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Chapter One

It started out like any other day. Nobody wants to believe that. People say, “Well, you must have missed something,” or “How could you not know?”

I think it makes them feel better. I think it makes them feel that if they had been me, if they'd been in the same place at the same time, they would have somehow done it better than I did.

I know I didn't do it perfectly, but I did the best that I couldâ€”at least I did somethingâ€”and I hope that was enough.

That day, Mac was already at the old lodge in the park when I came up the hill. I could see her up on the balcony off the main level. On the front of the old building, the door is at ground level and you can walk right inside. On the back, because the lodge is built into the hill, the main part is two stories in the air, so the balcony is maybe fifteen or sixteen feet off the ground.

We weren't even supposed to be on the balconyâ€”nobody wasâ€”because there were “issues” with some of the decking boards. That's city-government-speak meaning some of the wood was rotting. There was a chain blocking the bottom of the outside stairs. A yellow
Keep Out, Danger
sign hung from the heavy metal links.

An old lady with a walker could have stepped over that chain. To keep kids out of somewhere, you have to do better than just a droopy chain. And those
Keep Out, Danger
signs? They just make some people more determined to get in. People like Mac, for example. Okay, and me. Call it teenage rebellion. That's what my mother calls it.

So, anyway, Mac was there first, up on the rotten wood balcony, on top of the railing. Yeah, I mean on the railing, as in walking across it like she was that guy who wanted to walk over the Grand Canyon on a tightrope, although Mac was on a six-inch-wide piece of wood instead. Now, see, some people would say
that
was a sign, but I don't think it was. Mac was always getting up on that railing, holding out her arms and walking from one end of the balcony all the way to the other end.

Sometimes she'd close her eyes. Once she stopped in the middle and pretended she was jumping rope. She scared the piss out of me every time she got up there, but I knew not to let on that it bothered me, because if I did, then Mac would do something more over the top and maybe she
would
fall.

I stepped over the chain and went up the stairs, getting to the top just as Mac got to the end of the railing. My heart was pounding in my chest, the way it always did when she got up there, but I just looked at her with a half smile and said, “Hey, Mac.”

“Hey, Daniel,” she said. She jumped down and pointed at the Tim's bag I was holding. “What've you got?”

I opened the top, and she looked inside. Then she looked at me. “Okay, so what do you want?” she said, glaring at me through her bangs.

I pulled the bag away and went over to sit against the wall of the building. “I don't want anything,” I said. “Jeez, Mac, it's just a freakin' donut.”

“Yeah, well, since when do you buy me donuts?”

“I don't,” I said. “But they've got this contest thing they're doing and I won a chocolate glazed donut, which I don't like but you do, and so I figured I'd give it to you. But if you don't want it, I can just find a squirrel or something to eat it instead.”

Mac came over and sat down beside me, bumping me with her shoulder. “You are such a girl sometimes, Danny Boy,” she said with a grin. She took the chocolate glazed donut out of the bag and I pulled out the dutchie I'd bought for myself, and we sat there taking turns drinking the coffee I'd gotten too.

So maybe there was a sign after all. Maybe the fact that I'd won a stupid donut at Tim'sâ€”and believe me, I never win anythingâ€”and of all the donuts they sell, it was Mac's all-time favorite. Maybe that did mean something. At the time, I thought it was just a donut. Maybe I was wrong.

“So where were you all day?” she asked after the coffee and both donuts were gone.

I leaned my head back against the rough shingles and closed my eyes. “Helping my mother clean out the basement,” I said. I wouldn't have said that to anyone else, but I knew Mac wouldn't make fun of me.

“That's nice,” she said. I felt her lean back against the wall too.

“You going over to the school later to work on your composition?” I asked after a moment. “Hanson said he'd be there so we can get into the music room.”

“Nope. I'm done.”

I opened my eyes wide and turned to look at her. “What do you mean you're done? How the hell can you be done?”

Mac's face was tipped up to the sky like she was soaking up the sun, except there really wasn't any. About two weeks ago she'd suddenly cut off all her long red hair for a short, chopped cut with messy bangs. I was still getting used to it.

“I mean I'm done.
Fini
.
Completo
. I wrote out the rest of the music. I recorded it. I burned the cd. I'm done.”

The composition project was half of our term music mark. I couldn't believe Mac was finished while I was still struggling to get the notes on paperâ€”that is, if I'd actually had any music in my head to write down.

I let my head fall back against the wall again and stared up into the gray April sky. “Friday, you weren't any further ahead than I am. What did you do? Spend the whole day in the music room?”

I felt her shrug beside me. “Last night, mostly,” she said.

“You lie,” I said, letting my eyes slide sideways so I could see her without moving my head. “There was a dance last night, so Hanson would have been in the gym making sure none of the guys on the hockey team were drinking or putting their hands down some girl's thong.”

Her lips twitched with a hint of a smile. “Great visual, Danny Boy. But just so you know, some of us don't go for the butt-floss look.”

I reached over and gave her shoulder a shove. “Yeah, well, thanks for
that
visual, Mac.”

She grinned, but she kept her head against the brown shingles, and her eyes stayed closed.

I stretched my legs across the wooden deck and slid down until the back of my head was the only thing still against the building. “Seriously, how'd you get into the music room?”

“Maybe I broke in. Maybe I picked the lock with a paperclip and a toothpick. Maybe I swiped pointy-faced Mrs. Robinson's keys. Or maybeâ€¦”

She let the word hang in the air for a long moment. “Maybe Mr. Hanson went in to get a guitar, because some suck-up suggested he sit in with the band for a song. And maybe he didn't lock up behind himself the way he should have.”

She opened her eyes then and jumped to her feet. “C'mon, Danny Boy,” she said, jerking her head toward the steps. “Let's go.”

“What are you on?” I said, squinting up at her. “I spent all day hauling boxes of crap that came from my grandparents' house out of the basement of my parents' house. Leave me alone. Let me sleep.”

I closed my eyes, but she bent down, grabbed my arm and hauled me to my feet. Mac was kinda shortâ€”she only came up to my shoulderâ€”but she was strong. I could feel her fingers digging into my wrist through my sweatshirt, and I pretty much had to go with her, because she wasn't letting go and I was going to fall on my ass going down those stairs if I didn't keep up.

Chapter Two

“Where are we going?” I said as Mac cut across the grass, headed for the hill that led down to the street.

She'd let go of my arm, and I was following her, mostly because what the hell else did I have to do on an almost Saturday night?

“I wanna show you something,” she said.

“Show me what?”

She turned around and started walking backward. “See, the thing is, Danny Boy,” she said, making a big sweeping movement with one hand, “when someone wants to show you something, you have to actually see it.”

“So where's everyone else tonight?” I asked, partly because I really did want to know, and partly because I knew she wasn't going to tell me where we were going and I didn't want her to think I cared about knowing that much. Yeah, I know that's warped.
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