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Adventure begins with
ebooks & audiobooks

THE NIGHT OF THE crash started like most had that
summer: with the six of us, and one mouth-breath-
ing border collie, crammed into Remy’s clunky Geo
Metro, rumbling down Old Crow Station Lane.

The mist was so thick it swallowed the headlights f§ X Close
fore they could reach the wall of corn on our righi

the woods leaning close on our left, and the moist

was hissing off the asphalt like oil in a pan.

Handsome Remy was driving—he was the only «
with a car—and Levi rode shotgun, scribbling nc
on the script in his lap.

Side by side, the two of them looked more like

oddball pairing from a John Hughes movie tl - .
cousins. 141
Levi was a six-foot-three online shopping addict ¢
wannabe director with a style aesthetic we’d aff P
tionately dubbed “Techni-color Beach Boy” an

coif of reddish hair. He was also brave enough Q

own a lot of hats.
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