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" Halfway into the Woods

| . Taylor shut off her alarm clock and blinked

the bedlmm into focus. As the morning light filled her eyes,
the memory of a flash flittered through her mind. There must
have been some lightning last night, she thought.

The slight chill of the hardwood floor felt nice against her
bare feet when she shuffled down the hall to the bathroom.
On the way, she paused by her brothers door long enough
to knock and say, “Seven o'clock. Time for school, Ryan.”

No answer. No surprise. They were twins, but far from
identical. He was blond with blue eyes. Her hair and eyes
were light brown. But the real differences lay beneath the
surface. Ryan did everything at the last minute, if he did it
at all. She finished every assignment as soon as possible. He
dangled near the bottom of their class. She hovered at the
top. He acted out every thought. She thought out every ac-
tion.

Taylor knocked again on the way back from the bathroom.
“Get up. You can sleep as late as you want tomorrow.” Still
no answer. [ tried.

She dressed in the clothes she'd laid out the night before,
checked her backpack to make sure she had everything
ready, then sat at her desk and wrote in her journal until
seven-thirty.

Yogurt, she decided as she capped her pen and closed her
journal. That’s what she usually had on Fridays. Blueberry.
With one tablespoon of wheat germ. A good source of vita-
min B.

After breakfast, Taylor left for school—allowing herself
enough time to arrive fifteen minutes early, as always. She
enjoyed the walk, especially now that spring was so close.
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The school was only eight blocks from her home, including
the long stretch that bordered the park.

When she got there, she spotted a familiar figure wander-
ing along the edge of the woods by the football field. Even
from behind, Taylor recognized the black sweatshirt with the
bright green alien face, the electric-blue sneakers with the
dangling orange laces, and the blond hair in that ridiculous
ponytail.

What's he doing? Taylor jogged around the side of the
school and across the field. By the time she reached the
woods, Ryan had disappeared among the trees, but she had
no trouble following the snap of branches that marked his
passage.

“Hey,” she called when she caught sight of him.

“Hi,” Ryan said. “What are you doing here?”

“What are you doing here?” Taylor asked. She glanced ner-
vously over her shoulder in the direction of the school.

“Looking for the alien ship,” Ryan said.

This wasn't even close to any of the thousand excuses
she’d expected from him. “What alien ship?”

“The one that exploded over the woods. I saw it last night.
Couldn't sleep after that. So I got out of bed early.”

“Don'’t be absurd,” Taylor said. “You saw lightning—prob-
ably a distant flash which you misinterpreted due to your
overactive imagination. That's all.”

“'m not stupid,” Ryan said. “I know what I saw. It
wouldn’t hurt for you to believe me once in a while. I saw a
spaceship.”

“Then you were dreaming.” Taylor checked her watch.
There was still plenty of time before school started.

“No way. I was awake. I had a killer thirst. Remember
what happened at dinner?”

“Every detail, unfortunately.” The scene was fresh in her
mind, the newest entry in a collection she thought of as “Ex-
plosions at the McKenzie Dinner Table.” Of course, if Ryan
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had listened to her, there wouldn't have been any trouble. All
he had to do was tap the stupid shaker. But he never listened.
It was like his brain was clogged.

“I got up for a drink of water. That’s when I saw it. Had
to be an alien ship. As long as you're here, you can help me
look.” Ryan waved his arm at the woods around them. “I'll
bet we find pieces all over.”

“You're wasting your time,” Taylor said. It drove her crazy.
He wouldnt spend five minutes on things that really mat-
tered like homework or studying, but he’d squander hours
chasing after some fantasy. “There arent any alien space-
ships.”

“There’s one less than there used to be,” Ryan said. “That’s
for sure. Come on, help me look for stuff. If they're smart
enough for space travel, they've got to have all kinds of
equipment. You know—alien artifacts. And weapons. They'd
definitely need protection against hostile earthlings.
Wouldn't it be great if we found a disrupter beam?” Ryan
squatted and fired at a nearby tree.

Taylor wondered which hostile earthling was Ryan’s real
target. A list of possibilities scrolled through her mind: Dad,
Ms. Gelman, Coach Ballast, Mr. Zorn, Principal Guthrie,
Billv Snooks. Maybe even her. The list, like the universe, was
endlessly expanding.

While space was growing larger, time was growing shorter.
She glanced at her watch again. “We'd better head back, or
we'll be late.”

Rvan shrugged. “So?”

“So we'll get in trouble.” Taylor wasn't about to blow a
nole in her perfect attendance record.

‘I don't care.” Ryan spun away from her and charged
deeper into the woods.

“Travel between the stars is virtually impossible,” Taylor
called after him. “I learned all about that when I did my
report for the science club last month.” No answer. But she

15



READER'S
GUIDE A Hilarious Novel

from the Author of

INSIDE!

“A multi-level tale, well told. The extremely short chapters and cinematic
point-of-view shifts keep the pages flipping quickly. The author makes
both main characters equally compelling.” —Publishers Weekly

“[A] quick, fun, funny book...for just about anyone who can read.”
—San Diego Union-Tribune

“A funny and imaginative tale. This is an enjoyable read that will appeal
to both boys and girls."—KLIATT

“The narrative jumps nimbly between the siblings and also includes their
meek but funny friend Ellis and the school bully, who is headed for an
inevitable showdown with Ryan. [A] pleasant choice for humorous
science fiction fans.”—School Libary Journal

34048 AGES 10 AND UP
) Cover art by Greg Swearingen
am A STARSCAPE BOOK
: TOM DOHERTY ASSOCIATES, LLC
47145 599 WWW. STARSCAPEROOKS.COM
ZTB_ PRINTED IN THE USA

ISBN O-7bk5-34044-4



	2098-c.jpg
	2098-p013.jpg
	2098-p014.jpg
	2098-p015.jpg
	2098-r.jpg

