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To my family — and ALL families — no matter  

what form they might take. 



U
N

C
O

RR
EC

TE
D

 A
DV

A
N

C
E 

RE
A

D
IN

G
 C

O
PY



U
N

C
O

RR
EC

TE
D

 A
DV

A
N

C
E 

RE
A

D
IN

G
 C

O
PY

Chapter One

“Logan, how about if we pick up the pace a little?” I suggested. 

“I don’t want to be late to start the year.”

It was the first day and we both had meetings before school even 

started — Logan with the basketball team and me with the school 

band. Our middle school was known as a basketball school, so 

the coach wanted to meet with potential players early. But Ms. 

Hooper wanting to talk to the band members? That was a surprise.

“Why is Ms. Hooper holding a band meeting this early?” Logan 

asked. 

“She didn’t really say, but I guess she wants more time to audi-

tion and practice.”

“Judging from how the band sounded last year, I guess I under-

stand that.”

“Nice, but the basketball teams didn’t even make it to the finals, 

as I recall.”
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“Man, that was rough. Mr. Hammer said he hadn’t had two 

teams get eliminated so early in fifteen years of coaching.”

Mr. Hammer wasn’t just the basketball coach but also the prin-

cipal of our school. He was a large man, a former jock, and he 

loved sports. I thought his name suited him. I always felt nervous 

around him. Even Logan, who didn’t seem fazed by much, was 

always a little cautious around him. 

For a school used to winning, it was hard to lose. All along the 

walls of our gym were the banners and pennants that our bas-

ketball teams had won over the past twenty years — dozens and 

dozens of “Champions,” “Finalists,” and “Winners” from tourna-

ments, divisions, and citywide competitions. 

Logan had been the star of the junior team and figured, now 

that he was in eighth grade, he’d be the same on the senior team. A 

senior team that had to do better.

“But the basketball season doesn’t even start for six weeks, does 

it?” I asked.

“I figure he wants to get tryouts over quickly, set the team, and 

get in lots of practice so we don’t repeat what happened last year,” 

Logan said. 

I looked at my watch. We didn’t have much time. “We’d better 

speed up.”

“We have plenty of time. Besides, I’m not going to move faster. 

This is my walk for the year,” Logan explained.

“Your walk?”

“Haven’t you noticed the way I’m moving?” he asked.
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“Yeah, but I thought your new basketball shoes were too tight or 

you’d pulled something.”

“Funny. Very funny. Jaxson, you are so funny. Look, I’ve been 

practicing the way I move and this is it. Slow, deliberate, a little bit 

of a swagger, like everything is under control and I’m the man.”

“You’re hardly the boy, but you keep pretending you’re cool.”

“No pretending necessary. I’ve given this walk of mine a lot of 

thought.”

“I have trouble believing you’ve given anything a lot of thought.”

“Even my thought process is understated,” he replied. “But seri-

ously, I’ve been thinking about how we’re going to own the school 

this year. We’re the top of the heap. Grade eight students.”

“I’ll give you that much, we are in grade eight, but I’m not sure 

if being part of any heap is what I’m after.”

“Jax, would you rather be the bottom?”

“You have a point,” I agreed.

“Grade six sucked completely and even last year the grade eights 

made it clear that the sevens weren’t much better. They always tried 

to make us feel like we didn’t count.”

“That never felt good. I guess we could treat the sevens a little 

better this year,” I suggested.

“Not a chance, Jaxson. I’m going to treat them exactly the same 

way. Look, I’ll be a star on the basketball team and you’ll be the 

first trumpet in the school band. Although that school band thing, 

when I say it out loud, just sounds sort of dorky. Maybe you should 

ditch the band meeting and come to basketball with me.”
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“I’m going to stick with trumpet.”

What I didn’t say was that even if I did try out for basket-

ball, and even if I did make the team, I’d just be spending a lot 

of time watching the game from the end of the bench instead of 

the bleachers. Besides, while I could play basketball, I could really 

play the trumpet.

“If you’d spent more time playing ball with me this summer 

instead of fooling around with the trumpet, you would have been 

a lock for the team,” Logan said.

“It wasn’t fooling around, it’s called practicing.”

I didn’t need to tell Logan that I liked the trumpet more than 

I liked basketball. Or any sport. Not that I didn’t like sports and 

didn’t play different sports, they just weren’t the same as music.

“Could you at least switch to a cooler instrument?” Logan asked.

“What are you talking about? The trumpet is the coolest 

instrument.”

“That would be the guitar, or saxophone or the drums or 

maybe the keyboard,” Logan said. “But at least you’re not playing 

the trombone.”

“What have you got against trombones?”

“You don’t have time for me to tell you what’s uncool about 

trombones. And speaking of time, are you going to be making a 

little time for Samantha today?”

“We might connect.”

“Now who’s pretending to be cool?” he asked.

“Okay, we talked.”
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“Talked or messaged?”

“Messaged. Texts.”

“And just how many texts did it involve this morning?” he asked.

“A couple.”

“I can always tell when you’re lying. How many?”

“Six, no, seven.”

“Like I thought. Just out of curiosity, how many thousands of 

texts did you two send each other this summer?”

I smiled. “It’s not thousands, but it was a lot. A whole lot.”

“Your timing really sucked. You spent the whole year — correc-

tion, two years — sitting beside her and you wait until the end of 

the year dance on the last day of school to really connect and then 

she’s gone for the entire summer.”

“My mom said it was probably the best thing that could have 

happened because that meant we spent so much time exchanging 

texts and emails.”

“What exactly does that even mean?” Logan asked.

“She said that we had the chance to get to know each other 

without distractions.”

“Distractions!” he exclaimed. “Having a girlfriend is all about 

the distractions! And, as you start the live-and-in-person part of 

this relationship, are you planning on going to your mommy for 

advice?”

“And somehow you think I’d be better off getting my advice 

from you instead?”

“I know females. If you don’t remember, I do have five sisters.”
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“Sisters aren’t females, they’re sisters. And it’s not like I haven’t 

spent a whole lot of time with them as well.”

Logan and I had been best friends since grade one and we always 

spend a lot of time at each other’s house. Besides his sisters — three 

younger and two older — there was a mother and a father, two 

very barky dogs, a cat, and hamsters that took up three separate 

cages. His house was like a combination zoo, rodeo, parade, and 

science experiment. Okay, maybe that wasn’t fair, but it had lots of 

moving parts and noises, and I liked it. There was so much hap-

pening all the time. It was semicontrolled chaos at its best.

Logan said he liked to be at my place for the quiet. It was just 

me and my mother in our house, and when she was at work, it 

was just me. Often, the only noise was music — most often jazz 

music — flowing through the speakers that lived in every room. I 

guess I got my love of music from her. Her and her brother.

“Jax, you should text Samantha and ask her to join you for 

lunch.”

“On the first day? She might want to sit with her friends.”

“She’ll say yes for sure — no question.”

“How can you be so certain?” I asked.

“The thousand texts between you two over the summer tell the 

story. She might even be offended or hurt if you don’t ask her,” 

Logan explained.

“I hadn’t thought of that.”

“And she knows that you and I eat lunch together every day, 

right?” Logan asked.
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“I’m sure everybody knows that. After all, it’s not like you can 

even eat and stay quiet.”

“People naturally pay attention to me. It’s part of my charm. Just 

text and it’s guaranteed that she’ll say yes.”

“That sounds pretty confident.” 

“I am. All along I figured she was just being nice to you to get 

closer to me. So, this could be her chance to make her move on 

me.”

“Funny how somebody who’s never had a girlfriend himself 

feels so confident about them.”

“My mother says I have an overdeveloped sense of confidence,” 

Logan said.

“You realize that isn’t a compliment, right?”

“If you had a more developed sense of confidence, you’d realize 

it is a compliment. And on the bright side, once you and Samantha 

are officially over, it’ll clear the way for you to end up dating and 

ultimately marrying one of my sisters. That’s the only way you’ll 

actually become my brother.”

“According to my mom and both your parents, that box has 

already been ticked,” I said.

There had been arrangements made that if anything happened 

to my mom, Logan’s parents would become my official guardians.

“I want it to be official but without anybody having to die,” Logan 

explained.

“By the way, technically, even if I do marry one of your sisters, 

that wouldn’t make me your brother. I’d be your brother-in-law.”
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“That’s what I’m saying, brother in the law. The law says you’re 

my brother. How much more official can that be?” 

“Just out of curiosity, which of your sisters do you figure I’m 

going to end up marrying?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Logan asked.

“Not to me.”

“Come on, Jax, don’t you see the way Emma acts around you? 

She’s got a really big crush on you.”

“Emma’s ten years old.”

“And that’s why you’re not going to marry her, or even date her, 

for years and years to come.”

“If you’re so anxious for me to become your brother, it could all 

happen sooner if I married Ella because she’s two years older than 

me instead of almost three years younger,” I suggested.

“Ella is so out of your league. But then again, so is Samantha. 

She just doesn’t seem like the sort to date a guy in the band.”

“Are you kidding? Musicians get all the girls.”

“Rock stars and rappers, and K-pop stars, not guys in the school 

band, but nice try. You keep believing that if it makes you feel 

better.”

We walked through the almost empty parking lot of the school. 

We were here before most of the teachers and almost all of the 

students. And, as Logan had said, we were here on time for our 

meetings.

“This is where we separate. Cool kids to the left to head for the 

gym and band guys to the right.”
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“Have fun,” I said.

“I will.” I started to walk away and he called out. “Jax!”

I turned around.

“Send Samantha the text. She’ll say yes. Even if you don’t have 

confidence, I have enough of it for both of us.”




