o ph ht.!-f_“nl! ‘Hhﬂh ‘ﬂp\l
and hope; fir

: 'F‘ETSE“\ Era'l‘l'-‘E i




chapter |

tin box on a tar patch

M:!}'ht‘ Momuners and 1 shouldn’ have been

surprised; Dwight had rold us ic was a crailer
even before we'd packed owr bags, Bur [ had pic-
tureed one of those parks—like up on Rouwe 50, 1
thoughe erailers were always in tratler fravkes. |
expected a licele grass paech out frone, daisy-shaped
pinwheels stuck into the pround, one of those
white shorty fences and a parden poome,

Prwight crossed ceaffic and pulled the truck up
over the curb, When he stopped, Momumers® hea
bumped against the window, “What are we doing
here?” she asked. 1| watched Dwight's face for the
answer, Dwight is my stepfacher. Well, hes really
my ex-stepfacher since he and Mommers split for
good. Thar was two years ago. (It's best to know
right from the beginning that my family is hard 1o
follow—like @ road that keeps raking cwists and



wuens.) Bue Dwight had always told me, there'll be
no “ex™ berween you and me, Addie, girl, and I
believed him.

“1 said, what arc we doing here?” Mommers
repeated.

“This is the place,” Dwight mumbled.

Mommers sat up. She opencd her eyes wide and
looked out the front windshield. Then she
screamed, “Dwight! You've got to be kidding me!
This is the ciy!”

Dwight leaned away from her—protecting his
ear—and in chat gquiet way he’s gor abour him, he
told Mommers, “Come on, Demise. Lets not go
over it again. You know this is all I've gor lefe. You
can move in here, or go to Jack’s place.™ He slid
out of the truck.

Maommers swung her door open so hard it came
back ar her. She kicked it and it whined on the
hinge. “1 can’c live wich Jack!™

She was talking about my grandfather on my
father's side. I call him Grandio. That's his grandpa
name, which my facher raught me to say a long
time ageo. Thaes abouot all my facher had time to
teach me; he died when I was barely threc, T've
always kind of felt as if my father gove me



Grandic—or tried to anyway—that he left him to
me 5o I'd have as muoch family as possible. Thing is,
he kind of [cft Grandio to Mommers, oo, T've
never seen two people who wanted less o do with
cach ocher.

“I hate Jack!™ Mommers hollered ar Dwighe.
“And | hate you!™

“I know,” said Dwight, as if he had accepred
thar a long time ago.

I unfelded myself from the back of the cab,
where I'd been squashed in the little jump seat, and
slipped down to the ground. Dwighe lifted our bags
out of the back of his truck and handed Mommers
a key,

“Cao in and have a look. We can work on it some
if you wane,” he said, “And the computer is in for
you and Addie.” He tried to say all this wich a
bBopeful note in his throat—Dwight always did
that.

But Mommers threw the key down hard as she
could. It hir the ground with a tiny ringing sound
like a little chime. I suppose you wane me to over-
flow with gratituce! ™ she yelled, I ger a cruddy tin
box for a house and a dinosaur for 2 compurter!
Lucky me! Whar about the duplex, Dwight? You



“Characters as persuasively optimistic
as Addie are rare, and readers will
gravitate to her. Poignant.”

—Priblishers Weekly (starred review)

ddie is waiting for normal. Bur Addics mother has
an all-or-nothing approach 1o life: a food festa or an
empty pantry, ber way or no way. All-or-nothing never adds
up to normal, and it can’t hrin.g M;!ie all to home, where
she wants to be with her half sisters. But Addie never stops

hoping that one day, maybe, she'll find nocmal.
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