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This book is dedicated to three people:
to Rachel, who was singing before she could talk;

to John, my brilliant and beloved life partner;
and to Heather Cooke, passionate supporter of all things Métier.

•••



“Art is chaos taking shape.”
—Pablo Picasso
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Chapter One

The opening chord of the music exploded in Dennison Hall, 
shattering the silence.

And Iz Beaufort, sitting there in the audience, suddenly burst 
into tears like a complete idiot.

“Shut up,” she was whispering furiously to herself.
But as the music gained momentum, she found herself getting 

more stupidly worked up, not less.
It was the way the chord looked.
All charcoal grey and black, streaked through with sullen blue, 

with flashes of slicing silver. It was like some multi-storey building 
that loomed and morphed in Iz’s head.

Meanwhile, Audra Allen started kicking the back of her chair, 
saying, “Hey new kid, some of us are trying to watch the show.”

Which was a joke, because Audra Allen had been going around 
telling everyone how boring this concert was going to be.

“Sorry,” Iz muttered.
She hunched down in her chair, crossed her arms furiously and 

protectively, trying to get the music out of her head. But the trouble 
was, Iz and music were totally complicated. It was like some rela-
tionship in which they were always fighting or making up or ghost-
ing each other.

Mostly ghosting for the last two years, actually.
That was when she’d shoved her guitar under the bed and vowed 
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not to play it again. It was right after she’d been in a really bad foster 
home, where playing the guitar had led to horrible things she mostly 
tried not to think about now. It had been a survival thing, hiding it 
away, going undercover, pulling a kind of fog around herself, and 
trying not to stand out.

And she’d mostly succeeded.
But here in Dennison Hall, at the most unlikely of moments, 

this extraordinary chord was smashing doors open in her head. 
Memories were spilling out.

She was thinking about the curve of her guitar under her arm.
She was thinking about placing her fingers on the frets in places 

that were homes.
She was thinking about the way she could pick out one melody 

line, then add others and see them like threads she was twisting 
together into some complex piece of weaving.

“Hey! New girl!”
Iz swung around.
Audra was smirking at her, and the other kids were doing that 

thing where you pretend not to laugh but you also want the person 
to know you are pretending not to laugh.

“Everything . . . okay?” Audra said.
“It’s great,” Iz said tersely.
“’Cause we’re getting a little worried back here.”
“Sorry about that,” Iz said.
She twisted back around to the front, ignoring their giggles.
Audra Allen had picked Iz out on the first day Iz arrived at the 

school. Audra, like so many other bullies, had kind of sensed that 
something was not quite normal about Iz. And, restless and bored, 
hunting around for something to dominate, Audra had settled on 
her, because she had known Iz wouldn’t fight back.

She was right on all counts.
 Iz was absolutely no good at normal. Other people didn’t seem 

to get all tangled up like she did when they listened to music. They 
didn’t seem to picture it as a kind of structure with additions and 
passages you could go down. Nor, as far as she could tell, did they 
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spend all their time fighting with themselves, wrestling between 
rebellion and fear and a weird kind of frustrated grief.

Applause exploded over the auditorium.
Iz raised her head then.
The musicians dropped their arms and grinned at the audience. 

They turned and slapped hands together, laughed, threw an arm 
around each other’s shoulders. Released from the focus and precision 
of that wild performance, they were now loose-limbed and utterly 
cheerful.

And she realized with surprise—
They were scarcely older than she was.
They were kids.
A man strode onto the stage, amid the applause. He was tall, 

with a mop of black hair. He moved easily, like he was completely 
comfortable in himself.

When he spoke, his voice drifted out mildly, as if he was stroll-
ing around some flower show.

“Good afternoon! I am Dr. Aaron Perlinger, and this is 
Manifesto, from The Métier School. Let me introduce them. From 
the left—Becky, Ahmed, Rina, Jasleen, Kwame, Teo, Will, Bijan, 
LaRoyce.”

Applause burst out again while the performers shuffled around 
grinning somewhat self-consciously now.

Dr. Perlinger continued, “Everything is written and performed 
by these extraordinary young musicians. But that is not the most 
important thing about them. They support each other. They build 
each other. They hold each other up.”

“It all comes from you, Dr. P,” said one of the girls onstage. She 
was standing beside a large instrument that looked like an over-
grown violin. “That’s what makes Manifesto what it is.”

“Ha! I just walk alongside you all, Jasleen,” he said. “I just en-
courage what’s there already.”

Iz was staring, trying to make sense of this conversation. Who 
were these kids who could write something as endlessly powerful 
and complicated and multifaceted as that chord? And who was this 
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man who directed them and spoke about how they all looked after 
one another? Why did they beam at him like they loved him?

A pain erupted in her out of nowhere, so strong she was bent 
over with it. It was a woken-up, broken kind of longing. Because she 
had the strongest feeling suddenly that if she tried to explain herself 
to these kids, to this man, they might actually understand.

Dr. Perlinger said, “That piece you just heard was called ‘Post-
Punk Beethoven.’ It’s the creation of Ahmed and Will and Kwame 
here. Tell us about it?”

He ushered three boys to the front, who were shuffling around 
and bashful but with eyes like intelligent arrows.

They started talking at top speed, filling in each other’s thoughts.
“Yeah, we were kind of riffing on the idea of rebellion.”
“And post-punk is like rebellion on top of the original rebellion 

of punk. Joy Division, Talking Heads, The Cure—”
“Then there’s Beethoven. He ushered in a whole new era by 

basically blowing up the rules for how you write music—”
“So we kind of mashed them up together, like rebellion on top 

of rebellion on top of rebellion!”
Rebellion on rebellion on rebellion.
She had seen that in their music—piled-up strata that were all 

about refusing to accept the way things were and fighting against 
what held you back.

Maybe that was why she had burst into tears.
Because it had been like seeing her own complicated self looking 

back at her.
All at once, she wondered—what would her life have been like, 

if Dominion Children’s Care hadn’t spiraled her through twenty-six 
foster homes and fourteen schools? What if she had not learned to 
be afraid of writing songs and playing her guitar because of what 
had happened in That Place? What if there had been a group like 
Manifesto for her to join, and a leader like Dr. Perlinger to walk 
beside her and bring out of her what was already there?

For the first time in ages, she longed to actually take out her 
guitar. She longed to play alongside them.
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It was like that chord was the Big Bang or something.
The universe inside Iz was suddenly expanding outward at an 

unthinkable speed.
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Chapter Two

When Iz entered Pat’s house after school, Pat and Britnee were 
sitting in the living room, surrounded by mountains of fabric and 
sequins. They were laughing and cutting and gluing.

Pat looked up with a gentle, unseamed face, like the moon on a 
clear night. “Hi, honey. School good?”

Britnee held up a ruffled thing. “Butter dish holder!”
Britnee was Pat’s daughter. She was marrying Vance in only a 

few months. Pat and Britnee spent most of their time working on 
wedding favours and phoning people to sort out issues. Vance spent 
most of his time being silent.

Iz found herself saying, “We had our field trip today. It was 
these kids from this place called The Métier School. They audi-
tioned to get into it.”

“That’s the one downtown,” Britnee said in her husky, luxurious 
voice. “Fancy schmancy international high school for music. My 
friend tried out but didn’t get in.”

“Probably dodged a bullet.” Pat peacefully bit off a seam.
“Oh, totally. She said later she would have hated it.”
“Why?” Iz said.
“Just, you know, places like that can be a little full of themselves. 

A little too-too.” Britnee folded a blue ribbon like an accordion be-
tween her fingers and deftly pinned it.

“Right.” Iz shifted from foot to foot. She wasn’t planning to say 
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anything more, but somehow heard her voice talking anyway. “How 
. . . how did she audition?”

Britnee flicked her lashes up at Iz and asked humorously, “Why, 
are you going to try out?”

“Ha! No!” Iz flushed.
Pat smiled kindly at her. “Oh, hon, can you even imagine?”
Iz swallowed, pushed everything down. “Yeah, that would be 

crazy. Well, I’ve got a lot of homework. Think I’ll go upstairs and 
get started.”

“Take a snack, Iz. There are cookies. Chocolate chip. I made 
them this afternoon.”

“Thanks, I will!”
Iz grabbed three cookies from the plate on the counter, then 

backtracked through the living room and up the stairs, past the 
portraits of Pat and Britnee beaming on a cruise ship, on a beach, in 
a restaurant.

She entered her bedroom, closed the door softly. Then she sat 
down on the floor and peered under the bed.

“There you are,” she whispered.
It had been living under beds for the last two years.
It looked lonely, rootless, like it had been starved for affection. 

She pulled it toward her, pushing aside crumpled papers and food 
she kept on hand just in case. Then she opened the lid, lifted the 
guitar out at last, and simply held it against her chest. She rocked it, 
like an abandoned child.

“Remember when I found you? In the dumpster. And you didn’t 
have any strings, till I made a deal with that guy. He stole them 
from his brother, and I did his math worksheets for a month.”

No one would want her to do their assignments now.
It flashed into her head then, a sudden clear memory of back 

when she’d been eager to go to school each day, when she’d been 
creative, optimistic, curious about things. That had been before 
everything had happened in That Place. Before the things that Iz 
was not going to think about right now.

She crossed her legs and drew the guitar into position. Ran her 
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hand along its curved side. Played a cluster of notes, tuned it, played 
again, head practically resting on its comforting wood. At last, her 
fingers picked out a series of darting fragments, like someone escaping.

Her old notebook was in the guitar case too. She drew it out and 
flipped through the pages, looking at all the songs she had written.

Then she turned to a blank page and stared at it.
After getting out of That Place, she had not ever written songs 

again. Melodies and ideas had slowed in her mind, like sap that had 
been chilled. But now, for the first time in ages, a new tune was 
gnawing at her, and rebellious words were forming themselves.

Slowly at first, and then more quickly, she scribbled. She went 
back and crossed some words out, added others. Then she created a 
little meandering guitar line that played against her voice, looping 
above and below. She could picture it in her mind—two bright 
strings flying together and apart.

Softly, under her breath so Pat and Britnee wouldn’t hear it,  
Iz sang.

My compass is not the same as yours
I will not walk the roads you choose for me
You say my road’s not there at all
Although it seems to me that it is all I see
You say my compass is lost like me
But I’m running from you
And I am
A joyful refugee

As she played and sang, Iz felt like she had joined some kind of 
living current. She was filled with it, urged on by it.

She had no idea how much time had passed when she finally let 
her hands drop. It was only then that she decided for sure what she 
needed to do.

Iz opened her door and looked up and down the hallway. No 
one was there. Finally she crept across the hall and right through the 
open door opposite her own room. Her heart was pounding.
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The walls in the room were dotted with photos of Britnee in 
each grade at school, at first dressed up in frilled outfits like a doll 
and later wearing trendy designer clothes.

But none of that mattered. The important thing was the heavy 
laptop computer sitting on the little table by the window. It looked 
like it was a thousand years old, but maybe it would still work.

Iz inched into the desk chair, pressed the ON button. At first 
nothing happened. But then, grudgingly, the laptop began making 
resentful waking-up noises. After what seemed like forever, a logo 
appeared, followed by a desktop view of several icons.

Iz fumbled around until she found her way online.
Then she typed quickly into the address bar.
The Métier School.
First the screen was black, and then words appeared: A new 

vision of musicianship. Then a picture gradually emerged—young 
people running down a rocky hill with energy and purpose and 
rawness. With a shock, she realized she was staring into the faces of 
the kids in Manifesto. It dissolved into other photos. Rehearsal halls. 
Orchestras. Choirs.

Her eyes flicked ravenously through the list of links, till she  
saw it.

Auditions.
She slammed her finger down on the mouse.
“Iz?”
Britnee’s voice was soft, but Iz leapt out of the chair, twisted in 

the air so she landed facing Britnee like a cornered animal.
“Ha!” Iz said. “I’m sorry! I should have asked.”
Britnee gazed at her with pale-blue eyes. “Oh, baby, I’m sure my 

mom doesn’t care if you use the computer. At least someone’s using 
it! But what are you doing?”

“I—” Iz said. “I just was doing some homework.”
“What homework? Need help?”
Her mind raced. “No, thanks, I-I think I know what to do. It’s 

for music. We have to write a report about the concert today. I was 
just looking up the website of that school.”
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Britnee gazed at Iz a bit more with those uncanny eyes which 
seemed to be cataloguing everything about Iz. Finally she said, 
“Cool.”

They smiled at each other.
“I, uh, so,” Iz said. How did you politely tell someone to go away?
Britnee turned and walked to the door. As she was heading into 

the hallway, she said, “Hey, if you have any trouble figuring that old 
thing out, just call me. I had to use it all through school because 
Mom was too technophobic to upgrade to something decent.”

“Okay,” Iz said.
Britnee drifted down the hallway, leaving the door open as if Iz 

might get into some kind of criminal activity if she wasn’t watched 
closely.

Iz sat there all rustled and confused, wondering what on earth 
was wrong with herself.

She couldn’t audition for The Métier School. Pat and Britnee had 
laughed out loud at the idea—with good reason. After all, Iz had 
been in twenty-six homes and fourteen schools by the age of four-
teen, always arriving in classrooms that were in the middle of things 
and leaving before anything was completed. Her knowledge was all 
fragmented and piecemeal.

Also, she’d never had music lessons.
And then there was the fact that she hadn’t even written any-

thing or sung or played her guitar in two years.
But she stared again at the faces of Manifesto. They looked so 

confident, so happy. Everything in her yearned to be with them.
And suddenly she knew she was going to audition whether Pat 

and Britnee thought it was stupid or not. And she wasn’t going to tell 
them—not until after, and only if she got in.

Her eyes raced over the instructions on the screen. There was an 
online form to fill out. That was easy enough. And she had to attach 
a transcript and two letters of reference.

It didn’t take long for her to learn that a transcript was a list of 
all of your school grades, and a letter of reference was something an 
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adult wrote to tell people how great you were. Which sounded 
simple, except that Iz’s grades were terrible and no adults knew her 
well enough to say anything particularly enthusiastic.

She sat there feeling completely discouraged for a few minutes, 
until something hit her.

It was so audacious that all she could do was sit there and let out 
a low, appalled whistle.

“Hey,” Britnee said from the door.
Iz’s heart practically flung itself out of her chest.
“H-hey!”
“I don’t think the printer’s hooked up. This cord should work.”
“Oh! Good! Thanks!”
Hastily, Iz clicked the registration form closed, as Britnee leaned 

behind the laptop and fiddled with the cord. She turned on the 
printer and it made chugging noises. “Okay, I think it’s good, if you 
need it. How are you submitting your work?”

“Uh,” Iz stammered. “I’m not sure. They didn’t say.”
“Just print it off then. That’s the safest.”
“Perfect!” Iz said tensely.
“Let me know if there’s anything else.”
“I will!”
Britnee stepped lightly back into the hall, leaving the door 

open again.
Iz let out a long, slow breath.
She thought again of that outrageous thing.
What if—
What if you created a school that didn’t exist?
Her brain started to race. She could probably find examples of 

transcripts online and create her own, with the kinds of marks that 
she might have gotten if everything in her whole life had been differ-
ent. She could write letters of reference from teachers at that imagin-
ary school—Compass Community School—who would have 
known her since she was very young.

It shouldn’t be so hard. Iz hadn’t really had much experience 
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with computers in any of the foster homes—too scared to ask, and 
nobody ever offered—but at school she had learned how to create 
documents and how to insert images. She knew how to upload things.

And obviously she could create a fake address and phone num-
ber, and fake email addresses for her fake parents, when she filled in 
the registration form.

It was all pretty basic.
It was also completely illegal and wrong.
And she had not felt so alive in ages.
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Chapter Three

Phil ’s Music Store was empty except for a mother and kid looking 
at trumpets, and a tall young man who was helping them.

And Iz.
She was holding Pat’s phone in her shaking hand. She was going 

to take photos of books. Then she’d send them to the new email ad-
dress she’d set up for herself last night (surprisingly easy to do). After 
that, she’d make hard copies using the printer Britnee had set up.

Because she had an audition scheduled for December 2nd at 
11:15 am—three weeks from now.

When Iz had taken the phone out of Pat’s bedside table, her 
heart had been pounding so hard, she was sure Pat and Britnee 
would be able to hear it. You could be kicked out for stealing. You 
could go to juvenile detention.

But Iz was counting on nobody noticing it was missing. She’d 
overheard Britnee saying to Pat, “What’s the point of having a phone 
when you just keep it in your bedroom drawer?”

“It just has too many bells and whistles,” Pat had said.
“Mommy! It’s the best phone out there! People lined up around 

the block for this version. And anyway, I could help you.”
“Can I help you?”
Iz jumped. The young man had slipped in behind her.
“Uh—no, just browsing,” Iz said, flushing.
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“Let me know if you need anything.” He headed back to the 
counter, waving goodbye to the mom and kid.

Iz drifted along behind the shelves. What she needed was some-
thing completely simple, for someone who didn’t even know how to 
read notes. Because that was her. Everything she did was by listening 
and then picturing all of the sounds in her head.

Then she saw it—Theory for Beginners.
She grinned. That was exactly what she needed.
The first chapter was entitled “What Are Notes Anyway?” It 

showed lines with circles on them, similar to what she had occasion-
ally seen at school in music classes. But she’d never really paid atten-
tion to what was happening because there was no point. She’d be 
gone before long.

Iz centred the phone on the page and took a picture.
Then she flipped the page, clicked again.
She had gotten through eleven pages when the young man spoke 

directly behind Iz.
“You know, you are actually supposed to buy the books.”
Iz whipped around, then stood there numbly because she hadn’t 

thought through what she’d do if she got caught.
“Taking a theory course?” His face wasn’t all that disapproving. 

More curious.
She shrugged, half-nodded, wary.
“Who’s your teacher? Some of them have arrangements with the 

store.”
 “Connor McHugh,” Iz said immediately. That was the author’s 

name on the book.
The young man frowned. “I’ll look him up in the system.”
Not surprisingly, he returned shaking his head. “He’s not in 

there. Sorry about that. I can’t offer you a discount.”
“That’s okay,” Iz said, feeling tense and cornered. Without 

thinking she added, “I don’t have any money anyway.”
Flushing, she began to walk to the door.
“Hey,” he said.
She turned.
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The young man regarded her for a long minute.
“So you just came in to take pictures of things.”
“Yeah. I—I just wanted to learn about rudiments of theory. 

And—” She consulted the crumpled papers in her hand. “A vocalise 
and contrasting songs from two musical time periods, and scales and 
arpeggios.”

“Vocaleeze,” he said, but not unkindly. Gently, actually.
“Vocaleeze.”
He regarded her. “That’s a very specific list.”
“Yeah. It doesn’t matter. I’m sorry. I’m going to go.”
Iz began to feel claustrophobic with him staring at her.
She tried to blink away the tears that were suddenly blurring 

everything, but they fell down her cheeks anyway. All she could do 
was swipe at them, furious and embarrassed and confused and defi-
ant all at once.

The young man said softly, “What if you tell me who you are 
and why you need to take pictures of these things today?”

Iz could only shake uselessly and mutinously at him.
He held out his hand. “I’m Jamaal Wickerson. And you are?”
She mumbled, “Iz Beaufort.”
“Hey.” His head was on one side, regarding her. “Hey, come sit 

down.”
He led her over to one of the couches. Iz followed numbly. Now 

that she’d been exposed, she was weirdly frozen—unable to speak or 
to run either. Her eyes rambled desperately around the room, trying 
to avoid his gaze.

Jamaal smiled at her, very patiently and carefully, as if she was a 
wild animal he was trying to tame. “So I’m a music student at the 
university, working on my doctorate. I’m also a teaching assistant 
there, and I have a band, and I write music, and I work here part 
time. How about you?”

His face was friendly and open as he waited.
When she didn’t answer, he continued kindly. “You know, when 

I was a kid, I had this teacher at school. She taught me music for 
free. I owe everything to her, actually.”
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There was a silence.
“Want to play me something?” he said.
Iz looked down at her old guitar case, and back up at Jamaal.
Finally she took out the guitar, held it in her arms, placed her 

fingers on the strings, and strummed gently. She closed her eyes, 
shut everything out.

The song she’d written last night came into her head then.

You say no road is even there at all
Although it seems to me that it is all I see

There were two melodies she started to explore on the guitar—one 
that sought to fly and one stuck in earth. They circled, in a standoff. 
But the very power of their battle fuelled them, and somehow they 
rose up, still wrestling, with the world laid out below.

When the song ended, she let the last chord linger in the air.
Finally, she opened her eyes.
Jamaal was looking intently at her, intelligent eyebrows drawn.
She took a breath, smeared tears with her fist, glared down at 

the guitar. Her voice started spurting out words she had not ex-
pected to be saying.

“I have an audition for The Métier School on December 2nd. I 
don’t know anything. I can’t even read music.”

Jamaal exhaled very softly and slowly. He nodded, as if he ac-
tually got what she was saying. Then he asked, “What are the en-
trance requirements?”

Iz actually glanced at him then and saw that he was genuinely 
interested. She took another shuddering breath and let it out slowly. 
Should she?

A second later, she found herself passing him the wrinkled audi-
tion papers.

Jamaal’s eyes flicked back and forth across the pages.
“Okay. I can help with this. Let’s find some vocal repertoire. I’ve 

got an idea—”
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Then he took off amid the bookshelves. He was gone a long 
time. When he came back, he spread out several books on the couch 
beside Iz.

“Take a picture of this page, and this one . . .”
Over the next hour, she did as he directed. Occasionally, some-

one would come into the store and Jamaal would disappear to help 
them out. Then he would be back, often with another book.

Sometime during the hour, they migrated to the piano. There, 
Jamaal played and sang all kinds of songs—some lyrical, some like 
intricate puzzles, and one that seemed deranged and panting, like it 
was running for its life.

“What’s that?” she said.
“‘The Erlking.’ By Franz Schubert.”
She said softly, “It sounds like being scared of someone.”
“Ha!” Jamaal grinned. “Funny you should say that. It’s about 

this evil demon guy who’s chasing a father and son through a forest. 
He wants to catch the son. The son knows he’s there but the dad 
doesn’t believe it.”

“What . . . what happens?”
“Oh,” Jamaal said cheerfully, “the demon gets the kid. The kid 

dies.”
Iz’s insides clenched. And for a minute she couldn’t figure out 

why. Then she realized. She’d tried to tell people there was a demon 
in That Place. They hadn’t listened either.

She said softly, “Can you play that one again?”

 It was much later that she noticed the sky was darkening 
outside the shop window.

“I think I have to go.”
Jamaal nodded. “You get all the photos you wanted?”
“Except in here.” Iz held out the Theory for Beginners book.
“Tell you what, that one’s on the house. I’m going to buy it for 

you. It’s my good luck gift for your audition.” His eyes were warm.
Iz frowned, completely confused. She wanted to ask him why he 
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was being so helpful and kind. In her experience, people were not 
often like that.

As if Jamaal guessed what was going through her mind, he said, 
“Mrs. Daskalov. She was my school teacher. I’d hang around after 
class and she’d show me stuff on the piano. And she taught me gui-
tar—we used hers.” He regarded Iz. “I wouldn’t be defending my 
PhD in a few weeks without her.”

“Well, but still, I can’t—”
“Think of it this way,” Jamaal said matter-of-factly. “It’s like a 

chain of giving. She didn’t have to help me, but she did. Maybe she 
saw something in me, who knows? And maybe I’m seeing something 
in you, so I want to help you. Then, maybe one day, you’ll be blown 
away by some incredible young musician who could use a hand. And 
you’ll pass it on. And maybe they will pass it on too, to someone else 
we can’t even imagine. Maybe a century from now, someone will be 
passing on the giving from today. All connected.”

“Thank you,” Iz said, in a barely there voice.
He smiled at her. “No thanks needed. Just come back if you 

have questions. I work on Tuesday and Thursday nights. And defin-
itely tell me how the audition goes.”

“I will,” she said, lying.
You always moved on—whether they made you or you did it 

yourself.
Then she was waving goodbye, and sprinting back toward Pat’s 

house, as the sky darkened.
As she ran, Pat’s phone abruptly burst into a metallic jig. Words 

flashed on the screen: Baby Brit.
For a minute, Iz couldn’t figure out what was going on. Then 

the awful truth dawned on her—Britnee was calling the phone.
They’d figured out it was missing. Britnee was trying to locate it.
With unsteady fingers, she selected all of the photos and sent 

them to her new email. She deleted them from Pat’s phone. She 
wiped it with her sleeve to get the fingerprints off and shoved it in 
her pocket.
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When Iz opened the door to Pat’s house, Britnee’s voice was 
blaring like an exasperated trombone: “I just hope you didn’t leave 
it anywhere public.”

“I can’t even remember if I’ve ever even taken it out of the house, 
but I might have.”

“Mom! Someone could have stolen your identity! They could be 
racking up huge bills on it. We have to call the provider.”

“I hate that thing!” Pat said fervently.
Iz silently took out one of Pat’s purses from the closet, slipped 

the phone into the front pocket—then put it back on the shelf.
“Iz! Are you there?” Britnee padded out, golden eyebrows drawn 

together.
Iz swung around.
“Yeah. Sorry I’m late. Uh . . . there was a school club. Singing. 

Like in a choir.” Her voice was faltering.
Britnee said slowly, “I wanted to show Mom how to use her 

phone today, and it was missing from where it usually is. You didn’t 
happen to see it, did you?”

“Her . . . phone?” Iz said, blinking. “No. I haven’t seen it.”
The way Britnee was looking at her, Iz could tell she was not 

quite convinced.
A weird part of her felt almost indignant. Why assume that the 

foster kid had stolen the phone?
Even though she had.
“I, uh . . . I have studying to do.”
She crept upstairs, opened her email, and sent all the photos to 

the printer. Then she stood by the door, listening for feet on the 
stairs and willing the ancient machine to hurry up.

At last, the final paper yawned its way out. Iz snatched up the 
papers, remembered to shut down her email, and raced silently back 
into her own room.

She shut the door.
She half kneeled in front of the bed.
She spread the papers out in piles.
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“The Erlking”
“Where’er you walk”
“Vocalise in G minor”
The Romantic period
The Baroque period

It felt good to just look at everything. It felt like making a plan. It 
felt like starting an adventure.

More than anything else, it felt like not sitting back—not al-
lowing other people to decide what would happen next.

At that moment, someone shouted something downstairs. Then 
she heard footsteps coming upstairs and along the hallway.

“Iz. Can I come in?”
Britnee was knocking and opening the door at the same time.
“Sure. Everything okay?” Iz said tensely, jumping up and shield-

ing Britnee’s view of the papers on the bed.
“Hon, I wanted to tell you, we just found the phone. It was in 

one of Mom’s purses.”
“I, uh, okay, good,” Iz said, feeling completely numb.
There was an awkward pause.
“And I just wanted to say, you are such a good kid. And you 

have such a bright future ahead of you. You just work so hard. Baby, 
sky is the limit for you, seriously.”

Britnee was trying to make up for thinking Iz had stolen the 
phone. It was all so condescending and humiliating. But obviously, 
Iz had no business feeling resentful.

“Thanks,” she said tightly.
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