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 “Hey, sleepy girl.” 

 Jaycee recognizes her mother’s voice and sits up in her bed, blinking at the sunlight 

that floods into the bedroom as her mother draws back the drapes.  Jaycee immediately looks 

around the pile of blankets for her teddy bear, Ozzie.  She never sleeps without it.  Spying 

the bear on the floor, she scrambles out of bed to retrieve him.   

 “Remember what day it is, Jaycee?” 

 “First day of kindergarten,” she answers.  Today is her first day of school at Eastwood 

Elementary.  She will ride a school bus for the first time in her life.  That part scares her a 

little, but she’s meeting Mary, her best friend, at the bus stop, so they can be scared together.   

“Can you get yourself dressed?” 

Jaycee rolls her eyes at this. She’s been able to dress herself for a long time—she can 

even tie her own shoelaces.  She wanders over to the chair by her dresser where her mother 

set out her new pink dress last night.   

 “I can do it,” Jaycee says, giving her mother an impatient frown.   

 “And make your bed,” her mother adds.  “We have a special breakfast for you for 

your first day.” 

 “Okay,” Jaycee says, excited, although she’s not sure she’ll be able to eat. 

 After Jaycee brushes her teeth and gets dressed, she bounds down the stairs taking 

them two at a time.  

 Downstairs at the dining table, Her mother places a plate in front of Jaycee.  On it is 

her favorite breakfast food—strawberry waffles.  Her father is sitting at the other end of the 

table reading his newspaper and drinking a cup of coffee.  Jaycee watches her mother plop 
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down in front of her baby sister Jackie’s highchair and begin feeding her something orange 

out of a baby food jar.  

 After breakfast, her mother helps Jaycee put on the new yellow backpack that they 

picked out last week.  It has the pictures of Manny, Sid and Diego from her favorite movie, 

Ice Age.  She’s now officially ready to leave and she looks over at her father, who’s going to 

walk her to the bus stop while her mother finishes feeding Jackie.  Jaycee walks over and 

gives her mother a quick hug.  She tickles Jackie under the arm briefly causing her sister to 

giggle, orange goo oozing out of her mouth.  Then her father takes her hand and they head 

for the front door.   

 The bus stop is at the end of the block only a few houses away.  A dozen kids are 

standing around waiting when Jaycee and her father arrive.  She went to preschool with 

Mary and Vance, but the rest of the kids are older than her.   Mary sees her and walks over 

with a wave. 

 “Hi!” Mary says.   

 Jaycee points to Mary’s blue Monsters, Inc. backpack and says, “That’s nice.” 

 Mary and Jaycee continue talking until Jaycee soon forgets all about her father. After 

a few minutes a loud rumbling sound signals the arrival of the bus, and Jaycee’s father bends 

over and gives her a hug and then kisses her on the forehead. 

 “Knock ‘em dead, sweetheart,” her father says.  “I’ll see you tonight.” 

 On the bus, Jaycee sits on the inside by the window and Mary sits next to her.   

 “Did you remember to bring crayons?”  Mary asks. 

 “Yes,” Jaycee says.  She also remembered the paste, scissors, pencils, and all the other 

stuff that was on the list that her mother had gotten from the school.  But the mention of the 

list makes Jaycee wonder if she would be in trouble if she forgot something.   

 A line of buses awaits them when Mary and Jaycee finally arrive at Eastwood 

Elementary School, so it takes awhile for their bus to pull up and let them get off.  Jaycee has 

never seen so many kids.  She thinks there must be a million of them and she begins to get 

nervous again.  She slides her hand into Mary’s and holds on tight. Their teacher is Mrs. 

Arken.  She’s old and kind of fat, but she’s nice.  She tells them all to get in a straight line, 

but unlike some of the other teachers, she doesn’t yell at them because the line is crooked.  
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Instead she smiles and tells them they did a great job.  Her wrinkled face reminds Jaycee of 

her grandmother. 

 After they get to the classroom and all the kids find their seats, Mrs. Arken 

announces that the first thing they’re going to do is go down to the nurse’s office and be 

tested.  She explains that the test is for a disease called HSK, but Jaycee has never heard of it.  

Mrs. Arken tells the class that the test will only take a minute and it won’t hurt.  While 

Jaycee is puzzling over the letters HSK, Mrs. Arken tells the class with a clap of the hands 

that afterwards they’re going to work on art.  A couple of kids forgot their crayons, but Mrs. 

Arken says they can borrow some for today.  Jaycee’s glad she remembered hers, feeling an 

urge to hold them up in the air in triumph.  Then, someone opens the classroom door and a 

man sticks his head in.  He just nods at Mrs. Arken and leaves.   

 “All right, children.  I want you form a line by the door.” 

 The class marches in a single file behind Mrs. Arken into a room with benches, 

where she instructs the kids to sit down until each of their names are called.  Mary’s name is 

called first and Mrs. Arken leads her through a door into a separate, adjoining room.  Mary is 

gone five minutes before the door opens again and she rejoins Jaycee on the bench, smiling.   

 “It’s easy,” Mary says. 

“Does it hurt?” one boy asks. 

She shakes her head and everyone breathes a sigh of relief.  Mrs. Arken had said the 

same thing, but sometimes grown-ups say things that aren’t quite true—like when her Dad 

told her a shot would just feel like a little pinch and it hurt way more than a pinch.  

 Several kids have gone through the mysterious door before the name, Jaycee Siller, is 

called.  Even though all of the kids who have gotten tested have come out smiling, she’s still 

nervous.  When she steps into the room, the door shuts behind her.   Inside, she sees three 

people, all of them are dressed in green. They look like the soldiers she’s seen on TV.   They 

have guns, and one of them, a woman, holds a clipboard.  At the sight of the guns, Jaycee 

takes a step backwards.   

 “Please, sit down here, Jaycee,” the woman says, looking down at her clipboard.  She 

points to the middle of the room where two chairs are facing each other.  A man is sitting in 

one of the chairs turning a dial on some kind of machine that Jaycee does not recognize.  She 
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obeys and sits down, even though what she really wants to do is turn and run.  She doesn’t 

understand what’s going on and no one is bothering to explain anything either. 

 “It’s okay, honey,” the man sitting across from Jaycee says, noticing her unease.  

“This won’t hurt a bit.”  His fingers rattle across a keypad as he gazes up at a monitor in 

front of him.  “In a sec, I’m going to ask you to look into this eyepiece with your right eye, 

just like looking into a telescope.”    

 Jaycee says nothing. 

 The man continues, “When I say ‘hold’, I want you to try real hard not to blink.  

You’ll see a bright light flash and then its over.  That’s all it is.” 

 The test is just as he says.  After the bright light, Jaycee leans back blinking rapidly, 

trying to recover the sight in her right eye.  She sees a big black dot floating in the center of 

her vision.  The man squints at that screen in front of him and he lets his fingers dance on 

the keyboard some more.  After several moments the man sucks in a breath, the air whistling 

through his teeth.  It sounds like he has just seen something bad.  Then he looks at Jaycee 

and he’s the one that now looks scared. 

 “We have a positive,” the testing man says in a hushed voice, as if he’s just said 

something that can’t possibly be true.  “Ah, code blue.” 

 “Holy crap!” the soldier says in response and scrambles toward Jaycee’s chair. 

 “Tess, call it in,” the man says as he rises from his chair.   

 The soldier places both of his large, meaty hands on Jaycee’s shoulders, yanking her 

up out of the chair. “Man, I’ve been doing this for ten years and this is first time we ever got 

one,” he says.  His grip is rough and viselike. 

 “Follow the protocols, people,” the man says.  “Restrain the thing immediately!” 

 The woman, Tess, immediately grabs Jaycee’s hands and holds them up in front of 

her face.  The soldier then slips a thin plastic band around her wrists and yanks hard on one 

end, suddenly crushing her wrists together and sending a sharp wave of pain rocketing up her 

arm.  The plastic band cuts into her skin and Jaycee cries out.     

 “Tess, get me the bio-gun!” the testing man barks.  “Now hold it steady.  Don’t let it 

move around.”  Jaycee thinks he sounds angry with her or maybe he’s scared.  She can’t tell. 
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 Jaycee feels something cold and metallic on the back of her neck.  Then after a 

sudden, strange silence descends on the room, a soft phut sound, like the sound of 

compressed air being released, erupts.  Jaycee feels a terrible stabbing pain in her neck.  Her 

fear and panic give way to the pain, and suddenly the dam bursts and Jaycee begins to cry 

like she has never cried before.  

 “There, that’ll control it,” the man says.  Then he hands something to the soldier 

that looks like her father’s TV remote.  “If something goes seriously wrong, push that 

button.  But only as a last resort.  This thing is valuable.”  

 The soldier scowls at it.  “Hey, I’m not stupid.”  

 The man turns to Jaycee and puts his hands on her shoulder.  “Listen up.”  He 

glances down at a piece of paper that’s worn and crumpled, as if it’s spent its life discarded 

and forgotten in a drawer somewhere.   He reads from it.  “Pursuant to Executive Order 

125800, you are hereby confiscated by the United States government.  Your United States 

citizenship and all legal rights under United States law are hereby and forever annulled.” 

 Jaycee looks at him confused.  What is an executive order?  What does annulled 

mean?  The grim set of his mouth says these words are bad, and the squint of his eyes says he 

utterly hates her. 

 “Okay, Tess, you and Derek take this creature to the Hummer,” the man says.  “We 

need to get it to Los Alamitos immediately.  I’ll wrap up here.” 

 Tess and Derek each take hold of one of her arms, their fingers sinking into her arms 

so roughly it hurts, and they drag her out of the room.  Jaycee is crying so hard she can 

hardly walk.  As she stumbles past her classmates she catches a quick glimpse of Mary.  

Mary’s mouth is wide open in an O, and she has her hand over it in shock. Mrs. Arken 

keeps her eyes on the other students.  She doesn’t even look at Jaycee.  Outside, Tess yells at 

her.   

 “Stop crying!  Jesus.”   



 6 

 But Jace doesn’t.  She can’t.  Her shoulder hurts.  Her wrists hurt.  Her neck hurts.  

She’s more frightened than she has ever been, and in between sobs she tries to call out for her 

mother, but she can’t seem to push the words out of her mouth.  Then they come to a huge 

green vehicle and Tess rounds on Jaycee.  

 “Shut up, you freak!”   

 This makes Jaycee’s crying grow even louder.  She can’t help herself.  She’s only five-

years-old, and no grown-up has ever talked to her like this.  When Tess tells her to get a 

move on Jaycee just stands there, crying too hard to see it coming.  Tess pulls her hand back 

and slaps Jaycee hard across the face, mostly hitting her nose.  Jaycee falls down onto the 

asphalt and rolls up into a ball.   

 “Get up!” 

 The only response from Jaycee is a low, keening moan.  Tess curses at this.   She 

signals to Derek and together they manage to lift Jaycee’s now limp body off the pavement 

and shove her roughly into the back seat of the car.  Blood is pouring from Jaycee’s nose 

onto the seat, soaking her pink dress and thin blond hair. 

 Jaycee lays on the seat and cries softly to herself during the drive to the base, 

groaning at the pain from her nose and face.   She’s been hurt in the face before—the time 

Helena kicked her when Jaycee came too close while Helena was swinging on the 

playground, but she’s never felt anything like the pain radiating from her face now.  After a 

few minutes the seat is slick with blood and snot.  She forces herself to sit up. Tess tosses a 

towel at her from the front seat. 

 “Clean up.” 

 Jaycee doesn’t say anything, but begins to daub her face gingerly with the towel.  At 

first, the drive is familiar, something she recognizes from drives through town she’s had with 

her parents, but quickly the buildings and streets become strange and alien.  Her crying has 

almost stopped now, with only an occasional hiccup jarring her body, as she sits quietly with 

the towel pressed against her face.  Only a few minutes pass before the vehicle slows to a stop 

in front of a gate.  A soldier walks over to the driver’s door, exchanges words with the man 

named Derek, and he waves them through. 
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 “If anyone asks,” Tess says, turning to point at her face.  “You got that when you fell 

down.  Understood?” 

 Jaycee nods hesitantly, and for the first time the fear and alarm that has been tearing 

through her body begins to subside and give way to raw, hot anger like she’s never 

experienced toward anyone before.  Derek offers her a hand to help her climb out of the 

vehicle, but she refuses it and clambers out on her own, towel still pressed tightly to her face.  

With Tess in front and Derek behind her, they lead her into a building and down a series of 

hallways to a type of room she recognizes.  It looks like a doctor’s office. 

 “Sit,” Tess says, pointing to an examination table. 

 Seconds after she hoists herself onto the table, the door opens and a young woman in 

a white lab coat enters, her black hair pulled back in a ponytail.   

 “You can leave now,” the young woman says to Tess and Derek. 

 “We’re not supposed to leave it unattended,” Derek replies. 

 “You’re not,” the woman answers tartly.  “I’m here.  And for the record, she’s a girl, 

not an it.” 

 After Derek and Tess leave, the woman gently pulls the towel away from Jaycee’s face 

and stoops to examine her nose.  She clicks her tongue in disapproval. 

 “I’m Doctor Carol Riggs, Jaycee.  You can call me Carol.  Now, who did this to 

you?” 

 Her voice is calm, but commanding. 

 “That woman,” Jaycee answers, pointing vaguely at the now closed door. 

 “That woman will be severely disciplined for this,” Carol says.  She rises to walk over 

to a cabinet where she begins rummaging through drawers.  “Thankfully, it’s not broken. 

I’m going to examine you briefly, Jaycee.  I’m not going to hurt you.  No one is going to 

hurt you.” 

 “I want to go home,” Jaycee says, her voice small and squeaky. 

 Carol smiles down at her while slipping the tips of her stethoscope into her ears.  

“You are going on a great adventure, Jaycee.  Have you ever flown on airplane before?” 

 She shakes her head and then asks, “What did I do?” 
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 “You didn’t do anything, honey.  Now, take a deep breath for me and hold it.   

Good.  Now let it out.  Very good.” 

 “Can I go home after this?” 

 “I’m going to be honest with you, Jaycee,” Carol says, sighing deeply.  “You have a 

special medical condition.  It’s not bad.  You’re going to be fine.  But—” She pauses to look 

into Jaycees eyes.  “But, it’s not safe for you to be around other people for now.  You need 

special treatment.” 

 “I’m sick?” 

 “Not sick.  It’s a condition, like being left-handed when most people are right-

handed.  You’re different from other people, and we need to keep you safe from people like 

Tess until you have your condition under control.” 

 None of this makes any sense to Jaycee, but a feeling of dread is growing inside her 

that she’s not going home and she’s not going to see her mother again.   Tears begin to sting 

her eyes again. 

 “Now, I’m going to ask you some questions,” Carol continues.  “Try to answer as 

honestly as possible.” 

 Jaycee nods weakly. 

 “Have you changed or shifted before?” 

 “What?” 

 Carol smiles at this.  “I take that as a no.  Good.  You haven’t manifested yet.  Have 

you ever felt a tingling sensation in your stomach, like someone is tickling you?” 

 She has.   It started after they came back from their summer vacation in July.  At 

first, it happened only sometimes, but now it’s happening many times each day. 

 “Yes,” Jaycee says.  “Is that bad?” 

  “Not at all,” Carol laughs.  “It’s part of your condition.  Your body is changing.  

Pretty soon you’re going to be able to do some amazing things, Jaycee, things very few others 

can.” 

 “Huh?” 

 “All in good time.  First, let’s see if we can find something for you to wear.  Your 

beautiful dress is too stained.” 
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 Carol pulls out her cellphone and places a call to someone with the name of Naomi 

and asks her to bring over some clothes in Jaycee’s size.  By the time the examination raps up 

a half-hour later, Naomi has arrived with a large brown paper shopping bag bulging with 

clothing—blue jeans, a blouse, socks, underwear and a pink sweater.  Jaycee can see that it’s 

not exactly what her mom would have picked, but they’re nice, especially the sweater.  After 

dressing, Carol escorts her from the examination room to a waiting car outside. 

 “We’re going on a trip, Jaycee,” Carol says, after climbing in to sit next to her.  “I’m 

going to come along too.  Are you hungry?” 

 Jaycee nods. 

 “Good.  We’ll eat on the plane.   

 An hour into the flight, the excitement of takeoff and watching the cities and 

mountains pass by below has faded.  Jaycee sits in her seat alongside Carol eating a peanut 

butter and jelly sandwich, stopping occasionally to drink her milk and nibble on an Oreo 

cookie.  She glances around the plane, which is large enough for dozens and dozens of 

passengers, but all of the seats are empty except for her, Carol, and two soldiers, who sit up 

front talking quietly and ignoring her.  At Carol’s urging, Jaycee reclines her chair and closes 

her eyes for a nap.   

 The sudden shaking from the plane’s wheels touching down jolts Jaycee awake, and 

momentarily she’s stunned and confused at her surroundings, but the pain in her nose 

quickly yanks her mind back to all that has happened to her today.  Glancing out the 

window, she sees that it’s dark outside.   

 Where are we?  she wonders to herself. 

 “We’re here,” Carol announces.  “Washington, D.C.  You’ll be going to a place with 

a long, complicated name, but everybody simply calls it Cracked.” 

 “Can I call my mom?” Jaycee asks. 

 Carol smiles at her.  “I’m afraid not, but don’t worry.  Your family has been told all 

about you and they know what is going on.” 

 Fear floods into her like a bathtub filling with water.  She realizes that for the first 

time she’s going to be sleeping someplace other than where her mom is.  As if to distract her, 

her stomach grumbles angrily. 
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 “I don’t have any clothes or pajamas.” 

 “Not to worry,” Carol says.  “I called ahead with your sizes.  And there’s a very nice 

lady, Mrs. Walker, who will help you get more clothes tomorrow.” 

 The drive from the airplane to Cracked takes forty minutes, most of which Jaycee 

spends staring out the window at an alien landscape, feeling lonely and homesick.  When the 

car arrives at the gates into Cracked, a new wave of fear washes over Jaycee as she gazes up at 

the walls that seem to stretch to the sky.  Once inside, the car comes to a stop outside a 

house that’s bigger than any she’s seen before, with a wrap around porch and a playset 

alongside it.  She sees three young boys chasing each other around the front yard.  When the 

car doors open, the boys come to a stop and stare. 

 “This is it, Jaycee,” Carol says.  “Follow me.” 

 Jaycee can feel several sets of eyes on her as she marches behind Carol and up the 

stairs to the front door, which Carol raps firmly, looking down at her with a smile. 

 A man and a woman answer the door and shoot a warm smile at Jaycee. 

 “Come in,” the man says.  “I’m Jack.  And this is Theresa.”  A woman slightly older 

than Jaycee’s mother with gray-flecked brown hair nods toward her at the mention of her 

name.  “We run this place.  Some kids call us Uncle Jack and Aunt Theresa.  You can too, if 

you want.  We’re glad you’ll be staying with us, Jaycee.  We have some things to go over 

with you, but first let’s get you settled in your room.”  He pauses to glance around the room, 

muttering more to himself than anyone in particular, “Where is Rachel?” 

 “I can show her around,” a boy’s voice from the hallway says.  “Rachel’s busy.” 

 A boy steps into the room, hands thrust into his back pockets.  He’s wearing a plain 

white undershirt and khaki pants.  He winks at Jaycee, and her eyes widen in surprise. 

 “Fine,” Jack says with a sigh.  “Jaycee, this is Max.  He’s—” Jack pauses.  “How old 

are you now, Max?”  

 “Seven, sir,” Max answers.  Then he gestures to Jaycee to follow.  “Come on. This 

way.” 

 She looks over at Carol, unsure about what to do.   

 “Go on, honey.” 
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 The expression on Carol’s face tells Jaycee that Carol will be gone by the time she 

finishes the tour.  Panic begins to clutch at her at the thought of being all alone with total 

strangers.   

 “It’ll be okay,” Max says, placing an arm around her shoulder, if sensing her unease.  

“The first few days suck, but after that it’s like one giant party.”  The tone of his voice 

becomes ominous when he adds, “But you gotta do what they say.” 

 After tramping up several flights of stairs, Max pauses outside a door to listen for a 

moment before turning to face her.  “This is your room.  You have two roommates: Rachel, 

who’s eight, and Anna.  She’s five like you.  She’s been here for three days and hasn’t stop 

crying yet.  Glad to see you’re not such baby about it.  Let’s not interrupt her.  I’ll let Rachel 

show you your bunk after dinner.” 

 “What is this place?” Jaycee asks. 

 He shrugs.  “People call it the nursery.  There are twenty of us here, not counting 

Jack and Theresa.” 

 “What are they going to do to us?” 

 He shrugs again.  “During the day, there’s school.  After a few years, when you’re 

nine or so, they transfer you to the main dorms.” 

 “I want to go home.” 

 He frowns at that.  “You’re not going to cry are you?” 

 Jaycee shakes her head even though her eyes are filling with water again.   

 “Good.  Because you’re not going home.  At least, not for a long, long time.  I’ve 

been here for over two years, and I haven’t seen or spoken to my family since I arrived.  

None of us have.” 

 Max continues with the tour, showing her the TV room and the playroom, whose 

walls are lined with shelves for toys and books.  He also shows her the kitchen and laundry 

room.  By the time the tour is over, Carol has indeed gone, leaving only a smiling Jack and 

Theresa, who draws Jaycee into a hug that Jaycee doesn’t want, but doesn’t refuse.   

 “Hey, Raych,” Jack cries out to an older girl who enters the kitchen.  “Come meet 

Jaycee.  She’s going to be bunking with you and Anna.” 

 “Hi,” Rachel says, and then turns to Jack.  “At least she’s not crying.” 
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 “Take her up to your room,” Theresa says, “and see if you can get Anna to join us for 

dinner.” 

 On the walk back up the stairs to the room, Rachel glances back at Jaycee, a frown 

creasing her face.  “Listen.  I’m the oldest, so I’m the boss.  I make the rules for our room, 

got it?” 

 Jaycee nods wearily.   

 “Good.  Your first job is Anna.  She hasn’t stopped crying since she got here.  See if 

you can get her to shut up and come down for dinner, okay?” 

 “I’ll try,” Jaycee says with a shrug. 

 Inside the room are two sets of bunk beds, each bed with an identical blue bedspread 

and matching pillowcase.  On the lower bed of one bunk, a small girl with sandy brown hair 

lies with her face buried in her pillow, her shoulders shaking. 

 “This is my bunk,” Rachel says.  She points to both beds, which are covered with 

toys and books.  “Keep your stuff out of my way.  Dinner’s in twenty minutes.”  With that 

Rachel leaves the room, but not before pointing at the girl on the bed and nodding at Jaycee 

to get to work. 

 “Hi,” Jaycee says, coming to sit on the bed next to the girl.  “I just got here a couple 

hours ago.  You’re Anna?” 

 The girl rolls onto her side to look up at Jaycee, her eyes red and swollen and her face 

wet.  She looks appraisingly at Jaycee before rubbing her eyes with the palm of her hand, her 

lips quivering. 

 “It’s kind of scary here,” Jaycee continues.   

 Anna nods in agreement.  She tries to say Jaycee’s name, but she talks with a lisp, so 

it comes out as ‘Jace.’  She tries again, but once more she misses the last syllable. 

 “That’s okay.  You can call me Jace.” 

 “I want to go home,” Anna says. 

 “Me too,” Jace answers.  “Want to come down to dinner with me?   I think its 

spaghetti.” 

 A few minutes, Jace leads a shy, tentative Anna into the dining room where two long 

tables are beginning to fill up with kids.  Max waves at Jace to come over and sit by him.  
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Anna follows Jace, clinging tightly to her hand as if it was the end of a lifeline.  Once seated, 

Max gives her small smile and leans over to whisper in her ear. 

 “Good work.  I wasn’t sure she’d ever come out of her room.  She—” 

 His words are cut off by the loud voice of Jack, who’s trying talk over the din of 

voices rising from the now full benches around each table.   

 “A quick announcement everyone.  We have a new resident.”  Then he looks at Jace 

and gestures for her to stand up.  “This is Jaycee.” 

 Jace stands hesitantly and clears her throat.  “Jace.  Just Jace.” 

 Jack raises an eyebrow in surprise, but nods.  “Jace it is then.”  Murmurs of ‘hello’ 

and ‘hey’ ripple around the tables. 

 “Look,” Max says in a low voice, while passing Jace a basket of sliced garlic bread. 

“Some of the kids can be psychos.  If anyone bothers you, let me know.”  Jace doesn’t know 

what a psycho is, but it sounds scary.  She nods her head, glad Max is her friend. 

 Later, after dinner, Rachel leads Jace and Anna up to their room, and tells them the 

room rules.  There are a lot of them; most are some variation on ‘leave Rachel and her stuff 

alone.’  But Rachel is nice too.  She spends the last half hour before lights out at nine thirty 

brushing out each girl’s hair, complimenting Jace on her shiny, waist-length, blonde hair.   

 “You know, you may want to cut it short like me,” Rachel says to Jace.  “That way, 

when you get into a fight, they can’t grab onto it.” 

 “Fight?” Jace says, her brows knitted together in confusion. 

 “You’ll find out soon enough,” Rachel answers. “Once you begin to shift.”  

 Shift?  There’s that word again.  Jace wants to ask about it, but she’s not sure she 

wants to know what that scary, gross word means.  Then Theresa steps into the room and 

with a whispered ‘good night,’ she flips off the lights.  Jace feels the tears filling her eyes 

again, but before she can give in to a sob, she hears Anna’s breathing hitch several times.   

 “Not again,” Rachel moans and turns on her side facing away from Jace and Anna.   

 “Come up here, Anna,” Jace whispers, determined to be strong and not cry for 

Anna’s sake.  
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 Anna quickly climbs up the short ladder to the top bed and lies on her back next to 

Jace, rubbing her eyes with the back of her hand.  Jace puts her arm around her and pulls her 

into a hug. 

 “I’m sorry,” Anna says.  “I can’t help it.” 

 “It’s okay,” Jace answers.  “We’ll find a way to get out of here and go home.” 

 “What if they won’t let us?” 

 “Then we make them,” Jace says.  “And if they try to stop us, we hurt them.  Now, 

don’t cry, sister.” 

  “Sister.” 

  

THE END 


