and how Toby Ellicott, on his twelfth birthday, caught the severed head and held on to

  it in shock for the duration of the ride.




  There’s no graceful way to recover from something like that, no magic response to the “getting head” jokes that everyone threw in Toby’s direction in the hallways of

  Westlake Middle School. Toby’s tragedy was the seat he chose on a roller-coaster ride on his twelfth birthday, and ever since, he has lived in the shadow of what happened.




  It could have easily been me. If our seats had been reversed, or the kids in front of us had swapped places in line at the last minute, that head could have been my undoing rather than

  Toby’s. I thought about it sometimes, as we drifted apart over the years, as Toby faded into obscurity and I became an inexplicable social success. Throughout middle and high school, my

  succession of girlfriends would laugh and wrinkle their noses. “Didn’t you used to be friends with that kid?” they’d ask. “You know, the one who caught the severed

  head on the Disneyland ride?”




  “We’re still friends,” I’d say, but that wasn’t really true. We were still friendly enough and occasionally chatted online, but our friendship had somehow been

  decapitated that summer. Like the kid who’d sat in front of us on that fateful roller coaster, there was no weight on my shoulders.




  Sorry. That was horrible of me. But honestly, it’s been long enough since the seventh grade that the whole thing feels like a horrifying story I once heard. Because that tragedy belongs to

  Toby, and he has lived stoically in its aftermath while I escaped relatively unscathed.




  My own tragedy held out. It waited to strike until I was so used to my good-enough life in an unexceptional suburb that I’d stopped waiting for anything interesting to happen. Which is

  why, when my personal tragedy finally found me, it was nearly too late. I had just turned seventeen, was embarrassingly popular, earned good grades, and was threatening to become eternally

  unextraordinary.




  Jonas Beidecker was a guy I knew peripherally, the same way you know if there’s someone sitting in the desk next to you, or a huge van in the left lane. He was on my radar, but barely. It

  was his party, a house on North Lake with a backyard gazebo full of six packs and hard lemonade. There were tangles of Christmas lights strung across the yard, even though it was prom weekend, and

  they shimmered in reflection on the murky lake water. The street was haphazard with cars, and I’d parked all the way on Windhawk, two blocks over, because I was paranoid about getting a

  ding.




  My girlfriend Charlotte and I had been fighting that afternoon, on the courts after off-season tennis. She’d accused me—let me see if I can get the phrasing exact—of

  “shirking class presidential responsibilities in regard to the Junior-Senior Luau.” She said it in this particularly snotty way, as though I should have been ashamed. As though her

  predicted failure of the annual Junior-Senior Luau would galvanize me into calling an emergency SGA meeting that very second.




  I was dripping sweat and chugging Gatorade when she’d sauntered onto the court in a strapless dress she’d been hiding beneath a cardigan all day. Mostly, as she talked, I thought

  about how sexy her bare shoulders looked. I suppose I deserved it when she told me that I sucked sometimes and that she was going to Jonas’s party with her friend Jill, because she just

  couldn’t deal with me when I was being impossible.




  “Isn’t that the definition of impossible?” I’d asked, wiping Gatorade off my chin.




  Wrong answer. She’d given one of those little screams that was sort of a growl and flounced away. Which is why I showed up to the party late, and still wearing my mesh tennis shorts

  because I knew it would antagonize her.




  I pocketed my key lanyard and nodded hey to a bunch of people. Because I was the junior class president, and also the captain of our tennis team, it felt like I was constantly nodding hello to

  people wherever I went, as though life was a stage and I was but a poor tennis player.




  Sorry—puns. Sort of my thing, because it puts people at ease, being able to collectively roll their eyes at the guy in charge.




  I grabbed a Solo cup I didn’t plan on drinking from and joined the guys from tennis in the backyard. It was the usual crew, and they were all well on their way to being wasted. They

  greeted me far too enthusiastically, and I endured the back slapping with a good-natured grimace before sitting down on a proffered pool chair.




  “Faulkner, you’ve gotta see this!” Evan called, wobbling drunkenly as he stood on top of a planter. He was clutching an electric green pool noodle, trying to give it some heft,

  while Jimmy knelt on the ground, holding the other end to his face. They were attempting to make a beer funnel out of a foam pool noodle, which should give you an idea of how magnificently drunk

  they were.




  “Pour it already,” Jimmy complained, and the rest of the guys pounded on the patio furniture, drumrolling. I got up and officiated the event, because that was what I

  did—officiate things. So I stood there with my Solo cup, making some sarcastic speech about how this was one for The Guinness Book of World Records, but only because we were drinking

  Guinness. It was like a hundred other parties, a hundred other stupid stunts that never worked but at least kept everyone entertained.




  The pool noodle funnel predictably failed, with Jimmy and Evan blaming each other, making up ridiculous excuses that had nothing to do with the glaringly poor physics of their whole setup. The

  conversation turned to the prom after-party—a bunch of us were going in on a suite at the Four Seasons—but I was only half listening. This was one of the last weekends before we’d

  be the seniors, and I was thinking about what that meant. About how these rituals of prom, the luau, and graduation that we’d watched for years were suddenly personal.




  It was slightly cold out, and the girls shivered in their dresses. A couple of tennis-team girlfriends came over and sat down on their boyfriends’ laps. They had their phones out, the way

  girls do at parties, creating little halos of light around their cupped hands.




  “Where’s Charlotte?” one of the girls asked, and it took me a while to realize this question was directed toward me. “Hello? Ezra?”




  “Sorry,” I said, running a hand through my hair. “Isn’t she with Jill?”




  “No she isn’t,” the girl said. “Jill is completely grounded. She had like this portfolio? On a modeling website? And her parents found it and went crazy because they

  mistakenly thought it was porn.”




  A couple of the guys perked up at the mention of porn, and Jimmy made an obscene gesture with the pool noodle.




  “How can you mistakenly think something is porn?” I asked, halfway interested at this turn in the conversation.




  “It’s porn if you use a self-timer,” she explained, as though it was obvious.




  “Right,” I said, wishing that she’d been smarter, and that her answer had impressed me.




  Everyone laughed and began to joke about porn, but now that I thought about it, I had no idea where Charlotte had gone. I’d assumed I was meeting her at the party, that she was doing what

  she usually did when we had one of our fights: hanging out with Jill, rolling her eyes at me and acting annoyed from across the room until I went over and apologized profusely. But I hadn’t

  seen her all night. I pulled out my phone and texted her to see what was going on.




  Five minutes later, she still hadn’t replied when Heath, an enormous senior from the football team, sauntered over to our table. He’d stacked his Solo cups, and had about six of

  them. I suppose he meant it to be impressive, but mostly it just hit me as wasteful.




  “Faulkner,” he grunted.




  “Yeah?” I said.




  He told me to get up, and I shrugged and followed him over to the little slope of dirt near the lake.




  “You should go upstairs,” he said, with such solemnity that I didn’t question it.




  Jonas’s house was large, probably six bedrooms if I had to guess. But luck, if you can call it that, was on my side.




  My prize was behind door number one: Charlotte, some guy I didn’t know, and a scene which, if I’d captured it via camera phone, could have been mistaken for porn, although that

  wouldn’t have been my artistic intention.




  I cleared my throat. Charlotte cleared hers, though this required quite a bit of effort on her part. She looked horrified to see me there, in the doorway. Neither of us said anything. And then

  the guy cursed and zipped his jeans and demanded, “What the hell?”




  “Ezra, I—I—,” Charlotte babbled. “I didn’t think you were coming.”




  “I think he was about to,” I muttered sourly.




  No one laughed.




  “Who’s this?” The guy demanded, looking back and forth between Charlotte and me. He didn’t go to our school, and he gave the impression of being older, a college kid

  slumming it at a high-school party.




  “I’m the boyfriend,” I said, but it came out uncertain, like a question.




  “This is the guy?” he asked, squinting at me. “I could take him.”




  So she’d been talking about me to this douche-canoodler? I supposed, if it came down to it, he probably could take me. I had a helluva backhand, but only with my racquet, not my fist.




  “How about you take her instead?” I suggested, and then I turned and walked back down the hallway.




  It might have been fine if Charlotte hadn’t come after me, insisting that I still had to take her to prom on Saturday. It might have been all right if she hadn’t proceeded to do so

  in the middle of the crowded living room. And it might have been different if I hadn’t babied my car, parking all the way over on Windhawk to avoid the scourge of drunk drivers.




  Maybe, if one of those things hadn’t happened, I wouldn’t have inched out onto the curve of Princeton Boulevard the exact moment a black SUV barreled around the blind turn and blew

  through the stop sign.




  I don’t know why people say “hit by a car,” as though the other vehicle physically lashes out like some sort of champion boxer. What hit me first was my airbag, and then my

  steering wheel, and I suppose the driver’s side door and whatever that part is called that your knee jams up against.




  The impact was deafening, and everything just seemed to slam toward me and crunch. There was the stink of my engine dying under the front hood, like burnt rubber, but salty and metallic.

  Everyone rushed out onto the Beideckers’ lawn, which was two houses down, and through the engine smoke, I could see an army of girls in strapless dresses, their phones raised, solemnly

  snapping pictures of the wreck.




  But I just sat there laughing and unscathed because I’m an immortal, hundred-year-old vampire.




  All right, I’m screwing with you. Because it would have been awesome if I’d been able to shake it off and drive away, like that ass weasel who never even stopped after laying into my

  Z4. If the whole party hadn’t cleared out in a panic before the cops could bust them for underage drinking. If Charlotte, or just one of my supposed friends, had stayed behind to ride with me

  in the ambulance, instead of leaving me there alone, half-delirious from the pain. If my mother hadn’t put on all of her best jewelry and gotten lipstick on her teeth before rushing to the

  emergency room.




  It’s awful, isn’t it, how I remember crap like that? Tiny, insignificant details in the midst of a massive disaster.




  I don’t really want to get into the rest of it, and I hope you’ll forgive me, but going through it once was enough. My poor roadster was totaled, just like everything else in my

  life. The doctors said my wrist would heal, but the damage to my leg was bad. My knee had been irreparably shattered.




  But this story isn’t about Toby’s twelfth birthday, or the car wreck at Jonas’s party—not really.




  There is a type of problem in organic chemistry called a retrosynthesis. You are presented with a compound that does not occur in nature, and your job is to work backward, step by step, and

  ascertain how it came to exist—what sort of conditions led to its eventual creation. When you are finished, if done correctly, the equation can be read normally, making it impossible to

  distinguish the question from the answer.




  I still think that everyone’s life, no matter how unremarkable, has a singular tragic encounter after which everything that really matters will happen. That moment is the

  catalyst—the first step in the equation. But knowing the first step will get you nowhere—it’s what comes after that determines the result.
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  SO WHO WAS I in the aftermath of my personal tragedy? At first, I was a lousy sport when it came to the chipper

  attitudes of the pediatrics nurses. And then I was a stranger in my own home, a temporary occupant of the downstairs guest room. An invalid, if you will, which is probably the most horrific word

  I’ve ever heard to describe someone who is supposed to be recuperating. In the context of a mathematical proof, if something is considered “invalid,” it has been demonstrated

  through irrefutable logic not to exist.




  Actually, I take it back. The word was fitting for me. I had been Ezra Faulkner, golden boy, but that person no longer existed. And the proof?




  I’ve never told this to anyone, but the last night of summer before senior year, I drove over to Eastwood High. It was late, around eleven, and my parents were already asleep. The

  landscaped lanes of my gated community were dark and inexplicably lonely, in the way that suburbs sometimes get at night. The strawberry fields on the side of the road looked as though they

  stretched on for miles, but there wasn’t really much left of the old ranch lands—just the small orange grove across from the Chinese strip mall, and the center dividers where last

  century’s sycamore trees grow in captivity.




  If you think about it, there’s something quite depressing about living in a gated community full of six-bedroom “Spanish-style” homes while, half a mile down the road, illegal

  migrant workers break their backs in the strawberry fields, and you have to drive past them every morning on the way to school.




  Eastwood High is as far north as you can go within the city limits of Eastwood, California, nestled in the foothills like some sort of stucco fortress. I parked in the faculty lot, because screw

  it, why not? At least, that’s what I told myself. Really though, it wasn’t a rebellion at all, but a show of weakness—the faculty lot was practically on top of the tennis

  courts.




  A haze of chlorine drifted over the wall of the swim complex, and the custodial staff had already set up the beach umbrellas on the café tables in the upper quad. I could see them in

  silhouette, tilted at rakish angles.




  I fitted my key into the lock on my favorite tennis court and propped the door open with my gear bag. My racquet, which I hadn’t handled in months, looked the same as I remembered, with

  black tape coming loose from the grip. Nearly time for a new one, judging from the dings in the frame, but of course I wouldn’t be getting a new one. Not then, and not ever.




  I let my cane clatter to the ground and limped toward the back line of the court. My physical therapist didn’t even have me on the stationary bike yet, and my other therapist would

  probably disapprove, but I didn’t care. I had to know how bad it was, to see for myself if it was true what the doctors had said—that sports were finished. “Finished.” As

  though the last twelve years of my life amounted to nothing more than third-period phys ed, and the bell had rung for lunch.




  I pocketed a ball and prepped my soft serve, that vanilla hit I used so as not to double fault. Barely daring to breathe, I tossed the ball high and felt it connect with the racquet in a way

  that, while not entirely pleasant, was at least tolerable. It landed neatly in the center of the square without any heat. I’d been aiming for the back right corner, but I’d take it.




  I shook out my wrist, grimacing at how constricting the Velcro brace felt, but knowing better than to take it off. And then I gave the second ball a toss and slammed it, angling the racquet to

  put a slight spin on the serve. I landed on my good leg, but the momentum carried me forward along with my follow-through. I stumbled, accidentally putting too much weight on my knee, and the pain

  caught me off guard.




  By the time it had begun to fade back into the familiar, dull ache that never quite went away, the ball had rolled silently to a stop at my feet, mocking me. My serve had faulted; I hadn’t

  even made it over the net.




  I was done. I left the balls on the court, zipped my racquet back into my gear bag, and picked up my cane, wondering why I’d even bothered.




  When I locked up the courts, the campus felt spooky all of a sudden, the dark shadows of the foothills looming over the empty buildings. But of course there was nothing to be worried

  about—nothing besides the first day of school, when I’d finally have to face everyone I’d been avoiding all summer.




  Eastwood High used to be mine, the one place where everyone knew who I was and it felt as though I could do no wrong. And the tennis courts—I’d been playing on varsity since the

  ninth grade. Back when the school was mine, I used to find peace there, between the orderly white lines etched into the forest green rectangles. Tennis was like a video game, one that I’d

  beat a million times, with the pleasure of winning long gone. A game that I’d kept on playing because people expected me to, and I was good at doing what people expected. But not anymore,

  because no one seemed to expect anything from me anymore. The funny thing about gold is how quickly it can tarnish.
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  THERE ARE A lot of unexpected public humiliations in high school, but none of them had ever happened to me until

  8:10 A.M. on that first day of senior year. Because, at 8:10 A.M., I realized that not only did I have no one to sit with during the welcome back pep

  rally, but I was also going to have to take the front row, since the bleachers were too cramped for my knee.




  The front row was all teachers and this one goth girl in a wheelchair who insisted she was a witch. But there was no way that I was going to hobble feebly up the stairs with the whole school

  watching. And they were watching. I could feel their eyes on me, and not because I’d won a record percentage of the vote in the class council elections or held hands with Charlotte

  Hyde as we waited in the coffee line in the upper quad. This was different. It made me want to cringe away in silent apology for the dark circles under my eyes and the fact that I had no summer tan

  to speak of. It made me want to disappear.




  A balloon arch and butcher-paper sign decorated each section of the bleachers. I sat directly beneath the R in “GO SENIORS!” and watched the leaders of the Student

  Government Association huddle together in the center of the basketball court. They wore plastic leis and sunglasses. Jill Nakamura, our new class president, was dressed in a bikini top and denim

  cutoffs. And then the huddle broke apart and I caught sight of Charlotte laughing with her friends in their short Song Squad skirts. Her eyes met mine and she looked away, embarrassed, but that one

  moment had told me all I needed to know: The tragedy of what had happened at Jonas Beidecker’s party was mine and mine alone.




  And then a small miracle happened and Toby Ellicott sat down next to me.




  “Did you hear about the bees?” he asked cheerfully.




  “What?”




  “They’re disappearing,” he said. “Scientists are stumped. I read it in the newspaper this morning.”




  “Maybe it’s a hoax,” I said. “I mean, how can you prove something like that?”




  “A bee census?” he suggested. “Anyhow, I’m going to buy stock in honey.”




  Toby and I hadn’t really spoken in years. He was on the debate team, and our schedules rarely overlapped. He didn’t look much like the pudgy, bespectacled best friend I’d lost

  somewhere in the first few weeks of seventh grade. His dark hair still flopped all over the place, but he was a lanky six two. He straightened his bow tie, unbuttoned his blazer, and stretched his

  legs way out in front of him, as though the teacher bleacher was a choice seat.




  “You should get a sword cane,” he said. “That would be badass. I know a guy, if you’re interested.”




  “You know a sword-cane guy?”




  “Don’t sound so surprised of my shadowy connections, Faulkner. Technically, he deals in concealed weaponry.”




  The music started then, a deafening blast of speaker static that gave way to the opening bars of an overplayed Vampire Weekend single. SGA began clapping in that cheesy

  let’s-get-the-party-started way, and Jill squealed into the microphone how super psyched she was for the best school year ever.




  Inexplicably, SGA launched into some sort of coordinated hula dance in their sunglasses and leis. I couldn’t get over how wrong it was, doing the hula to the African drumbeats of an East

  Coast prep rock band.




  “Please tell me I’m hallucinating,” Toby muttered.




  “SENIORS, WHERE’S YOUR SCHOOL SPIRIT?” Jill called.




  The response was deafening.




  “I CAN’T HEAR YOU!” Jill challenged, cocking her hip.




  “Kill me now,” moaned Toby.




  “I would, but I seem to be lacking a sword cane,” I told him.




  Mrs. Levine, who was sitting next to Toby, glared at us.




  “Behave or leave, gentlemen,” she snarled.




  Toby snorted.




  When the song finally ended, Jimmy Fuller took the microphone. He was wearing his tennis warm-ups, and I couldn’t help but notice that the team had gotten new uniforms.




  “What’s up, Eastwood?” he boomed. “It’s time to meet your varsity sports teams!”




  As if on cue, a side door to the gym opened and the football team poured out in their pads and jerseys. Behind them was the baseball team, then tennis, then water polo, but by that point,

  I’d stopped paying attention to the teams and their orders. My former life, in its entirety, was standing in the center of the basketball court while I sat on the teacher bleacher, and there

  was no way in hell that I was going to clap for them. Mostly, I just wanted to get out of that pep rally, and away from all of it.




  “Hey, Ezra,” Toby whispered loudly. “Got a nicotine patch, buddy?”




  “Get out!” Mrs. Levine demanded. “Both of you—now!”




  Toby and I looked at each other, shrugged, and shouldered our bags.




  It was bright outside, the sky cloudless and impossibly blue. I winced and hung back in the shade of the stucco overhang, fumbling for my sunglasses.




  “A nicotine patch?” I asked.




  “Well, it got us kicked out, didn’t it?” Toby said smugly.




  “Yeah, I guess it did. Thanks.”




  “For what? I wanted to get out of there. Mrs. Levine has awful breath.”




  We wound up passing the time in the Annex, this study room that connected the debate and newspaper classrooms. Everyone else was at the rally, and we could hear muffled screams coming from the

  gym at regular intervals.




  “It sounds like Disneyland or something,” Toby offered with a grin.




  I was surprised he’d mention it. “Have you been back?” I asked.




  “Are you kidding? I’m there every single day. They gave me a free lifetime pass. I’m like the mayor of Adventureland.”




  “So no, then,” I said.




  “Have you?”




  I shook my head.




  “You could get a handicapped pass,” Toby pressed. “Skip all of the lines.”




  “Next time I ask a girl on a date, I’ll be sure to mention that.”




  For some reason, I didn’t mind Toby giving me crap about the cane. And I was generally pretty sensitive about it. You would be too, if you’d spent most of your summer vacation trying

  to get your well-meaning but overbearing mother to stop hovering outside the bathroom door every time you took a shower. (She was paranoid that I’d slip and die, since I’d refused to

  let her install those metal handrails. I was paranoid that she’d come inside and catch me, uh, showering.)




  “What are you doing for Team Electives?” Toby asked. We had a four-year requirement.




  “Speech and debate,” I admitted, suddenly realizing that Toby might be in my class.




  “Dude, I’m team captain this year! You should compete.”




  “I’m just taking it for the requirement,” I said. “Debate’s not really my thing.”




  Back then, my impression of the debate team was that it was a bunch of guys who put on business suits during the weekend and thought they actually had something meaningful to say about foreign

  policy because they were enrolled in AP Government.




  “Maybe not, but you owe me. I got us out of the pep rally,” Toby protested.




  “We’re even. I told Tug Mason not to piss in your backpack in the eighth-grade locker room.”




  “You still owe me. He pissed in my Gatorade instead.”




  “Huh, I’d forgotten about that.”




  The bell rang then.




  “Hey, Faulkner, want to know something depressing?” Toby asked, picking up his bag. “What?”




  “First period hasn’t even started yet.”
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  THE ONE INTERESTING thing about being signed up for speech and debate was that I’d been given a Humanities

  Odd schedule. Eastwood High is on block scheduling, and ever since freshman year, my schedule had been Humanities Even, with the other athletes. But not anymore.




  I had first period AP Euro, which was unfortunate because 1) Mr. Anthony, the tennis coach, was the AP Euro teacher, and 2) his classroom was on the second floor of the 400 building, which meant

  that 3) I had to get up a flight of stairs.




  Over the summer, stairs had become my nemesis, and I often went out of my way to avoid a public confrontation with them. I was supposed to pick up an elevator key from the front office; it came

  in a matching set with that little blue parking tag for my car, the one I was never, ever going to display.




  By the time I got to AP Euro via a rarely used stairwell near the staff parking lot, Mr. Anthony had already begun taking roll. He paused briefly to frown at me over the manila folder, and I

  cringed in silent apology as I slid into a seat in the back.




  When he called my name, I mumbled “here,” without looking up. I was surprised he’d actually called me. Usually, teachers did this thing when they reached my name on the roll

  sheet: “Ezra Faulkner is here,” they’d say, putting a tick in the box before moving on down the list. It was as though they were pleased to have me, as though my presence meant

  the class would be better somehow.




  But when Coach A paused after calling my name and I had to confirm for him that I was in the room even though he knew damn well that I’d walked in thirty seconds late, I wondered for a

  moment if I really was there. I glanced up, and Coach A was giving me that glare he used whenever we weren’t hustling fast enough during practice.




  “Consider this your tardiness warning, Mr. Faulkner,” he said.




  “So noted,” I muttered.




  Mr. Anthony continued with roll. I wasn’t really listening, but when he got to one name that I didn’t quite catch, there was a perceptible shift in the room. A new student. She sat

  way on the other side, near the bookshelves. All I could see was a sleeve of green sweater and a cascade of red hair.




  The syllabus was nothing surprising, although Mr. Anthony apparently believed otherwise. He talked about what it meant to be in an Advanced Placement history course, as though we all

  hadn’t taken AP US History with Ms. Welsh as juniors. A lot of the guys on tennis didn’t care for Coach Anthony, because they thought he was a hard-ass. I was used to strict coaches,

  but I was quickly realizing that without any other athletes in the class, Mr. Anthony was just plain strict.




  “You should have done the summer reading,” Mr. Anthony said, as though it was an accusation, rather than a fact. “Medieval Europe: From the Fall of Rome to the

  Renaissance. If you felt such an assignment was beneath you, then you’ll be rearranging your plans for the weekend. You might even consider your weekend plans to be, ah,

  history.”




  No one laughed.




  The Roman Empire: 200 B.C.— 474 A.D., he scrawled on the board, and then raised an eyebrow, as though enjoying a private joke. There was

  this horrible stretch of silence as we tried to figure out why he wasn’t saying anything, and then, finally, Xiao Lin raised his hand.




  “I am sorry, but I think 476 A.D. is correct?” he mumbled.




  “Thank you, Mr.—ah—Lin, for displaying the barest level of competency in reading comprehension,” Mr. Anthony snapped, correcting the date on the board. “And now, I

  wonder if anyone here can tell us why the phrase ‘Holy Roman Empire’ is a misnomer . . . Mr. Faulkner, perhaps?”




  If I didn’t know better, I would have thought that was a sneer on Coach A’s lip. All right, let’s call it a sneer. I got that he was disappointed I couldn’t play anymore,

  but I’d sort of hoped he wouldn’t be a jerk about it.




  “It only applies after Charlemagne?” I offered, inking over the letters on my syllabus.




  “That’s a community college answer,” Coach announced. “Would you care to rephrase it and try for a UC school?”




  I don’t know why I said it, except maybe that I didn’t want to take crap from Coach A for the rest of the year, but before I could really think it through, I’d leaned back in

  my chair and replied, “Yeah, okay. Two reasons: One, the ‘Holy Roman Empire’ was originally called the Frankish Kingdom, until the Pope crowned Charlemagne the ‘Emperor of

  the Romans.’ And two, it wasn’t holy, or Roman, or even an empire. It was really just, like, this casual alliance of Germanic tribal states.”




  I’d never really shot my mouth off in class before, and I instantly regretted it. I usually had the right answer when I was called on, and my grades were good enough, but I wasn’t

  what anyone would consider brainy. I’d just done a lot of reading and thinking over the summer, because there hadn’t been much else to do.




  “Enjoy your weekend, Mr. Faulkner,” Coach sneered, and I realized that, instead of getting him off my back, I’d made him want to get back at me.




  I’D NEARLY FORGOTTEN we were on Pep Rally Schedule until I was halfway out the classroom door, thinking it was break,

  and someone tapped me on the shoulder.




  It was the new girl. She clutched a crumpled class schedule and stared up at me, as though I’d somehow given her the impression that I was the right person to talk to on her first day. I

  wasn’t expecting her eyes—deep and disquieting and dark blue—the sort of eyes that made you wonder if the skies opened up when she got angry.




  “Um, sorry,” she said, glancing back down at her schedule. “First period is supposed to end at nine thirty-five, but the bell didn’t ring until nine

  fifty—”




  “It’s the pep rally,” I told her. “Break is canceled and we go straight to third.”




  “Oh.” She pushed her bangs to the side and hesitated a moment before asking, “So, what do you have next?”




  “AP American Lit.”




  “Me too. Can you show me where that is?”




  Ordinarily, I could have. On the first day of junior year, I’d even stopped to help a few confused-looking freshmen in the quad, who’d stood gawking at the maps in the backs of their

  day planners as though they were stuck in some sort of incomprehensible labyrinth.




  “Sorry, no,” I said, hating myself for it.




  “Um, okay.”




  I watched her walk away, and I thought about how most of the girls at Eastwood, or at least the ones worth noticing, all looked the same: blonde hair, lots of makeup, stupidly expensive

  handbags. The new girl was nothing like that, and I didn’t know what to make of the shabby boys’ button-down tucked into her jean shorts, or the worn leather satchel slung over her

  shoulder, like something out of an old-fashioned movie. She was pretty, though, and I wondered where she’d come from, and why she hadn’t bothered trying to fit in. I wanted to follow

  her and apologize, or at least explain. But I didn’t. Instead, I grappled with the stairwell near the faculty lot, crossed the quad toward the 100 building, and opened the door of AP American

  Lit several minutes in arrears of the bell.




  I’D HAD MR. Moreno before, for Honors Brit Lit. He’d supposedly been writing the same novel for the past twenty

  years, and either he genuinely loved teaching or he’d never outgrown high school, because it was sort of depressing how hard he’d tried to get us psyched about Shakespeare.




  Moreno hadn’t cared that I was late for class; he hadn’t even noticed. The DVD player wasn’t working, and he was on his hands and knees with a disc clutched in his teeth,

  prodding at the cables. Finally Luke Sheppard, the president of Film Club, arrogantly stepped in, and we all sat and watched The Great Gatsby—the original, not the remake. I

  hadn’t seen it before, and the film was old-fashioned and sort of bored me. The book had been our summer reading, and the movie wasn’t nearly as good.




  What I hated, though, was the part with the car accident. I knew it was coming, but that didn’t stop it from being any less terrible to watch. I shut my eyes, but I could still hear it,

  hear the policeman telling the crowd of onlookers how the sonofabitch didn’t even stop his car. Even with my eyes closed, I could feel everyone staring at me, and I wished they

  wouldn’t. It was unsettling the way my classmates watched me, as though I fascinated and terrified them. As though I no longer belonged.




  When class let out, I briefly considered the quad, with its harsh sunlight and café tables. My old crew sat at the most visible table, the one by the wall that divided the upper and lower

  quads. I pictured them in their new team uniforms, the first day of senior year, telling stories about summer sports camps and beach vacations, laughing over how young the freshmen looked. And then

  I pictured sitting down at that table. I pictured no one saying anything, but all of them thinking it: you’re not one of us anymore. I wasn’t class president, or tennis team captain. I

  wasn’t dating Charlotte, and I didn’t drive a shiny Beemer. I wasn’t king any longer, so it was only fitting to take my exile. Which is why, instead of gambling my last few chips

  of dignity, I wound up avoiding the quad entirely and decamping on that shaded stairwell out near the faculty lot with my headphones on, wondering why I hadn’t known it would be quite this

  bad.




  THERE WAS ONLY one senior-level Spanish class, which meant another year with Mrs. Martin. She’d urged us to call her

  Señora Martinez back in Spanish I, but that was completely ridiculous on account of her husband being the pastor of the local Lutheran church. She was one of those cookie-baking, overly

  mothering types who festooned her sweaters with festive holiday pins and treated us all like second graders.




  I was the first to arrive, and Mrs. Martin beamed at me and whispered that her congregation had prayed for me after the accident. I could think of so many more worthwhile things they could have

  prayed for, but I didn’t have the heart to tell her.




  “Gracias, Señora Martinez,” I muttered, taking my usual seat.




  “Yo, Faulkner.” Evan nodded in greeting as he and three guys from the tennis team slid into seats around mine as though nothing was the least bit changed. They were carrying Burger

  King bags and wore matching tennis backpacks, the pro kind we’d been begging Coach to approve for years. I was so distracted by their backpacks that I failed to notice two things: that

  they’d all gone off campus for lunch and that Evan’s uniform sported an extra line of embroidery.




  “Aren’t you going to congratulate me on making captain?” Evan reached into his bag and unwrapped a massive double burger. The smell of warm onions and clammy meat patties

  filled the classroom.

OEBPS/html/docimages/tp.jpg
SEYERED
HEADS,

BROKEN
HEARTS

ROBYN SCHNEIDER

SIMON AND SCHUSTER





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
SEVERED
HEADS,

BROKEN
HEARTS

ROBYN SCHNEIDER

SSSSSSSSSS TER





OEBPS/html/docimages/ht.jpg
SEYERED
HEADS,
BROKEN
HEARTS





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





