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Chapter 1

No Coffee Windley, North Carolina
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Click!

WAKE UP!

Hiss!

Wha . . . 
what’s happening?

Rise and shine! 
Breakfast is on 

the table.

 Why do 
you always do 

that to us?

I almost forgot! 
it’s Monday!

Daaaad!

BOOM!

Mrow!
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6:04 a.m. 6:08 a.m.
Hmm.

6:33 a.m.
Why aren’t 

you dressed 
yet?

Not that shirt. 
Might as well have 

a sign that says 
“BAND NERD.”

Band nerd! 
Band nerd! 
Lucy is a 

band nerd!!

Windley School of 
the Arts is full of band nerds. 

I’m going to fit right in.

Only if you catch 
the bus. This new school 
was your idea, not ours.

I am!

Thirty minutes is 
plenty of time.

6:38 a.m.

Band 
nerd!

6:45 a.m.

Baaaaaaand 
nerrrrrrd!

6:49 a.m.

Band 
nerd!

Liam! 
Stop!

Hey!

it’s almost seven. 
Dad’s getting mad.

Lucy! Get out here!

See?

Band 
nerd!

 Band 
nerd!

I was just 
messing 
around!

Get moving!
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If you miss the bus, 
your mom can’t drive you.

Windley is 
across town, 
not down the 
road like West 

Middle.

I know.
But Liam—

No “buts.”
Just eat. Fast.

Your eldest is
dillydallying.

You have to step it up or 
there’s no point in going to 

a school like Windley.

I know. I’ll work
hard, I promise.

We’re just 
concerned.

Especially 
in math.

Windley has a much 
harder curriculum than 

your old school.

I can do it. 
I got in, right?

You had a really
strong audition.

Windley could be
a good opportunity

for you.

it’ll be okay. 
Maybe I can help 
with the math.

We tried that, 
remember?

Maybe you’ll
get a really 

good teacher.

You’re not
the strongest 

student.

But only if 
you put in 
the work.

Yeah.

Elizabeth
5th grade genius

takes 7th grade math
voted nicest in her class

basketball star

Lucy

BAD at math

not athletic
good at fl ute

likes cookies
basketball starbasketball starbasketball star

voted nicest in her classvoted nicest in her class

5th grade genius

basketball star

5th grade genius
takes 7th grade math

voted nicest in her class

basketball star

5th grade genius
takes 7th grade math

basketball star

5th grade genius

basketball starbasketball star

voted nicest in her class

basketball starbasketball starbasketball starbasketball star

voted nicest in her class
good at fl ute

likes cookies

BAD at mathBAD at math

not athletic
good at fl ute

likes cookieslikes cookies

not athletic

likes cookies

good at fl ute
not athletic

Elizabeth
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Did you see the job 
postings I sent?

I can read, 
Caroline.

So you’ll send 
in your resume?

A law 
student could 
do those jobs.

Careful! Why 
are you slinging 
so much water?

it was an accident. 
Get off my back.

Go put on 
your shoes.

Also, we’re out 
of coffee.

You do the 
shopping now. 
You keep track.

You did that on 
purpose. Now I’ll have 

to stop somewhere 
and be late to work.

it wasn’t on 
purpose. We’re out 

of everything.

Snap!

If you let me use 
the credit card, 
I could order 

online—

Make a list. 
I’m not a mind 

reader.
no sudden 

moves.

You never buy what 
I put on the list.

I bought a 
six-pack!

Whoa!

Slowly . . . 
slowly . . .



12 13

You did what you wanted,
just like always.

A case of beer 
isn’t healthy.

—selfish!

—wasteful!

Gotta get 
out . . .

. . . before . . .

. . . the . . .

*click*

. . . explosion.
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You’re in my seat.

They—
they’re 

assigned?

Not officially
or anything.

But you know 
the rules.

I do?

I’m in eighth
grade. You’re new, so, 
probably in seventh.
I sit where I want.

Let’s swap. 
I want the 

window
seat.

What’s your name? I’m Malia.
Like Malia Obama? My parents’
first date was to see a speech

by President Obama.

My parents named me
for the Peanuts cartoon.

That’s 
horrible!

Oh! No! They named 
you SNOOPY?

NO!

You’re 
Charlie 
Brown?

I’m Lucy.

Chapter 2

Malia
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Lucy’s a lot better.
Like Lucy McKensey.

Who?

You don’t follow Lucy 
McKensey? She’s got five 

million subscribers.

Oh. My parents 
block that stuff

at our house.

What do you do
all day?

Netflix, mostly.
Have you seen The Great 

British Bake Off?

Seriously, you have
to watch Lucy McKensey.

You can come to my house.
Let me give you my number.

Okay, cool.

So you’re a
band nerd, huh? First chair

all last year.
it’s the only thing

I’m good at.

You seem pretty
cool, though. Band kids are 
SUPER weird. Almost as bad

as gamer kids.

I mean . . . 
I really like flute, 

but I like other
stuff too.

Stick with me. I’m in chorus. 
We’re a lot more chill.

Cheerleading tryouts are 
today. Are you going?

No. I need time to practice 
my flute. And study. I hear 
there’s a lot of homework 

at Windley.

Um . . . 
thanks?

You’ll get used to it.
I’m super nervous

about tryouts.

We have to do all 
these dance moves . . .

and 
routines . . .

and even 
stunts!

I’m sure you’ll 
do great.
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I don’t really 
like cheering.

Don’t tell
my grandma, though.

She’ll be disappointed.

I won’t.

Watch it!

Sorry.

Creative writing kids.
They all think they’re

going to write the
next Harry Potter.

C’mon, I’ll show you 
around the middle school!

Ring!

Seventh 
grade hallway 

is that way.
Gulp!

You’re gonna
do great. See you 

on the bus?

See you 
then.

Thanks, but I
almost hope I don’t 

make the team.

Ugh.
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I’m Dr. Jones,
the seventh grade guidance 
counselor. Can I help you 

find your homeroom?

Counselors
are usually nice. 

Nosy, though.

I . . . 
um.

Let’s see your 
schedule.

I don’t think
I have one.

I can look
you up. Name?

Lucy Carver.

Carver, 
Carver . . . 

here you are! 
Band track. 

 You’re in 
Ms. Baz’s class.

Two doors down 
on the left.

Phew!

Welcome, Lucy!

We’re glad 
you’re here.



Neela
Lucy
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1st/2nd Period, Language Arts & Social Studies 

Welcome,
seventh graders!

Phones away! 

For hobbies,
put down gaming, 

hacking, and 
gaming.

Gaming twice?

Duh. There’s 
three spaces.

Dance? What 
kind of dance?

Ballet.

 What track 
are you?

Band.

Figures. That 
shirt is definitely 

nerdy.

Time for 
icebreakers!

I’m in
game design.

I was in a 
professional 
production of 
the Nutcracker 

last year.

Chapter 3

Icebreakers

CLAP
CLAP

UUUGGGHHH
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Maybe the 
girls will
be nicer.

but I’m clarinet 
and she’s flute.

Awesome!
I play flute

too.

Woodwinds 
rule! Flute 
is almost 

as great as 
clarinet.

My hobbies 
are 

practicing, 
Netflix, and 

baking.

Baking?
Like cakes?
Awesome!

Yes! I 
made a 

chocolate 
ganache 

cake last 
weekend.

Gah . . . 
what?

Ganache. it’s a 
special kind of 

frosting. Oh. Cool!

it’s spelled T-O-L-L-i
and rhymes with “jolly.”

Neela and I have
been best friends since 

second grade.

I think I’m
supposed to do—

I know 
everything 

about NeeNee.

Even how
much I hate that 

nickname.

Thanks.
Student: Neela                   

Arts Track: BAND                               Favorite Music: Anything with      clarinets, Imagine Dragons, NOT MOZART                Favorite Hobbies: Practicing,      HANGING WITH TOLLI, fencing
Special Talent: THE BEST FRIEND  EVER, clarinet, cute earrings

RING!!
Will you sit

with us at lunch?

Sure!

See you 
then!

See you.

I’m band track. 
Tolli is too, 
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3rd Period, Science

4th Period, French 

5th Period, Math

RING!!
Finally!

6th Period, Lunch

My mom
won’t let me eat 

school lunch.

Your mom is
obsessed with

healthy.
it jiggles!

I’ll bet it has
trans fats.

it’s not 
that bad.

it is kind of gross.
Do you want my popcorn?

Sure.

Do you want 
your fruit cup?

She says 
it’s not 
healthy.

She never
lets you eat 

anything.

You can 
have it.

Complete 1-80 ALL

 SHOW YOUR WORK!
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How long have
you played flute?

I started on piano 
when I was three, 
but flute when I 

was seven.

Seven! Wow!

How long have
you played?

Just since last year.
I was first chair all of

sixth grade, though.

We all were. Windley 
wouldn’t have accepted 
us if we weren’t good.

I’m kind of nervous about Ms. 
Kell. My mom says she’s the 
best director in the state.

She’s really strict. I heard 
she throws erasers.

For not following 
the rules, duh.

Like having
your instrument 

outside the
band room.

RING!!
What do you 

have for seventh 
period? I have 

Spanish.

P.E.

Ms. Kell sounds mean.
My last director was

super nice.

Don’t listen to Tolli.
She’s weird about music,

even for a band kid.

Oh.

Her mom is like,
obsessed. She used to
sing opera in New York.

See you in band!

Don’t be silly.
Why would she
throw erasers?

Duh.
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8th Period, Band

We’re in Mrs. Baz’s
class together.

I’m Gabrielle.

Lucy. Nice to 
meet you.

Where’d you 
go to sixth 

grade?

East. How
about you?

Carter Green. Blah blah blah

Toot! Squeak! Boom!

tap tap 
tap

Did you know 
a girl named—?

Chapter 4

Erasers
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I’m Ms. Kell,
and this is seventh 

grade band.

 When I’m on
the podium, there

is NO talking.

Ahem.

 “WHEN I’M ON THE 

PODIUM, THERE IS 

NO TALKING.”

in here, we have 
some rules.

Rule 
number 

one:

I said,
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Anyone else planning
to break rule number one?

No!

 How many of
you brought the 
music I sent over 

the summer?

Music?
What music?

Rule number 
two is to 
bring your 

music and your 
instrument 
every day.

if you break
a rule, you’ll 

receive a
demerit.

What’s a 
demerit?

Three demerits means you 
have to leave WSA. Forever.

Being a student here is a 
privilege. Am I understood?

Yes!

 Now, open the
books on your 
stand to Page 1.

I told you she 
was strict.

Okay, from the top. Wanna use mine?

Thanks!

Good.

Rule 
number 
three: 

Excellent.
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Not bad.

Not bad 
at all.

Go ahead and 
pack up, the bell’s 

ready to ring.

You don’t 
have an open 
holed flute?

A what?

Open holed. 
it gives you 
better tone.

Oh.

My dad says he’ll 
buy me one when I 

get to ninth grade.

I don’t
really like 
keys like

that.

That’s because you don’t 
know how to play it yet.

if you practiced . . .

if you want to be 
good, you need an 
open-holed flute. 

Only beginners play 
closed-hole flutes.

Oh. 
Okay.

See you 
tomorrow.

Get ready
to work hard 

this year. 

We’re going 
to have a lot 

of fun.

They sound 
all . . . airy? Gotta go. See 

you tomorrow, 
Lucy!

I didn’t know I’d 
need a better flute.
My parents almost 
didn’t let me have 

this one.
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One year ago . . .

Dun dun dun dunnnn!

Welcome.

Those girls
are so cool.

You in band?

Just 
started.

What 
school?

East 
Middle.

Lucky!
Ms. Kirsch is
super nice.

See you 
around!

Chapter 5

Band Central Station
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Pretty good, 
huh?

Yeah.

You could be too.
Want to try something?

How about
that one?

is that good for
a beginner?

Not really, but we don’t 
have a lot of student 
models left in stock.

How about 
that one?

WHEEEEZE! Sounds good. 
How much?

$1,200, 
plus tax.

Our budget
is two hundred, 

maybe three.

No, but that’s a 
good idea. Maybe 

this weekend—

We don’t have 
much in that range.

Have you 
checked 
online?

But Mom! I need it 
for tomorrow!

How about 
percussion? 
That’s very 
affordable.

Ratta-tat-tat!
Thud thud thud!

Ratta-ratta-rat!
Tat tat tat!

this one 
doesn’t cost 

that much.

Can I try 
that one?

Go ahead.



42 43

Rap! Rap! Crash! BAM! CRASH! BOOM BOOM BOOOOM!

it’s a student model.
Last one in stock.

Give it 
a try.

Toot! Tweet! Toooot!

it’s flute or drums. 
And I don’t think I can 

handle the drums.

Flute. 
Definitely 

flute.

Tweet! Toot! SHRIEK!

We’re ready.

That’ll be 
$421.38.

That’s so 
much!

Run a hundred
dollars on this one, 
and I have a second 
card for the rest.

I can’t wait to 
show everyone!
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Toot! Tweet!

Wow! Can I try? I wish I was in 
middle school!

Four hundred and thirty 

dollars? What are we going 

to eat this month?

They wereall expensive.

Your mom and dad 
are always fighting. Gotta go. 

Dinner time.

They took advantage of you!

Then you should have come with us!

How are we going 
to pay rent?

@&% ¬*$@^$&¬*@&% 

Please, please, PLEASE 
let me keep it.
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Chapter 6

Work Ethic

Flush!!!

Who’s that?

Uh 
oh.

it’s me.

My number one! 
C’mere, kiddo.

it’s late. Can I turn 
the music down?

Do you know 
who this is?

it’s Jethro Tull.
ian Anderson is a flute 
player. Just like you!

That’s not how 
you do it.

Oops!

Shh! You’ll wake 
everyone up!
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How was
your first day 

at Windley?

Really good. I made 
some friends, and band 

was awesome.

Did you do your 
homework?

it was the 
first day. No 
homework.

Was 
there?

Crap! 
Math!

There might have been 
a few math problems.

You’re already 
behind? Lucy!

I’ll do it in
the morning!This is

what your mom
and I are always 

alking about.

 You have to
work hard. Pure 

and simple.
Okay, okay. 

Shhh!

I told your
mom Windley might 

be too hard.

What? it’s not!
I’ll prove it.

You’re already 
behind!

I’ll make first
chair and really good 

grades. I swear.

Please don’t
make me leave 

WSA.
I already love 

it there.

Dad?

Snore!

Night, Dad.

Mrmahph. 
Night.
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Jingle
Jingle
Click

What are you 
doing up?

You went to the store?
it’s the middle of the night!

I had to
work late.

You said a
case was unhealthy. 

That’s two—

Let me handle
your father.

Mom! Why 
would you—

Not another
word. Back to bed.

Two cases are way too 
much. Why doesn’t she 
just stop buying beer?

I’ll show them I can do it. 
First chair and honor roll.

What if Dad gets too 
drunk and has to go to 

the hospital again?

I need to 
sleep. That 

math is hard.

What if Dad dies
next time?

What if they 
make me leave 

Windley? 
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Chapter 7

Crepes and Chair Tests

Chocolate 
crepes?

` Wow!
The recipe took 

all day yesterday. 

I almost didn’t 
finish the French 

homework.

They look like 
burritos. Those are 

easy to make.

So 
good!

I want 
another!

Can I have one? 
Please?

I made one
for you too.

No thanks.
They’re so full

of sugar, they’ll 
make me sick.

I’ll eat hers. 
These are good!

Are you going 
to skate night 

tonight?

 I have fencing 
practice, and it’s
a school night.

I don’t know.

Your mom will 
totally say yes.

it’s a school 
fundraiser, Nee. 

Maybe . . .

isn’t it kind
of expensive?

Just have your 
mom drop you 

off at six.

My mom and 
stepdad gave 
me a hundred 

dollars for it.

I’ll pay.

Cool! I’ll text 
my mom.

I hope I can go.
I’ll text you later with 

what my mom says.
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—and stop.

Very nice!

You’ve made good progress 
these past two weeks, but we 
have our work cut out for us 

for the December concert.

Before we start the 
concert music, we’ll 
need to do our first 

playing test.

This is the piece you’ll 
play, as well as a major 

and chromatic scale. 
it’s in two weeks.

Yes, 
Tolli?

Will this test determine 
our chair placement?

it will.
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This music is 
super easy.

You think so? I’ve been playing a 
lot longer than you. 
Trust me, it’s easy.

if you 
say so.

I’m definitely going 
to be first chair.

My mom is going to 
be mad if I’m not.

Maybe. But maybe it’ll be me. 
We’re the two best players.

You? I guess you’re okay.
But you can’t even get those 

runs in “Lincolnshore.”

I’ll get them. 
I just need 
more time. 

The stupid
math homework 
takes forever 
every night.

Maybe you could do
them if you had a better flute. 

Do you want to borrow
my old one?

You don’t 
need it?

I have three 
flutes. I almost 

never use it.

Sure.
I’ll try it.

You’re going
to love it. You’ll 
sound so much 

better.

 Gotta go before 
she tries to lecture 

Ms. Kell about 
something.

Bye!

There’s 
my mom.
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Tolli’s mom used to be 
an opera singer, but that 
doesn’t mean Tolli has to 

be first chair.

I was first chair all 
year at East. I can be 

as good as Tolli.

I’ll have to practice 
a LOT. And maybe her 

flute will help.

Earth to Lucy! You’re 
going to miss your bus.

Sorry! I’m going!

Ms. Kell?

Do you think I
can be first chair?

With lots of practice
and a good audition.

I’ve already 
memorized all 

my scales.

Good start. Keep 
working hard, and 

you’ll do well.

I will! 
Thank you!

Tolli won’t hate me 
if I get first chair, 

will she?

Maybe.
Oh well.

The best player 
will win, and that’s 

gonna be me.
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Chapter 8

The Lucky Ballerina
Are you going 

skating tonight?
No. Grandma Jo has 

prayer group.

 Maybe you can come 
over this weekend. 
I need help on my 
cheer routines.

Yeah!

Yay! I know it’s only 
the JV team, but those 

dances are hard.

Oh no! I almost 
forgot. I need to 
practice for my 

playing test.

You have tests 
in band? That’s 

horrible!

More like a mini 
performance. We play, 
and Ms. Kell ranks us 
from best to worst.

I really, really 
need to make 
first chair. Why?

I promised my dad. My parents 
think Windley is too hard for me.

Your grades 
are bad? 

Already?

B’s and C’s in 
everything.

They’re really 
worried. That’s why 
I need first chair. 

I need to do 
something great 
to turn it around.

They sound 
super strict.

I guess. I just need 
to practice a lot. 

Tolli is letting me 
borrow her open-

holed flute.

Hole? in the 
ground?

it’s a fancy 
kind of flute.
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I have something 
that will help.

This is 
my lucky 
ballerina. 

I wear it to 
all my chorus 

auditions.

Does it help?

Yeah! Borrow it until the chair 
thingy, but then I need it back. 

It used to be my mom’s.

Thanks!

Text about this weekend, 
okay? Grandma Jo really 

wants to meet you.

The lucky 
ballerina 

never fails. I will!

You’ve played for
two hours. I’m going 

crazy out here!
it hasn’t been 

that long. Only—

Come help with dinner 
before you go skating. 
it’s time you learned to 
make spaghetti sauce.

All right.
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sizzles
Can we cook too?

This isn’t playtime.
I’ll teach you two
when you’re older.

I can already bake 
all kinds of stuff.

That’s a hobby.
This is a life skill.

Can Mom cook?

Your grandparents
didn’t cook much, so 

your mom never learned.

That’s why 
you do all the 

cooking?

She can cook
some things. I’m 

just at home more.

Maybe not much 
longer, though. A new 
firm is looking for a 
real estate lawyer.

it’s a good job?
And it’s a remote 
position, so I can 
work from home.

The best I’ve 
seen in a couple 

of years.

These cook in 
the sauce?

Not 
exactly.

How’s school? 
What’s this song 

you keep practicing?
Yeah! I’m going

to make first chair, 
just like I said.

That’s 
my girl.

I hope Windley
is a good school 

for you.

Audition music. 
Our first playing 

test is in two 
weeks.

You’re doing 
well so far.

Keep working hard. 
That’s the key.

Go get ready for 
skating. Your mom will 

pick you up soon.

This thing
really is lucky. He 

didn’t even mention 
my grades!

That’s 
exciting.
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Chapter Nine

Roller-Skating

I gotta get 
skates.

We’ll be at 
the lockers.

Where did you 
get those?

They were my 
mom’s. They’re ugly 

but really fast.

C’mon!
Let’s skate!

Why are you 
skating so fast?

This is my 
regular speed.

it’s not 
a race!

I’m bored. Let’s go 
the snack bar.

Shake 
shake 
shake! 

Shake 
your 
mop!
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Sprite and the big 
bag of Skittles, 

please.

I’ll have a small
Diet Coke and nachos, 

no cheese.

Just chips? 
Nothing on 

them?

Yeah.

How about 
you? I’m 

okay.

Here. I told you
I would pay.

I’m not 
hungry.

You can have some 
of my Skittles.

She should
have just bought 

her own.

it’s really okay. 
I ate at home.

I gotta leave early. Mom 
needs me to babysit.

You’re always
babysitting.

I know. My mom 
hates fun.

My mom too. She’s always like,
“Go practice! You’re never going to 

be a professional musician!”

Are your parents 
crazy too?

Uh . . . they’re pretty 
normal, I guess. Do 
your parents fight?

Yes! All the
time. Mostly
about money.

Mine too! My dad lost 
his job because he 
can’t drive, and . . .

Why can’t 
he drive?

He drinks sometimes.

Oh, my mom does too.
Sometimes she’ll pull up these old 
videos of her singing and drink like 

three glasses of wine.

Oh my god,
she totally does! 

it’s so funny!
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The best is when she starts singing:
“O sole miooooo.”

No, it’s like, 
“Lalalalalalalaaaaaaaa!”

The other night
my dad was trying to 
play flute like this.

That’s nothing.
This one time my mom 

threw up in a flowerpot. 
My stepdad was

so angry!

A flowerpot? 
Ewwwwwww!

Oh yeah? Once my dad drank
a whole bottle of whiskey.

it couldn’t have been a 
bottle. My granddad drinks 

whiskey in tiny glasses.

Yeah. Wouldn’t 
he, like, die?

it was a bottle!
He didn’t die, but
he did have to go
to the hospital.

Oh. Was he okay?

Yeah. But it was 
kind of scary.

I’m sorry.

Who wants a 
snow cone?
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You’re sure you
don’t want any?

I’m gonna skate 
some more.

We tried. it’s not
our fault she’s weird.

Aren’t you going to 
skate some more?

I wish I could. My 
mom is outside.

Oh.

What do you want 
to do now?

My mom is 
almost here.

You need to get 
your stuff out of 

my locker.

Oh.

My mom says you can’t 
borrow my flute. it’s too 
valuable. You might lose it.

Sure. No problem.

is she mad? 
What did I do?

Did you see my pic 
of the snow cones? 

Hilarious!

I guess you had to 
be there to get it.

Looks like your
luck doesn’t work 
for roller-skating.

Or friends.
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Chapter Ten

Grandma Jo’s House
Knock 
knock!

I’m practicing!
Leave me alone!

it’s time for a break.
For all of us. You’ve been 

playing all weekend.

I really, really want to 
make first chair. Tolli gets 

special lessons and—

Go play outside with 
your sister and brother.

Malia lives nearby
with her grandma. Can I 

bike over there?

Only if her grandma
says it’s okay. And I’ll
need a phone number.

I’ll text and ask.

That’s my mom.

She’s so pretty! 
You look like her.

Except for my 
hair. That’s from 
my dad, I guess.

Hi, honey!
I’m Grandma Jo. 
Make yourself 

at home.

What’s for 
dinner?

Chicken and dumplings. 
We have it every Sunday 

after church.

You go to 
church every 

Sunday?

You don’t?

Um . . .

Don’t tell
Grandma Jo. She’ll

make you come
with us.
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Ugh. This sign is super 
embarrassing. Grandma 

Jo is obsessed.

I think 
it’s cute.

I hate it.

JV only cheers at
women’s volleyball games. 

They’re so boring!

Are you
going to quit?

I can’t. Grandma Jo 
would kill me.

I guess I’d better 
show you the dances 

I’m supposed to learn.

These are so boring.
Let’s watch something else.

And that’s why 
you love Lucy 

McKensey, right?

hahahaha

Girls, it’s 
almost five.

Oh no!

You just 
got here!

is that 
apple pie?

it is. Stay for dinner, Lucy. 
I’ve already set you a place.

You are my hero, 

hero, hero.

HeeerrOOOOOoooOO!
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Dutch or
traditional? 

Did you make a 
lattice top?

it’s traditional with a 
lattice top. Just like my 

mama used to make.

You didn’t tell me your 
friend liked to bake.

She made 
chocolate creeps 

last week!

Chocolate crepes, 
she means.

This table is like a 
magazine. The big plates 
match the little ones!

Thank you, honey.

Come back soon!
Next time you can

make the pie.

Can’t wait!

Did you have fun?
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Yeah! Grandma Jo said
I can bake a pie next time. 

Can I go tomorrow?

Better not wear 
out your welcome.

October tenth. I was 
going to sign you all up 

for Afterschool.

Wait. In a few
weeks your dad has 

his job interview.
And I could go to Malia’s 

instead? Please, Mom? 
Grandma Jo won’t mind.

You know we hate 
Afterschool!

it’s so 
boring!

Ten is old enough
to stay home alone. I’m 
on the safety patrol!

I don’t need a 
babysitter!

Enough! it’s not 
your decision.

But you better spend
at least an hour studying 

for math over there.

if Malia’s grandma says 
it’s okay, you can go.

I will!
I promise!

Strawberry 
rhubarb? Blueberry? 

Coconut cream?

Ughhhhhh.
Clean up the plates 
and get started on 

the dishes.
I did them 
last night!

Not it!

Gotta 
shower!

Why don’t they 
have to help?

You played 
all day.

So unfair! Nobody did 
any work here either.
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Chapter Eleven

Bathtub

Finally done. Ugh.
You know I hate dishes. 

Why didn’t you help?

Why were you at 
Malia’s so late?

Grandma Jo
made dinner and this 
awesome apple pie—

THUMP. WHUMP WHUMP.

What was 
that?

Probably Dad. He’s 
been drinking all day.

Not that you 
would know.

Thud. Thudthudthud.

C’mon, E. You go to friends’ 
houses all the time.

You were going to 
make us cupcakes.

And you don’t have
to go to Afterschool! 

it’s not fair!

THUD! WHOOMP!

Dad? 

Liam?

THUD. WHUMP.

it’ssss me.
Go back to bed!

it’s not 
even eight! I sssaid, GO TO 

BED. NOW.

Don’t! He got in a big 
fight with Mom while 

you were gone.
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I don’t want them 
to fight again.

Lucy! Shut the door!

it’s not bedtime. Why 
can’t we stay up?

Are you
talking back? No, just—

I don’t care what 
time it is. You kids are 

going to bed.
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But Dad— But nothing!
if you’re not

in your bed by
the count of

three . . .

You’ll what?
You can’t even stand 

up straight.

Go sleep it off.

You kids read in 
bed or something, 

okay? Night.

^%*!“Drunk,”@)&$“Fool”%*!*
$*!*“Embarrassing.”@)$!

I can’t sleep.

Thud. Thud. Whump. Whump.

Did Dad fall down?

Get out on your own, 
Shawn. I’m going to bed.

Slam!

She’s gone. Dad?Night.

!@#^%* ! *(#@)&$$! 
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Bump bump bump. THUD.

Damn it.

Dad?

Are you 
okay?

Sigh.

in here.

Don’t just stand 
there, help me up!

Don’t tell your 
mother you had

to help me.

Thud.
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What happened?

Dad . . . fell.
in his underwear.

in his 
underwear?

Yeah.

He was stuck
in the bathtub.

it’s so crazy. No one 
would ever believe it.

Yeah.

8:02 p.m. 9:38 p.m.

11:13 p.m.

11:26 p.m.
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Chapter Twelve

Family Stuff

Why are you 
so tired?

Practicing 
late?

I wish.

What’s more important 
than practicing? The chair 

test is two days away.

Should I tell them?
I don’t want to lie.

Family stuff.
You know.

Do you have a baby 
sister? Mine keeps us 

up all night.

No, it’s 
just— —Her dad

drinks a lot.

Tolli! it’s no big deal, lots of 
parents do. Right, Neela?

Totally 
normal.

Oh. Yeah. Sure.
My parents don’t 

drink though.

You’re so 
lucky. it’s
the worst. Right, 

Lucy?

Right. Although…it 
does give you funny 
stories. Right, Tolli?

For sure.
“Lalalala!”

You want to hear 
what happened?

Yeah!

it is pretty 
funny.
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The bathtub!

So crazy!
in his underwear. 

Swear to God.

Way too much 
chatting, ladies.

Do I need to 
separate you?

No,
ma’am!

No! 
Sorry!

What 
crawled

up her butt 
and died?

I know, 
right?

We do only have a few 
minutes left. We should hurry, 

or else we won’t finish.

Michael totally
likes you. Do you see

him watching you?

Yeah, but Charles put
his map right next to yours

I think he likes you.

You 
think?

Cute! Smart! 
Nice! Sweet!

Who cares about them? 
We need to finish.

Tolli!

You don’t have to 
embarrass us.

I have a two-hour 
flute lesson tonight. 
I have to finish this 

project now.

Are you nervous 
about the chair test?

A little. I 
really want to 
be first chair.

I just don’t want 
to embarrass 

myself.

Ms. Kell says I have 
a chance if I have a 

good audition.

Awesome!

Careful, you’re 
gonna tear the page!

SIGH.
What’s 
wrong?
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We’re never going 
to finish in time.

I’m working as 
fast as I can.

We shouldn’t
have talked so

much. My mom is 
gonna kill me.

Calm down. I’ll finish 
it at home if I have to.

I’m sorry. You
know how I get before 

a performance.

You’re going 
to be fine.

What if I freeze up like
at my piano competition? 
My mom is going to freak 

if I’m not first chair.

Don’t worry so 
much about it.

Does Tolli know
you want to be

first chair?

Not yet.

Time to clean up.
Bell’s about to ring.

I hope she’s not mad.
Me too.



98 99

Chapter Thirteen

Chair-Testing Day

it’s chair-testing day. 
Everyone ready?

I’ll start with woodwinds. 
We’ll do pairs and groups

of three.

Jesslyn and
Jessie first.

Very nice. Okay—
Lin, Charlotte, and Tolli.

Tolli is really 
good.

I know. She doesn’t 
sound nervous at all.

Okay, now Lucy 
and Gabrielle.

Good so far!
Almost done! Oh no!

Keep going!
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Done! 
Phew!

Very nice!

I need the following 
players to stay after the 

bell for a few minutes:

Michael Fowler,
Jacob Li, Tolli Claybourne, 

and Lucy Carver.

RING!
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You four were too 
close to call. I need 

to hear more.

Michael and Jacob, give 
me a C-major scale.

Okay, give me a 
chromatic scale.

Good enough. 
Thanks, boys.

You’re dismissed.

You both played 
very well, but there 

are solos in the 
Christmas concert,

so I need to hear
you play alone to 

assess tone.

Very good. Nice 
vibrato at the end.

Very good as well.
We have a really strong 

flute section.

You know how much I 
want to be first chair.

I do too. I was first
at East all last year.

I thought we 
were friends.

Why are you so mad?
This is an arts school.

We all want to be
the best.

Whatever.
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Chapter Fourteen

Chair Test Results

I squeaked. I never squeak! 
Last chair clarinet for sure. Maybe we’ll be next

to each other. I’m gonna
be last chair flute.

Neither of you 
will be last chair!

Easy for you to
say. You were almost 

good as Tolli.

Yeah!

Maybe better.
But that’s up
to Ms. Kell.

She looks 
stressed.

Why are you sitting 
over here?

This is where 
first chair 

usually sits.

We haven’t gotten 
our results yet.

I like to be 
prepared.

Now if you don’t 
mind, I need to 

warm up.

I think it’s safe to 
say she’s mad at me.

Yeah.
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That’s Tolli’s mom. 
What’s she doing here?

Thanks for your visit,
Mrs. Fergenferger.

See you soon.

Ready for
your new seats?

Yes!

Tubas . . .
French horns . . .

Trumpets . . .

First chair trumpet: 
Michael Fowler.

Bassoon . . .
Alto sax . . .
Clarinets . . .

Seventh chair clarinet: 
Neela Roland.

And finally, flutes.
First chair: Tolli Claybourne. 
Second chair: Lucy Carver.



108 109

Third chair . . .
Jessie Matthews.

You use 
that one. We’re 

supposed 
to share.

First chair doesn’t 
have to share.

I played really well. 
Her mom probably got 

first chair for her.

I’m Jessie.

I’m Lucy.

Ninth chair: Gabrielle 
Reyes. And last but not 
least: Charlotte Oarr.

That’s everyone. 
Any questions?

Chair challenges are every
Friday. The challenger plays 
one of our pieces, then the 

challengee plays.

Whoever has
the least mistakes 

earns the chair.

in “O Holy Night,” 
bassoon solo is 

Everett, flute
is Tolli.

There are
several solos 

in our upcoming 
concert.

in “Up on the Housetop,” 
Michael on trumpet, 

Yolanda on percussion.

in “Good King Wenceslas,” 
Lucy on flute, Jacob on 

trumpet, Henry on clarinet.



110 111

A solo!

Congratulations!

Thanks!

Eight measures! 
Wow!

That solo is pretty easy. 
it’s a good choice for you.

You don’t have
to be mean. You got 

first chair.

Don’t be so sensitive.
I just meant there aren’t 
hard runs to trip you up.

Whatever.

Take out “O Holy Night.” 
We’ll start at the top.

I can’t wait until Friday 
challenges.

How’d it go?
Are you, like, Best 

Flute or whatever?

The ballerina didn’t
work. Second chair.
And I totally failed

my science quiz.

Second chair is
good, right?

Not good enough. 
Stupid Tolli.

Tolli? The weird one with 
all the blond hair?

That’s her.

You are so much cooler than her. 
Your parents won’t be mad you’re 

not Top Flute. it’ll be okay.

Did you watch that 
Lizzo video I posted? 

She’s so amazing—

They might be mad. 
Especially about 

that quiz.
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Chapter Fifteen

Dad in Trouble

Thanks for the ride.
it would’ve been a long 

walk with a pie.
You’re welcome. Do you 

know why your dad wasn’t 
answering his phone?

No. Maybe he turned it off 
to save battery after his 
interview was cancelled.

Maybe his phone got 
cut off. That used to 

happen to my mom.

Maybe. Does your 
mom live in Windley?

She’s dead.

Oh. I . . . I . . . 
didn’t know. That’s why Malia 

lives with me.

Sorry. I thought
she was out of town 

or something.

it’s okay.
it was a long 

time ago.

is your dad . . . 
Did he die too?

My parents weren’t
married or anything. All I 
know is that story about 

the Obama speech.

Oh.

Thanks again for letting me come 
over, even though Dad didn’t have 
the interview. I had a great time.

You’re quite 
welcome. I’d like to 
meet your dad. Can 

we come in?

Uh—sure.



114 115

Dad?

Daaaad?

You can 
come in.

Kitties! They’re
so cute!

I’ll just stand over 
here. I’m allergic.

Where’s Dad? Why isn’t 
he answering his phone?

in his room. He hasn’t come 
out since we got home.

Not at all? Not 
even for beer?

He’s got the big 
brown bottle with him.

This is Elizabeth
and Liam. I’ll get Dad.
He must be sleeping.

I’m Grandma Jo, 
and this is Malia.

knock 
knock

Dad?

Knock 
knock!

click 
click

Locked!
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Malia and Grandma 

Jo are here

Dad wont come 

out of his room

KNOCK 

KNOCK

Dad!!
what should I do??!!!!!

MOM!!!!!! is everything okay? 
is he sick?

He’s just 
asleep, but the 
door is locked.

is it . . . normal . . .
for him to do this? is he

a heavy sleeper?

Kind of.

Not really.

Maybe.

is there
a key?

Yeah, but I don’t 
know where.
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What are you 
looking for?

A key for Mom
and Dad’s room. Up there.

Click.

We’ll just
give them some 

privacy.

Dad, wake up. Dad? Dad! Wake! Up!

Hi! You must be Grandma Jo 
and Malia! I’m Caroline.

Lucy says her father
isn’t feeling well. I’ll 
just check on them.

What are you doing? 
Why are they here?

He won’t
wake up. I’ve tried 

everything.

Shawn? Shawn!
This isn’t funny!

Wake up!

tap 
tap
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Can you stay with
the kids? There’s no 

one else . . .

Of course. Call
with any updates.

Who wants 
pizza?

Me! Me! Me!

zzzzzzzzzzzzzz

Why didn’t you tell 
me about your mom?

She died from drugs. Grandma Jo 
doesn’t like people to know. She 
says they’ll think we’re trash.

You’re not trash. You’re 
amazing! The best singer 

and cheerleader ever.

I’m good at singing, but 
pretty awful at cheerleading. 

I want to quit so bad.

I’m sorry.

Do you think
I’m trash?

No way! Why would 
you think that?

I dunno. Lucy?

Yeah?
I hope your 
dad is okay.

Me too.

uggmmph
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Chapter Sixteen

Dr. Jones (Part I)

I made an 
appointment

for you to talk to
Dr. Jones today.

Dr. Jones?

The guidance 
counselor? Why?

Your dad is coming 
back from rehab this 

afternoon.

So?

So the rehab center 
thought it was a good

idea for you kids to talk
to counselors.

I don’t want to 
talk to her. I’m fine.

Fine? You got a thirty-five on 
your last math quiz, and all you 
do all day is practice your flute.

With Dad away, we’ve
been at Afterschool, and I 

can’t practice there.

it’s too much. Hours a day. 
it’s affecting your grades.

I know you like your
school, but it doesn’t make 
sense to stay if you can’t 

handle the workload.

I know.

We didn’t send you to 
Windley to fail. Maybe if you 
cut down on practicing . . .

Mom! I have
to practice.

Just talk to
Dr. Jones. Maybe she’ll 

have some ideas.

Fine.
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You didn’t run
here, did you? You’re

not in trouble.

No ma’am.
We’re running
the mile in P.E.

Ah. Let me get
you some water.

How have you 
been doing?

I’m good.

Your mom called
to let me know that 

your dad comes
home this week.

Yeah.

How are
you feeling
about that?

Fine.

Are you nervous
about seeing him again?

There’s no wrong 
answer here, Lucy.

Maybe. I missed him, 
but things were a 
lot . . . quieter . . . 

without him.

Coming home from treatment 
can be difficult.

How? He’s better 
now, right?

The journey out of addiction 
can be difficult. Relapse—using 

alcohol again—is common.
He’s been gone for a

whole month. I’m sure
he’s better by now.
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Your father may struggle. 
Just keep in mind that none of 

this situation is your fault.

I know.

it’s weird talking 
about this.

That’s normal, Lucy. 
Would you like to talk 
about something else?

Um . . .

I’m kind of failing 
math? And . . . 

a lot of my other 
grades aren’t so 

great either.

Let’s take a look.

Hmmm. Can you retake 
that last quiz?

I think so.

That will help. What 
about the missing 

assignments?

I guess could ask 
about making them up.

You guess?

I will. I’ll ask 
today.

Sounds like a good 
plan. You’ll be back on 

track in no time.

Anything else you’d like 
to talk about?

No.

You’re sure?

I’m sure.

There’s maybe
one other thing. 
I’m second chair

in band.

Second chair is 
really good.

Well, yeah, but I’ve 
always been first chair. 
And at Windley I’m . . . 

not. Tolli is.

How does that 
make you feel?

Horrible! I don’t know. Tolli gets lessons and has all 
these flutes. It’s not fair. We used to be 
friends but now she hardly talks to me.
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What would help, 
do you think?

Good! You’re really 
progressing on this piece.

How was 
work?

Great! Can you
believe it? Twelve 

months sober! Let’s 
go out to dinner

to celebrate.

Nothing.

Nothing?

Nothing. Maybe I’m not 
good enough for Windley. 
Maybe it was a mistake to 

let a kid like me in.

You’re definitely good 
enough. Even if you sat last 

chair, you’d still belong here.

Can I go back to class 
now? I can’t miss band.

Let’s meet at lunch to keep 
talking. I don’t want to rush 

this conversation.

Today? I can’t miss lunch. My 
birthday party is tomorrow, 
and it’s the only time I can

plan with my friends.

A party? That 
sounds fun.

Yeah. I’m really looking 
forward to it.

I’d really like 
to meet with 

you again.

I’m fine. I swear.
I really am. My mom 

just worries.

I don’t want to push
things. Just promise 

that you’ll sign up for 
an appointment if you 

need to talk, okay?

I will.
I promise.

Have fun at 
your party!

Thank you!
We will!
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Chapter Seventeen

School Drama

That’s my shoe.

These are mine.

You’re standing on it.

Sorry.
Whatever. You

probably ruined it.

it’s fine! Whatever.

What’s wrong 
with you?

I heard about your
stupid party. Neela told 

me so I wouldn’t get mad 
when you were planning

at lunch.

Oh. I didn’t think about
that. My mom said I could only 

have three friends over.

I don’t want to go to your 
dumb party. But Neela is my 

best friend. Not yours.

First you challenge
me every Friday and now

you’re stealing Neela. And
this shoe is filthy!

it’s fine!

You hate me because I’m a 
better musician than you.

No I don’t!
And you’re not—

is there a problem
in here?
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Do you two need a trip 
to the principal’s office?

No. No, ma’am.

That’s what I thought. 
Move it everybody, bell’s 

about to ring.

I can’t believe 
she blew up over 

a shoe.

I can’t believe 
we used to be 

friends.

Hey!

Hey.

Are you challenging 
Tolli today?

Yeah. Not that it’s going
to do any good. Not with 
Miss Perfect over there.

How come you never 
challenge me?

I don’t want to play in front of 
everyone. Besides, I’m happy with 
my chair. Almost everyone is . . . 

except you.

Sometimes I wish I
didn’t care so much.
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Any chair
challenges today?

Okay, beginning 
with the tubas.

Now, flutes. Lucy?
From measure two-twenty

of “O Holy Night.”

Thank you, girls. Tolli keeps her 
solo and first chair for now. Her 

playing is just a bit stronger.

Okay, Michael, let’s see 
what you’ve got.

Why can’t you leave 
me alone?

it’s not always 
about you.

I just want
first chair.
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First chair is the
best. At East, everything 

was different.

I never had to 
challenge anyone.

I had all the solos.

I had hardly any 
homework, so there 
was plenty of time 

to practice.

Dad and Mom were 
actually happy 

sometimes.

Everything was better 
when I was first chair.

Ahem.

Miss Carver? Are you 
going to join us today?

Snicker!

She’s SO
going down.
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Chapter Eighteen

Dad Comes Home (Part I)

Dad! How’s my
number one?

Pretty 
good.

I made beignets, I have 
a solo in the Christmas 
concert, and my grades 

aren’t horrible . . .

 . . . except math.

I heard 
about math.

I talked with the 
guidance counselor 
about it today. I’m 
going to retake a 
quiz and make up 
some homework.

Better start studying. 
You don’t want to fall 

further behind.

I will. What’s
for dinner?

Mom’s cooking tonight.
She promised to help more so I 

have time to apply for jobs.

I thought you
couldn’t get jobs because 

you can’t drive.

That’s only
part of it.

I’m tired of
Mom’s cooking. She 

cooked every night you 
were gone.

Then why 
didn’t you 

help?

Speaking of help . . .
grab a rake. The yard is a mess.

Dad! I need to practice. 
Challenges are next Friday 
and I want to memorize all 

my—

You practice 
too much as 

it is.

Can’t Elizabeth or 
Liam do it? They’re 
just playing with 

their friends.

I just got home.
Do you really want to 

argue about this?

No.
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So 
unfair!

I do everything 
around here!

Liam and Elizabeth
do nothing. No wonder 
Elizabeth’s grades are

so good.

Fried chicken?
I thought you were 

going to cook.

it doesn’t always have 
to be a gourmet meal 

around here.

Hot Chicken Now!
Yessss!

With the bills coming 
from rehab, we need 

to cut back.

What about
the budget?

The budget
is fine.

You’d be amazed at
how much money I’ve 

saved this month.

it’s staggering.

Oh really?

Really.
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Guess this
family is better
off without me.

Don’t twist my 
words.

And you wonder why
I drink all the time!

The yard looks
good. Make sure you 

bag the leaves before 
your party.

Mom! it’s my 
birthday!

Do you want a 
party or not?

I do.

Then bag the leaves.
This party is a lot for
us right now. Your dad

just got home.

She’s mad at Dad,
not you.

`I know. it’s still 
not fair.

We’ll help. 
Right, Liam?

Raking is the 
worst, but fine.

I’ll do it. I’m not letting 
anything ruin my party.

What?

Want to hear my solo?

Maybe tomorrow. I’m not 
in a good mood right now.

Okay.

Will you play your 
solo for me?

You’ve heard it a 
million times.

That’s okay. I’d like 
to hear it again.

knock
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You know I don’t 
like fast food.

We had to take
some shortcuts without 

you here.

You made it sound
like a vacation.

I didn’t mean it
like that. I’m sorry.

This wasn’t the 
homecoming I was 

hoping for.

We’ll make it
up to you. Lucy! I said 

play later!

I didn’t mean
to get you
in trouble.

I know. 
it’s okay.

Why can’t she 
practice?

it drives me crazy.
it’s the same thing, over 

and over and over.

She’s obsessed! I didn’t 
miss that while I was away.

Shh! She can
hear you.

Slam!

Go hang with Liam.
I’m going to bed.

Are you sure?

Yeah.

Finally! A little 
peace and quiet.
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Chapter Nineteen

Lucy’s Birthday

Why can’t I 
get a toy? Because it’s not 

your birthday.

No fair! My 
birthday’s not for 

another month!

We’re going
shopping. You’re 

tackling the leaves 
first thing, right?

What if I’m 
kidnapped from 
the front yard?

Keep your phone
with you and text if 

you need us.

The yard looks good.
See? A little hard work 

goes a long way.

I thought you
were better now.

No more beer.

He is better. But that
doesn’t mean that he can 
never have another drink.

it’s all about
moderation, right? 
Besides, it’s only a 

twelve-pack.

Hey, how about
that solo? Want to 

play it for me?

My friends are coming 
soon. I need to shower.
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Ding-dong!

Coming!

Who’s winning?

Carolina, by two 
touchdowns.

Come on in!
Hey girls! I’m 
Lucy’s dad.

Dad, they 
know.

Was that 
a beer?

Yeah. I guess it’s okay 
now. Or something.

Girls! Pizza’s ready!
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Dang it,

I said run!

We’re about 
to have cake.

All right!

Make a wish!

I wish Dad would 
stop drinking.

What did you 
wish for?

I’ll bet it was
about Michael.

Ugh, no. I wished 
for first chair, duh.

Should have known.
You and Tolli will never 

let it die, will you?
Seriously,

Lucy. You wasted 
a wish!

I still think it
was about Michael.

clap 
clap
 clap
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Girls, time to move to the 
living room. Elizabeth and 

Liam need to go to bed.
Aww man!

Dad’s not out 
there, is he?

He’s gone
to bed.

I’m hungry.
Let’s get a snack.

Wow! Your dad drank 
all of these today? I guess so.

Look what
I found!

Open mine 
first!

No, mine! She’s my 
best friend!

Gasp!

Thank you!

it’s from me and
Grandma Jo. Maybe it’ll 
help you win first chair.

Oh my God! is 
your Dad in his 

underwear?

What? 
No!

He was.
I saw it too!

Eeeeee!! Squeeeeeal! 
Aaaaah! Aaaaaiiii!
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Dad! Put
something on!

Get some 
clothes! 
Please!

What? This is
my house.

Hahahaha!
OMG! Aaaah!

Did you see??

My eyes! Hahaha!

C’mon, let’s go to bed.

Lucy? I think I 
want to go home.

Now? it’s the 
middle of the 

night!

Me too.

I’m going to 
text my mom.

I can’t believe you’re 
leaving now. I just sleep better 

in my own bed.

I’m sorry, honey.
I thought he would

be okay.

You were wrong.

He ruined my birthday.
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Chapter Twenty

Back to Rehab

BUZZZZZZT

9:15 a.m

What are
you doing?

Can I play with 
your radio?

Wha? No. I’m 
sleeping!

Maybe it was 
a dream.

Ughhhhhhh!

Lucy! Breakfast!

As if I’d eat
his food.

Gurgle!

Shut up, 
stomach.

Gurgle!
Gurgle!

Ugh, fine. But I’m 
not talking to him.

Hey.

Eggs or 
cereal?

All right, all right.
I deserve the silent 

treatment.

Sizzle!
Pop! Ow!

Serves him 
right.
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Last night was bad. 
I’m really sorry.

I’ve got to do better. 
Get better, somehow.

That’s for 
sure.

I’m going back
to rehab. Something 

didn’t take.
My friends left, Dad.

I know. I’m really, 
really, really sorry.

This isn’t the kind
of life I want you

kids to have.

How long will
you be gone?

Another 
thirty days.

You’re going to 
miss Thanksgiving.

Ugghhh!

And my
Christmas 
concert!
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But not Christmas.

That’s at least 
something.

Dad . . . my solo. 
You’re going to 

miss it.

I’m so sorry. There’ll 
be video, right?

I guess. it’s not 
the same.

You’re right.
it isn’t the same.

You kids know that
I love you, right?

We know.

I’m still mad though. 
You’re ruining my life.

As soon as I get better, 
you can have another party.

I can?

You can. And you
know something?

What’s that?

You practice so much,
you’re going to have a 

thousand solos.

You think?

I really do.
You’ll be first chair 
before you know it.

I hope so.
Something good

has to happen one
of these days.
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Chapter Twenty-One

Dad Comes Home (Part II)
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Happy New Year!
I’m sorry, Mr. Carver.

That position has already 
been filled.
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Chapter Twenty-Two

Spring Concert Don’t forget the breathing 
exercises we talked about. 
They really help your tone.

Okay.

This isn’t going to be
like the Christmas Concert, 

is it? You just barely
got through that.

No, Mom.
I’m fine.

Are you sure? Because you 
should give first chair to 

Lucy right now if you can’t 
do it.

I’m fine.

You can do this. You’re 
the best musician here.

You’re 
hurting me.

Sorry. I’m only 
trying to help.

Hi Mom! Hi Dad!

It’s almost time 
to start. Where 

are they?
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Break a leg! 
Love you! Love you.

You’re 
going to 
do great.

Yeah. Just like 
always. Don’t 
even worry 

about it.

I’m fine.
Don’t 

pretend
like you 

care.

it’s time. Only two things to 
remember: Stay focused 

and have fun. Okay?

Where are they?
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Stay focused.

Have fun.

Before our last number, I must 
congratulate this band. I’m very 
proud of how hard these kids

have worked this year.

Our last song tonight 
is “Selections from 
Moldovian Dances.”

it features Everett
Marks on bassoon and 

Tolli Claybourne on flute.

Ready?

Yes.
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it’s okay. 
Good job.

So, so bad.
I’m sorry.

Great job 
tonight. I’m really 

proud of you.

I didn’t ruin it? 
That last note—

Not at all.
it was very good.

I’m proud
of you. And your

mother is too—right,
Mrs. Fergenferger?

We’ll keep working
on your nerves.
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Nice job
tonight, Lucy.

Oh . . . thank you. 
Tolli did a really 
good job too.

if only she had a tenth
of your ambition. I have to 
push her to do everything.

Let’s 
go.

it was wonderful, 
honey. We loved it.

Where’s Dad? I left him 
at home.

I didn’t 
want him to 
embarrass 

you.

if he wants to
see you perform, he’ll 

stay sober for it.

Then he’s never 
gonna see me.
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Chapter Twenty-Three

Chocolate Lava Cake
Lucy! Come play!

Can’t. We got our
music for our final
chair test today.

So?

We only have a few 
weeks to prepare.

it’s my last chance to make 
first chair. Ms. Kell said no 
more challenges this year.

You never play 
with us anymore.

I don’t have time.
If I want to make

first chair—

First chair!
Ugh. That’s all
you care about.

No! I have 
homework too. . . .

You don’t care about 
homework. It’s always flute! 

Flute, flute, flute!

it’s a band thing, okay?
You’ll understand if you 

take band next year.

Whatever.

I don’t even like 
basketball!

Dad?
Sigh

Guess I’ll
be practicing 

outside.
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I’ll show Elizabeth I care 
about more than flute.

Can I
borrow your 
clock radio?

No. What is it with
you and my radio?

Mine is broken. 
Please?

it’s broken
because you took it 

apart. I’ll help with it 
later. I’m busy now.

Sssshhhhick

What is that?

WHIRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR!!

What’s all this racket?

Sorry! Chocolate lava cake!

click

Thank you. The noise 
was killing my head.

I’m almost done, and then
I’ll practice outside. We got 
new music today for the last 
chair test—my last chance to 

beat Tolli this year.
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Liam! What’re you 
doing in our room!

I told him not to 
play with my radio!

He knows he’s not 
allowed in there!

I can fix it!

DAAAAAAADDDDD!!!

Why would you do this? 
I said I’d help fix yours!

I’m sorry! I just 
wanted to see how 

it worked!

BEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEP-
BEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEP

My cake!

What the hell
is going on??
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BEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEP

Uh-oh!

Careful!

Nooooo!

BEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEP

AAAAAAAHHHHHH-
HHHHHHHHHHH!!!!

it hurts . . . 
so . . . much. 

Call your mom!

NOW!
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Chapter Twenty-Four

Motel Li fe FLUSH!

in fi nancial news, 
the stock market 

plunged yesterday . . .

Thump thump 
THUMP!

Clang! Clang! 
Rattle!

Click click click

What are you doing? 
You can’t even play yet.

I just keep thinking about it. 
if only I was first chair, maybe 

things wouldn’t seem so awful.

it’s like you went 
crazy this year. You’re 
obsessed with flute.

You’ve got school and 
basketball and books. . . .

Snap! 
Snap!

Not everyone
is like that, okay?

You’re right. Band is pretty 
cool too. Sometimes.

I want pancakes.

Sorry, bud. We only 
have cereal.

I’m so tired
of cereal.

Things will be back to
normal soon, I promise. We’ll 
be home before you know it.
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Flop!

Why’d you have to 
get burned?

She didn’t do it
on purpose!

if you hadn’t taken 
apart my radio—

it’s your father’s fault. 
He should have been 

watching you. Once he’s out of the 
house, we’ll go home.

I miss 
Dad. Me too.

Yeah. Mom’s right, 
though. He’s why 

we’re here.

Lucy! I need to go!

I miss our house.

I miss practicing. I miss baking.

And Dad too.
Sober Dad, at least.

Why can’t I have
a normal life?
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Lucy! I thought you 
were going to talk to 

your math teacher again. 
You’ve got a fifty-four.

Your science grade has 
tanked too. I thought you 
finished your makeup work.

Um . . . there’s 
still some stuff 
I need to turn in.

Luce, this isn’t okay. We didn’t 
send you to arts school to 

fail seventh grade.

All you do is practice. You 
have to make time for your 

other homework too.

Didn’t your teachers 
give you an extension?

They did, but there’s 
all this new work 

too. I can’t keep up.

We were worried Windley 
might be too hard. Maybe 

you should go back to East. 
You did well there.

No! Band is so much 
better at Windley!

Don’t be ridiculous. You loved 
East. You were first chair there.

I don’t care about East! I 
want first chair at Windley!

Pipe down over there!

I think we both know that 
isn’t happening this year.

There’s one
more chair test.

Listen to 
yourself! It’s 
not healthy!

Get these grades up or 
you’re leaving Windley.
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Hi, Lucy.

Can I do my 
math in here?

Sure. You’re here 
early today.

I have makeup work in 
a lot of my classes.

How are you 
doing?

I’m okay. I miss 
playing.

I’ll bet.

Lucy? it’s time to
pack up. I need to unlock 

the band room.

Okay! Just a few
more problems. 

Catching up is important, 
but you also need time 

to rest and heal.

I know. I am.

At least you don’t 
have to worry about 

my class.

You’re not kicking 
me out of band, 

are you?

I’ll be ready
for the chair test, 

I swear!

Of course not!
Don’t worry about 

the chair test.
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Not worry about it? How?
it’s my last chance to beat Tolli.

And what about solos? And if I don’t 
play well I’ll definitely lose my seat 

to Jessie or—

Lucy!

Work on healing that arm.
You don’t have to take the test. 

I’m not going to penalize
you for an injury.

But then I can’t move up. 
It’s just so unfair. Tolli 
gets lessons and has 

expensive flutes.

Don’t compare yourself to 
others. You can only be the 

best you can be.

But how can
I do that when my 

arm is hurt . . . 

and I can’t play at 
all right now . . .

and my grades 
are bad . . .

and maybe I 
shouldn’t have 

come to Windley.

Have you talked with
Dr. Jones about any this?

Yeah.

And?

She said that even if
I was last chair, I still 

belonged here.

And that’s 
the truth.

Time to pack up. I need 
to let in the horde.

if I had a nickel for every 
talented kid who worried they 

weren’t good enough . . .

Yeah?

I’d be a very 
rich woman.

I’ll bet none 
of them had 

my life.
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Chapter Twenty-Five

Pep Rally
Welcome to your Windley 
Blue Devil spring sports 

pep rally!

Malia looks like she 
hates being out there.

I don’t think 
cheering is 
her thing.

I hope she quits soon. 
She’s so miserable.

Let’s hear it for boys’ 
and girls’ track!

I didn’t know 
Tolli ran track.

I’m surprised her mom 
let her do something 

besides music.

Blue Devil Lacrosse!

Now for the fight song!

That was great!

I can’t wait to be 
in marching band!
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I can’t believe they made us miss 
chorus for a stupid pep rally.

I thought it 
was fun.

You didn’t have to jump 
around for an hour.

True.

When are you going
to tell Grandma Jo 
you hate cheering?

I can’t do that. 
You know why.

Not really.
Grandma Jo’s so nice. 
She never gets mad.

She wouldn’t be mad,
but I still can’t quit.

Why?

You wouldn’t 
understand. Why wouldn’t I 

understand?

it doesn’t matter.
I don’t want to tell 

her, that’s all.

But why?

`Fine.

it’s because I can’t stand 
to see Grandma Jo cry.

it’s just cheerleading. 
She’s not going to cry.

She might. She sews me a 
cheerleading costume every 

Halloween. Ever since I was a baby.

Okay, she likes cheerleading, 
but she doesn’t want you to be 
miserable. Tell her the truth. I dunno.
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Fine. I’ll tell her for you. 
That way you won’t have to 

see her get upset.

See? This is what 
I mean. You don’t 

understand.

What are you 
talking about?

Nothing.

Tell me.

You really want 
to know?

You’re used to your
family fighting and being 

messed up. You even laugh 
about it with friends.

So?

So that’s 
not normal!

I’m not 
normal?

No! That’s why you don’t 
understand. I can’t make

Grandma Jo cry. She cries
enough about . . . you know.

You’re not normal
either. You’re afraid to 
talk to your grandma!

it’s definitely
not normal to live

in a motel.

We’re home 
now!

Or to have your
dad in his underwear 

at your birthday!

You know what else isn’t 
normal? Abandoning your 
best friend at her party.

Neither is being obsessed 
with first chair. All you 

do is practice!

Neither is hiding your 
dead mom. That’s like the 
definition of not normal.

Gasp!
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Give me back
the necklace.

What?

The flute necklace. 
You don’t deserve it.

I’m changing seats.

Good.
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Chapter Twenty-Six

Sabotage

Lunch time!

Can I have a little
longer? I’ve had to
spend all my time at

home on math.

I hate to tell a 
student to stop 
practicing, but . . .

Just a little 
longer?

If the playing test 
is causing too much 
stress, maybe you 
shouldn’t take it.

it’s not, I promise. 
I just need a little 

extra time.

Only fifteen more minutes. 
Then, make sure you eat 
something before your 

next class.

I will!
Thank you!

it’s no use.
I’ll never beat her.

12:02pm

12:18pm
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I just want one thing 
in my life to go right. 

One thing.

it was just here. I don’t 
know what happened.

if she couldn’t practice, 
it would finally be fair. 
I haven’t been able to 
practice for weeks.

7th Grade Band 

Auditio
n Piece

2nd Semester, 

Flute 1/2
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What are you doing? 
I thought you were 

practicing.

I was! What are
you doing?

Coming to get you.
I knew you’d miss recess

again, but aren’t you at least 
coming to lunch?

Practicing. Done 
practicing, I mean.

Yeah. I’m 
almost done.

Come on!

I’ll meet you 
over there.

You’ve been acting 
really weird lately.

Just nervous 
about Monday.

Whatever!
See you there.

Whew! That was close.

I have to do this. There’s 
no other way I can beat 

her. it makes it fair.

Well, maybe 
not fair.

More like even. 
Even Steven.
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Chapter Twenty-Seven

Final Chair Test

Where’s Tolli? I thought I saw her go 
into Ms. Kell’s office.

I heard she lost her 
audition music.

Neela said Tolli cried
all weekend. You think 

she’s okay?

Gulp!

What did she say? Do you 
still have to audition?

No, but I think I’m going 
to try anyway. She was 

really nice about it.

Good! You’re going to 
do awesome.
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All right, folks, let’s get 
started. Percussion!

Okay. This is it. My best 
chance for first chair.

Good, Jessie.

Now Lucy.

Very nice, Lucy.
That extra practice at 
lunch really paid off.

YES! Finally!

Tolli?

Very impressive. Not a single 
mistake, and by memory. Seems 

like the loss of your music hasn’t 
slowed you down at all.
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You can pack up now.
I’ll announce the results 

tomorrow along with
the solos.

Stupid flute!

Stupid test!

I guess that didn’t
go like you planned.

SLAM

BAM
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I don’t know what 
you’re talking about.

You’re always first
chair. it doesn’t matter 

what I do.

I deserve it!
I practice really hard.

So do I!

Not hard enough.
Or else you’d always

be first chair.

Whatever. I probably won’t 
even be here next year. I’ll bet 

that makes you happy.

Did you take my music?
Neela said you were practicing during 

lunch and recess on Friday.

it’s not fair. You get private 
lessons and have all those flutes 

and your mom is famous and . . .

You did!

Lucy . . . that’s, like, 
actually horrible.

I just wanted 
things to be fair.

Stealing? How is that fair?

That way you’d
miss practice time 
just like I had to.

That’s so 
wrong!

I guess I’m lucky 
you didn’t burn me.
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I’m telling my mom. No!

She’ll get me kicked 
out of band!

Tolli, please. You can’t tell 
your mom. What if I get kicked 

out of Windley?

You stole
my music.

Fine. Be that way.

Stupid school. 
Maybe Mom’s right.

Maybe I don’t 
belong here.
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Chapter Twenty-Eight

Caught
Lucy? Tolli?

I need to speak with 
you in my office.

Ooooooh! Lucy’s in troooouble!

You want to 
join us?

No, ma’am!

I just had a disturbing 
call from Tolli’s mother.

Tolli, you said you 
lost your music . . .

. . . but your mom says 
that it was stolen.

...I heard…

...My mom…

Uh oh!
Hee hee!

That’s not good.

MURMUR 
MURMUR

TEE HEE HEE!
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it was me. Speak up? I didn’t 
quite hear that.

I did it. It was wrong. 
I’m sorry, Tolli.

Thank you, Tolli. 
You can go.

I’ve taught band for twenty-one years. 
Never, in all that time, has a student 
tried to sabotage another student. Tell me why.

Because I can’t 
beat her.

I think there’s more 
to it than that.

When I saw Tolli’s music,
I took it. I thought it might 

give me a chance.

A chance at what?

At finally winning 
first chair.

But I messed 
everything up!

My grades
are horrible,

my friends 
hate me,

and now you 
hate me.
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I don’t hate you. I care 
about you. What’s going on?

I don’t belong here. I 
never should have come.

We talked about that,
but it sounds like you’re 

still struggling.

I’d like you to talk to 
Dr. Jones again.

it’s too late. I 
messed it all up.

it’s not too late.
Dr. Jones can help. 
Let’s go see her.

What about 
my bus?

Don’t worry about
that right now. Let’s see if 
Dr. Jones is in her office.

it’s Francine.
I have Lucy Carver here.

Yes. I heard from
Ms. Fergenferger as well. 

Okay. Thanks.

She says to come now. 
Don’t worry about the bus. 

She’s already called
your parents.
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Chapter Twenty-Nine

Dr. Jones (Part II)

I’m glad you called
a meeting. I meant to call to 

explain what happened.
Happened?

The burn was an accident, of 
course, but the children have 

adequate supervision now.

There wasn’t anything I could
do to stop it, Caroline. How many 

times do I have to tell you?

The kids and I lived in a
hotel until Shawn moved out. 

I’ve filed for a divorce.
You’re getting a 

divorce? Since when?

You haven’t 
told them?

I didn’t want to 
distract you. You 
were failing math.

You said all 
your makeup 
work was in.

it was.

But then I failed 
this retake. . . .

This is your fault!
if I’d been around—

if you’d been 
around, you’d have 

been drunk—
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We’re not here because
of the burn. But thank you for 

that information.

it gives us a better 
picture of what’s been 

going on with Lucy.

Lucy, can you 
tell us what 

happened? From 
your point of 

view?

I stole Tolli’s 
music and threw 

it away.

Before you say
anything, I’d like to hear 

more from Lucy.

Why?

What were
you thinking in
that moment?

I was worried about 
my chair test.

Why? We talked 
about it. You didn’t 
even have to take it.

it was my
last chance to be 

first chair.

I’ve wondered about that since 
we talked. Why do you want to 

be first chair?

Mr. Carver! 
Ms. Carver!
Sit down!
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Of course she wants first chair! 
Band is too competitive here.

Agreed. Lucy never had 
problems at East.

She practices 
night and day.

And the academics
are too hard. Lucy has 

never been the best 
student.

And now she’s 
stealing!

it’s decided. She’s 
leaving this school 

for good.

East was a much 
better fit.

We really need to 
hear from Lucy.

is it like they 
say? Do you want 

to leave?

I don’t know. Windley 
is a lot harder than 

East, but . . .

. . . but except
for math and Tolli,

I love it here.

I’ve made really 
good friends. 
And band is . . .

. . . band is amazing.
I can’t imagine 

leaving.

And we can’t 
imagine you 

leaving.

Let’s talk a bit about Tolli.
Are you mad at her?

Not really. She thinks
I hate her, but I don’t.
I just want first chair.

What makes first 
chair so special?

Well . . .

I just really 
miss it.

You were first 
chair before?

All last year.
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You miss first chair 
because you miss your 

old school?

No. I don’t miss 
East. it’s just . . .

Just . . .
what?

Things were 
better last year.

I was
first chair.

Dad had a job.

They didn’t fight so 
much. They were 

proud of me.

We didn’t 
understand. I’m so sorry, 

honey.

Can I stay at 
Windley?

I know the math 
is really hard, 
but I’m passing 

now.

I don’t want to 
go to East.

With so many changes 
happening at home, I can’t 

imagine asking Lucy to 
change schools

right now.

We can find her 
a math tutor.

Of course not. 
You can stay, 

honey.

Definitely.
Whatever you need.

Now that’s settled,
we need to talk

about Tolli.

Will I have to change 
tracks? Leave band?

Well . . . Tolli is still 
first chair . . .

She played it by 
memory! And was 

still perfect!

Your actions still hurt 
her. She cried all weekend 

before the chair test.

I feel really bad 
about that.
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I’ll do whatever you 
want. Clean cubbies? 
Scrape the risers?

Tempting . . . but I think 
apologizing to Tolli 

might be better.

Yes, I think making amends is 
appropriate here. How can you 
make things right with Tolli?

I could say I’m sorry. 
Maybe . . . write a note 

to explain? That sounds like a 
good start.

Lucy’s taking steps
to make things right 

with Tolli, but now the 
ball is in your court.

Lucy needs more 
support. I’d like to refer 
you to a family therapist.

Definitely. Whatever Lucy 
needs.

You remember your assignment?

Write to Tolli, meet 
with you Tuesday, 

math tutor on 
Wednesday.

That’s 
it.

What’s 
wrong?

Everyone still
hates me. Even my 
best friend Malia.

I’ll bet they
don’t hate you. 
Try talking to 

them.

if they’re 
still mad 
next week, 
we’ll talk 
over some 

ideas.

I’ll try.
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Chapter Thirty

Making Amends
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Dear Tolli,
Dr. Jones said that I should write to say that 
I’m really, really, REALLY sorry that I stole your 
music before our chair test. You sounded, like 
AMAZING anywayz, and are defi nitely going to 

be fi rst chair forever. Like forEVER. But I was 
wrong. I’m sorry. I also feel bad for challenging 

you every week, but I just really, really wanted 
fi rst chair.

Do you hate me?
I don’t hate you. I just really wanted fi rst chair. 
Can you forgive me?

You are THE BEST MUSICIAN IN THE ENTIRE WORLDand Neela is lucky to be your friend.
Sorry again,

Lucy
PS: Remember how worried you were after Moldovian Dances? No 

offense, but your mom was TOTALLY WRONG. I wasn’t lying. 
You sounded great. You always do.

PPS: These are chocolate raspberry truffl es. They’re made with 
NO sugar, and only HEALTHY ingredients. I hope you like them.
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Dear Malia,

I’m so so so so s
o so so sooooo

ooooooo 

sorry for what I said on the 
bus. You 

were TOTALLY right a
nd I was TOTALLY 

wrong. I know you can prob
ably never 

forgive me but I want you to kn
ow you 

were the best
 friend I’ve ever had. 

Tell 

Grandma Jo hi. I miss hangin out
 with 

you . . . espec
ially when we do DANCE 

MOVES and watch funny videos. Y
our 

soooooooo funny and SUPE
R nice.

  Your (Former) best friend,

    Lucy

 PS: I hope you and
 Grandma Jo like your

 pie. I

 made it with a lattice 
top just like 

she does.

 PPS: I will keep your s
ecret about 

. . . you know   

what . . . forever.

DEAR LUCY,

YOU SEE DR. JONES? SHE’S SO NICE. I SAW HER ONCE 

AFTER THE SPRING CONCERT WHEN . . . WELL YOU SAW 

WHAT HAPPENED. I TOLD MY MOM YOU WROTE AN 

APOLOGY. SHE SAYS THAT SOMETIMES MUSICIANS 

CAN BE TOO COMPETITIVE AND ALL I CAN SAY IS 

WELL DUH!I DON’T HATE YOU BECAUSE YOU 

STOLE THE MUSIC. I DIDN’T EVEN NEED IT.

I DID KIND OF HATE YOU BEFORE, BUT DON’T NOW.

  
 

 
TOLLI

PS: THANKS FOR WHAT YOU SAID ABOUT MOLDOVIAN DANCES. I 

DIDN’T TELL MY MOM ABOUT THAT.
PPS: THE TRUFFLES WERE AMAZING. MY MOM EVEN ATE ONE!
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Need some 
help? Okay.

You’ve been baking
a lot this week.

it’s a good way
to say I’m sorry to

my friends.

Then maybe
I should bake

you a cake.

Maybe a 
hundred cakes.

We’re gonna 
need more 

flour.

I didn’t realize how hard
all this has been for you.

I should have noticed. I’m so sorry.

it’s not going to be 
perfect around here, but 
it’s going to be better.

I promise 
you that.

Ding 
dong!

Can I come in?

Yeah!
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Chapter Thirty-One

Dad’s Place
Cherry pie!

Yay!

Cherry 
crumb?

Your favorite.

You all look 
taller.

You’re not in high 
heels, are you?

Dad! No!

How’s band?

Good. Our
last concert is 
Thursday night.

What time?

Six o’clock.

I’ll have to
leave work early but

I’ll try to make it.

Work?
You got a job?

Elmo’s Pizza.
in the kitchen.

Do you get 
free pizza?

Dad! That’s 
awesome!

Thanks. And yeah,
I’ll bring a pizza over 

next week.

I need to talk to your 
sister. Laptop’s in the 

bedroom. Netflix is 
set up if you want to 

watch a movie.
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How’s school been? Has 
Tolli forgiven you? She did. Malia too. My 

math tutor is helping a 
lot. So is Dr. Jones.

Things are 
better now.

I’m so sorry
about all of that.

Windley is a tough school,
but we should have helped you, 

not made things harder.

Oh! That reminds me. 
Your mom and I have been 
talking about next year.

We’re not 
taking you out.

Whew!

Now that I’m working full time,
we have a little more money. Not 

a lot, but a little.

Yeah?

I think you should 
start private lessons 

over the summer.

For flute?
No, for 

tambourine.

Yes, flute! You’re 
going to be the next 
Ian Anderson, right?

Right.

What happens if you 
lose your job? if you 

get too . . .

Too drunk?
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I’m sorry you have to 
worry about that.

Me too.

Between this conversation
and our family therapy, I feel 

like all I do is apologize.

Staying sober is hard. 
Really hard. I might 

mess up again.

But you’re doing
better, right?

I take it one day 
at a time.

So . . . my concert? 
Are you really going 

to come?

I can’t promise—I don’t 
want to break another one.

I did try last time,
I really did.

I know.

I tried, but it 
wasn’t enough.

Dad. I know.
I love you.

I love you too, Luce.
I promise to try.

For you. 
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Chapter Thirty-Two

End of Year Concert
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Good luck tonight!

You’re going to
sound amazing.

Thanks! I’ll try.

Good luck
to you, too!

Welcome to the Windley School
of the Arts end of year concert!

First up for your listening pleasure
is our seventh grade band.

Welcome,
seventh graders!

CLAP CLAP CLAP
CLAP

CLAP CLAP CLAP

CLAP CLAP

CLAP

CLAP

CLAP

CLAP
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Dad isn’t here, but a lot
of other people are.

Shuffl e! Shuffl e! Shuffl e! Shuffl e!

cLAP CLAP
CLAP

cLAP CLAP
CLAP

cLAP CLAP

CLAP
CLAP

CLAP

CLAPCLAP
CLAP

CLAP
Woo!!!

Woo!!!
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Ready?

Relax and 
focus.

This is exactly 
where I belong.

THE END
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