Lovereadingd4kids.co.uk
is a book website
created for parents and
children to make
choosing books easy
and fun

Opening extract from
Not If I See You First

Written by
Eric Lindstrom

Published by
HarperCollins Children’s Books

All Text is Copyright © of the Author and/or Illustrator

Please print off and read at your leisure.

lﬂ



First published in Great Britain by HarperCollins Children’s Books in 2016
HarperCollins Children’s Books is a division of HarperCollins Publishers Ltd,
HarperCollins Publishers
1 London Bridge Street
London SE1 9GF

www.harpercollins.co.uk

Not If I See You First
Text copyright @ Eric Lindstrom, 2016
All rights reserved
HB ISBN : 978-0-00-814630-6
TPB ISBN : 978-0-00-814634-4

Eric Lindstrom asserts the moral right to be identified
as the author of this work.

Printed and bound in England by Clays Ltd, St Ives ple.

Conditions of Sale
This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade
or otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the
publisher’s prior written consent in any form of binding or cover other than
that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this
condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

MIX

Paper from
responsible sources
FSC

www.[sc.org FS C CDO 74 54

FSC™ is a non-profit international organisation established to promote
the responsible management of the world’s forests. Products carrying the
FSC label are independently certified to assure consumers that they come

from forests that are managed to meet the social, economic and
ecological needs of present and future generations,
and other controlled sources.

Find out more about HarperCollins and the environment at
www.harpercollins.co.uk/green



Prologue

My alarm buzzes and I slap it off and tap the

speech button at the same time. Stephen
o8

ge Hawking says, “Five-tifty-five AM.” Just

double-checking, like always.

[ crank open the window and stick out my hand.
Cool, misty, but not too humid. Probably overcast. I
pull on clothes—sports bra, sleeveless shirt, shorts,
track shoes—without bothering to check anything,
since all my running clothes are black.

Except my scarves. I tfinger through them,
checking the plastic tags, gauging my mood. I feel
strangely unsettled, so I pick one that might help: the
yellow cotton with embroidered happy faces. I tie it
around my head like a blindfold, settling a smile on
each of my closed eyelids.

The rising sun is warm on my cheeks; the sky must
be clear, at least at the horizon. I lock the tront door

and slip the cold key into my sock. Where the path



turns to sidewalk, I turn right and start to jog.

The three blocks to the field are programmed into
my teet, my legs, my equilibrium. After seven years ot
this I know every bump, every crack, every exposed
root in the sidewalk. I don’t need to see where I'm
running; I can feel it.

“Parker, STOP!”

I stumble to a halt, waving my arms like at the
edge of a cliff. And if a backhoe came yesterday, there
very well could be.
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“I'm so sorry, Parker!” It's Mrs. Reiche’s suffering-
suburban-housewite voice calling from her porch.
Now she’s trotting down the driveway, keys jangling.
“Len’s brother came last night...”

I try not to imagine running into the side of his
van. I walk forward, hands out, until I touch cold, dew-
covered metal. “You don’t have to move it.” I trace my
fingers along the slick car body as I walk around.

“Of course I'll move it. It'll be gone when you get
back.”

I find the sidewalk again and continue as the van

growls behind me. I wait at the corner until Mrs.

Reiche shuts it off to listen for traffic. I hear nothing



but chattering birds, so I step into the intersection.

When I touch the chain link fence of Gunther Field
I turn right. Fourteen steps to the gap and a left turn
through it, one hand slightly forward in case today is
the first time in years I misjudged the distance. I pass
straight through, like always.

The field is over a hundred yards across. If any new
obstacles have shown up since yesterday chances are
low I'll find them with a single walk-through, but as
crazy as it is to run here at all it’s even crazier without
walking it first.

[ reach the far fence at one hundred and forty-two
steps. Pretty typical and all clear. After a few more
minutes of stretching, I'm ready to run. Seventy-five
strides at a fair pace, a couple dozen walking steps to
touch the far fence, and back again.

After tive turns, it’s time to sprint.

Sixty strides gets me within two dozen walking
steps of the far side. Then sidestep a bit to line up
again because of drift. The still air is warmer than
yesterday but feels cool as I fly through it. The worst
heat of summer is weeks away.

Ten sprints and I'm done. After crossing the



street I jog to cool down, but I slow to a walk near
the Reiches’ driveway. I heard the car move but once
a problem occurs to you it takes a while to torget it.
On the other side where the driveway slopes up to
become sidewalk again, I speed up.

The instant I open the front door I know
something’s wrong. I don’t smell any breakfast. Even
cereal days include toast. In the kitchen I hear only
the normal sounds of a sleeping house: refrigerator
humming, clock ticking over the stove, my breathing,
and when I stop that to listen more closely, my
heartbeat.

I head for the stairs and stumble on something in
the hall. I squat and find my dad lying on the floor,
wearing tlannel pajama bottoms and a T-shirt.

“Dad? Dad! Are you okay?”

“Parker,” he says, his voice oddly tflat. Not strained
or injured.

“Did you fall? What happened?”

“Listen,” he says, still sounding nothing like he
should if he were really lying at the base of the stairs.
“Everyone has secrets, Parker. Everyone is a secret.”

That’s when I wake up, like always, but it’s exactly

10



what really happened last June third, the week aiter
school let out and two weeks after my sixteenth
birthday.

Well, except for two things. One, I really did almost
run into the Reiches’ van, but that was a ditterent day
a couple weeks later. And two, my dad wasn'’t lying at

the bottom of the stairs. I found him still in bed, and
he’d been dead for hours.





