LEGACY

Chapter One

Transfiguration

| was sixteen years old when | discovered exagtlig—and what—I was. Before
then, | suppose | wasn’'t much of anything, jusirbvgho’d somehow managed to spend
most of my life in southern Florida without becomiolonde, athletic, or comfortable
with boys.

I'd lived with my father, who did his level best turn me into the biggest geek in
Palm Beach. His main contribution to my discovemmgself was to ditch me in a
boarding school 1500 miles from everything | kn@anks.

| brought my hands to my face and tried to waremttwith my breath as | waited
for the hired car that was waiting to pick me ufBaston’s Logan Airport.

| was being sent away because my dad didn’t wananymore.

That’s what he always did when he felt uncomfddatibout something. He just
stopped thinking about it. He’d done that with mgther after she died. And maybe
before. By the time | was old enough to ask quastibe’d already banished her from his
memory.

I'd only ever seen one picture of her. It was aksti worn photo that | saved from
the trash after my dad had tried to throw outaktesd for the photo in the front pocket of
my purse. We had the same eyes. Strange eyegpreesays, although | don’t think

they’re so weird. | held the picture and waitedtfoe familiar flood of feelings to wash



over me—it was like | could feel everything she teat day—how she was crazy in love
with my father. And torn about leaving her famidylie with him. And afraid of fire...

Beeep beep beeeedjhe blare of a horn tore me from my thoughts. itiéhd
Airport Limo had arrived.Classy. | slouched into the backseat of the decades /&
Vic.

“You ever been to Whitfield before, Miss?”

“Huh?” | looked up to see the eyes of the drivethie rearview. They were a
piercing blue beneath wild, shaggy white browsldtd&ked as if he’d spent the past fifty
years facing down Nor’easters. “Whitfield,” he rafed. “Guess it'll take a little getting
used to, after New York City.”

“I'm not from New York,” | said glumly in responge the driver’s question. “My
father got a job there.”

The skin around the old man'’s eyes crinkled inkina smile. “So you’re heading
out on your own, is it?”

| turned away. | wasn't heading out on my own.asvbeing discarded. There was
a difference.

“But you could look at it that way, couldn’t you?

My head snapped up in irritation. “Excuse me?

“Whitfield may not seem like a very exciting plaggfirst, but you’'d be surprised
at how much we’ve got going on here.” He winked.

Right, | thought. Whitfield, Mass., the fun capith the western hemisphere.

“Have you heard of Wonderland?” he asked.



“Yeah, I've heard of it.” Wonderland was only thigdest retail chain in the
world. My dad’s loathsome girlfriend was their VPRublic Relations. | heanaothing
but Wonderland at home.

“We’'re going to be getting a new one in town,” lagdsas if | were a child and he
was holding out a puppy.

“That’s a thrill,” | said. As if every podunk towin America didn’t have a
Wonderland. Or a K-Mart, Wal-Mart, or, more likebl| three.

He laughed. “I thought everybody loved Wonderlaihe, said. “Least, that's
what their commercials tell us.”

“I'm not much of a shopper,” | said.

“And then, we’ve got the fog,” he went on chedsgfulindeterred by my obvious
hostility toward his hometown.

“Fog?” | couldn’t believe he was telling me thaatehing fog counted as an
activity, second only to shopping at discount dapant stores in terms of excitement.

“Our fog’s been in every edition of RipleyBelieve It Or Nosince 1929, when
Mr. Ripley started writing it.”

He was looking at me expectantly in the rearviga] took the bait. “What’s so
special about it?” | asked with a sigh.

“Depends on what you call special.” He chucklégut‘it's unusual, that’s for
sure. Only comes to one spot, in a place we calMkadow, right in the middle of Old
Town. It shows up eight times a year, like clockky@nd always in time for the first day

of school. You're going to Ainsworth School, areydu?”



| took the packet the school had sent me out ofatiet pocket. “Yes,
Ainsworth,” | said, reading the return address.

“Forget the name?” He was grinning broadly.

“l guess,” | said, confused now. So he wasn’tpgkiThey really did watch the
fog come in.

“The public schools are already open. But AinsWwdras a tradition. It waits for
the fog.”

Perfect. | was entrusting my education to antuistin that based its academic
schedule, as well as its entertainment, on weghenomena.

“We’re coming into Whitfield’s Old Town now,” thériver said.

Old was right. Whitfield was a village straighttai Nathaniel Hawthorne, with
rows of meticulously maintained stone buildings #mée-story frame houses with
candles in the windows. The town square was lingh guaint-looking shops selling
books and tools and kitchen wares, a combinatiadyatore and café called Choco-
Latte, two rustic-but-tasteful eateries, and aeftont with APOTHECARY written
across the window.

“The town was founded in 1658 by colonists whoadllit with the Puritans,” he
announced as if he were a tour guide. “Run off f@@aem to the wild tidal waters here,
off Whitfield Bay. If you squint, maybe you can s&eaw Island off to your right.”

“Er...” linterrupted. “Is the school nearby?”

“Coming right up to it,” he said. “By the way, ttreathe Meadow.” He nodded

toward the left.



| gasped out loud. Ripley had been right—it was ohthe strangest things I'd
ever seen, an acre or more of vacant land thablaageted by dense fog at least two
feet deep, right in the middle of the village seuar

“Why is it only in that one place?” | asked.

“If you figure that out, you'll be the first,” hgaid, grinning. “Like | said,
Whitfield’s more interesting than you might think.”

The car stopped in front of a grim-looking builgiwith a discreet sign above the
doorway reading\insworth Preparatory School, founded 1658

“l guess this is the place,” | said as | got outhe car. The driver got my bag
from the trunk. I tried to give him a tip, but hefused.

“Not from our own,” he said.

“Um, thanks,” | replied.

He tipped his hat. “Good luck to you, Miss Ainstnt he said as he got back in
behind the wheel.

“I'm not—" | began, but he was already driving awa

Oh, well.It didn’'t make any difference. Hell was hell. Wéagr they called you
there didn’t matter much. | picked up my bag anddeel toward the doorway.

The wind was high, and smelled like the sea. Seipée was only half over, but
this far north, the air was already chilly. | pdley jacket more tightly around me. It
was the heaviest piece of clothing I'd ever owried,on that blustery New England

afternoon it was about as warm as a sheet of wp&rpa



| stood there for a moment, blinking away tearstask in the depressing facade
of that dreary brick building. At that moment Itfetore cold, lost, and alone than | ever
had in my life.

“Welcome home,” | whispered before letting myself



Chapter Two

Initiation

Inside, | stood at the bottom of an enormouswtirwhose white marble steps
were so worn with use that they appeared to baivermiddle.

“Garr,” | grunted as my suitcase thumped oventtoeintainous flight, echoing
hollowly through the empty halls. The building waabot bigger than it looked from the
outside. “Anyone here?”

“Indeed,” a woman'’s voice called. | looked aroumtere was no one on the
stairway except me. Then she popped up from behimdailing at the top of the stairs
with a tinkling laugh. She looked like a fairy,ttvia chiseled, pointy nose. “Welcome,”
she said, darting toward me with the quick, quimkgtions of a hummingbird. She was
young and friendly looking, even though she woreHaar in a old ladyish bun. “I am
Penelope Bean, assistant to the headmistress. dguafer to me as Miss P, if you like.”
She smiled. “And you are Serenity?”

“l go by Katy,” | said quickly.

“Katy?” Miss P mused.

“Yes. Katy Jessevar.”

“Jesse—" She looked puzzled. “But you're an Aingilvparen’t you?”

“Excuse me?” My father had said something aboutimgestors founding the
school, but | thought he said they were my motheafations, not his . . .

“Well, no matter,” Miss P went on. “Come into tbfice.” She led me toward an

old-fashioned door made of oak and wavy glass thighwordOffice printed in an arc on



it. “By the way, perhaps you've noticed that thb@d year starts much later here at
Ainsworth than at most other institutions.”

“Er ... That's okay with me,” | added stupidly.

“We begin each year on Septembef #1.commemorate the opening of the
school—which was founded by your ancestor, Serekiitgworth. The townspeople here
in Whitfield tend to keep old customs. To balartuaeds out, however, our classes also
continue later than other schools—until June 21.”

| nodded.

“Well, then,” she said brightly. “Let’s take caséyour paperwork, and then I'll

show you around.”

Every room at Ainsworth was a little differentfincevery other, whether it was
the configuration of the walls, or the view fronetlarge, wavy-paned windows, or the
polished wooden floors.

“Here is our chapel,” Miss P said, pointing oyglain but restful room with
wooden pews and fresh flowers on a stand. “And beee is the library.” This was the
first room I'd been in that was inhabited. A lotstfidents were in here, lounging on the
overstuffed chairs or reading at the study tables.

“Students,” Miss P announced, “I'd like you toeheur new enrollee, Miss Katy
Ains . . .” She drifted off. “I'm so sorry.”

“Jessevar,” | reminded her.



“Yes, of course.” She blushed. “Katy Jessevarpavee.”

It was the moment I'd been dreading, when I'ddteoduced as the new kid and
everyone would look me over. A few people smiled@oTor three held up their hands in
greeting. A few girls huddled around the Septendmre of Vogue looked up
momentarily to examine me inch by inch, assessavgmmuch I'd paid for my jeans,
rolling their eyes at my Converse sneakers.

Then | saw him. Tall and lean, with honey-colohadt that flopped in a wave
over deep-set, intense eyes. His arms were crasszdis chest, and he was staring at
me. | felt my cheeks burning. Working up my courdganiled.

The boy just kept staring. He raised his chireation, and | saw now that his
smoky eyes weren’t friendly. Not even a little bit.

“Ainsworth,” he hissed. He said it softly, butedrd it. Afterward, the only sound
in the room was the crackle of the fire.

“Would you like to stay in here for a while, Katyiss P asked.

She might as well have asked if I'd wanted twait lit firecracker. “No,” | said,
probably too quickly. “I . . . I mean, | think | ght to see the rest of the place first.”

“Of course. What was | thinking? We haven't evere to the dorms yet.” She
smiled. “Katy will see you all again at dinnerruigt you'll invite her to sit with you.”

Someone laughed. Not a good sign. Miss P putdred bn my back to show me
out. As we left, | saw her glare at the boy in ¢thener. He glared right back.

Once we were outside the library, a hum of whispeltowed us.

“She shouldn’t be allowed to come here,” somearslsd.



“Are you going to be the one to stop her?” anotleece countered. “Or do you
want to keep both your nuts?”

Some girls giggled at that, while others shudhed

“She didn’t look so bad.”

“She looked like an Ainsworth,” someone else shrdcognized the voice. It was
him.

I inhaled sharplyAinsworth.That was what the driver of the car that had pmicke
me up at the airport had called me. The same néheename of the school.

| turned to Miss P. “Why . . .” | began, feeling/moheeks redden. “Why are
they—"

Before | could get the rest of the words out, sheehed my shoulder. “Don’t
worry about things you can’t control,” she saidtlgof

Then she smiled at me so sweetly that | almostwad her.

The closer we got to the dorms, the more studesaw. Fortunately, Miss P
didn’t introduce me to any of them. “Forgive met Bon running a little short on time,
and | want to get you settled into your room.”

“My room?” | was expecting an orphanage-type waitth twenty cots lined up
next to each other, like the drawings in Madelinebooks.

“At Ainsworth, all the rooms are singles,” shedsalVe turned down a short

hallway and into a vacant space, where she turngteolight. “Here it is, Katy,” she



said, opening a pair of wooden shutters over a endith a tiny stained glass panel at
the top.

| was stunned. Outside was a breathtaking vieaslake with a weeping willow
on the far bank. Nearby was a small rowboat shagdilg trees whose leaves were
beginning to color. It was like a scene from a past.

“The change of seasons is lovely here,” Miss B sastfully. “You'll be able to
see it all.”

The only items inside the room were a small dressdesk, and a bed covered by
a down comforter. “I understand you have no beddgiitg you, so that will be
provided,” she said. “You may decorate it howewvau {ike, so long as you damage no
surfaces. However, the décor must be reasonalibfuband inoffensive to the common
sensibility.”

“l understand,” | said.

“The lavatory and showers are shared, and yaad them down the hall to the
right. Mealtimes are at seven in the morning, t@ealeon, and six in the evening, in the
main dining room.”

| nodded.

“Speaking of meals, all new students are inviteilhch tomorrow at Hattie’s
Kitchen. Have you heard of it?”

| shook my head.

“Then you're in for a treat,” she said, smilingd&ttie’s is a little restaurant in the
Meadow.”

“The Meadow? Is that the place that's coveredgPf



“Exactly. Whitfield’s claim to fame.”

“l didn’t see a building on it.”

“Probably because of the fog. And it's not evenywdense yet. Once the fog
really rolls in, no one will see Hattie's at alShe laughed. “But we all know where it is.
It's a charming place, and Hattie herself is asmapart of the school community as we
are. We like to say that at Hatties you alwayswget you need.” Her eyes sparkled
animatedly. “Well, if you don’t have any questioti,leave you to unpack.” She
nodded and started to walk away, but somethingsivelsing in my mind.

“Um, Miss P?”

She turned toward me. “Yes, dear?”

“l was wondering ... about my name. Everyone heesnseto think it's
Ainsworth”

She smiled. “It's a natural mistake, Katy. You,sbe Ainsworth women
traditionally keep their names. It’'s their husband® change theirs.”

“What?

“It's not so strange, really. The Japanese usehbtib regularly, to maintain a
family line. Still do, for all I know.”

“The women never change their names?”

“Not if their name is Ainsworth. But clearly thathot the case with you, so we’ll
just forget it, shall we?”

“Okay,” | mumbled.

“And by the way, your legal name, Serenity . . .”

“Ugh.”



“...Iisone that is very well respected here.”

“Oh. Sorry.”

“Serenity Ainsworth founded our school. She wasazher in England, and
taught the children of Whitfield as soon as thellaare was settled. She was, by all
accounts, an extraordinary woman.”

“| see.”

She smiled again. “We’'ll still call you Katy, thgh.”

| relaxed. “Thanks.”



Chapter Three

Empress

As soon as she was gone, | fell back on my bethuwsted. | hadn’t slept much
during the past three weeks. Or the past threemspreally.

| turned my head to look out the window. A breeas sending ripples over the
lake. Somewhere a woodpecker Wwask-klok-klokng like crazy, and from far away |
could smell the salt air of the ocean. | closedaygs. Strangely, | felt safer in this room
where I'd been for approximately seven minutes thiaad for almost as long as | could
remember. Oh, | knew I'd probably have a hard tiittimg in with the other students—
nothing new there—but things like that didn’t latine anymore.

Not after Madam Mim.

Her name was Madison Lee Mimson or, as I'd duldesd Mad Madam Mim,
after a crazy sorceress in an animated Disney m8vie was Grendel. Mim was the
Beast, the Creature from the Black Lagoon, GodZillathra, Lex Luthor, Saruman. The
Motherlode Of Horrors. And the number one reasmag stuck in Whitfield,
Massachusetts for the foreseeable future.

As a VP of Public Relations for Wonderland, Minpresented “the interests of
Wonderland” up and down the East Coast. I'll ndusyw exactly how she met my

father, but within days they were shacked up amlesaeeks later, Dad and | were on



our way to New York to start our “new lives.” Aftgears of slumming it in the Florida
State system, Dad had gotten an assistant progésggs@ig at Columbia. Major strings
must have been pulled for that. And where theneewm®ajor strings, there was Mim
doing the pulling. It was during the plane rideepthat Dad decided to let me in on his
plans for my future.

“We . .. thatis)'ve found a school for you, Katherine.” Dad looked®as.

Something in his voice made me shiver. He wouldrdke eye contact with me.
“Where is it?” | asked quietly, carefully.

He cleared his throat. “It's a . . . it's a boawglischool, Katherine.”

“A boarding school?” | squeaked. “Where?”

“It's a fine place, really—"

“But why do | have to live there? How far awaytifFom you? Andher.”

A long moment passed. Too long. “It's in Whitfiedassachusetts,” he said
finally. He looked out the window.

“I see,” | said.

“Let me explain.” He put his hand over mine. | kad it away. “There are some
things I've never told you, Katherine. About youotiner. And her family.”

My mother?He had never spoken a word about her. | inclingdhead slightly,
listening, though | wouldn’t look at him. “Go ahgatwhispered.

“Agatha—your mother—er, went to school at Ainswoffhat’'s the name of the
school where you’ll be going. Her family foundediiit fact.” He smiled. “Which is why

they're willing to accept you at no charge.”



| felt my jaw clench. “Are you telling me . . My voice caught. “ . . . that you're
dumping me in some Dickensian institution in frie(iMassachusetts BECAUSE IT'S
FREE?”

The people in the row next to us turned to stare.

“Katherine—"

“Excuse me,” | said, and went to the restroom, i@hespent the rest of the flight.

Mim was waiting for us at her Sutton Place apanim8he was blonder than
she’d been in Florida, and dressed in a silk ace amisole and jeans, trying to look
like the teenager in the family.

“Hi, Kathy,” she bubbled.

“Katy.”

“Riiiight. So, nice to see you.”

She showed us around the apartment, pointinglbthtestacky, expensive details
that were supposed to impress us.

“And here’s whergou’ll sleep, Kay-Kay,” Mim said cheerily, gesturing thsia
leather-appointed office strewn with papers. “Thaah is really comfy.”

“Kay-Kay will be fine here,” | said dully. | wenhside and closed the door.

That night | tried to sleep, but it was a losiragtle. This was supposed to be the
quietest address in Manhattan, but it still sourdeda jet runway to me. And the leather

couch | was lying on was covered with buttons #tabbed into my flesh like pokers. |



spent most of the night reading through Mim’s wor&mos, which was how | found out
that Wonderland Corp. was considering opening ie stoWhitfield, Mass.

So | knew whose idea this really was.

| opened the window. Then | concentrated on theea They swirled into a
cone, very attractive, very neat, like the funrfeh dornado. Then, when they were all in
motion, | pushed them with my mind out onto thestr

Bite me, Wonderland.

“Why couldn’t you?” | heard Mim saying. She haddtwoices, I'd learned: The
throaty, sexy blonde voice she used with my fa#tmel her Wonderland voice, the sound
of corporate fingernails against a blackboard.dswiemanding. It was confrontational.
And it carried.

It was the Wonderland voice | was hearing nowpérted the door a crack.

“You had every chance to explain things on the@la

“Keep it down, please. She’s asleep.”

“You've been protecting her far too long, Harrison

“She doesn’t have to know everything.”

“Is it better that she find out from the othercsnts?”

“It was a long time ago, Madison. My guess ispne will even remember.”



“Not remember? It was all over the national nelAat the past ten years,
Wonderland has been paying through the nose fomtbaan’s insanity, and that girl—"

“Her name is Katherine.”

“Then Katheriné—she spat out my name as if it were an insectldtflown
into her mouth—*had better be prepared with a balie story.”

“You meanyour story,” Dad put in sharply. “The story your staffote to make
Wonderland seem like a superhero fighting agaimraonically possessed woman.”

My breath caught. Who were they talking about?

“It's for her own good, Harrison. If she appeansest and humble, everything
will go easily. With that angelic face, she canrgair off. It can work, a win-win situation
all around. We’'re saying yes, her mother may haenlkcriminally insane—"

What?

“But things are different now, thanks to—"

“Wonderland,” Dad said cynically.

“Thanks to the forgiving community of WhitfieldMim finished. “And
Wonderland.” She giggled.

| pushed. Their door slammed open.

“What was that?” Mim asked.

Dad appeared in the doorway down the hall, weaisik robe. “What are you
doing awake?” he asked, annoyed.

“Criminally insane? Demonically possessed?”

He stared at me for a moment, looking scaredstt fand then defeated. Without

answering me, he closed the door.



We never discussed it again. Dad started teadti@plumbia, Mim worked
sixteen hours a day, and | stayed in “Kay-Kay'simo Three weeks later, a taxi picked

me up and took me to LaGuardia Airport.

That was how easy it was for Mim to take my daxhfrme.

Slowly I sat up and keyed in his cell phone numibée phone rang for a long
time before his voicemail message came on.

This is Dr. Harrison Jessevar. Please leave younaand number and the
reason for your call.

“Hi, Dad,” | said. “I got here safely.” | hesitatelhere must have been something
else to say. There must have been, but | couldpité out what it was. “Bye,” |
whispered.

Mim took him, but | guess he hadn’t been hangingery tight to begin with.



Chapter Four

Cakes & Ale

The first thing | saw when | woke up the next maghwas a pair of cardinals
perched on my window sill. Behind them, the watetloe lake looked pink in the dawn
light. Even my memories of yesterday’s debaclénagchool library had receded
somewhat after a decent night’s sleep in a plageraghan Madam Mim’s home office.

| walked through the fog, which was thicker thehad been the day before, to a
little building that looked as if the Seven Dwarveght have lived there, with sloping,
rounded eaves, stucco walls, and windows with heatslof little square panes separated
by black leading. Over the Romanesque door wagraisirounded scriptdattie’s
Kitchen.

Inside, it was everything Miss P said it would tlearming without the self-
conscious cuteness of places with names like Ye ®ltbbe. The wooden chairs were
big and sturdy and comfortable, four to a tables Windows looked out on every side
except for the one facing the street so that,thieeschool, it gave the sense that the place
was in the country, and not in a town at all.

| was seated at a table against a wall with tvx@iostudents, a girl named Verity
Lloyd who wore striped tights and a beret, and yawibh white-blond hair that looked as
if it had been electrified.

“Cheswick,” he said, formally extending his haondte.

“Uh . .. is that your first name?” | asked.

He nodded crisply. “Cheswick Fortescu.”



That figures, | thought. | wasn’t going to bririgup with these two, but from what
I'd seen, the student body at Ainsworth seemecetditided into two distinct groups.

There were the typical boarding school type# kicls with cool clothes and
names like Muffy. But the second group was totdifferent, not just different from the
Muffies, but different from any kids I'd ever met.

They were definitely geeky, but not public schgeéky. For one thing, there was
a lot of them, at least half of the student bodgsiMwvere local. Some stayed at the school
even though their families lived right in town.

But there weren’t a million varieties of geek<lithere had been at Las Palmas
where the halls teemed with Emo kids wearing bk makeup and tight pants, techno
geeksAvatardorks, audiophiles, the Anime freaks, Goths, #reaérds, and the kids
who wrote poetry and listened to groups like Cagiind Starsailor, the types | called
the QMSes, or Quivering Masses of Sensitivity.

None of these would describe the geek factioniasworth. They were, rather,
confidentgeeks, if there is such a thing, kids who dressedtly how they felt and were
proud of it, who didn’t hate school, or their pasgror even the village they lived in.
These were hard-core townies, unapologetic aneédinitribe of geeks.

Not that | was part of that tribe. So far, no exeept Miss P and Cheswick
Fortescu had even said hello to me.

“Have you ever been here before?” Verity asked me.

“No.” I looked around. At the table next to ussauple in their twenties was
arguing. They were so truly pissed at each otredritbould almost see sparks flying out

of their mouths. “Did anyone get a menu?”



Cheswick laughed, his dandelion-puff hair bounciidpbody gets a menu here,”
he said. “You just get what you need.”

“And you never know what that's going to be,” caasndeep woman'’s voice from
behind my shoulder.

With a gasp, | turned around to see a beautifddieiaged black woman standing
over me. She was very tall, with gorgeous silvezadted hair that looked as if it had
never been cut. Pushed back behind her ears, gtinudreadlocks to below her waist,
interrupted only by a pair of big gold hoop eareng

“Well, looky here,” she said, grinning at me. “Amsworth.”

Again. WTF.

“Actually—"

“And a beauty, too!” Her eyes widened. “Could ymalittle Serenity, all grown
up?”

| felt myself melting with embarrassment, whilekimg a mental note to
complain to Miss P for blabbing about studentsspeal details.

“How old are you, now?”

“I'm sixteen,” | said. “And my name’s Katy. Katedsevar.”

“Katy Jessevar,” she repeated slowly. Then shstlnito peals of loud laughter.
“Trying to be someone else,” she said. “Why? Dgot like who you are?”

| didn’t know what to say. | wished the sky wowlden up and hurl me into

another dimension.



“Don’t be afraid,” she said, touching my cheekrHands were rough and bony
and warm. “You don’t even know who you are yet, bdd. Your eyes tell me
everything.”

| smiled wanly. She laughed again. So did therstaemy table.

The woman chatted with the two of them for a whidore moving on to the
other new students, but when she passed by ondwetonhe kitchen, she gave me a big
wink.

“That’s Hattie,” Cheswick said.

“l figured.” | folded my hands so that no one wabgke how they were shaking.

“It's always a little scary the first time you nideer,” Verity said kindly. “My
parents said | cried.”

“Yeah, | can see that as a possibility,” | conakde

“Hey, over there.” Cheswick was gesturing with ¢ign toward another table,
where an old man was sitting alone eating soupb#sulits.

“What is it?” Verity whispered.

“Look what just came in the door.”

It was a dog, a spotted little fellow with a jaymtalk and a big canine grin. It
made its way directly to the old man and sat doext to him.

The old gent took a while to notice the dog, bbew he did, his wizened face
broke into a broad, toothless smile. “And who migbti be, sir?” he asked in the too-
loud way of people who are hard of hearing.

“Woof!” the dog barked in answer, jumping up ottte chair opposite. The man

howled with delight. At that moment, a server ptheebowl of kibble in front of the dog,



who gobbled it up with gusto. It was a very weiighs, the old man and the dog sitting
across the table from each other like old friendyipg cards.

“He got what he needed,” Cheswick said.

“They both did,” Verity added.

“Are dogs allowed in here?” | asked, knowing imskg how lame | sounded.

They laughed. “Everything’s allowed here,” Chedwichispered conspiratorially.

The fighting couple was served cake. Within misutesy were eating off each
other’s forks and playing footsie under the table.

“Everyone gets what they want?” | asked.

“What theyneed Verity corrected, accepting a platter of tofunfrthe waitress
with a sigh. “I just wish I liked tofu.”

Cheswick hit the jackpot with a cheeseburger aied.fl was eyeing it longingly
when my meal came—a tuna fish sandwich.

“Isn’t it fabulous?” Verity asked, scarfing doweittofu. “Mine is.”

“It's okay.” | mean, tuna’s tuna. It's not liketirned into the nectar of the gods
or anything.

| was trying not to drool as Cheswick inhaled ¢heeseburger when my foot
came across something on the floor. It was a baditank book filled with handwriting.
| looked at the first pag@eter Shawit read #412.

“Do you know this person?” | asked.

“Sure,” Verity said between mouthfuls. “He’s orfeus.”

“Would you take this to him?”

“Just give it to Hattie,” she said.



Since I'd finished my sandwich—it was disappoigtinsmall, with the crusts cut
off—I excused myself and took the book into thetkén, where a staggering number of
different platters lined every surface. Hattie \magering over them all, adding a radish
here, a Florentine cookie there. In the backgrolmd] reggae music made it seem as if
the dishes were all dancing along, moving of tbein accord.

“Um, ma’am,” | mumbled, way too low for her to lmeae.

“Yes!” she answered, whirling around to face nh,“the girl with the false
name,” she said. “You were not happy with your meéedn?”

“No,” | said. “I mean, yes. It was fine. | likerta.”

She laughed. “Good. Do you think you could makehsaisandwich yourself?”

| blinked. It was a strange question. “I guess bsaid. “l used to cook for my

dad. | can make a few things.”

“Good, good.”
“Er...” | held out the book to her. “This wasder my table. It says it belongs to
Peter Shaw.”

“Ah, Peter, yes. You can take it to him.”

| hesitated.

“He’s in room 412.”

“Yes, | saw that—"

“Fine. I'll speak to Miss P about you. Come baokrs” She blew me a kiss.

| stumbled out, not sure exactly what had tramspierity and Cheswick were
waiting by the door for me. “She told me to givéoithis guy Peter,” | said. “So if you're

going to see him .. .” | held the book aloft, happbne of them would take it from me.



“She toldyouto give it to him,” Verity said.

“All right, all right.” Jeez, | thought, what skiters. | was still resentful over the
cheeseburger.

| left the two of them at the gym—they were bathmers—promising them I'd
see them at dinner, then began the long trek tom b2, which naturally was at the very
end of the last hall on the fourth floor of the hdistant wing of the school. No wonder
Verity and Cheswick had refused to help. | hopegiP&haw, whoever he was, would
appreciate the effort | was making to return higpst notebook.

| knocked. As soon as the door cracked open, Wwkaractly who would be there:
Of course, with my luck, aourseit would be . . . and it was . . . the nasty baynf the
library.

That's great, | thought as his scowling face cam view. Just great.

“l found this at Hattie’s Kitchen,” | said, holdyrout the book. “She told me—"

“Thank you,” he said coldly. He took the book frone and then, in the same
motion, pushed the door so that it would close ynfate.

“Hey,” | said, pushing it open again. “What thdllsegoing on with you?” |
asked, full of righteous indignation.

“I don’t know what you're talking about,” he said.

“No?” | coughed slightly, hoping to produce a fawlecules of saliva. “Well,
maybe we can start with that name you and your iesddep calling me.”

He took a step backward, looking as if he werallpsurprised. “What,
Ainsworth?”

“That’s it. Look, whoever you think | am—"



“I knowwho you are, all right?” he bristled. “Even if ypretend you don't.”

“I'm not pretending anything. And I've never medwyin my life.”

He frowned. Two spots of pink appeared on his taageath the smoky gray of
his eyes. “Whatever,” he said. “Are we done here?”

We weren't, but | felt the corners of my lips geiiing, and | didn’t trust my
voice. It was just sanfair. | hadn’t done anything except exist.

“I'll take that as a yes,” he said. “Now, if yobdxcuse me, Mis3essevarl’ll say
goodbye. Have a nice day.” He closed the door.

“You, too, jerkface,” | muttered.



