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For all the young 
brothers and sisters in 

detention centers around 
the country, the ones 

I’ve seen, and the ones I 
haven’t. You are loved.

—J. R.

To the young artists, 
writers, and activists 
working for justice. 
Tell your stories. 

—D. N.

First published in the �S by Athenum in 20��
An imprint of Simon & Schuster �hildren’s �ublishing Division
First published in the �K in 2��0
by Faber & Faber Limited
Bloomsbury House,
74–77 Great Russell Street,
London WC1B 3DA

Printed by

All rights reserved

Text copyright © 2��7 by Jason Reynolds 
Illustrations copyright © 2��0 by Danica Novgorodoff
Adapted from Long Way Down by Jason Reynolds, 
published by Atheneum in 2��7 and Faber in �0��

Published by arrangement with �ippin Properties, Inc. through Rights People, London

Book design by Danica Novgorodoff and Sonia Chaghatzbanian.
The text for this book was set in �anica Novgorodoff.
The illustrations for this book were rendered in ink and watercolor.

The right of Jason Reynolds and Danica Novgorodoff to be identified as author 
and illustrator of this work respectively has been asserted in accordance with 
Section 77 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, 
by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out 
or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior 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

A CIP record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN 978–0–571–36601–9

2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1





Don’t nobody believe
 nothing these days,

which is why I haven’t  
  told nobody the story  
I’m about to tell you.

   You probably ain’t gon’ believe it either, 
  gon’ think I’m lying 
     or I’m losing it,  
   but I’m telling you... 



This story is true.

It happened to me.

My name is Will. 
William.
William Holloman. 

But to my friends 
and people 
who know me 
know me,

just Will.



And everybody knows 
you can’t go all the way when 
you’re that small

Like...

unless you can 
really jump.

Even though Tony was 
the best ballplayer around here 
our age, he was also the shortest.

and my brother, Shawn, 
whenever he was trying 
to be funny.

I need to, 
Will.

The day before yesterday...
There’s no 

way I’ll make 
it at �’7”.

I’m only William 
to my mother

William! 
What’re you 
ladies up to?

Tony’s waiting 
for his growth 

spurt to make an 
appearance.

Y’all are what, 
fifteen? I grew a 
foot when I was 

fifteen. Like a foot and 
a half. I got all 
his old shirts he 

couldn’t fit.



And then...

Everybody 
ran,
ducked,
hid,
tucked
themselves tight.



before picking our heads up
to count the bodies.

Me and Tony
waited like we always do,

for the rumble to stop, 

This time 

there was

only one.

Did what we’ve all  
been trained to do.

Pressed our lips to the
pavement and prayed
the boom, followed by 
the buzz of a bullet,

  ain’t meet us. 



Shawn.


