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Chapter 1

I skitter around the bedroom I share with my sister 

Calla, tucking my nightshirt beneath my pillow, pick-

ing up the stuffed animals that fell off my bed in the 

night.

There. My side of the room: neat as a boat galley. 

Calla’s side: hurricane aftermath.

“The world won’t come to an end if you leave 

your bed unmade for one day, Peyton,” my oldest sis-

ter, Bronwyn, reassures me as she fl oats back to her 

own bedroom. She’s sweet in the morning, like the 

maple syrup in her tea.

Bronwyn’s probably right. And if I don’t hurry, 

I’m going to miss my chance to say goodbye to my best 

friend before she leaves for the summer. But one of the 

gazillion quotes I have pinned on the wall behind my 

bed reads Tidy Room, Tidy Mind, and it’s so true. My 

ten-minute pickup makes me feel as if I’m solidly on 

the path to creating a better me.
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I grab the going-away card I made for Mari, my 

water bottle (Motivate, Hydrate, Feel Great), and 

my charged phone. “Heading out,” I call to my sis-

ters, who are not technically babysitting but are “in 

charge.”

“When will you be back?” Calla asks from the 

corner of the living room. She’s plucking out a new 

song  —  “Prickly Thorn, but Sweetly Worn”—  on her 

mandolin.

“I don’t know,” I say, pushing my glasses farther 

up my nose. “Soon-ish.”

She either doesn’t hear me or doesn’t really care. 

It irks me that she even gets to ask. I don’t mind if 

Bronwyn is in charge — she’s sixteen. But Calla is thir-

teen and only eleven months older than I am.

Then I hear an Eleanor Roosevelt quote in my 

head: “You can often change your circumstances by 

changing your attitude.”

I make an attempt. “Bye, Calla!” I say as cheerily 

as I can.

Outside, I clip on my bike helmet, tighten the strap, 

and take off. Early morning is one of my favorite times 

of day to ride. The country road that winds around 

Mussel Cove (our tiny town in midcoast Maine) is 

extremely narrow and has no bike lane. It’s also fi lled 

with potholes. But at this hour, the early workers (or 
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“the salt,” as Mom calls them) — lobstermen, bakers, 

housekeepers, and news reporters (or should I say 

news reporter? Mom is the only one in town, and she 

gets up early to dig for stories at Day’s Donuts) — have 

left, and the late workers (“the pepper”) — bartend-

ers, musicians, and chefs — are still snoozing. Which 

means I can ride closer to the middle of the road, 

where the pavement is less cracked, swerving around 

dips and roadkill as needed.

High tide, I notice as I catch my fi rst glimpse of 

the sun-speckled harbor between the trees. Seagulls are 

screeching in the distance, which probably means that 

a fi shing boat just returned. Maybe it’s Mari’s father’s 

boat. Maybe he went out extra early to get back in 

time to take Mari to her aunt’s house in Gloucester.

Gloucester. At fi rst, I was furious with Mari for 

her last-minute decision to spend the summer help-

ing her aunt (who admittedly just had the cutest baby 

ever) by looking after her toddler cousins. We had 

planned our perfect summer — a plan that felt like a 

promise. This was going to be our summer of work-

ing at the Anchorage Hotel (folding towels, setting 

up beach chairs, fi lling water pitchers), designing our 

seventh-grade wardrobe, and fi nding our fi rst sum-

mer boyfriends! I’d even talked Mari into creating 

a boyfriend list — the top ten musts for the perfect 

guy — just like mine.
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I stand on my bike pedals and pump faster.

Friends should be loyal.

Friends should stick to their plans.

Friends should not break promises. 

But then I think of the quote I framed in dried 

fl owers before hanging it above my bed — “The only 

way to have a friend is to be one” — and I know in my 

heart that Mari needs to help her family.

We’ll just have to share plans and encouragement 

by phone. “When life gives you lemons — ”

Ack! I nearly run over a pair of sunglasses. I 

quickly pull to the left and — 

Omigod! What the — ?

There’s a pile of clothes in the road. I swerve 

again and barely avoid it, but my tires hit the gravel, 

and my bike spins out from under me. As it falls, I 

try to leap out of the way, but the bike lands on my 

ankle, and the pedal gouges me. Ouch! I hop in cir-

cles. My ankle stings outrageously where my skin has 

been scraped off.

What kind of jerk leaves clothes in the middle 

of the road, where cars — or bikes — might have to 

swerve dangerously to avoid hitting them?

I pull my bike off to the side and decide to do 

the same with the pile so it doesn’t cause an accident. 

Make that another accident, I think as I hobble over.
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I grab the sunglasses and pop them in my pocket. 

Then I approach the rest of the debris.

I can see what looks like a windbreaker.

Not just a windbreaker.

A hand!

Omigod! A hand!

This isn’t a pile of clothes. It’s a person!

I scream and race back to my bike. Practically 

choking, I pull up on the handlebars, wanting to get 

as far from this spot as possible, but — 

I drop my bike again.

Buck up, I tell myself. You are braver than you 

think, I tell myself. I pull out my phone and dial 911, 

then take a deep breath and go back to the body.

It’s a boy, I see now, around my age. He’s curled 

up as if he’s sleeping, one arm covering part of his 

face. There’s blood on his head, but I don’t see any on 

the road. I stare at his back, hoping to see it rise and 

fall with his breathing. Please be alive, please be alive, 

please be alive!

As my phone rings, I crouch. “Can you hear me?” 

I say softly, suddenly afraid of startling him.

He doesn’t respond.

“Nine-one-one. What’s your emergency?” says a  

woman

My voice catches. “There’s a boy in the middle of 
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the road. I think he might have been hit by a car. He’s 

not moving. I don’t know if he’s — ”

“What’s your name and location?” She sounds 

calm and helpful.

“Peyton Campbell. I’m in Mussel Cove, on Wind-

ing Lane.” I look around for a landmark and see a 

mailbox. “Near 118 Winding Lane.”

“Hi, Peyton, honey. This is Mrs. Dwyer. Do you 

know the boy?”

My fi rst-grade teacher! I didn’t know she was a 

911 dispatcher now. “No,” I squeak. “No — at least, I 

don’t think so. He’s curled up on his side, and his arm 

is covering most of his face. I don’t want to move him 

in case — ”

“That’s right, Peyton. You don’t want to move him. 

I’ve got help coming. How old would you say he is?”

I glance down again. “Twelve or thirteen?”

I squat down again and touch his hand.

His fi ngers twitch.

Omigod! He’s alive! 

“He’s alive!” I shout into the phone.

“Is he conscious?” Mrs. Dwyer asks.

“Can you hear me?” I say to the boy, louder this time.

No response.

I stare at the hand that moved, which — and I 

know this is incredibly strange to say — is nearly 
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perfect in shape. His fi ngernails are square, and he 

has a scratch on his thumb.

I reach out and gently take his hand, and I swear 

on my life I feel movement. “I’m here,” I say. “I’m not 

going to leave you. I promise. Just hang on.”

That’s when I hear a vehicle coming from the 

direction of my house. What if the driver doesn’t see 

us in time?

I jump up, wave my arms, and scream, “STOP!”

The driver sees us just as she comes barreling over 

a small knoll and veers off the road, nearly hitting a 

tree.

It’s Cecelia Hobbs, my neighbor, in her red pickup. 

She gets out and starts to approach us, but then, real-

izing, I suppose, that someone else could do exactly 

what she nearly did — run over this boy again — she 

gets back in her truck and parks it across the road so 

no vehicles can pass.

I remember Mrs. Dwyer. “Hello?” She’s still on 

the line. “Mrs. Hobbs is here,” I tell her.

“Okay, honey,” Mrs. Dwyer says. “I’m going to 

hang up now. Tell Cecelia that an ambulance is on the 

way and that she should leave the boy exactly where 

he is.”

The ambulance and a police car arrive just as I 

fi nish telling Cecelia what happened.
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“He moved!” I tell the EMTs as they lift him into 

the ambulance on a stretcher. “He moved!”

A police offi cer asks me to join her on the side of 

the road. Cecelia follows. I tell the story one more 

time while the offi cer takes notes. Then she tells 

me that she is going to check me for shock, which I 

think is silly, since I’m obviously in shock. I found an 

unconscious boy in the middle of the road.

She looks at my hands and touches my forehead. 

“Are you sweating? Cold?”

I shake my head.

Then she takes a look at my ankle. “It’s a nasty 

cut, but no swelling — and you can stand on it. It will 

heal on its own. Where do you live? Is anyone there?”

I point in the direction of my house and tell the 

offi cer that my older sisters are home.

“I’ll get her there,” says Cecelia. “We’re neigh-

bors.”

The sirens begin to whine, and we step farther off 

the road as the ambulance turns and takes off in the 

direction of the hospital.

Cecelia retrieves my bike and lifts it into the back 

of her truck. (She doesn’t seem to care that she’s still 

blocking cars in both directions.) I hoist myself up 

into the passenger seat.

“I wonder who he is,” I say as she starts the engine.

“Gray Olsen,” Cecelia says.
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I stare at her. How does she know that?

“I heard an EMT read it off his student ID. Prob-

ably a camper from Brentwood.” Brentwood is a sum-

mer camp situated in the woods at the end of our road.

I wrap my arms around myself. “I wonder who 

hit him. And why he was walking into town so 

early — and alone.”

“Let’s hope he’s able to tell us.”

“You don’t think he’ll wake — that he’ll live?” My 

heart hurts the way it does when I hear a gunshot 

and know that in all likelihood, a deer has fallen. Or 

the way it did when Mom told us that Grandpa had 

died. It’s an intense feeling of sadness mixed with 

something deeper — the knowledge that in seconds, a 

breathing, spirited life can disappear forever.

“I don’t know,” she says. “But you certainly did 

your part, Peyton. You gave him a chance.”



Chapter 2

“What happened to your ankle?” Bronwyn asks as I 

limp into the kitchen.

Calla holds her butter knife in midair. “Yikes! Are 

you okay?”

I burst into tears. Moments ago, I felt so grown 

up and capable — calling 911, telling the EMTs and 

then the police offi cer what happened — but suddenly 

I’m the little sister who can hardly say a word through 

my sobs.

Bronwyn leads me to the couch, and Calla fol-

lows. They sit down on either side of me, and Bron-

wyn says, just like people do in movies, “Take a deep 

breath and start from the beginning.”

And I do. I tell them about the windbreaker, the 

boy’s — Gray’s — bloody body, the movement of his 

hand. How if I hadn’t been standing there, Cecelia 

would have run over him again. I even show them the 

sunglasses.

“How long do you think he’d been there?” Calla 

asks.
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“The EMTs think it happened about half an hour 

before I got there, so around seven.” I think of him 

lying there alone. Did he see the car coming at him? 

Was he conscious for a time? Did he wonder if he 

would die?

“Mom must have just missed him,” Calla says.

Bronwyn agrees. “It’s lucky that no other cars 

came along.”

“Or if they did, they veered around him, thinking 

he was a pile of clothes, like I did.”

My sisters nod. Their attention feels like a cozy 

blanket.

“Do they think he’ll live?” Calla asks.

“I don’t know,” I say. “The police offi cer — ”

“Offi cer Means?” Bronwyn interrupts. That’s the 

offi cer on duty at her high school.

“No, it was a woman.”

“Offi cer Dorian,” says Calla. “Mom wrote about 

her last year.”

I think for a moment, but I can’t recall the article. 

I feel a familiar pang of guilt for not reading every-

thing Mom writes and vow to try harder. “Anyway, 

Offi cer Dorian didn’t say one way or the other.”

“Mom will have all the details when she comes 

home,” Calla says, and starts to get up.

My mind races to recall more of the specifi cs, as 

a way to keep the three of us huddled on this couch 
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for just a moment or two longer. But then my phone 

rings, and Mom’s face appears on the screen.

“Are you all right?” she asks.

“Did they say my name on the police scanner?” I 

ask. Whereas most mothers are glued to their phones, 

mine is glued to a police scanner that’s on 24/7. She 

listens for any newsworthy event and tries to place 

herself and her camera at the scene. I get up from the 

couch and immediately recall how sore my ankle is.

“No. Offi cer Dorian called me.”

“The offi cer you did a story on last year,” I say, 

easing off my sneakers and trying to walk the pain out.

“Why, yes! She called me — what a horrible thing! 

You must be pretty shaken up. I’m on my way home 

now.”

“Is Gray conscious? Will he be okay?”

“The hospital told me” — which really means the 

nurses who are my mother’s sources told her — “that 

he’s in a coma. He’s breathing on his own, which is 

a good sign, but there’s no telling when — or if — he’ll 

wake up.”

My chest gets that gunshot-in-the-woods feel-

ing again, and I push aside the if. He will wake up. I 

know it.

Mom fi lls me in on what else she knows — he is, in 

fact, a camper from Brentwood, and his family lives 

in Connecticut and are on their way — and by the time 
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she hangs up, she’s in the driveway. That’s how small 

Mussel Cove is.

It doesn’t take long for Mom to decide that I’m fi ne 

(though my ankle will probably bruise) and get back 

to trying to reach the director of Brentwood Camp so 

she can determine why Gray Olsen was walking along 

our road in the early hours of the morning. Bronwyn 

says that Mom’s bursts of sympathy are similar to her 

photography. For a brief moment, she’s got you in her 

lens. You smile, and then click! She’s off.

It’s only then that I realize Mari has texted me 

no fewer than fi ve times. She is angry with me for 

not saying goodbye, of course, but wait till she hears 

why! I sit cross-legged on my bed and, in between 

apologies, retell the story one more time over text.

“Look him up on Instagram!” she texts, and I do.

His account is private, but sure enough, there’s 

a picture. I adjust my glasses and lean in. He’s got 

blond wavy hair about three shades lighter than mine, 

a smallish nose, and a sweet smile.

Mari: Cute!!! Could be your summer boyfriend

Me: OMG Mari! Don’t be shallow.

Mari: � You rescued him! He could be your

DESTINY

Me: ��‼

Here’s one thing you can say about my best friend: 

she loves drama. When Bronwyn was in Romeo and 
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Juliet this past spring, Mari insisted that we attend Juliet this past spring, Mari insisted that we attend 

every single performance, even the matinees. And I 

guess I liked the romance, too, ’cause I gave up my 

weekend with Dad and Grana on the farm to see it 

over and over.

I slide off my bed and open the top drawer of my 

desk, where I keep my precious artifacts. The pro-

gram from Romeo and Juliet is on top. The names Romeo and Juliet is on top. The names 

of the star-crossed lovers — I just love that expres-

sion — are in bold:

ROMEO: FINN WIGGINS

JULIET: BRONWYN CAMPBELL

Finn and Bronwyn had been dating since the Mus-

sel Cove Festival, and everyone said they were perfect 

for the parts. And they were — right down to the part 

about being star-crossed.

Inside the program is my boyfriend list. I wrote it 

right after Finn broke up with Bronwyn. She spent days 

and days crying in her room. On the rare occasion that 

she emerged to eat a meal or to share her concerns with 

Mom (“endless relationship analysis,” Calla called it), 

I looked for the right time to remind Bronwyn that she 

often criticized Finn — he was a big fl irt, he never lis-

tened to her, and his sense of humor was cruel — and 

that she might be better off without him. In fact, why 

wasn’t she the one to break up with him?
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Once, when Bronwyn was cutting her cherry toma-

toes into quarters and nibbling on one quarter at a time, 

she said forlornly, “Finn loves summer tomatoes.”

“I thought you said Finn hates vegetables,” I 

reminded her. “That if it doesn’t swim, run, or fl y, he 

doesn’t eat it.”

“Tomatoes are fruits, not vegetables,” Calla said.

“I know that,” I said. “Everyone knows that. But 

they don’t swim, run, or fl y, do they? And Bronwyn 

doesn’t eat anything that moves under its own power, 

so why would she want to be with someone who is so 

different from her?”

Bronwyn choked on her almond milk. “That’s 

what he said.” Tears rolled down her face again. (Or 

maybe they had never really stopped.)

Mom shot me a you’re not helping look.you’re not helping

But I was trying. And I didn’t get it. Why do peo-

ple like Mom and Dad and Bronwyn choose to be 

with someone who thought and acted so differently 

from them? Wouldn’t my sister be far better off with 

someone who ignored other girls, listened attentively, 

told jokes that were actually funny, and didn’t eat 

meat? Kids from four towns go to Mussel Cove High 

School. How hard could it be to fi nd that boyfriend?that

I tried again: “You should — ”

Mom’s dagger stare made me stop midsentence.
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Fine. I got up from the table, put my plate in the 

dishwasher, and headed to my room. It was Bron-

wyn’s life. Let her be miserable. But I was defi nitely 

not going to fi nd myself in the same unhappy place. 

So I pulled out a sheet of the stationery Grana had 

given me and wrote my own boyfriend list. It’s both 

a wish list and a compass — something to prevent me 

from going in the wrong direction.

The fi rst fi ve items were easy to come up with — I 

wrote those down right away. The others came to me 

over the next few days as I listened to Bronwyn. It’s a 

good list, and even though I’ve long since memorized 

it, I still pull it from the program once in a while to 

give it a read.

My  Perfect Boyfriend Must:

1. Be cute.

2. Have good hygiene.

(If you knew the boys in my sixth-grade class, 

you’d know why I included this.)

3. Be smart, but not have to prove it (unlike Calla).

4. Be kind to people and animals.

5. Talk (but not flirt) with my best friend.

6. Be a good listener and take me 

seriously.
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7. Not be sneaky.

8. Like to hold hands.

9. Take funny pictures together.

10. Give me surprises.

I glance down at my list. Gray checks off box number 

one, I think. And then I quickly catch myself.

He is a boy who’s been in a terrible accident. He 

could die! This time, the knowledge nearly knocks me 

over like a wave. My legs go weak. What kind of per-

son forgets something like that, even for a moment?

A terrible person, that’s who.

I study my wall, looking for a particular quote.

Hope begins in the dark, the stubborn 

hope that if you just show up and try to 

do the right thing, the dawn will come. 

You wait and watch and work: you don’t 

give up.

         — Anne Lamott

I did the right thing by not leaving him, I remind 

myself — just like I promised. And now, I can’t leave 

him out of my serious thoughts.

Mom pops her head into my room. “I’m heading 

to the hospital. Want to tag along?”

What? I can’t believe she invited me at the exact 
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moment I was thinking about keeping my promise to 

Gray. I fold up the list and place it in my backpack 

along with Gray’s sunglasses, and then I text Mari.

Me: Going to meet my destiny. 

Will fi ll you in later!
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I’m actually shocked that my mother invited me to 

accompany her to the hospital. She never lets me tag 

along when she’s doing her job. Maybe she thinks she 

needs to keep an eye on me. Whatever the reason, 

I slip on my fl ip-fl ops and jump into the front seat 

of our “on its last tires” Honda Civic before she can 

change her mind.

“Did you call your father?” she asks. My parents 

have been “amicably divorced” for two years, and they 

don’t like us to keep the other in the dark about things.

Calla says “amicably divorced” just means they don’t 

bother fi ghting anymore. The weird thing is, I don’t 

remember them ever fi ghting. “That’s because you’re 

the youngest,” Bronwyn told me. “They stopped when 

you were little, long before the divorce.”

“Yeah,” Calla added. “Dad let Grana do all the 

arguing for him.”

I’ve often wondered if that’s true. Mom and Grana 

did argue a lot before the divorce, and they still can’t be 
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in the same room without getting on each other’s nerves.

“Not yet,” I tell Mom, and pull out my phone. “I 

fi gured he’d be in the gardens.” But the truth is that 

Mari’s texts distracted me. 

My call goes right to voicemail. I start to tell my 

dad what happened, but there’s too much. “Call me, 

and I’ll tell you the rest,” I say, and then I tuck my 

phone back into my pocket.

“How about Grana?” Mom asks, not so much 

suggesting as wondering.

I shake my head. “I’ll let Dad tell her.”

A little smile tugs at her lips. She probably thinks 

I’m just like her — avoiding my grandmother’s judgi-

ness. But the truth is, for all our parents’ rules about 

keeping everyone up to speed, Mom’s happier when 

things stay between us for a little while.

You get to be an expert on things like this when 

your parents are divorced.

“So, are you okay?” Mom asks me as we turn onto 

the road through town. “You’ve been through a lot.”

Her question brings me right back to the memory 

of fi nding Gray. I can’t believe we’re on our way to 

the hospital. That I might see him again.

I nod and sit up taller.

“What about the reporters’ code of ethics?” I ask. 

Mom has told us many times that reporters, especially 

local reporters, must work hard to respect the privacy 
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and dignity of those going through hard times. “Isn’t 

showing up at the hospital an invasion of privacy?”

“This isn’t just a story about an injured boy,” 

Mom points out. “There was a hit-and-run.”

“That’s illegal, right?” I ask, gripping my seat belt.

“Precisely. Which makes this a criminal case, and 

one I have a responsibility to cover. My reporting 

could help the police fi nd the person who did this hei-

nous thing.”

I do wonder who could hit a boy and leave him 

in the street to die. “If Gray’s awake” — please be 

awake — “will you try to talk to him?”

“No. That would be crossing a line. But . . .” She 

leans toward me to share her plan: “Offi cer Dorian 

tells me that this case is now being handled by the 

state, and I’m fi guring the state offi cer — who does 

have the right to talk to Gray and his family — will 

probably start at the hospital.”

I feel the glow of being my mother’s confi dant. 

“Yeah, but will the offi cer talk to you?” People refusing 

to talk to reporters unless they’re from big newspa-

pers is one of my mother’s most frequent complaints. 

I can’t tell you how many times I’ve heard her say, 

“Everyone thinks our little newspaper is for gossip 

and advertisements, but how can I change that if they 

won’t give me a scoop?”

“I think the offi cer will talk to me,” she says. 
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“Especially when they learn that my daughter was the 

one who found the boy.”

So that’s why I’m coming along! Mom must really 

want to crack this case if she’s combining work with 

family.

Midcoast Hospital is on the other side of Mussel 

Cove, nearer to where Dad and Grana live. It’s a 

small hospital that Mom writes about often. She says 

that the hospital needs all the good publicity it can get 

to stay open.

Not only do lots of folks count on it for emer-

gency care, but it employs more workers than any 

other business in this part of Maine. I know because 

Mari’s stepmother works at the hospital as a medical 

technician.

My pediatrician’s offi ce is at Midcoast, so I’ve 

been there lots of times. (Mom insists we go to the 

doctor once a year, while Dad’s more of a you-go-

to-the-doctor-when-you’re-sick kind of person. I’m 

fi rmly on Mom’s side on this one: an ounce of preven-

tion is worth a pound of cure, as they say.)

Mom parks in the shade behind the hospital, and 

we walk around to the front entrance. There’s a large 

sign in the main hall that directs you to the right fl oor, 

but no one bothers to read it, because there’s always 

a volunteer sitting at a desk directly beneath the sign 

who’s happy to give directions.
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“Ahmed!” my mother calls out to the man 

behind the desk. Ahmed used to be our babysitter 

before Bronwyn got old enough. “You’re back at it!”

Ahmed lifts his head from a book and smiles 

widely at both of us. “Studying? Yup. Back in school. 

Dug enough bloodworms to get me another semester 

or two.” Ahmed was only fourteen when he started 

watching us, but he’s nearly nineteen now and just 

fi nished his fi rst semester at UMaine. He turns to me. 

“How are you doing, little one?” That was the very 

fi rst thing he asked me when we met, back when I 

was seven.

“Not so little,” I say. That was the very fi rst 

answer I gave him, and it applies more every year.

“And you’re volunteering at the hospital again!” 

Mom continues.

“Thanks to you. This is my favorite place to study.”

Dad calls Mom “the fi xer” because she loves to 

solve problems. When Ahmed complained that he 

couldn’t study in his crowded apartment and that our 

three-days-a-week library didn’t have decent hours, 

Mom suggested this desk. “It’s perfect!” she told him. 

“Once or twice an hour, someone will wander in with 

a question — usually they just need directions — and 

then you can get right back to studying.”

“So, what can I do for you?” Ahmed asks us now.

Mom leans in. “Is Gray Olsen, the boy who was 
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the victim of the hit-and-run, still here?” she asks.

Still here as in still alive? Or still at Midcoast? 

When Grandpa had his heart attack, they moved him 

to Boston (where he died, though I quickly push that 

thought aside).

“I think he’s still here,” Ahmed says. “But I’m 

afraid — ”

Just then, a frantic couple bursts through the 

front doors and rushes to the volunteer desk. Mom 

gently pulls me toward the front windows to give the 

couple a chance to talk to Ahmed privately, though 

their voices carry easily to where we’re standing, just 

a few feet away.

“Excuse me,” says the woman. She looks younger 

than Mom even though she has silvery white hair and 

is dressed very stylishly. “We’re looking for our son. 

We were told they’d taken him here?”

Mom steps forward. “Mr. and Mrs. Olsen?”

The couple spins to see who called their names.

“My name is Tally Walsh. I can take you to the 

ICU,” Mom says.

Mrs. Olsen takes a big breath and nods. “Thank 

you,” she says, and then she and her husband follow 

Mom to the elevators around the corner.

I hesitate. I’m dying to tell Ahmed that I was the 

one who called 911. But this is probably my best 
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chance at getting to see Gray, so I hustle to catch up 

with the others.

I get there just as the elevator door opens, but 

Mom motions for me to stay where I am. “My daugh-

ter was the one who called 911,” she says to the 

Olsens just as the doors shut.

I freeze in front of the bank of elevators, watch-

ing the number next to the doors rise to three. I can’t 

believe she’s telling them without me! It’s my story 

to tell, not hers. Besides, I want to talk with them, to 

fi nd out what they know about Gray’s condition and 

about the accident.

I shake my head and give myself a fi rm talking-to. 

Mom’s trying to help, to get to the bottom of things. 

To do that, she needs to ask questions. If I were with 

her, Mr. and Mrs. Olsen would want to question me.

I’d be a distraction.

Still.

I want to know what’s going on. I deserve to know 

how Gray’s doing, right? Mom said she may need me 

to help her talk to the police. Besides, I’m here to keep 

my promise to Gray.

Nothing is accomplished without action, I think. 

I press the elevator button and hop on.



Chapter 4

The elevator opens onto a waiting area with chairs 

and tables spaced apart for health safety. To the left is 

a large nurses’ station, and to the left of that is a hall, 

which I’m guessing leads to patients’ rooms.

Unlike the receptionists who sit outside my 

pediatrician’s offi ce and ask my mom if our address 

and insurance have remained the same, these nurses 

are bustling. They’re looking at screens, and wheeling 

bags of fl uid on poles, and passing clipboards to one 

another.

I don’t see Mom or the Olsens anywhere. I sup-

pose the Olsens are with their son. I wonder if Mom 

is with them.

“Hey, Peyton.” It’s one of the nurses behind the 

large desk, holding a bundle of fi les.

“Hi, Mr. Alvarez,” I say, glad I remember his 

name. He’s a friend of my dad’s. “I’m looking for my 

mom.”
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He nods knowingly. I hope he’s going to say that 

he’ll take me to her. Instead, he says, “I’m sure she 

won’t be too long. You can wait there.” He points to 

the waiting area with his chin. “There’s a TV.”

I turn around to see what’s on. It’s a true crime 

show. Normally it would interest me, but not now. 

I’m bummed. I want to be wherever my mother is, 

with Gray, learning more.

I take a seat and look around at the six or seven

other people in the waiting area, wondering why each 

of them is here. Who will get good news about a loved 

one today? Who will get bad news?

I hate that life can be so unpredictable.

An older woman who I think works at the IGA 

is looking up at the wall. I turn my head to follow 

her gaze. There’s a large painting of three dinghies 

connected by rope, with their refl ections in the water. 

Two of the dinghies face left, but one faces forward. 

The one facing forward is brighter, sharper than the 

others, though they’re all on the same plane. I wonder 

why the artist didn’t paint the other two as perfectly. 

It bothers me.

I look back at the woman, and she’s looking back 

at me. She gives me a little smile, as if she thinks I 

need comfort.

A man a few seats down runs his fi ngers through 

his hair, and I realize that I know him, too. He’s Mr. 
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Blake, the Brentwood camp director! I’m guessing 

from the look on his scruffy face that he’s still waiting 

to hear if Gray is going to come out of the coma.

It takes me a minute to muster my courage, but I 

hobble over, hoping he’ll notice my bad ankle, and sit 

next to him.

He looks up, and I can tell that he hoped I was 

an adult with news about Gray. I feel bad getting his 

hopes up. “I’m Peyton,” I tell him, “Tally Cam — I 

mean, Tally Walsh’s daughter.”

“Of course!” he says in that way that teachers 

and principals, and apparently camp directors, do 

when they want you to believe that they know exactly 

who you are even though they don’t. There’re just too 

many kids in their lives, probably.

“Do you know how Gray is doing?” I ask.

For a moment, he looks really startled, but then 

he seems to recall that my mom’s a reporter. But that’s 

not why I know about Gray, and for some reason, I 

want Mr. Blake to know that.

“I found him in the road,” I say, which sounds 

juvenile. I wish I’d said only the fi rst part: I found him.

“Oh, God. That must have been awful,” he says, 

taking off his glasses and rubbing his eyes.

His words make my eyes sting, reminding me once 

again that I’m not on a true crime show. Any moment 

now, we might learn that Gray has died. Mr. Blake 
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holds out the tissue box that’s on the table next to him.

I pull off my own glasses and squeeze the tissue 

against my eyelids.

We’re both quiet.

Our shared feelings make me braver. “Do you 

know what happened — why he was on the road so 

early?”

Mr. Blake sits up a little taller. “Those two boys 

and their competitions,” he says. “Three days ago, 

they challenged each other to see who could eat the 

most s’mores. They didn’t stop until they were both 

puking in the bushes.”

He seems to be happy to have someone to talk to. “Is 

that what they were doing this morning? Competing?”

“Yup,” he says. “One boy in a kayak. One boy 

running on the road. Both trying to beat the other to 

Day’s Donuts and back to camp. It’s a miracle that the 

kid who took the kayak is okay. He’d never been in a 

boat before this week.”

He looks up, realizes that others in the wait-

ing area are listening, and stops. Then he lowers his 

voice. “I probably shouldn’t have told you about the 

s’mores . . . or maybe even about this morning’s com-

petition. Do you think you can keep it between us?”

I nod, knowing he probably just remembered 

(again) who my mother is — it happens to me more 

than you’d think — and realized it’s probably a bad 
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thing for a camp director to admit that he doesn’t 

have control over his campers.

“Okay, then. See you around,” he says, and walks 

toward the elevators.

Then he comes back again.

“Scratch that, Peyton. I don’t want you to keep 

secrets. My bad. You can tell your mother, or I will. 

She’ll surely ask.”

“Thanks, Mr. Blake,” I say, and wish I could tell 

him that the accident isn’t his fault. (But truthfully? 

It probably is. I mean, partly, right?) “I hope Gray 

wakes up soon,” I say instead.

He gives me a small smile and leaves for good.

Still no Mom. I’m freezing in this air-conditioning. 

I rub my arms and then sit on my hands. Why didn’t 

I think to grab my sweatshirt? I should make a list 

of things to have with me at all times. As Benjamin 

Franklin once said, “By failing to prepare, you are 

preparing to fail.”

Scary music pounds in the background of the 

true crime show. Mr. Alvarez grabs the remote from 

a table and turns the volume off. Piano music streams 

into the room. I’m sure the music is intended to make 

us feel calm, but I fi nd it irritating.

I look down to see what color my ankle is now: 

purple, heading toward black. I take a picture and 

text Mari.
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Me: No news on Gray, but I saw his 

parents! 

Look at my ankle.

No immediate response.

I stick the phone back in my pocket and sigh 

loudly.

I’m getting really impatient. Where’s Mom?

I decide to fi nd her.

I wait until Mr. Alvarez disappears from the desk 

with the woman who was staring at the painting, then 

head down the hall like I know exactly where I’m 

going. The rooms have doors with glass windows, so 

I try to peek into each one without invading folks’ 

privacy too much.

Omigod.

I see him. It’s Gray Olsen, surrounded by machines.

I stand on the other side of the glass, staring. I 

talked to this boy, told him to hang on . . . and he did.

Mrs. Olsen is sitting beside him, staring off into 

the distance. I wonder where Mom is. I should prob-

ably keep looking for her, but I can’t move.

He is a magnet for me. A powerful magnet.

We are connected, Gray and I, by an invisible 

cord. Think about it. One boy, racing to town, is hit 

by a car. One girl, racing to say goodbye to her friend, 

nearly crashes into him and calls for help. Maybe 

saves his life.
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It could be chance, but it doesn’t feel like it. 

Mom’s always saying that everything happens for a 

reason, and maybe she’s right. Maybe, as Mari says, 

Gray and I are destined to be together.

Star-aligned rather than star-crossed.



Chapter 5

It might sound weird to say that a boy in a coma is 

beautiful, but that’s the only way I can describe Gray 

Olsen.

He has a bandage on his head and a bunch of 

wires and fl uid fl owing into his arm, but otherwise, 

he looks like he’s sleeping peacefully, having happy 

dreams. Someone has tucked a well-loved stuffed dog 

in beside him. I wonder if he had the dog at camp or 

if his mother brought it from home. Either way, it 

shows that he has a gentle heart.

I just want to hug him.

Suddenly Mrs. Olsen stands, turns, and sees me 

peering in.

I feel caught — naked, even. For a minute, I con-

sider racing in the other direction, but that would be 

absurd.

She comes into the hall, letting the door shut 

behind her. “Are you Peyton?” she asks.
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I nod. “Sorry,” I say. And I mean Sorry for being 

here. Sorry for spying. Sorry he’s hurt.

“Don’t be sorry.” She walks right up to me and 

gently places her hand on my shoulder. “Your mom 

told me what you did. I want to thank you. Without 

you, Gray might not be alive.” Her voice is softer and 

kinder than I expected from someone whose son was 

recently hit by a car and left to die.

“I wish I’d found him sooner,” I say. “If only I 

hadn’t dawdled, taken the time to make my bed — ”

She stops me. “You saved him. That’s all that 

matters.”

“How is he?” The question slips out before I have 

a chance to examine it, make sure it’s the right thing 

to say.

“The doctors don’t know,” Mrs. Olsen says, chok-

ing on her words. “He has several skull fractures. But 

sometimes children wake up after traumas like these. 

There’s so much that neurologists still don’t under-

stand.”

“He’ll wake up!” I say, even though I’m the last 

one who would know. But I believe it.

Mrs. Olsen doesn’t correct me. Her lips smile, but 

her eyes do not. “Could you do me a favor?” she asks.

“Sure,” I say. “Anything.”

“Would you keep an eye on Gray through the 

window? I promised my husband I’d return,” she 
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says. “He’s downstairs talking to the police and the 

camp director. I’m letting him express all my anger 

for me.”

I know there’s no way adults would keep tell-

ing me these things if everything were normal. It 

reminds me of when my parents were getting divorced. 

It seemed like no one could keep their thoughts 

inside — Grana least of all. Everything spilled over, 

like bathwater when the tap’s been left running.

“I don’t mind watching him,” I say.

“I know that the nurses are checking their moni-

tors, but I’m superstitious.” Tears well up in her eyes. 

“I’m afraid that if someone isn’t watching, he’ll slip 

away.”

I nod, so happy to have a job, to be needed, to 

help in some way. And to get to be near Gray again. 

“I won’t move until you come back,” I say.

Now she really smiles. “Thank you for under-

standing.”

I wait until she’s partway down the hall before I 

peer through the window again. It’s funny that Mrs. 

Olsen didn’t ask me to sit by Gray’s bed, but perhaps 

only family members are allowed in ICU rooms.

“Please wake up,” I say quietly.

A muffl ed cough startles me.

I turn. It’s not Mom. It’s not a nurse. It’s a kid 

about my age, maybe a little older, with hair that 
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hangs in his eyes. He has stopped, no doubt surprised 

to see me standing there, looking in Gray’s window.

Then he pivots as if he’s just taken a wrong turn 

and keeps walking nonchalantly back toward the 

waiting area.



Chapter 6

The kid was only standing there for a moment, but I 

could tell from his messy hair and his careless expres-

sion that he’s the type of kid who thinks life is just one 

big joke. I fi gure he must be the boy who raced Gray 

in the kayak. How could he look so unconcerned

when his friend is lying in a hospital bed in a coma?

I glance back at Gray, who looks the opposite of 

the boy in the hall. He looks like he wouldn’t harm a 

mosquito even if it was piercing his fl esh. I can’t help 

thinking of my boyfriend list tucked in my backpack. 

Number four: Be kind to people and animals. I have 

no doubt Gray meets this requirement, which makes 

this accident seem all the more unfair. Bad things 

shouldn’t happen to people like him.

I wonder what he’s dreaming.

Do people in comas dream? I start to take out my 

phone to look it up — and to update Mari — but then I 

decide to do it later. I don’t want to take my eyes off 

Gray.
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“There you are!” I turn to see Mom striding 

toward me. “I thought I told you to stay put.”

You didn’t really, I want to say. You just held up 

your hand. But then she turns toward Gray and softens.

“Such a tragedy,” she says, and wraps both her 

arms around me.

We’re both quiet for a moment. It’s scary to think 

that Gray could still die.

She sighs. “The state offi cer wants to talk to you.”

I’m about to tell her I can’t leave, that I’m on offi cial 

watch, when Mrs. Olsen returns with her arms wrapped 

around herself for warmth. She looks exhausted.

“Oh, here,” Mom says to Mrs. Olsen, opening 

her bag and pulling out her wrap. It’s made of the 

softest gray yarn and goes everywhere with her. The 

temperature constantly changes on the coast. Air con-

ditioners are often set too high, or the sea blows in 

a gust of cool air from the north. It can be eighty 

degrees in the morning and fi fty degrees by day’s end. 

Mom hands the wrap to Mrs. Olsen. 

Mrs. Olsen looks like she’s about to say no, thank 

you, but then you can tell she feels the softness. That 

wrap is like the warm sun peeking out from behind a 

cloud. She places it around her shoulders and relaxes 

for just a moment.

“I have to take Peyton down to talk to Offi cer Ku,” 

Mom says to Mrs. Olsen. “But keep the wrap. I’ll have 
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one of my daughters come back for it tomorrow.”

Not one of your daughters, I think. Me. I’m going 

to be the one to come back for the wrap tomorrow. It 

has to be me.

We get off on the second fl oor, a part of the hospi-

tal where I’ve never been, and walk down a narrower 

hall. I’m nervous. I can’t help imagining one of those 

interrogation rooms you see on TV with a table in 

the center, a chair on either side of it, and a dim light 

hanging above it. I hope Mr. Blake already told the 

state offi cer about the boys’ competition.

Mom knocks on a door. It opens, and I walk into 

a brightly lit room with chairs clustered in a circle. I 

imagine doctors talking to patients and their families 

in this room, but I could be totally making that up.

A kind-looking offi cer with a coffee cup greets us. 

“Hi, Peyton. I’m Offi cer Ku,” he says, and directs me 

to a comfortable chair. Mom sits down next to me, 

which makes me very relieved.

“You’ve had a day, haven’t you?” he says. “You 

did the right thing, stopping and calling emergency 

services.”

“I nearly rode past him,” I admit. “I thought he 

was a pile of clothes.”

“Good for you for taking a closer look.” He pulls 

out an iPad and begins tapping the screen. Then he 

looks up at me. His expression is still friendly. I don’t 
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feel like I’m in an interrogation room at all. “Can you 

tell me, Peyton, did you pass anyone else on the road? 

Anyone who might have witnessed the accident?”

I sit up taller. “I didn’t see anyone,” I say, “which is 

not so surprising, since the road isn’t busy at that hour. 

But I did see Mrs. Lieberman out walking her dog. It’s 

a . . .” I turn to Mom. “What kind of dog is that?”

Mom starts to think, but I realize it doesn’t mat-

ter. “The dog’s name is Chloe. Maybe she walked 

Chloe earlier,” I say. “Maybe she saw the car.”

Offi cer Ku smiles and taps at his iPad. Wow, I 

think. Maybe in addition to fi nding Gray, I can help 

fi nd the driver!

“Do you know Mrs. Lieberman’s address?” he asks.

I tell him. Just then, my phone buzzes with a call. 

Probably Dad. Unlike Grana, he won’t mind if I call 

back later.

Offi cer Ku looks up at Mom. “We knocked on the 

door of 118 Winding Lane — the house closest to the 

accident — but no one was home.”

Mom tries to fi gure out who lives in that house, 

but I beat her to it.

“That’s the Langleys,” I say. “They’re summer 

people.”

Offi cer Ku nods happily. “That’s good to know,” 

he says, tapping the information in. “Summer folks 

often install surveillance cameras.”
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I feel like I’m taking a test and getting all the 

answers right. I sit on my hands and sway from side 

to side. I want him to ask me something else.

He does.

“Do you remember seeing any debris on the road? 

Anything that might have come off the vehicle that hit 

him?”

An image of Gray’s sunglasses in the pocket of 

my backpack fl ashes into my mind. Should I have left 

them on the road? But Offi cer Ku’s question is about 

car debris, something that would help them fi nd the 

driver. I think for a moment but come up empty. “I 

was so shocked to see a body — Gray, I mean — I don’t 

think I noticed anything else.”

“That’s understandable,” he says kindly.

But it feels like my grade just dropped to a C. 

Maybe he can tell that I’m disappointed in myself, 

because he says, “Don’t worry, Peyton. We’ll fi nd the 

driver.” Then he turns to my mother.

“Would you run this story as soon as you can? 

And would you please ask the public to help by com-

ing forward with any information they might have?”

Mom nods, looking like she’s the one who aced 

the test.

She ruffl es my wavy hair as we leave the room. 

“Well done,” she says, and then, click! She’s onto the 

next thing: “Come on. I have a job to do.”



Chapter 7

Mom gets a call just as we arrive home, so I go in 

ahead of her. Bronwyn and Calla are standing in the 

kitchen, having just returned from grocery shopping, 

and are arguing over a shirt Bronwyn is wearing.

“When are you going to cut it out?” Calla asks her.

The shirt is Dad’s. Bronwyn didn’t bring enough 

warm clothes to the farm last weekend, so he gave her 

one of his denim shirts to wear, and she kept it.

Bronwyn wears Dad’s stuff like sports fans wear 

clothing with the name of their favorite team, and it 

annoys Calla to no end. She thinks it’s Bronwyn’s way 

of making it clear whose side she’s on and of punish-

ing Mom for leaving Dad.

For Calla, the only thing worse than our parents 

splitting up is the thought of us taking sides.

I know it isn’t right to take sides, but I also don’t 

think it’s right to leave a marriage when you promised 

to stay.
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“You’re the only one who has a problem with it, 

Calla,” Bronwyn says. “No one else does.”

Mom comes into the kitchen, and the conversa-

tion stops.

“Right. Okay. Whatever,” Calla says.

Mom gives Calla a little rub on her back. Once I 

heard her tell Dad that Calla has two settings: caring 

too much and not caring at all.

“Put the groceries away,” Mom says to the three 

of us. “I have to fi le a story.” She goes to the din-

ing room table, opens her laptop, and begins typing 

madly.

I grab grapes and bananas from a bag and fi ll the 

wooden fruit bowl on the counter. “I had to talk to a 

state cop at the hospital,” I say to my sisters, but they 

aren’t listening.

“I’m starving,” I say, realizing I haven’t had lunch yet.

“Fix something,” Mom suggests without looking up.

“Aren’t you hungry?” I ask her, hoping that she’ll 

whip up something for both of us.

She shakes her head. “I ate a lot of donuts this 

morning.”

I turn to my sisters. “What did you guys eat?”

“Yogurt and berries,” says Bronwyn. She grabs 

a handful of grapes and retreats to her room. Who 

knows when she’ll emerge again.

I look at Calla. “Leftover spaghetti,” she says, 
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making herself a glass of iced coffee from the leftovers 

in the pot. She’s supposed to add more milk than cof-

fee, but it looks pretty dark to me.

I’d forgotten about the spaghetti. “Leave me 

any?” I ask, staring into the refrigerator.

Of course the answer is no. Calla and I both love 

leftovers.

I fi x myself a peanut butter and jam sandwich on 

whole wheat and eat half while standing behind Mom 

and reading over her shoulder.

I skim to see if she’s included my name, but there’s 

only one thing more certain than Calla eating all the 

leftovers, and that’s Mom refusing to let our names 

appear in print or on social media unless it’s for some-

thing school related. Lots of parents insist on keep-

ing their kids’ names out of print, but as a reporter, 

she has to be extra careful. Some people lash out at 

reporters if they don’t like what they read, and some 

even threaten their kids.

She provides the details of the hit-and-run and 

then asks anyone who has any information to come 

forward.

“What if no one does? Come forward?”

She jumps at the sound of my voice. “You 

shouldn’t be reading over my shoulder!” she says but 

answers my question anyway. “The police have ways 

of fi guring out who the driver might be,” she says, but 
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I can’t tell if it’s true or if it’s just one of those things 

parents say to make the world sound like a reason-

able place.

“Like what?” I ask, taking a bite of sandwich.

She turns to me, concerned. “I wish you didn’t 

have to experience this,” she says, sort of changing 

the subject.

“But how can — ?”

There’s a knock on the sliding glass door. It’s 

Joey (or Ranger Joey, as Dad likes to call him) with 

his hands cupped to the window, peering inside. He 

lives up the road and is Calla’s closest friend. Mom 

has told him a million times that he doesn’t need to 

knock, but he always does. Perhaps it’s because we’re 

a family of girls.

Joey typically comes by way of the shoreline. 

Because he’s wearing muddy boots, per usual, he leans 

into the house to say hi and to thank my mom for 

the umpteenth time for getting him and Calla jobs. 

They’re helping surveyors count mussels this summer. 

It seems that the mussel beds in Maine are disappear-

ing, and scientists are trying to fi gure out how many 

are left.

“I’ll get my boots on and meet you out back,” 

says Calla, and she heads to the mudroom off the 

front door.

“Hi, Joey,” I say.
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“Wear a hat!” Mom calls. “And sunscreen!” 

Then she gets up and grabs her bag. “I’m going to see 

if I can talk to someone who might have a clue who 

the driver could be.”

“Can I come?” I ask, but she doesn’t have to say 

a word. Her eyes tell me absolutely not.

I turn back to Joey, but he’s gone, too.

So I pull out my phone and type into the search 

bar, How do the police fi nd hit-and-run drivers?

I’m looking at images of cars that have hit pedestri-

ans — folded hoods, shattered windshields — when my 

phone buzzes with a call again.

It’s Dad.

“Hey,” I say.

“Hey, kiddo! You okay? What a horrible thing . . .”

“Yeah, I’m okay. Sorry I didn’t call you right back. 

I was meeting with a state offi cer. I had to answer a 

bunch of questions.”

“Seriously? Like what?”

My dad always gets excited by stuff he doesn’t 

know, so I take my time telling him about the conver-

sation I had with Offi cer Ku. “I think I may have been 

helpful,” I say.

“Mom was there with you, right?” he asks.

“Yeah, defi nitely. I — ”

“Hey, sweet pea.” It’s Grana, who must have 

grabbed Dad’s phone. “What a day you’ve had! I 
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can’t wait till you get here tomorrow so I can give you 

the pampering you deserve. Your father is so proud 

of you.”

“Thanks, Grana,” I say. “I can’t believe I — ”

“It’s Dad again. I can’t wait to hear more tomor-

row.” I can detect frustration in his voice, but I know 

it’s because of my grandmother’s grabbiness, not 

because of me. “Tell your sisters I’ll be there in the 

afternoon.”

“Okay, Dad,” I say, already looking forward to 

the time I’m sure to get alone with him.

We swap love yous, and he’s off.



Chapter 8

Even during summer vacation, I try to rise earlier 

than Calla. The early bird and all that. And it’s true. 

If I get up really early, I can have Mom all to myself.

I wash my face (circular motions), brush my teeth 

(two full minutes with my electric toothbrush), and 

brush my light brown hair (gently, so as not to split 

any of the ends). Then I fi nd Mom, who is doing 

research at the dining room table.

“Hey, button.” She puts her arm around my 

waist. “How’d you sleep?”

“Like a log,” I say, which is surprisingly true. I 

thought I would keep seeing images of Gray lying in 

the road, but I didn’t wake up once, and I don’t even 

remember what I dreamed about.

“I’m sure you were exhausted,” she says.

I nod. “What are you researching?” There are 

scraps of paper all over the table, and I take a moment 

to put them in neater piles.

“The percentage of hit-and-skips — that’s what 


