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One

In the bright, early morning, Willow, Ash, and 

Mrs. McGinn gathered outside their rooms at Exit 13 

Motel. Mr. McGinn methodically packed the car for 

 today’s trip. Daisy, the  family dog, was especially 

excited— she was always up for a  ride in the car, win­

dows down, preferably.

“Sorry, Daisy,” Mr. McGinn said. “It’s just me this 

time.”

Willow, thirteen, watched with her arms crossed. 

She would normally crack a joke at a moment like this. 

A snarky aside or something. But nothing the least 

bit funny came to mind. She glanced sideways at her 
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 brother, Ash. He looked like a coiled spring, jittery 

and ner vous, lips knit together in a frown. Was it pos­

si ble that Ash was the most intense eleven­ year­ old 

on the planet? Willow gave it a maybe.

For the past four days, Mr. McGinn had taken off on 

similar trips. And though each journey ended in  bitter 

disappointment, Mrs. McGinn stood beside her hus­

band. She glowed with positive vibes.

Mr. McGinn checked his list twice, just like Santa 

before harnessing the reindeer: “Okay, hmmm. 

Flashlight, extra batteries, emergency mylar thermal 

blanket, backpack, first aid kit, maps, compass, util­

ity knife, lighter, waterproof matches, axe, tire repair 

kit, food supplies, jumper cables, hiking boots, whistle, 

two dozen  bottles of  water, spare clothes, cash, cell 

phone, duct tape . . .”

He looked to his wife. “Duct tape, honey?”

“It’s in the trunk,” Mrs. McGinn answered.

Willow fi nally spoke up. “Dad, do you have to 

go through with this? You know how it’s  going 

to end.”

“Yes, I do know,” Mr. McGinn told his  daughter. “I 

am  going to succeed. I am  going to find a way out of 
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 here, once and for all.  Because I am your  father— and 

that’s what  fathers do.”

Willow shut her mouth. Her heart clenched like a fist. 

She  didn’t tell her  father that this trip was surely  going to 

be like all the  others. He would return again, in less 

than a minute, a failure. And with each return, her 

 father looked a  little more broken, a  little more defeated.

 There was no escape from Exit 13.

“Come on, bring it in,” Mr. McGinn said, holding 

his arms out. The  family huddled in a group hug. 

Even Daisy pressed against their legs. “You  don’t have 

to do this,” Mrs.  McGinn reminded her husband. 

“Maybe it’s best to rest a few days.”

“ Isn’t this the definition of insanity?” Ash added. 

“To do the same  thing over and over again, and expect 

a dif fer ent result?”

“But I’m not  doing the same  thing, son,” Mr. 

McGinn replied. “I’ve learned from each failure. I’m 

more prepared this time.”

You had to give him credit. Deckland Seaver 

McGinn had an almost inexhaustible supply of hope. 

So Mr.  McGinn got in the car,  gently tapped the 

horn, and pulled out of the parking lot.
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A crow cawed and landed on the roof of the motel.

A cloud passed in front of the sun.

Daisy scratched  behind her ear.

Full of dread and expectation, Willow counted 

silently to herself: seven, eight, nine . . .

Mr.  McGinn pulled back into the same parking 

space.

He was back in no time at all.

And he looked terrible. Exhausted with dark circles 

 under his eyes. His face thick with stubble.  There was 

a bruise over his right eye. He climbed out of the car, 

shoulders stooped, pants muddied and torn. “Dad, are 

you okay?”

Mr. McGinn could not bring himself to look anyone 

in the eye. He wearily checked his watch. “I’m sorry,” 

he said. “I’m so sorry.”

His wife went to his side. She brushed a hand through 

his hair. “You are back with us, that’s the impor tant 

 thing. Our  family is together. That’s all that  matters.”

“I’ve been gone one hundred and fifty- three hours,” 

he said in a hoarse voice. He coughed. “Six and a half 

days. When the fog rolled in, I pulled over and tried 

bushwhacking through the forest. It rained and rained. 

0i_186_9781338810455.indd   40i_186_9781338810455.indd   4 11/04/23   8:35 PM11/04/23   8:35 PM



5

And  every time I came back to the same place. Over 

and over again. No  matter how hard I tried . . .”

“Oh, sweetie. Come inside. You need to lie down.”

He wheezed, eyes downcast.

“Maybe Kristoff is right,” Willow volunteered, try-

ing to be helpful. “ We’re trapped in some weird rift in 

time and space. Like the fabric of the universe is torn. 

Kristoff says—”

“I’m tired of hearing about Kristoff,” Mr. McGinn 

snapped. “As far as I’m concerned, he’s part of this. I 

 don’t trust him, Willow, and I  don’t want you spend-

ing time with that boy.”

“Honey,” Mrs. McGinn said in a soothing voice. 

“This is hard on every one. Come inside for a hot 

shower. It sounds like  you’ve caught a cold.”

The door to room 16 opened and closed.

Willow and Ash and Daisy stood outside.

“He  couldn’t even look at us,” Ash said.

The crow f lew away, black wings beating cease-

lessly against the sky.

0i_186_9781338810455.indd   50i_186_9781338810455.indd   5 11/04/23   8:35 PM11/04/23   8:35 PM


	0000_001_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0000_002_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0000_003_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0000_004_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0000_005_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0000_006_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0001_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0002_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0003_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0004_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0005_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0006_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0007_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0008_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0009_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0010_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0011_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0012_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0013_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0014_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0015_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0016_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0017_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0018_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0019_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0020_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0021_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0022_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0023_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0024_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0025_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0026_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0027_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0028_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0029_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0030_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0031_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0032_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0033_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0034_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0035_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0036_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0037_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0038_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0039_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0040_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0041_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0042_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0043_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0044_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0045_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0046_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0047_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0048_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0049_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0050_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0051_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0052_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0053_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0054_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0055_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0056_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0057_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0058_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0059_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0060_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0061_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0062_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0063_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0064_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0065_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0066_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0067_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0068_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0069_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0070_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0071_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0072_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0073_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0074_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0075_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0076_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0077_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0078_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0079_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0080_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0081_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0082_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0083_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0084_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0085_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0086_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0087_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0088_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0089_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0090_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0091_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0092_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0093_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0094_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0095_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0096_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0097_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0098_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0099_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0100_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0101_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0102_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0103_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0104_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0105_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0106_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0107_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0108_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0109_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0110_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0111_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0112_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0113_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0114_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0115_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0116_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0117_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0118_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0119_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0120_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0121_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0122_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0123_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0124_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0125_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0126_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0127_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0128_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0129_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0130_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0131_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0132_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0133_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0134_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0135_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0136_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0137_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0138_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0139_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0140_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0141_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0142_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0143_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0144_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0145_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0146_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0147_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0148_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0149_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0150_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0151_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0152_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0153_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0154_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0155_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0156_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0157_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0158_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0159_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0160_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0161_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0162_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0163_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0164_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0165_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0166_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0167_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0168_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0169_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0170_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0171_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0172_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0173_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0174_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0175_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0176_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0177_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0178_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0179_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0180_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0181_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0182_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0183_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0184_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0185_9781338810455_interior_epdf
	0186_9781338810455_interior_epdf



