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C H A P T E R 1
Starting New 

My insides are getting that gross sort of carsick 
feeling as I step onto the schoolyard. And it’s 
not because of the sour milk I drank by acci-

dent—thanks to Pops forgetting that I live with him and 
Nan now. 

Yuck. 
I stop walking, and Charlie Parker Drysdale strides on 

ahead of me. He’s still talking about how I’ll love living in 
Halifax and going to his school. 

I’m not looking at him. I’m looking at the bodies pop-
ping in and out of that skateboard park, which is why my 
insides feel gross.

“Seriously,” I say in disgust. “A new park?” I mean 
I used to skateboard through this schoolyard whenever 
we visited Nan and Pops. The yard I’m standing in and 
the empty lot behind the school were the only places to 
skateboard when I actually had a board.
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“Yeah,” says Charlie Parker Drysdale as he turns a lit-
tle to the right to walk toward the park. “Another reason 
you’re going to love it here.” 

Nope, I say to myself. I will NEVER love living here.
I’d like to say that out loud, but I don’t because of 

what Vera told me. She was my super best friend at my 
old school. She told me to follow exactly two rules when 
I got to my new school. Vera said this: “First, be chill. 
Being chill is how you will make new friends.” But then 
I said, “What new friends? Who needs new friends? And 
you know I don’t like rules.” And then Vera said, “See, 
that. That is what not being chill sounds like.”

I’m new at chill. I am not new to Charlie Parker 
Drysdale.

We used to spend time together whenever I visited 
Nan and Pops. Now he’s my next-door neighbor and my 
one and only school friend. Guess that makes him my 
new best friend. Maybe. Dunno. Feels kinda soon.

The closer we get to the park, the louder the sounds 
get—wheels on cement, music, and voices yelling words 
like sick, and whoa, and dope.

“Esther!” shouts Charlie Parker Drysdale. “Esther,” he 
shouts again and starts waving his hand. A girl wearing 
a pink helmet with big stars on it smiles and rides her 
scooter toward us. 

“Charlie,” she yells back, which is weird to hear. I 
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mean, I could never call Charlie Parker Drysdale just 
Charlie. I’ve tried, but he always wears a sweater-vest, and 
boys who wear sweater-vests should be called by their full 
name if you ask me. Today’s sweater-vest is bright green. 
I always wear hoodies. Today’s hoodie matches my hair, 
which Nan calls “sun-kissed.” I just call it “light brown.”

I hear Charlie Parker Drysdale say something about 
Esther’s scooter being new. But I’m not totally listening 
because I’m staring at the biggest most amazing skate-
board park I’ve ever seen. 

“So sick,” I whisper as my eyes travel from one end of 
it to the other. I’m not even sure how long I’ve been star-
ing before I notice my mouth is hanging open. I’m pretty 
sure Vera would say it’s easier to make friends when your 
mouth is not hanging open, but she hasn’t seen this park. 
It’s super dope. It has everything any skateboarder would 
want—handrails, half pipe, quarter pipe, a bowl, flatbars, 
a pyramid, ledges, and even a five-stair hubba. 

I tighten my fist. Normally, when I do that at a skate-
board park, I feel the front truck of my skateboard. Now, 
I just feel the inside of an empty fist. And that makes the 
carsick feeling move up my throat to make my mouth 
feel all watery. 

“…so I don’t know what his problem is,” Esther con-
tinues, “but stay away from him is all.”

“Huh?” I say and I turn toward Esther. She and Charlie 
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Parker Drysdale are standing beside a bike rack. “From 
who?” I ask just as Esther clicks the lock on her scooter.

She doesn’t hear me. 
“That’s Sibby.” Charlie Parker Drysdale points at me. 

“Just got here last night.”
“Hey,” I say.
“Hey,” she says and takes her helmet off. Her hair is all 

black, except for the bottom. The tips are blue. I open my 
mouth to ask who we should stay away from, but then we 
hear shouting coming from the park. Right away, I see a 
boy on a skateboard getting serious height at the top of 
the half pipe. Another boy is cheering him on and yelling 
“Duuuude” every time the boy on the skateboard rides 
up the ramp and into the air.

“Whoa,” I say, and, instead of noticing that my mouth 
is open, I’m noticing that it’s smiling. It didn’t smile 
much after Mom and Dad told me we were moving. And 
then it totally stopped smiling after I said good-bye to 
my skateboard.

Looking at those boys makes me feel better because 
I think—maybe—I could borrow a board from one of 
them just to take a couple of turns. Skateboarders help 
each other; at least they did at my old school. If they ask 
where mine is, I’ll say something like, “Lipslide. On a 
rail. Snapped the deck.” And then maybe they’ll be like, 
“Sick. But too bad about your board. Here. Borrow.”
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And then I’ll do a 50-50 grind and they’ll be like, 
“Wow, new girl’s dope.” 

And then Mom and Dad will be like, “Hey, Dad got 
his job back. We’re moving back home.” And then Vera 
and I will go buy me a new board.

“Sibby!” I hear Charlie Parker Drysdale calling. 
“Sibby. Come on.” I look away from the park and see 
that he’s headed toward the school’s front entrance. 

“Where’s Esther?” I ask as I’m running to catch up 
with him. 

“In the line,” he says, “with Hannah. They’re saving 
us spots.”

I look back at the park one last time. I don’t know 
where the boy who was skateboarding went, but he’s not 
in the air anymore. Just seeing those skateboarders makes 
me think maybe it won’t be so bad living here. Maybe…

Plouph!
Since I wasn’t looking in front of me, I run right into 

Charlie Parker Drysdale’s backpack. It falls off his shoul-
der and lands on my left foot.

“Ouch!” I say. And when I look down, I see some-
thing awful.

“Oh, no. No. No. No,” I say…like that’s going to 
erase what’s staring back at me. 

I hear Charlie Parker Drysdale zip his backpack open.
“A scuff,” I mutter, rubbing my left shoe. “Go away,” 
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I say, like I can actually make something happen just by 
saying so. Man, I wish I could. If I could, I’d say, “Go 
back…to the way it was.” 

“What’s the big deal? Your shoes have lots of scuffs,” 
says Charlie Parker Drysdale. 

“Not like this,” I snap. Seriously. This can’t be happen-
ing. No board. And now my red skateboard shoes have a 
regular scuff like…like they’re regular shoes. As if.

I keep trying to get the scuff out. It’s not working.
“Whew, nothing broken,” says Charlie Parker 

Drysdale and I hear him zip up his backpack. 
“What’s not broken?” I ask and I keep rubbing.
“Sorry, Sibby. Your foot okay?” he asks, which is weird. 

He says it like he didn’t even hear my actual question. 
And that makes me stop rubbing and look up. I see him 
staring at the line of kids. It reminds me of Dad staring at 
the For Sale sign on our front yard and asking how I was 
feeling about moving. 

“Whatever,” I had said.
“Maybe later,” Dad muttered, which didn’t make 

sense. But that’s what happens when you’re too weird-
ed out to hear right. I don’t know why Charlie Parker 
Drysdale is weirded out. 

“Foot’s fine,” I snap, but then I remind myself to chill. 
So, I stand back up and, in a voice that sounds as chill as 
I can make it, I say, “What’s in your backpack? Rocks?” 
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“No,” he says. “My homework. Remember?”
“Homework?” I shout. “Already? But it’s our first day. 

Who has homework on the first day?” 
“It’s like I told you,” he says. “Ms. Anderson sent an 

email.”
“Ms. who?”
“Wow, Sibby, did you listen to anything I said while 

we were walking to school?” 
“Can you just tell me again?” I ask. 
And, seriously, I say inside my head, you said a whole 

bunch of stuff on the way here. How am I supposed to re-
member it all? 

“Doesn’t matter,” says Charlie Parker Drysdale when 
we reach the end of the line. “It’s easy homework. We’re 
just supposed to talk about our summer vacations.”

The sour milk feels like it’s crashing around inside my 
stomach like ocean waves smashing against rocks in a 
storm. My first day is starting to feel like the worst first 
day of school ever. I mean I’d rather go to the dentist than 
talk about my summer. No. Worse. I’d rather go clothes 
shopping—for a dress—than talk about my summer. 

Just lie and say, “It was good,” I tell myself. And sound 
chill. 

“So why’d you bring rocks?” I ask. I’ve never seen 
Charlie Parker Drysdale with rocks. He’s never even 
talked about rocks. We’ve talked about skateboarding. 
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Correction. I’ve talked about skateboarding. We’ve eaten 
pepperoni pizza together and watched videos of Josephine 
Jackson skateboarding. She’s the best Under-13 skate-
boarder there is and even has her own video channel. She 
goes by Jackson Jo. So dope.

“It’s not rocks,” says Charlie Parker Drysdale as he 
scans the line of kids in front of us. “It’s…It’s…” 

“It’s what?” I ask.
And then he says, “Uh-oh.” 
“Can too!” we hear Esther shout. Her voice doesn’t 

sound very chill. There are lots and lots of kids in the 
line. Esther and another girl are halfway between its 
beginning and the very end where I’m standing with 
Charlie Parker Drysdale. They’re talking to the two boys 
I saw at the skateboard park. 

“Hey,” I say. “Are those boys—?” 
“Sibby,” Charlie Parker Drysdale turns to me really 

fast, “I need to tell you something—” 
“Hey,” says one of the boys and then he gets out of 

line, drops his board, and starts riding toward us. The 
boy who was cheering him on comes too.

“Ineedtotellyou…aboutthoseboys,” says Charlie 
Parker Drysdale very fast. 

And now he totally does not sound chill either.


