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GHADTER ONE

N;othing important ever happened in Whickett Harbor, Maine.
So, it figured that the two biggest things to hit the town in a decade
would occur on the exact same night. One of them even threatened
to cancel out the other, but I was not about to let a hurricane keep me
from meeting a bestselling author.

Little did T know, the hurricane would bring more trouble than I
bargained for, including: the most annoying boy Id ever met, a night
of disaster, and worst of all... my mother, fresh from Hollywood.

Well, you know what they say: a good story is full of trouble.

“Emmett? Jane? Anyone home?” The voice drifting through the
front door belonged to the coolest person I knew. Ana Taylor was my
babysitter, our housekeeper, car fixer-upper, weekly planner, and all
around Most Important Person Ever. Without Ana, Dad and I would
be lost.

“In here!” me and Dad called out at the exact same time.

For Dad, “ in here” meant he had his head stuck in the refrigerator,
making sure he wasn't missing any stray jars of seawater. He's an ocean
scientist, and there’s only one way to describe how he feels about his
plankton samples: true love.

For me, “in here” meant I was in my writing nook. Our old-
fashioned kitchen has a huge cupboard set into the wall that used to
have shelves until Ana knocked the top ones out with a sledge
hammer. As long as I bring a flashlight, it’s the best place to create,
like P’'m in a hobbit hole or a secret compartment.
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CAPITOLUL UNnyU

A

In Whickett Harbor, Maine, nu se intampla niciodatd nimic important.
Prin urmare, era cat se poate de firesc ca evenimentele cele mai importante
din ultimul deceniu si aiba loc améndoua in aceeasi noapte. Unul dintre
cle chiar ameninta sa-] anuleze pe celalalt, insd nu aveam de gand s permit
unui uragan sa md impiedice sd ma intalnesc cu o autoare celebri.

Nici nu banuiam cd uraganul va aduce mai multe necazuri decat ma
agteptam, printre care: pe cel rnai enervant baiat pe care l-am intalnit, o noapte
dezastruoasa i, ce era mai rau... pe mama, proaspat aterizata de fa Hollywood.

Stiti cum se spune. O poveste buna e plina de incurcaturi.

— Emmett? Jane? E cineva acasi?

Vocea care plutea pe usa de la intrare apartinea celei mai tari persoane
din cate cunosteam. Ana Taylor era bona mea, menajera noastrd, cea care
ne repara masina, tinea agenda saptamanala, si, in principiu, Cea Mai
importantd Persoana. Fara Ana, tata si cu mine am {i fost pierduti.

— Aicil am strigat eu si tata in acelasi timp.

Pentru tata, ,aici“ insemna ca avea capul varat in frigider, ca sa se
asigure ca nu ii lipsea niciun borcanel cu api de mare. Este oceanolog si
exista un singur concept care poate descrie sentimentele sale pentru
mostrele de plancton: dragoste adeviratd.

Pentru mine, ,aici” insemna coltul meu de scris. Bucatiria noastra de
moda veche are un dulap imens in perete, care avea rafturi, inainte sd le
darame Ana pe cele de sus cu un baros. Daca imi iau o lanterna, este cel
mai bun loc pentru creatie. Parcd as ti intr-o vizuina de hobbit sau intrun
compartiment secret.



Ana sighed. “Should’ve known: Either of you planning on emerging
any-time soon®”

I swung open the cupboard door and jumped down. “Please, please
tell me that the library event hasn't been canceled”

“Hello to you too, Jane” Ana tousled my hair. She’s known me since
I was in kindergarten, so shes allowed. “It’s still on. They really don’t
want to call it off”

In the whole history of the town, there had never been an event of
this magnitude, and if we canceled now, J. E. Fairfax might never come
back.

Ana frowned. “Emmett?”

Dad tried to emerge from the refrigerator, bumped his head, then
smacked his hand when he went to touch the bumped spot. Dad s tall,
built like a lumberjack with broad shoulders, and he frequently collides
with the furniture in our old house. “Ooh. Oh. Ouch. Sorry. Hello, Ana”

He scrunched up his nose and chuckled as if he knew exactly how
nerdy he was.

“You're staying home tonight, right?” Ana pressed. “Weather report
says the brunt of the storm won't hit until ten, but the wind’s picking
up already”

Dad shook his head. “Got to get these samples to the lab in case our
power goes out. I'll probably sleep there. Need to make sure nothing
gets damaged.”

Dad regularly gathered samples on his boat and then carted them
home until he could return to the lab. It was a standing rule that no one
ever ate or drank anything from our fridge that wasn't clearly labeled.

“Really?” Ana frowned. “Shouldn’t you stay here with Jane?”

My father scratched his chin as if that idea hadn’t occurred to him.
“Right. Yes. Maybe I should come back. It’s just..” He gave Ana the
pleading face he reserved for convincing her to work extra hours.
“These samples are invaluable resources for the oceanography
community around the globe. If anything happened at the lab, wed have
lost them.”

Ana a oftat.

— Ar fi trebuit sd-mi dau seama. Planuieste vreunul si iasd curdnd?

Am deschis usa dulapului si am sérit jos.

— Te rog sa nu-mj spui ¢a s-a anulat evenimentul de la biblioteca.

— Salut si tie, Jane, a zis Ana, ciufulindu-ma.

Ma stie de cand eram la gradiniid, asa ca are voie.

—- Eincd in carti. Chiar nu vor sa-1 anuleze.

De cand exista orasul nu se intAmplase un eveniment de o asemenea
magnitudine, iar dacd anulam acum, ]. E. Fairfax nu s-ar i intors,
probabil, niciodata.

— Emmett? a zis Ana, incruntandu-se.

Tata a incercat sd {asa din frigider, dar s-a lovit la cap, apoi si la mana
cand a vrat sa atingf locul lovit intéi, Tata e inalt, cu o constitutie de tdietor
de lemne, cu umert lati, si se loveste frecvent de mobili in casa noastra
veche.

— Ah. Oh. Au. Scuze. Salut, Ana.

S-a strambat i a chicotit, parca stiind precis cat parea de tocilar.

—— Stai acasi in seara asta, nu? a insistat Ana. Buletinul metec
spune cd furtuna va lovi cel mai puternic la zece, insd deja s-a intetit
vantul.

Tata a clatinat din cap.

— Trebuie sa duc mostrele in laborator, in caz ¢i raméanem fars curent.
Cred cd voi dormi acolo. ‘Irebuie si md asigur ¢a nu se strici nimic.

Tata aduna frecvent mostre cu barca si le aducea apoi acasa, pAni cand
ajungea in laborator. Era o regulé neclintitd ca nimeni si nu minance sau
sd bea ceva tard etichetd din frigiderul nostru.

— Serios? s-a incruntat Ana. N-ar trebui sa stai cu Jane?

Tata gia scdrpinat barbia, de parca nu-i trecuse asta prin cap.

— Da. Asa este. Poate ar trebui sd ma intorc. Doar ca... a zis el,
aruncandu-i Anei privirea rugatoare cu care o convingea si stea peste
program. Mostrele astea sunt resurse nepretuite pentru comunitatea
oceanografica din intreaga lume. Dacd s-ar intdmpla ceva cu laboratorul,
le-am pierde.



He seemed to think we should be horrified at the idea.

Anaput Her hands on both hips. “Oh no, Emmett Brannen. Those
big brown eyes of yours aren’t going to sway me this time. The fact is,
you wouldn’t have to worry about these samples if youd learned to
work the generator like I told you.”

Dad looked shame-faced. The thing about generators is that they
aren’t as simple as most people think. You don’t just throw a switch
when your power goes out. You've got to maintain a generator—turn
it on periodically and make sure all of the spark plugs and such are
working. I'd heard Ana remind Dad about it a hundred times, but no
matter what, when it came time to flick that switch, our generator was
never in working condition.

Ana was a petite blond spitfire. She could chop a cord of wood,
outwork half the men in the Whickett Harbor Volunteer Fire
Department, and fix your flatbed truck in her spare time. The only
thing Dad could do with your flatbed truck was remember where he
parked it.

If you were lucky.

“Ana,;” he said, “these are red tide samples from off Monhegan
Island”

She just narrowed her eyes.

Dad shuffled his feet. “Well . . . Jane could come with me and we
could sleep at the lab”

“No. Way.” I shook my head. “T am not missing J. E. Fairfax’s talk.
You know I've been waiting for this forever.”

Dad raised one eyebrow in my direction. “Forever, huh? You're only
twelve. Besides, she doesn’t even write for kids; she writes trashy
romance novels. I'm pretty sure all of her advice will be aimed at adults.”

“Her novels are not trashy, Dad,” I argued. “The New York Times
called them ‘sweeping, romantic sagas full of high drama. ” The
library had used that quote on their posters, and I'd memorized it
because it sounded incredible. “Every one of her books is a best seller,
and three of them have been made into movies.”
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Pérea sd creada ca ar trebui sa fim ingrozite de idee.

Ana si-a pus méinile in solduri.

— Nu, Emmett Brannen. Ochii tai mari si ciprui nu md conving de
data asta. De fapt, n-ai fi avut de ce sd-ti faci griji pentru mostre dac ai fi
invatat sa pornesti generatorul, asa cum ti-am zis.

Tata parea ruginat. Ideea cu generatoarele este ca nu functioneaza chiar
atat de simplu cum isi inchipuie lumea. Nu apesi un intrerupétor cind se
ia curentul. Trebuie sa il intretii, sd il pornesti periodic, si te asiguri ca
toate bujiile functioneaza, si tot aga. Am auzit-o pe Ana amintindu-i tatei
de o suta de ori, insd, indiferent ce se intimpla, cAnd venea vremea sd
apese intrerupatorul, generatorul nostru nu era niciodata funstional.

Ana era ca o rachetd mica si blonda. Taia lemne, se descurca mai bine
decdt jumatate din barbatii de la Brigada Voluntara de Pompieri din
Whickett Harbor si mai putea si sa-ti repare camioneta in timpul liber.
Singurul lucru pe care stia sa-] facd tata cu o camionetd era si-si
aminteasca unde o parcase.

Asta daca aveam noroc.

— Ana, a spus el, astea sunt mostre de maree rosie de pe coasta insulei
Monhegan.

Ana s-a uitat banuitoare la el.

Tata si-a tarsait picioarele.

— A#4... Jane poate veni cu mine si dormim in laborator.

— Sub nicio forma, am zis eu, clatindnd din cap. Nu ratez discutia cu
J. E. Fairfax. Stii cd astept de o vesnicie. '

Tata a ridicat o spranceand.

— De-o vesnicie, hm? Ai doar doispe ani. In plus, nici micar nu scrie
pentru copii. Scrie romane de dragoste proaste. Sunt convins ci va oferi
doar sfaturi pentru adulti.

— Romanele ei nu sunt proaste, tatd. New York Times le-a numit
~epopei romantice, pline de dramatism"

Biblioteca folosise citatul pe afise, iar eu il invatasem pe de rost, pentru
ca mi se pérea incredibil.

— "Toate cartile ei sunt bestselleruri si trei au filme facute dupi ele.
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Ana grinned dreamily. “T adore her movies. There are always two
people who'are meant for each other, but they can'’t see the truth until
fate forces them together”

“Remember that one with the guy in the military who moved away
from his childhood sweetheart? Then years later they found each
other again—"

“Oh, I loved that one!” Ana clapped excitedly.

Dad cleared his throat, giving us his best bewildered expression.
“Could we get back to the point? Ana, could you, possibly—"

“Uh-uh.” Ana crossed her arms over her chest. “I need to be at my
apartment to look in on Mrs. Wallace next door. She practically had
a conniption when I left to get Jane. She’s so worked up about this
storm, she’ll probably have a stroke”

“We could do rock, paper, scissors,” Dad suggested.

Ana threw her hands up. “No! We couldn’t. You need to stay home
with your daughter. Period!”

There was a long moment of silenice where none of us said a word,
but finally my father relented. “Okay. You're right. I'll pick Jane up at
the library after these samples are stored properly, and I'll ask Marty
to check in on the lab later tonight””

Ana beamed. “Thank you. I knew youd make the right choice.” She
practically glowed.

Dad ran a hand through his sandy blond hair, making it stick out
in weird directions. “Well, I'd better get moving if I'm going to be
back in time. Thanks for dropping Jane off at the author thing” He
picked up one of the coolers, then paused. “You know you’re amazing,
right?”

Dad had been telling Ana that for years. She blushed and made the
same scoffing noise she usually made.

As Dad walked past, he nudged me in the ribs. “Have fun.
Remember this night when you're supporting me in my old age with
the fortune you make on your writing”

[ rolled my eyes. “Your jokes are terrible.”
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— 1i ador filmele, a zAmbit Ana visitoare. Existi mereu doi oameni
meniti unul pentru celdlalt, doar ca nu vid adevarul pana cind soarta nu
ii aduce impreund.

— 1ti amintesti de cel cu tipul din armat, care s-a mutat departe de
wibita lui din copilarie? Apoi, dupd multi ani, s-au regasit...

— Mi-a placut enorm! a bitut Ana din palme, entuziasmata.

Tata si-a dres glasul, privindu-ne uimit.

— Am putea reveni la subiect? Ana, crezi ca poti...

— Nu, a zis Ana, incrucisdndu-si bratele la piept. Trebuie sa ajung
acasd, sd vad de doamna Wallace, vecina mea. Era sa facé o criza de nervi
cind m-am dus dupa Jane. E atat de speriatd de furtund, cé probabil o s&
facd infarct.

— Am putea juca piatra, foarfeca, hértie, a sugerat tata.

Ana si-a ridicat bratele in aer.

— Nu! N-am putea. Trebuie sd raméi acasi, cu fiica ta. Punct!

A urmat un moment lung de tacere, in care n-a spus nimeni nimic,
dar pana la urma, tata a cedat.

— OK. Ai dreptate. O voi lua pe Jane de la bibliotecd dupi ce depozitez
corect mostrele si-1 voi ruga pe Marty si verifice laboratorul mai tarziu.

— Multumesc, a zambit Ana. Stiam eu cd vei face alegerea corecta.

Stralucea.

Tata si-a trecut 0 mana prin parul blond nisipiu, facdndu-1 sa stea in
loate directiile.

— Ar trebui sa ma misc, dacd vreau sd ajung inapoi la timp. Mersi c-o
duci pe Jane la chestia cu autoarea.

A luat unul dintre récitoare, apoi s-a oprit.

— Stii ca esti uimitoare?

Tata ii spunea asta Anei de ani de zile. Ea s-a imbujorat si a scos acelasi
sgomot dispretuitor ca de obicei.

Trecand pe langa mine, tata m-a inghiontit in coaste.

— Distractie placuta. Sa-ti amintesti de seara asta cind ma vei
intretine, la batranete, din averea pe care o faci din scris.

— Glumele tale sunt groaznice, am zis, daindu-mi ochii peste cap.
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Dad grinned and I shoved him the rest of the way out the door. He
loaded thewcoolers-in the back'of the'truck, then climbed into the cab
and leaned out the open window. “Once we get home, we can watch
movies until the lights go out. We've got popcorn and dill seasoning,
right sprite?”

Those were the only two grocery items Dad never forgot to stock
up on.

“Yup” I waved as he backed out.

Sounded perfect. A chance to learn the tricks of the writing trade
from a famous author, followed by a whole evening hanging out with
my father during a hurricane? What more could a girl ask for?

Too bad that’s not even close to how the evening turned out.

Tata a ranjit, iar eu I-am impins tot drumul pani la usd. A incircat
ricitoarele in spatele camionetei, apoi s-a urcat in masina si s-a aplecat
peste geamul deschis.

— Dupa ce ajungem acasd, ne putem uita la filme pani ce se ia
curentul. Avem popcorn si dressing cu mirar, corect?

Erau singurele produse de bécénie pe care nu uita niciodata sa le
cumpere.

— Da, am zis eu si i-am facut cu méana.

Suna perfect. Aveam sansa de a afla trucuri despre scris de la o autoare
taimoasa, si apoi imi petreceam seara cu tata, in timpul uraganului. Era
tot ce-mi doream!

Pacat ca nu a fost nici pe departe asa.



