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Why My Life Really Stinks

The trouble all started right before the first day of sixth grade, the last time Franklin and I played Knights.

Knights works like this: we get our swords, we head out to the woods, and we go on chivalrous missions to battle ghost knights.

Uncle Hugh made our wooden swords when we were six, which is when we came up with the game. Franklin’s mom wasn’t happy about him making us weapons, but Uncle Hugh assured her that the worst that could happen was we would get splinters—and that’s only happened a couple times.

We never really battle each other.

Or at least, we never had before.

Franklin met me in the woods with his purple bicycle helmet on. Some days he wears his helmet when we play. It’s weird, but I don’t say anything about it. It’s not like it matters, anyway.

Franklin almost always begins the game. He did that day, too.

“Kneel before me,” he announced in his deepest voice. I knelt and bowed my head. “Your quest shall be to find the missing cast of King Alberto.”

“I think it’s a cask,” I interrupted in a regular voice, looking up. “With a k.”

“I’m not sure,” Franklin admitted, also in his regular voice. Then he whispered, as if it were a secret from the game, “What is that, anyway?”

“I don’t know.”

Franklin shrugged, put his serious face back on, and continued in his deep voice. “You are to find the missing cask-t of King Alberto. Rise, Sir Knight, and go forth upon your quest.”

He tapped my shoulders lightly with his sword. I stood and knocked his sword with mine, which was his signal to go forth upon the same quest.

We took off, slowly at first, until Franklin yelled, “Ghost knight, behind you!” I stopped to battle the phantom who aimed to ruin our quest. Franklin let out another scream and ran past me to battle a few more ghosts.

My ghost killed by decapitation, I paused for a minute to watch Franklin. He looked funny, swinging his sword and yelling at things that weren’t really there. I had never thought about what we looked like playing. Was it a silly thing to do, really?

An abandoned cardboard box lay close by.

I summoned my deepest voice.

“Halt, human!” I yelled. “Halt!”

Franklin stopped, breathing hard. “Yes … Good Knight?”

“Good Lady,” I corrected in my deep voice.

“Huh?” he asked, in his regular voice.

“I am a lady knight,” I said.

“There are no lady knights,” he said.

“Of course there are. I am a lady ghost knight, possessing the body of the knight you thought you knew. And I have found your sacred casket, and it belongs to me.” I set my foot on the cardboard box like an explorer stepping off his ship onto new land. “You have no choice but to fight me.”

Franklin thought for only a second before falling back into the game.

“You shall never have our sacred casket, demon! And I shall free my fellow knight from your possession!”

He dove at me, sword outstretched, and I met his sword with my own. There was no neat clash of metal, just a dull thunk of wood smacking wood. We both hit hard. After a few strong hits, which sent Franklin darting backward, I turned and ran, scooping up the cardboard box—the cast or cask or casket or whatever-it-was now—looking back to swipe at Franklin every few feet. He was putting up a good fight. This was definitely one of the best games of Knights we had ever played.

But when you’re playing Knights in the woods, you have to be careful of these things all at once: where you swing your sword, that you don’t drop your treasure, and that you look where you’re going.

It’s not hard to guess which one I forgot.

We came to a stretch of the woods where the path ran above a steep hill. I twisted to take another hit at Franklin, but my front foot slipped, and I fell.

After the world had stopped tumbling, I heard “Elise, Elise, Elise, Elise!”—Franklin hurrying after me through all the rocks and leaves and vines and shrubs and prickers that lined the hill.

“Next time,” Franklin panted, when he’d caught up with me where I was lying curled up in a ball, “you should wear kneepads. Kneepads and shin guards.”

The front of my legs, from my knees to my ankles, ended up covered in bloody streaks. Aunt Bessie made me sit for her to clean all the cuts, but they dried in yucky scabs all over me for my first day at my new middle school. Aunt Bessie and Uncle Hugh both vetoed the long jeans I was wearing to hide my wounds.

“It’s too darn hot for that sort of silliness! You’ll pass out!” declared Uncle Hugh.

“The material will rub against those cuts and open them right up,” insisted Aunt Bessie.

I sat on the edge of the bathtub in my shorts with a box of Band-Aids—plain ones, thank goodness—and stuck them all over my legs. When I had a crisscross of at least twenty peach bandages over my tan legs, I realized that trying to hide the scabs was even worse that just letting them show. I rested my head on my knees and then let out a huge “Grrr!” of frustration.

“Elise! The bus will be coming.” Aunt Bessie peeked around the door. “Do you want us to walk you?”

“No,” I said. As I walked out the front door, some of the Band-Aids drooped off my legs, not sticking on one side. I grabbed one to yank it off, but the other side was tightly glued to the hairs on my leg. “Ow!” I yelled as it ripped off. I added “Bye!” before leaving Uncle Hugh and Aunt Bessie standing on the porch, looking kind of worried.

When I made it to the bus stop, the usual kids from our grade were there: Franklin plus Sam, Ben, Stewart, and Diana. I had never really gotten to know the other boys, and what I knew about Diana was that she wore funny cat sweaters. Because it was hot, she was in a cat T-shirt. Pink, with a black-and-white cat patched on in other materials.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi,” I answered.

“I went to camp all summer and there was no electricity and no real toilets.”

“Sounds awesome,” I said, not sure if that was awesome. Talking with Diana always made me feel uncomfortable. She was so weird.

The older kids who had gone off to middle school before us were clumped together a few yards away, talking and laughing and ignoring us. No parents had come to the bus stop.

Once we got on the bus, it was totally like usual—just me and Franklin on our own, in our own seat, having our own conversation. That was how the whole school day always used to go. We didn’t really need to get to know the other kids because we had each other.

Franklin, of course, didn’t comment on my yucky legs. It was like he couldn’t see them, even though I couldn’t help but stare at them the whole time, thinking about how messed up they looked. He was suddenly Mr. School Facts, telling me all these things about what can go wrong at middle school. You could be placed in the wrong math class, be picked on by eighth graders, fail to conjugate verbs properly in language class (whatever that means).… Then he moved on to all these worries about our middle school, which has three different elementary schools feeding into it. There would be hundreds of kids there we didn’t know. And then he actually calculated how many that would be by taking the average number of kids per grade in our area’s elementary schools and multiplying that by the number of grades in the middle school and multiplying that by the number of feeder schools (minus ours, of course) and by the time he had gotten to the answer I was definitely Not Listening.

It didn’t matter how many new kids there were at school. It took only one to ruin my life.

When I sat down in homeroom, my backpack scraped against my legs.

“Crap,” I muttered, running my hand over my skin, getting blood on my fingers. I hoped no one had noticed and quickly wiped my hand on my shorts. The girl next to me made a disgusted face, rolled her eyes, and shifted away from me.

The teacher handed out sheets of paper with locker assignments. There are so many middle schoolers at our school that sixth graders have to have partners—which is, apparently, totally okay according to the teachers, because sixth graders’ textbooks aren’t as thick as seventh and eighth graders’ books. So while I can look forward to one day having my own locker, I also get to look forward to having really humongous books and backaches from carrying them around.

The locker assignments seemed to be alphabetical, because across from my name, Elise Bertrand, was Amanda Betterman.

We were given twenty minutes to set up our lockers. In the hall, I followed the numbers until I found 2716, and who should show up at the same time but the girl who’d sat next to me in homeroom. I recognized her long, streaky brown hair, held off her forehead by two clips, and her tiny white skirt.

“Oh, gag. I have to share with the Bloody Queen of Scabs.” Several kids standing around her looked at my legs and laughed. Then Amanda said to me, very seriously, “Please don’t get blood on my things. I don’t want to get any weird diseases.”

“I don’t have any weird diseases.”

To make everything one hundred times better (not), who should show up but Sir Franklin, needing to stick up for me. “It’s no big deal, she just got hurt playing Knights.”

Which was not the right thing to say. At all.

“What’s Knights?”

“It’s a pretend game.”

Amanda smirked. “Playing pretend. That sounds really cool.”

But the way she said it meant the opposite: so not cool.

The other kids started laughing at me and Franklin. Kids we didn’t know but also a couple kids we’d known since kindergarten.

Apparently cool sixth graders don’t play. They definitely don’t play Knights. They have streaky hair and short skirts.

But there I was on the first day of school with scabby knees like a kindergartener, and my best friend got me pegged as a baby.
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One Last Visit to Summer

The first day of school is always a Thursday or Friday. I like it because we get a little snatch of summer back over the weekend. This year’s Friday start meant I woke up on Saturday completely relieved to have two days off from school. I was in no hurry to go back there.

And it was like having summer back. I lay in bed until my door creaked open.

“Hi, Franklin,” I said.

The clock said it was nine, but it was still very dark in my room. Having a first-floor bedroom with the porch outside means that sunshine never bothers me in the morning.

“Hi.” Franklin came in and sat on my bed. “What do you want to do today?”

I thought for a minute, and Franklin let me think. He would never interrupt when I am thinking.

“I want to figure out the best things we did all summer, and then do them again.”

“Okay. Here, I’ll make a list.” He got a yellow notepad and pencil from my desk and sat back down on my bed. “I really liked the day we found frogs at the stream. We could do that again.”

“Okay.”

“Knights?”

“No Knights.”

“Why not?”

“I’m not better from the last time we played Knights,” I said, feeling the smooth sheets against my rough, scabby legs. And I wasn’t better from getting made fun of. This was the weekend; I wanted to push school way out of my mind, to forget that yesterday had ever happened.

“What else, then?” He tapped the pencil’s eraser on the paper.

“I liked helping Uncle Hugh finish the furniture.” Uncle Hugh is a craftsman. He makes things out of wood, like rocking chairs and tables and cabinets.

Franklin added it to the list.

“And I liked when Aunt Bessie let us make ice cream.”

“Lactose-free?” Franklin asked.

“Of course,” I said. A glimmer of excitement lit Franklin’s eyes. His mom limits his sugar at home, but we always have plenty for him at my house. Franklin can’t have any real dairy products because of his allergies, but Aunt Bessie’s pretty much a genius about getting around that. She really can make anything. She does catering out of our house, so we have a special up-to-code kitchen with stainless steel countertops and lots of fancy appliances.

“I liked looking at the slides on my microscope.” Franklin finished writing everything. “That’s probably enough for today … what do you want to do first?”

“Let me see if we can do the stuff with Uncle Hugh and Aunt Bessie today at all.” Aunt Bessie and I cook together on Saturdays if she doesn’t have a catering job, but if she did she’d be busy all day.

I climbed out of bed and decided that the tank top I’d slept in would do for the day, too, so I found my shorts on the floor and pulled them on. I didn’t mind getting dressed with Franklin around, especially since he was always certain to fix his eyes on a point on the wall and stare straight ahead. Which is sort of silly, because I know he still wears cartoon underwear. How can you be embarrassed around someone who knows about your cartoon underwear?

I picked a T-shirt up off the floor and threw it at Franklin’s head to signal him that I was done and it was safe to move his eyes around the room again.

“All ready?” he asked.

“Yup.” I slid into some flip-flops as I headed to find Aunt Bessie.

Aunt Bessie was in her chef’s clothes, which are black even though chef’s clothes are usually white. She and I agree that black looks nicer, cleaner, and more slimming for her plump figure than white. She used to be a redhead; now that she’s in her fifties, her hair is dull orange and pepper gray, but she still wears it pulled back in the same long, thick braid. She was carrying trays to load into her catering van.

“When will you be back?” I asked.

“This afternoon.”

“Can we make end-of-the-summer ice cream?”

“I’ll set aside some fresh strawberries for it. Does that sound good?”

“Yum! I mean, yes!”

Aunt Bessie went to set the trays on the racks in the van. That’s a job that Franklin and I are not allowed to help with. She doesn’t consider us strong or steady enough. It would never be worth the time it might save in the event that a tray was dropped.

“Ice cream later,” I promised Franklin when he followed me out onto the porch. His eyes got all big and shiny and sugar-hungry again. “Now for Uncle Hugh.”

We headed across the large gravel circle of the driveway in front of our house to the barn.

The barn isn’t old and falling-down like a lot of barns. It was renovated, complete with electricity and a bathroom and an open elevator to the second floor, so that Uncle Hugh could have his workshop there. On the second floor is a hallway lined with shut doors only about as far apart as horse stalls would be, except for the two on either end, which are a little farther away. Once when I was little, I climbed up the stairs (I was never, ever allowed to play in the elevator) and counted the doors: eight. I was trying all the doorknobs when I heard Aunt Bessie behind me.

“They’re all locked, Elise,” she said, holding her hand out to me. I took it. “Let’s stay downstairs.” We walked back down to Uncle Hugh’s workshop. What she meant was I wasn’t to go up to try to open the doors, and I wasn’t to play upstairs in the barn, and I wasn’t to worry about what was up there. It was probably dangerous equipment for Uncle Hugh’s work.

“Hey, Cricket,” Uncle Hugh greeted me as Franklin and I came into the barn. He’s been calling me Cricket since I learned to talk in full sentences and wouldn’t shut up. I don’t talk all the time like that anymore, but he says all those interesting things I’m not saying are still whirring around in my head.

“Is there anything to finish?”

“Nope. Actually, I just finished finishing.” Uncle Hugh chuckled to himself, rubbing his hands over the legs of a table. “I have to go out on deliveries.”

“So there’s nothing we can help with?”

“Not at the moment. But you’re welcome to play with the scrap pieces.”

Uncle Hugh puts any extra small pieces in a bin for me and Franklin to build with and leaves out some nails and two hammers. We’ve made plenty of neat things. I looked at Franklin, who was still holding the torn-off piece of yellow paper and the pencil. He shook his head at me. “Not on the list.”

“List—?” Uncle Hugh started, but then he changed his mind. Whenever he asks about what Franklin and I are up to, he gets a really long explanation that he’d rather not hear. “Well, I’m heading out. You can play with that stuff if you want. You know never to touch anything else in here. Just don’t tell your mother, Franklin, she wouldn’t like you in here on your own.”

“Aye-aye,” Franklin answered, with a salute. Then he turned to me. “Frogs next, I think.”

Franklin and I ran out of the barn and across the fields next to my house until they became a few sparse trees, until they became the woods, until we reached the stream.

When we got there, we stood still, trying to slow our breathing, because it was hard to hear the frogs. Frogs don’t say “ribbit” or “croak” like everyone thinks they do. They sound like rubber bands. A whole concert of plucked rubber bands: bung, bung! After a minute of listening hard and hearing only the gentle movement of the stream, I said, “There are no frogs here.”

“There have to be some,” Franklin said. “It’s still warm out.” He put the paper and pencil in his back pocket and sat down to pull off his shoes. Franklin’s mom insists on sneakers and socks every day. She doesn’t know that most days, at some point, Franklin leaves his shoes behind. Early in the summer I pulled a splinter out of his foot with tweezers because he didn’t want to have to tell her about it.

Franklin stepped gently into the ankle-deep water and started looking along the moist rocks.

“See anything?” I asked.

“No.”

“I told you, there are no frogs here. They’re all gone.”

Franklin searched with his eyes. Then he sighed, giving up.

“Slides?” I asked.

“Oh!” Franklin took a small tube out of his pocket, uncapped it, and dipped it into the stream. “I want a sample of the water. We can look and see if there are any organisms in it.”

“Good idea,” I said. I didn’t care quite as much about that stuff as Franklin, but I did have fun playing scientist with him all summer, pretending that we would discover something big.

Franklin squished his wet feet back into his socks and shoes and we walked to his house. He’s one of my closest neighbors, but still, he lives pretty far away. You can’t see any other houses from mine.

Franklin’s big farmhouse is a lot like ours, but it feels nothing like it on the inside. At our house there’s hustle and bustle and very few rules—at his there are plenty of rules and almost nothing going on.

As soon as we got inside, his mother, tall and thin, swooped upon us.

“Good morning, Elise. I assume you had a good breakfast?”

“Good morning, Mrs. White,” I answered. “I—uh—forgot about breakfast.”

Franklin’s face went expressionless. We both knew what was about to happen.

“Well, come, come to the kitchen,” Mrs. White said. “We must have breakfast. I will make you eggs and toast. Franklin ate breakfast before he went over to fetch you.”

Franklin gave me a smug look. We sat down at the kitchen table and he opened Scientific American and started reading. I waited for my fate, which was soon delivered in the form of over-easy eggs and unbuttered wheat toast. I said thank you and started eating. Mrs. White’s eggs seemed slimy compared to Aunt Bessie’s. Even Uncle Hugh’s are better. Even my own attempts at frying eggs are better.

Franklin’s mother sat down with us and watched me eat as if it made her really happy.

“There now. You know how important a good start is. Doesn’t anyone make sure you get breakfast?”

Of course Aunt Bessie and Uncle Hugh make sure I eat, but I’m not a baby. They know I can make my own breakfast. Franklin has probably never made any food for himself.

“They were both working this morning,” I said. “I’m in charge of my own breakfast.”

I could tell Mrs. White didn’t think eleven-year-olds in charge of breakfast was a good idea.

If that’s what natural parents are like, who needs them? I’d take Uncle Hugh and Aunt Bessie any day.

I don’t really think about Mom or Dad much. They are mostly just an empty space inside me, a forgotten feeling from long ago. I never knew Mom at all, because she died when I was born, and Dad was gone when I was three. After the doctor told Dad he had a year or two to live, he wrote me a bunch of letters for my birthdays, so I hear from him once a year. Uncle Hugh has the letters—somewhere, I don’t know where, I’ve looked.

I decided, as I finished the last runny bite of egg and abandoned the toast crust, that I would have to be more careful about truthful answers. It wouldn’t be such a harmful lie to say I’d already eaten, would it?

Mrs. White cleared my empty plate. “What are you up to?”

Franklin looked up from his magazine. “We’re going to look at my slides. I collected a new sample.”

“That sounds fun. Be careful with the glass pieces, though.”

“We will,” I promised. “C’mon.”

Franklin and I went up to his room, where he cleared a bunch of other science projects off his desk and set up his microscope. He took out a slide and set it flat on his desk. He found the little tube in his pocket and carefully took off the top. He strapped on some safety goggles, closed one eye and concentrated with the other as he slowly dripped a couple drops of stream water onto the glass. Still working with one eye, he got another tiny glass plate and lowered it onto the first.

“Ah! Help me!” I shrieked in a tiny, high-pitched voice.

Franklin looked at me with his one open eye.

“Those are the organisms,” I explained. “Screaming because they are squished.”

“You should be wearing goggles,” Franklin said. “What if the glass breaks?”

I got the other pair of safety goggles, the purple-tinted ones, and strapped them on. Wearing them makes the experiment feel more serious, but, at the same time, the fact that they are sized for an eight-year-old also makes the whole thing seem more silly. I felt like a bug, or like my eyes were squished organisms.

Once the slide was secured under the clasps on the microscope, Franklin permitted our goggles to come off so that we could peer through the lens.

“I see all kinds of cool things!” Franklin looked and looked, and I let him look, the way he lets me think.

“I’m going to get to work on my sketch,” he announced finally, finding some graph paper on his bookshelf and setting his colored pencils out in front of him on the desk. It was my turn.

I could make out green flecks speckling the clear water, but not whether they were moving or breathing or living at all. I don’t think I could see what Franklin saw. I looked for a long time anyway, pretending.

I glanced at Franklin’s drawing so far. It had lots of little oblong shapes and ovals.

I started my own drawing, but it was really a copy of Franklin’s. Every few minutes he looked through the lens again to get details right, which was when I would study his graph paper. Being a proper pretend scientist, I also got up to check the microscope every few minutes.

“What do you think these little green blobbies do?” I asked.

“Probably they cure cancer,” Franklin said.

“Really, you think?”

“Sure. We can bottle stream water and sell it.”

“If the cure for cancer was just drinking stream water, why wouldn’t everyone already be doing it?”

“Well, you see the little purply specks?” Franklin asked.

“Uh-huh.” Both of our drawings now had tiny purple dots.

“Those are a terrible bacteria. They eat your innards from the inside out,” Franklin said. “They’d probably kill you faster than the cancer would.”

“Oh no!” I acted stunned. “Well, it’s obvious what we need to do!”

“I know!” Franklin said. “Separate the green blobbies out from the purple specks.”

“But how?”

“Spinning them really fast.”

I picked up the tube where the leftover stream water was and started spinning around really fast. Franklin unlatched the slide and started spinning around, too. Soon we were dizzy and laughing. When Franklin started to slow down to catch his breath, I yelled, “No! Don’t stop! Spin faster!”

We were interrupted by a knock on the door. Three hours had passed, and it was lunchtime. Mrs. White had already set plates on the table with ham sandwiches and five celery and five carrot sticks each. Franklin’s dad ate lunch with us, but he read the Wall Street Journal the whole time.

After lunch, the thrill of science had worn off. We wandered back to my house.

“How does the list look?” I asked Franklin.

“Well …” He took the yellow paper out of his pocket. “No helping Uncle Hugh, no frogs, microscope done. Now for ice cream.”

Aunt Bessie wasn’t home yet, so we waited on the porch. Franklin lay on his back and counted the boards in the ceiling. I noticed my backpack was still there, full of books and homework, but no way was I working on that. No way was that bag being opened. No way was it going inside, either. School would not enter my house yet.

The awful girl at school … that was just a first-day thing, right? Maybe she was just being mean because she was nervous about starting school, too. Maybe over the weekend everyone would forget about it.

Aunt Bessie finally drove up with her truck full of empty trays (we were allowed to carry those), several plastic containers of leftovers, and two big containers of strawberries. Not big, fake, shiny grocery-store ones, but real ones, small, juicy, and deep red. Aunt Bessie saw me put one in my mouth and she swatted my hand. “Aren’t we making ice cream?” But then she ate one, too, and smiled.

We used the electric ice cream maker. The sugar and soy yogurt whirled and whirled, and then it had to sit. For hours. More hours.

Uncle Hugh came home and we all made tacos. Tacos are great, but Franklin and I just wanted the ice cream to be ready.

When it finally, finally was, we took our bowls out onto the porch. I wanted mine to melt, after all that time waiting for it to freeze. I ate slowly, feeling the cold of the spoon as I pulled it back out of my mouth each time. Franklin ate quickly, probably hoping for seconds before he had to go home.

The sun was starting to set.

“The day is totally over,” I said. “What did you think?”

Franklin paused his eating to look at me, surprised. “It was fun.”

“There was nothing all that special about it,” I said. “It was just a regular day. We only did half the things on our list.”

“Fifty percent,” Franklin said.

“Right, fifty percent.” I stirred my ice cream to soften it some more. I noticed my backpack still sitting there, full of work to do: the get-to-know-you survey from the language arts teacher, the chapter to read and the questions to answer on the scientific method, the math review of multiplication and division.…

“You know what the best thing about the summer was?” I asked.

“What?”

“Not having a to-do list.”

Franklin was quiet for a minute. “We have one more day,” he pointed out.

So on Sunday we didn’t make a list. We started off with a Star Wars movie, and when it was over we just popped in the next one. After our third Star Wars movie, Uncle Hugh asked if we wanted pizza, so of course we said yes. When the pizza was delivered he let us bring it right into the den. We each ate the way we like to, me layering two slices one on top of the other, cheese on the inside (a pizza sandwich), Franklin pulling off most of the cheese in one big triangle and then picking off every little bit that might have been left behind. Aunt Bessie always tells him we can get something else, but he says he really likes pizza.

After the pizza and the movies were all done, Aunt Bessie put out ice cream and little dishes of all kinds of toppings on the kitchen counter. The ice cream—sticky-creamy store-bought vanilla (lactose-free, again)—was the perfect base for a sundae of fudge and strawberry sauce and M&M’s and sprinkles.

And that day was perfect. It was perfect because there was nothing to go right or wrong, it just was.

I didn’t think of my backpack again, not even once. Not even when I went with Uncle Hugh to give Franklin a ride home in the dark, not even when we came home, not even when I lay in bed feeling the first cool breeze that came in through my windows, telling me that summer was over.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L09_r1.jpg
7





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L08_r1.jpg
©





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L07_r1.jpg
5





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L06_r1.jpg
<





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L05_r1.jpg
o
3





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L04_r1.jpg
)
2





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L03_r1.jpg
r]w
@





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L25_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L24_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L23_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L22_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L21_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L20_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_cvt_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L19_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L18_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L17_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_tp_r1.jpg
UUUUUUUUUUUUUU





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L16_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L15_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L14_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L13_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L12_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L11_r1.jpg
l A
9





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_L10_r1.jpg
o
8





OEBPS/images/Lafl_9780375899058_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
EIGHT KEYS

Suzanne LaFleur

Wendy Lamb Books

'WENDY
LAMB
BOOKS

VN
M
RANDOM HOUSE

CHILDREN'S BOOKS





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





