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From Paralympic ski racer and YouTube star Josh Sundquist, comes an always-funny (and
sometimes-awkward) memoir about teenage misadventures.When I was twenty-five years old, it
came to my attention that I had never had a girlfriend. At the time, I was actually under the
impression that I was in a relationship, so this bit of news came as something of a shock.Why
was Josh still single? To find out, he tracked down each of the girls he had tried to date since
middle school and asked them straight up: What went wrong?The results of Josh's
semiscientific investigation are in your hands. From a disastrous Putt-Putt date involving a
backward prosthetic foot, to his introduction to CFD (Close Fast Dancing), and a misguided
"grand gesture" at a Miss America pageant, this story is about looking for love--or at least a
girlfriend--in all the wrong places.Poignant, relatable, and laugh-out-loud funny, this memoir is for
anyone who has ever wondered, "Is there something wrong with me?"(Spoiler Alert: the answer
is no.)

“What is fly fishing? Everything.” Anglers will find Tomine’s book a spirited defense of that thesis.
-- Kirkus ReviewsTomine delivers a work that informs and moves in equal measure. This is sure
to reel in readers. --Publishers WeeklyFisherman Tomine (Closer to the Ground) combines
incandescent personal reflections and environmental advocacy in this moving paean to fly
fishing. “Fishing was never a sport... for me,” Tomine writes at the outset, rather, it’s “who I am.”
What follows is a vivid portrait of a man in pursuit of a lifelong obsession. As he relates, his
“steelhead jones” had its hooks in him early, during his childhood fishing for trout in Oregon in
the 1970s and, later, as a teen “too busy trying to catch my first steelhead” to notice girls.
Arriving at adulthood, he recounts such adventures as catching a 90-pound giant trevally
bonefish, and embarking on an expedition to the Russian Arctic—where the abundance of trout
was rivaled only by the region’s mosquitos. Later chapters witness his evolution from acolyte to
conservationist; in one section, he memorably recalls screening the conservationist
documentary Artifishal to a sold-out crowd in Japan, where the “culture [is] built around the
eating of fish.” Mixing good-natured humor with a reverence of the world around him—“It starts
with the fish itself. The sleek, chrome beauty... carrying all the strength and fecundity of the sea
to inland waters”—Tomine delivers a work that informs and moves in equal measure. This is sure
to reel in readers. (Apr.) -- Publishers Weekly . . . a sparkling, elegiac book. -- The Wall Street
Journal --This text refers to the hardcover edition.ReviewA die-hard fly fisherman reflects on the
glories of angling and his role in diminishing the natural world.“Fishing was never a sport, a
pastime or hobby for me. It was, and continues to be, who I am.” So writes Tomine, who has
been fishing the Skykomish and other northwestern rivers since he was a kid. He was so
obsessed that on Sundays, his single mother, a graduate student, would take him to the river



and, as he cast his lines, do her homework while waiting in a parking area nearby. In this
collection of his writings in sports and fishing journals, Tomine recounts some of his excellent
adventures. In one shaggy dog story, he recalls being in a van in Russia in which was hidden a
block of Swedish cheese so stinky that it ignited a pitched battle over which of the fishing
adventurers had farted. In a less unpleasantly odorous tale, the author praises an Argentine
barbecue during which his plate held “a significant fraction—like one fourth to one half—of an
entire animal.” Tomine’s principal goal is to bag steelhead trout, of which he writes with affection
and intelligence. His principal opponent throughout is a bureaucratic system that stocks the
rivers of the Pacific Northwest with hatchery-bred trout, which crowd out wild fish even with the
removal of dams on those streams. “If the point of dam removal is wild salmon recovery,” he
asks, “why would we spend millions of dollars on something that works counter to the point?”
Tomine ponders how climate change is affecting fish populations, wild and hatchery-grown, and
his own role as a world traveler in putting down a heavy carbon footprint on the land. Mostly,
however, the pieces are easily digested celebrations of the easy freedom of being on a river, rod
and reel in hand.“What is fly fishing? Everything.” Anglers will find Tomine’s book a spirited
defense of that thesis. -- Kirkus Reviews--This text refers to the hardcover edition.Review"If you
stare at the river long enough, you may eventually find your own face in the current. Obsession,
in Dylan Tomine's enviable world, is the bright root of discovery. A lovely and immersive book
about a life led and fed by moving water, Headwaters shows us just how far the river will carry us
if we let it." --Chris Dombrowski, author of Body of Water --This text refers to the
hardcover edition.ReviewAbout Closer to the Ground. . . An eloquent chronicle of a likable
family's attempt to live a more nature-centric life. . .. A refreshingly unsanctimonious take. . . . A
lovely homage to the oldest seductress around: Mother Nature. The Washington PosA
conservation advocate and blueberry farmer shares his love of nature with his children by
teaching them to forage, fish, and find firewood. -- O Magazine“Tomine is too modest to boast,
but he’s clearly an adept writer, and Closer to the Ground is as understated as its author, a
quietly compelling account of four seasons of foraging just out the back door... This is some of
the most evocative, mouthwatering food writing I’ve ever read... The strength of the book, of
course, is that, like Tomine, it leads by example. It’s a paean to eating locally without ever being
preachy.” —Outside“...Tomine expresses peace, gratitude, and satisfaction with life and Mother
Nature in an homage reminiscent of Noel Perrin’s ruminations on the pleasures of the simple
life... While Tomine’s memoir is decidedly food-focused (particularly food specific to the Pacific
Northwest), he also shares thoughts on matters large and small, whether the many uses of
plastic buckets or the trade-offs that must be made in choosing a budget-friendly sustainable
lifestyle. That their lifestyle creates quality time for the family is evident from a conversation with
his daughter and sweet moments in the woods with his son.”—Publishers Weekly“Tomine
weaves his memoir with lyrical passages, family dialogues and accounts of gathering shellfish
and chanterelles—as well as delicious descriptions of cooking them—in an engaging, slightly
self- deprecating tone... Closer to the Ground inspires readers to examine their own daily lives



and rediscover their surroundings.” —Shelf Awareness“Closer to the Ground is a pleasure to
read, depicting as it does the days and seasons of a family intent on living joyfully, and providing
at the same time a lively meditation on our relationship with nature. I found its buoyant,
irrepressible, self-deprecating tone entirely winning, and was drawn in, happily, from page one.”
—David Guterson, author of Snow Falling on Cedars"Closer is a good-humored guide to
teaching our kids how to learn from nature as teacher and mentor... You can see in Dylan’s kids,
the more time they spend foraging and fishing with their dad, just how different their relation is to
the food they eat, and how they develop a confidence anyone of any age could envy." —Yvon
Chouinard, founder and owner of Patagonia“Tomine finds…a way for regular people to live a
little more consciously in a world that underpins the contrails and Twitter feeds of our twenty-first-
century civilization. Closer to the Ground is accessible, well written, and optimistic. It is a warm
reminder that even on the days when salmon are scarce, it is a kind of sustenance to be in the
boat together under the sun and to feel the tension on the lines and the rhythm of shifting water
in our bodies. –Orion"When Dylan Tomine was young, he and his friends would scamper
throughout the neighborhood picking blackberries. 'If you pick ‘em, I’ll bake it,' his mom would
tell him. It was the remembrance of his mom’s steaming, fragrant pies, fresh out of the oven that
years later would, in part, make wild food gathering a way in which his family could spend time
together in the outdoors. In this beautifully written and heartfelt account, Tomine describes his
family’s forays into nature. They grow vegetables, fish for salmon, dig for oysters, forage for
mushrooms, and hunt for deer. The book is not about survival. Tomine fully admits that they still
get much more of their food from the grocery store, but, rather it’s a way to raise a family in
modern times while remaining grounded with the natural environment." --National Outdoor Book
Awards--This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the AuthorDylan Tomine is a Patagonia
fly fishing ambassador, writer, father, conservation advocate and recovering sink tip addict. He’s
the author of Closer to the Ground: A Family’s Year on the Water, in the Woods and at the Table
(Patagonia, 2012), and a producer for the feature-length documentary, Artifishal. Dylan lives with
his kids and their faithful, furry sibling, Halo the Wonder Lab, on an island in the Salish
Sea.Frances Ashforth’s spare paintings, drawings and waterbase monotypes reflect the
geography and geology of intersecting habitats that she has visited and studied. Land, water,
mountains and deserts are what inspire Frances. Her passion for flyfishing and time spent in
remote places has allowed her to experience sparsely populated and wild lands across the
United States. Ashforth has exhibited internationally in the UK, Ireland, Denmark & Canada.
Ashforth lives in Connecticut. www.francesashforth.comJohn Larison is an author and fly
fisherman. HIs most recent book, Whiskey When We're Dry, was a Los Angeles Times and
Seattle Times bestseller, an Indie Next Pick, and a finalist for the Ken Kesey Award and winner
of the Will Rodgers Medallion. It was named a Best Book by O Magazine, Goodreads,
Entertainment Weekly, Outside Magazine, Powell's Bookstore, NPR's All Things Considered
and others. Larison lives in Bellfountain, Oregon. --This text refers to the hardcover
edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.IntroductionA dime-sized clump



of mussel guts concealing a size-eight bait hook sinks into the murky depths. I lie on the
splintery dock, head hanging over the edge and hands cupped around my face, watching it
disappear. I am completely absorbed by the task at hand, which is to say, enticing a bullhead or
shiner or baby flounder to bite and stay attached. It’s not easy. Most of the fish here are so small
our tiny bait won’t fit into their mouths. My fishing partners, Skyla and Weston, are fifteen and
twelve years old, respectively. We are killing time, waiting to see if the wind will quit enough to let
us launch the boat and do some “real” fishing, but disappointment has turned into a nearly
fanatical level of intensity. When Skyla rears back to set the hook and her rod tip bends into the
slightest of curves, that old, familiar feeling surges through my stomach. Fish on!After a lifetime
of dragging a fly rod around the world in search of large and glamorous fish species, it’s more
than a little disorienting to discover that this moment on the old dock strikes me in the same spot
as that twenty-pound steelhead on the Dean or the sight of giant trevally tearing into a school of
bonefish. Maybe to a slightly lesser degree, but still, the feeling is there. And I am reminded that
whatever ambiguity and doubt may cloud my day-to-day thoughts, there is one thing I know for
sure: I was born to fish.Fishing was never a sport or hobby for me. It was, and continues to be,
who I am. In a vast majority of photos taken of me as a kid, I am holding one kind of fish or
another, smiling through the amber of old Kodachrome. In fact, pretty much all of my childhood
memories involve fish as well. When we went to the market, I made a beeline to the seafood
counter to study the fish. When we crossed a bridge, I strained for a glimpse of water and the
possibilities it held.All of this makes for a pretty strange kid. While I was careening around town
on my bike with a fishing rod across the handlebars, or holed up in my room poring over the well-
worn pages of an ancient Herter’s catalog, my contemporaries worked on their jump shots and
traded baseball cards. Later, when the more mature among my peers started delving into the
mystery of girls, I was too busy trying to catch my first steelhead to notice. When I recall people
saying I was “obsessed,” it occurs to me now that they were probably being charitable.As a
young adult, my life revolved around a carefree fishing schedule, where the main concerns were
water levels, weather, and scraping up enough cash for the next trip. Summers, I guided in
Bristol Bay. In the off-season, I fished wherever and whenever; traveling from the Klamath up
through the Deschutes, the Hoh, the Thompson, the Bella Coola, and on into Skeena Country,
mostly on a mission to quench an insatiable thirst for steelhead.For a long time, I found the
comfort of home waters on the Skykomish River, where I probably spent close to seventy days a
year. Most of those days were during the Sky’s famous March and April catch-and-release, wild-
steelhead season. It was fantastic fishing, filled with big, wild fish that chased down flies in
classic water, and an opportunity to develop an intimate understanding of a single watershed.
Better yet, it was just forty-five minutes from my home in Seattle. Those days, I worried very little
about anything beyond my ability to catch more fish.In 2001, I received the proverbial wake-up
call: My beloved Skykomish was closing for the spring season, an emergency ruling
necessitated by the dwindling wild steelhead population. I’m ashamed to admit, this was the first
time anything about conservation ever crossed my mind. But it hit me hard. As I write this, more



than nineteen years later, the Sky remains closed in March and April. Each year, when tree frogs
start chirping and buds appear on salmonberry canes, I feel an almost physical ache over the
loss of this fishery. It’s still open in December and January for hatchery steelhead, and there are
usually a few wild fish mixed in, but I can hardly bring myself to fish the old, familiar places
anymore. I’m not sure why. Maybe I just don’t want to be the guy who shoots the last buffalo.In
the years since the Skykomish closed, I’ve had the great fortune to travel widely in search of fish,
often writing for various publications and representing fly fishing companies. Yes, the word
boondoggle comes to mind. But the places! Christmas Island, Arctic Russia, the Outer Banks,
Patagonia, Japan, Cuba, and countless days on the Skeena and other systems in British
Columbia. The Bulkley, nearly nine hundred miles from where I live, became my de facto home
river. Somewhere along the way, I realized that nothing could fully replace the Skykomish in
springtime for me, and I have been forced by circumstance―and a vague sense of guilt―to
wade ever deeper into the issues surrounding wild fish conservation.I think the stories in this
book, written across the better part of two decades and arranged more or less in chronological
order, show a kind of arc in consciousness. My daughter, Skyla, was born around the time my
first story was published, and Weston followed three years later. My fishing and writing have
been shaped by them and thoughts of their future ever since. Even when traveling, I find it’s hard
to fish anywhere now without thinking about how it used to be, what the future might look like,
and how my own travel impacts the resource. I’m just not the same person I was back when I
started writing these stories.I’m not the same fisherman, either. Priorities change. I find myself
looking forward to fishing trips as much for the company of good friends as I do the actual fish.
There’s a deeper appreciation for the natural and cultural history of a place, and more time spent
watching the weather and birds. Great meals are often remembered as highlights of any trip.
With kids I love being around, work to do, and decent fishing nearby, I spend more time on
waters closer to home now. Of course, I still feel the stoke of adventure whenever a trip starts
coming together, but it’s different from the raw bloodlust I felt in earlier days.What about the
footprint left by my travels? Does advocacy for wild fish make up for the damage caused by
planes, helicopters, jet boats, and trucks employed purely for recreation? Then there’s the car
and boat I drive at home, along with the electricity we use, the products we buy, the food we
eat… Today, it’s not just the Skykomish. The overall population of wild Puget Sound steelhead
hovers below 4 percent of historical average. Many of the great fisheries I’ve traveled to and love
are in peril from the ever-present forces of resource extraction. How complicit am I in all of this? I
honestly don’t know. But I understand clearly the irony pointed out by former Secretary of the
Interior Sally Jewell when she talks about driving a gas-powered car to get to the oil company
protest.Back on the old dock, the wind is still blowing and our boat remains on the trailer. The
rising tide has brought in bigger bullheads―some pushing well into the four-inch class―and I
watch the kids fish with growing intensity. When Weston lands and gently releases a nice, seven-
inch mini flounder, my adrenaline really kicks in. Before I know it, I’m rigging up a hand line and
pulling another mussel off the underside of the dock to join the fun. I want to feel the bite, that



vital sensation of life on the line, and say, yet again, the best two-word sentence in the English
language: Fish on!Looking through the stories in this book, I feel overwhelming gratitude. What
an amazing world we live in. I just hope the one Skyla and Weston inherit will be at least as
good, if not better. There’s plenty of work ahead to make it happen, but I think we have a
shot.Bainbridge Island, Washington--This text refers to the hardcover edition.Read more
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Begin ReadingTable of ContentsA Sneak Peek of Love and First SightCopyright PageIn
accordance with the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, the scanning, uploading, and electronic sharing
of any part of this book without the permission of the publisher is unlawful piracy and theft of the
author’s intellectual property. If you would like to use material from the book (other than for
review purposes), prior written permission must be obtained by contacting the publisher at
permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.To true love, and to
my true love.AUTHOR’S NOTE: All this stuff really happened. Certain names and other
identifying characteristics have been changed, and some chronology altered.PROLOGUEThe
Not-So-Distant PastWhen I was twenty-five years old, it came to my attention that I had never
had a girlfriend. At the time, I was actually under the impression that I was in a relationship, so as
you can imagine, this bit of news came as something of a shock.I answered the call outside on
the sidewalk. You always remember exactly where you were when you found out your girlfriend
has a boyfriend who isn’t you.It was my friend Dan. “Listen, no one else wanted to be the one to
tell you this.…”“All right.”“I’m really sorry.”“Okay…”“Charlotte-has-a-boyfriend.” He blurted it out
as one continuous word.“Right. I mean, I know. I’m her boyfriend.”There was a pause.“Right?” I
asked.“It’s not you.”“Oh” was all I managed.I half expected him to follow up It’s not you with It’s me
—that being the official phrase of breakup talks—but it wasn’t him, either. It was some random
tool bag she met at her college.I ended the conversation as quickly as I could. Then I stood there
on the sidewalk, as if I was in one of those time-lapse shots in a movie, cars and people
whizzing by on all sides of me. How could she do this to me? Why didn’t she at least have the
courtesy to call and tell me herself?In retrospect, we had never actually defined the relationship.
She had never actually said she was my girlfriend. I had just sort of, you know, assumed she
was. As it turned out, my assumption was completely, totally, painfully wrong.I had always
wondered how it would feel to have a girlfriend—to know that a certain girl liked me and that I
liked her, too. But every time I tried to date a girl, something would go wrong. And now there I
was, twenty-five years old, and I had still never had a girlfriend.Maybe the problem was with me,
the package. Maybe girls just weren’t attracted to me. Maybe I wasn’t funny enough or confident
enough. Or maybe it was that I looked different from everyone else.1 Maybe girls didn’t want to
be seen holding hands with me in public, didn’t want to bring a person who looked like me home
to meet their parents.Something had to be wrong with me, though, even if I didn’t know what it
was. But I wanted to know. I had to know.So after my call with Dan, feeling so fed up with my
years of searching and failing to find a girlfriend, I decided to conduct a scientific investigation.
See, I have always been pretty good at things like math and science, the realms of rational,
linear analysis.I figured, as I stood there on the sidewalk, that I could put my analytical skills to
work on my problems with girls. I would go back in time and examine the events of my failed
relationships through the lens of graphs and charts. I would then hypothesize and investigate,
tracking down the girls I had tried to date and asking them, straight up: What went wrong? Why
didn’t you like me? Why did you reject me?I would compare their answers to my hypotheses
and, ultimately, draw a conclusion about the reason no one ever wanted to be my girlfriend. If it



was something I could change, like an annoying habit or mannerism, I would change it. If it was
some permanent physical characteristic or unalterable aspect of my personality, well, at least I
would finally know the truth. And maybe the truth, as they say, would set me free.SARAH
STEVENSBACKGROUNDChapter 1Sarah Stevens would pick truth. I knew she would.I mean,
yeah, sure, there was an outside chance she would pick dare. But since the dares on this
particular day were limited by (A) the confines of a fifteen-passenger van and (B) the moral
authority of its driver, there wasn’t a lot of point to picking dare.Now, generally when you play
truth or dare in eighth grade, all the dares end up being some sort of expedition to explore the
anatomy of the opposite gender. I dare you to put your hand here or your lips there. But not so
much when you’re with your church youth group, and not so much when your youth group
pastor, Joe Slater, is driving, and it just so happens that he recently took the youth group to a
weekend-long seminar called “I Kissed Dating Good-bye,” where you learned that you should
save physical exploration, including all forms of putting your hand here or your lips there, for
marriage.So in this particular church-van environment, picking dare was pointless. If you did, you
would end up with something lame, gross, and improvised, like eating a leftover fast-food
squeeze packet of mayonnaise or whatever.Tony had picked truth, and then he was asked who
he liked, which turned out to be some girl from his Christian school who most of us didn’t know. It
was kind of a letdown, but now his turn was over, and he had picked Sarah Stevens.“Sarah, truth
or dare?”As long as she picked truth, I knew with complete certainty what he would ask her. Tony
had my back.“Truth.”Tony looked at me. We shared a slight nod. We knew what was about to go
down. This was it. The Big Moment. Our chance to see if our theories were correct, if Sarah
Stevens liked me the way I liked her. If she had been talking with her best friend about me the
way I had been talking with Tony about her.“Do you like Josh?” Tony asked.Check.Obviously, I
couldn’t ask her myself, even in a game of truth or dare, because that would be awkward. But I
knew Tony would do it for me. I mean, he stuck with me even when I had cancer. And that’s
about as serious a test a friendship can face.We had grown up two doors away from each other,
Tony and me. I’d always been homeschooled and he’d always gone to Christian school, so I
would spend my days waiting until he got home, when he could come outside and build forts
with me.Then: the cancer.I was nine. I had a 50 percent chance to live. I would go to the hospital
for five days, then come home for two weeks, then go back to the hospital. When I was home, I
had hardly any energy. I didn’t play outside. And I couldn’t build forts or ride bikes or do any of
the things Tony and I used to do, before I got sick, and before my left leg had to be amputated
from the hip down. But you know what? Tony didn’t care. He would sit inside with me and play
computer games or board games or whatever it was that I had the energy to do. That long year
of chemotherapy, that’s when I first learned that Tony had my back.Everyone at Covenant
Presbyterian Church did, really. Even Sarah Stevens, come to think of it. She had been one of
fifty kids who bought “Covenant Kids for Joshua” T-shirts. And when I first started losing my hair
to the chemotherapy, Sarah’s little brother, Jim, had been one of eighteen boys who gathered in
my family’s backyard one afternoon and shaved their heads. That’s the thing about going to



church. There’s a bunch of extra rules you have to follow—like about dating—but the upside is
that if you get cancer, if your life falls apart, church people will shave their heads and buy T-shirts
for you. They will do anything they can to help you.Sarah Stevens glanced at a couple of the girls
in the van. They smiled, biting lower lips to suppress giggles. For a moment, I basked in the hope
that this meant she was going to say yes.“No,” she said, looking at Tony, not at me.I felt a hot,
tingly sensation spread over my skin as I slid down a few inches against the bench seat, wishing
I could just melt directly into its crusty upholstery. Not only did Sarah Stevens not like me, but
she had just said so in front of all fifteen passengers in this van. It was a one-two knockout punch
of rejection plus humiliation.I disengaged from the truth or dare game until its chatter was mere
background noise. After you’ve been shut down in front of everyone, publicly declared to be
uncrushworthy by Sarah Stevens, who cares about anything else? So what if someone is
gagging on a squeeze packet of mayonnaise?At the retreat center, I set a pair of crutches on the
unfinished cement floor, beneath the bunk bed I was sharing with Tony. We were staying in a
rustic cabin with twenty bunk beds and a single naked lightbulb operated by a hanging string of
tiny metal balls. I navigated my way through the maze of bunks to Joe Slater, who was unrolling
his sleeping bag on the plastic mattress of a bottom bunk. Joe was in his late twenties, with an
intense gaze, a booming laugh, and a V-shaped athletic build, all of which perfectly matched
both his name (Joe Slater!) and his job description (youth pastor!).“Hey, Joe, what are we going
to do next?”For me, not knowing the activity schedule was like living in an environment where
the weather could fluctuate by one hundred degrees at any moment: I never knew what to
wear.“We’re going to dinner,” he said. “In the dining hall.”Dinner. Got it. Keep the prosthesis
on.Since my leg is amputated all the way up at my hip, my prosthesis includes three artificial
joints: hip, knee, and ankle. Which makes the leg very heavy and cumbersome to wear.There
are a lot of amputees who run and play sports with their prostheses on. These tend to be the
amputees who are popularized in the media and thus the sort who come to mind when the
average person thinks of the word “amputee.” But most of these amputee-athletes are below-
knee amputees, meaning their legs end somewhere between the ankle and the knee. If you are
a below-knee amputee, particularly if you are missing only your foot, a prosthesis can allow you
to run just as fast as an able-bodied person. Above-knee amputees, though, have a harder time,
because they don’t have the muscles of the quadriceps to propel their knees forward. It is
possible to run with an above-knee prosthesis, but it is difficult and certainly not as fast as
running with a real human leg. Most difficult of all, though, is the hip-disarticulation level, which is
what I am. For hip disartics, running on the prosthesis is not possible. The leg simply doesn’t
swing through fast enough.So for most types of athletic activities, I would take my leg off and
either run with my crutches, or set my crutches down and hop. I was faster and more agile
without the leg. But I was also more self-conscious, and with the crutches, I didn’t have my
hands free to, say, carry a plate of food. Which is why I would wear my leg to the dining hall for
dinner, and why I planned to wear it to all nonathletic social activities during the retreat.After
dinner, Joe got up and gave the rules for the weekend. The usual—no going into the other



gender’s cabin, no talking after lights-out, no going off anywhere by yourself. Stuff like that. Then
Joe told us to open our Bibles, and he gave a “talk,” which is youth-group-speak for a sermon.
The usual—no getting distracted by worldly pursuits, no motives except to bring glory to God, no
sexual or impure thoughts. Stuff like that.He prayed and then announced that we were all
meeting by the lake in ten minutes. Prosthesis still on, I walked over to Joe.“What are we going
to do next?” I asked.Joe frowned, not wanting to ruin the surprise.“By the lake?” I
persisted.“Don’t tell anyone… but it’s nighttime capture the flag.”“Cool, thanks.”That meant leg
off, using crutches, so I would be able to run. Of course, even with my crutches, I wasn’t an
especially useful teammate in capture the flag—I couldn’t really hold the flag and move at the
same time. But at least on the crutches I could run around to make it look like I was participating.
The participation would be fake, but what did that matter when the alternative was wearing, you
know, a fake leg? That’s what it means to be an amputee: You’re always putting on a show.Down
by the lake, we divided into teams, counting off by ones and twos. I tried to shift in line so I could
be on the same team as Sarah Stevens. It worked. Not that I was going to talk to her or anything,
not after her bombshell during truth or dare, but for some reason it seemed important that we be
on the same team, working together to capture the same flag.Chapter 2On Saturday morning,
after a pancake breakfast, I did not have to ask Joe what we were going to do next because he
announced it to the group: hiking at Shenandoah National Park. It was going to be an all-day trip,
and we should wear our bathing suits under our hiking clothes.When we loaded into vans for the
drive to the hiking trail, something totally insane happened: Sarah Stevens sat beside me. We
were so close that one of her two legs and my one leg were—almost—touching. And it’s not like
she had to sit beside me. There had been other vans. There had been other rows with available
seats in this van. She chose to sit beside me. Which made me wonder—what if she liked me
after all? Maybe she was lying yesterday in truth or dare?I thought about this as I walked along
the hiking trail. It really did seem like she liked me. Not only had she sat beside me in the van,
but sometimes when I looked at her, like this morning at breakfast or last night during Joe’s talk,
she was already looking at me and then we would both look away from each other.The trail
eventually led to a waterfall. It was a for-real one, too, like what you’d see on a postcard, about
one hundred feet of vertical drop. While the rest of the group was splashing around in the foamy
pool underneath, I climbed by myself up a trail so steep you had to grab on to exposed tree roots
to keep from slipping. It was tricky because I’d have to let go of my forearm crutch handle for a
second, allowing the cuff of the crutch to dangle from my wrist, while I grabbed at the root and
pulled myself up like on a chin-up bar. At the top, there was a rock the size of a small car that
jutted out over the falls. Sitting on it was a guy and a girl, midtwenties, with their arms draped
over each other’s shoulders, sharing what appeared to be some kind of homemade
cigarette.“Hey, kid,” the guy said to me.“Hey,” I said.“This place is legit, huh?”“Very legitimate,
yes.”“How old are you?”“Thirteen.”“You got a girlfriend?”I thought about Sarah Stevens.“No.”The
guy took a drag on the cigarette.“Let me give you a tip. Once you get yourself a girlfriend,” he
said, nodding his chin toward the girl he was intertwined with, “bring her right here. Sit on this



rock.”He winked at me as if I should understand. I didn’t, but nodded anyway.“Trust me,” he said.
“You’ll be glad you did.”“Cool. Thanks.”When we got back to the retreat center that afternoon, I
found Joe Slater.“What are we gonna do next?” I said.“Showers. Then dinner.”“What about after
that?”Joe looked away for a second, squinting into the woods.“Listen, Josh, sometimes it’s best
to just go with the flow. To have some faith that God will take care of things. Every moment of
your life doesn’t need to be planned out in advance. Sometimes the best moments are the
spontaneous ones you don’t plan for. You get what I’m saying?”His words were true in the way
most things printed on greeting cards are true. But I wasn’t asking him about the schedule
because I had a problem with spontaneity. I was asking because I needed to know whether or
not to wear my leg. Only, I didn’t want to tell Joe, because doing so would violate my Rules of
Being an Amputee.I had developed these rules during the three years since I’d lost my leg. It
wasn’t like I sat down one day and said, “What are some good rules I can write for myself?”
Instead, they had taken root and sprouted without conscious attention, like weeds in my mind.
And they grew in the exact opposite direction of how it feels to be an amputee. They were a
correction—or maybe an overcorrection.These were my rules:1. Never be a burden.2. Never be
different.As Joe and I stood there by the vans in the gravel parking area, wearing T-shirts and
semiwet bathing suits, towels draped over our shoulders, I considered telling him the reason I
always wanted to know the schedule: I needed to decide whether to wear my leg or not. But
doing so would violate both of my rules. It would make me a burden, because if he knew I was
making a decision about whether or not to wear a prosthesis based on each activity he planned,
it might affect the way he planned the schedule. Instead of thinking, Would this be a fun activity
for the students? he’d be thinking, I wonder if Josh will want to wear his prosthesis for this
game? Or maybe he will already be on his crutches at this point in the day, which would mean
we should play this other game instead. And obviously, telling him would violate rule number two
as well, because it would identify me as different. I mean, no one else in the youth group was
fluctuating their limb count depending on the activity.And yes, I get that I was very different from
everyone else. I was visually different, conspicuously different, obviously different. All you had to
do was look at me. I was missing a leg. Either I was using crutches and there was no leg there at
all or I was wearing one that didn’t look quite right and caused me to limp.So yeah, I was
different, and there was nothing I could do about it. But when you’re faced with a significantly life-
altering negative situation you can’t control, you grasp at the little things you can control. The
little opportunities where you can make choices for yourself. I couldn’t choose to get my leg
back, no, but I could choose to ask my youth pastor about the schedule without telling him my
hip-disarticulated leg was the reason I was asking.This is why, instead of explaining all this to
Joe, I was just like, “Yeah, that’s probably good advice. But seriously, though: What are we doing
after dinner?”Joe sighed and then smirked. “The talent show.”The talent show had been
announced before the retreat, in case people wanted to bring their clarinet or whatever, but no
one knew when in the weekend the event would take place.Except, now, for me. Dinner, then
talent show: leg on.“Okay, cool, thanks,” I said.At the talent show, Joe Slater himself had an act,



one where he awarded “Most likely to”–style superlatives. He would say someone’s name and
then make a reference to something funny that had happened at the retreat, like Most likely to
walk into a spiderweb on the hike or Most likely to snore, and then everyone would laugh and
cheer.“Josh Sundquist,” he read off his list. “Most likely to ask, ‘What are we going to do
next?’”He impersonated me using an annoying little kid’s voice. I felt a stab of betrayal, like Joe
had revealed a secret I’d confided in him. But it was my fault. I had chosen not to tell him why. I
was confident he would have happily given me the entire schedule printed on a sheet of paper a
week in advance of the retreat, if that’s what I wanted. And if he had known, certainly he would
not have made a joke about it in the talent show. People will bend over backward to be helpful
and accommodating if they know it’s about your disability.But I had chosen to keep the reason a
secret because it was about my disability. Because I didn’t want to be a burden. Because I didn’t
want to be different. And ironically, this had led to both of my rules being broken. Even though I
never told him why I was asking, I had clearly become a burden to Joe. Otherwise he wouldn’t
have given me the “award.” That was the joke here: I had asked so many times that I had
become annoying. And a burden. And because none of the other students had overheard me
asking Joe for the frequent schedule updates, no one actually got the joke, so they didn’t laugh
at my award like they did the others. My award was met with awkward silence, and then a
smattering of applause. Which made me feel very different indeed.I stole a peek at Sarah
Stevens. She was staring at me. When our eyes met, she looked away.Chapter 3As far as
periods of life go, middle school gets a lot of hate. But there’s one really, really good thing about
middle school, which is that if someone likes you, there is a 100 percent chance that you are
going to find out, because he or she will tell someone who will in turn tell someone else, and
after five more minutes everyone within a fifty-mile radius, including you, will know about it. And
fortunately, gossip travels just as well through the social fabric of a church youth group as it does
through a school.As it happens, I found out that Sarah Stevens liked me through instant
message. I was talking to Tony, who had heard it via instant message through Sarah’s best
friend, Eileen Adair. So the information was very close to the source. In fact, it had never
progressed beyond the level of best friends, so it was pretty much guaranteed to be true.I replied
to Tony with an excessive amount of unnecessary punctuation, like, ARE YOU
SERIOUS!?!!!???!?!!????Tony was indeed serious, and furthermore, it turned out Sarah
Stevens was pretty serious, too—at least serious enough that she wanted to go out with me. Yes.
You read that correctly. Sarah Stevens wanted to go out with me. This bit of information, also
revealed via Tony, boggled my mind. I stared at the computer screen in disbelief, my face
alternating between slack-jawed shock and wide-mouthed grin.Sarah Stevens liked me! She
liked me after all! She had lied in truth or dare—I was the one she liked!But as amazing as it was,
none of it mattered. Because I wasn’t allowed to date until I was sixteen years old.Mom and Dad
had always had that rule, since I was little. No dating until you’re sixteen. So from the beginning,
my interest in Sarah and whether or not she liked me back had been a purely hypothetical
exercise. But what if… what if… they would make an exception for Sarah Stevens?Conservative



is the very best description of my parents, for that is what they are in every sense of the word.
Not just politically and religiously (although that, too), but also environmentally (we always had a
rotting compost pile of peels and skins and other food scraps in the backyard, which Mom used
as fertilizer for her vegetable garden) and economically. Especially economically. For example,
let’s say there’s a mouse living in the kitchen. My mom will set out one of those little disposable
wooden mousetraps with a piece of food on it and catch the mouse. But rather than throw the
whole mess away, like most people would, my mom removes by hand the bloodied, partially
decapitated rodent carcass and then cleans, disinfects, and resets the mousetrap so she can
reuse it, rather than throw away the first one with its dangling mouse appendages and spend a
dollar—a dollar—to buy a new one.Both my parents are wire-frame skinny, my mom because
she’s a raw vegan, and my dad because he’s married to one. As men grow old, the waistline of
their pants tends to sink down beneath an expanding gut, or if they stay thin, their pants creep
up on their chest. I’m confident my dad will fall into the second group, eventually turning torso-
less, just a gray-haired head and bean-pole arms popping out of a pair of wool trousers hiked up
to his armpits like a strapless dress.But I digress. The point is that as extremely conservative
people, my parents want everything to stay the same. Or, even better, to return to the way things
used to be. So, as I learned at a young age, if you need to persuade them of something, one
technique is to frame your argument around the idea that you are making a case for these
values.I made my opening statement the next Sunday while we were driving home from church
in our minivan. Mom and Dad were up front. My nine-year-old brother, Matthew, was beside me
in the way back, and in the middle sat my five-year-old brother, Luke, and a car seat containing
our newly arrived baby sister, Anna.“So you know how we’ve always been friends with the
Stevens family?” I asked my parents.I paused to allow them to mentally confirm that yes, we had
indeed always been friends with the Stevenses. In fact, Mom and Dad would no doubt be
remembering that the Stevenses had been in our homeschool group for a year when Mrs.
Stevens homeschooled Sarah. And as I said before, Sarah’s brother Jim had shaved his head
for me when I had cancer. Now he and I were in the same Boy Scout troop. Dad and Mr. Stevens
were tennis partners. So obviously this was how things had always been.“Yeah…” said Dad, in a
tone that said, I know you’re trying to set us up here, I just haven’t figured out how yet.“Well, I
thought of a great idea to ensure that our families remain close,” I said in my best “mature young
man” voice.“What’s that?” asked Dad.“I should go out with Sarah.”“Go out with her where?”
asked Mom.“We wouldn’t go anywhere,” I said. “I mean, we would just be boyfriend-
girlfriend.”“You mean like go steady?” asked Dad.“I don’t know what that means,” I answered.“It’s
when you stop dating multiple people and date just one girl,” said Dad.“Why would you be dating
multiple people at the same time?” I asked.“You know, like maybe you take Betty-Sue out on
Friday and take Barbara out on Saturday, and then you decide you want to only go out with
Barbara,” he said.“So you’re cheating on Betty-Sue?”“No—no, I said…” Dad stammered.“Then
you’re cheating on Barbara?”“No, you’re dating both of them.”“At the same time? Do they know
about each other?” I asked, confused.“Yes. No. I mean, maybe they do. It doesn’t matter. Not



unless you’re going steady with one of them, which means you aren’t dating anyone else.”“Okay,
well, people don’t do that anymore,” I said. “Now you only go out with one person. No one dates
more than one person at the same time.”“Hmm,” said Dad.It was not lost on me that the subject
had been changed. “So anyways, can I date Sarah?”“We’ll have to think about it,” said Mom, her
go-to phrase for a soft, kindhearted no.“All right, well, just so you know, she likes me and wants
to go out with me, so if I’m not allowed to go out with her, that might make our friendship with the
Stevens family kind of awkward,” I said.The friendship we’ve always had, I could’ve added, but
by the way Mom and Dad glanced worriedly at each other, I could tell I’d already scored a direct
hit on their conservative fears.In the coming weeks, additional rules and boundaries were set up
“for my protection.” No touching, other than hugging, which had to be brief, no lingering. No
seeing her without adult supervision. Not more than twenty minutes on the phone per day. Yeah,
fine, whatever. I agreed to each of their stipulations with all the thought and care I put into
reading an update to the iTunes User Agreement Terms and Conditions.It was a big night, one of
the biggest of my life, so I chose my very coolest clothes. I wore my light blue suede skater
shoes, both of them, one on each foot, because I was wearing my leg. Over the top of said
prosthesis I chose my cool jeans: dark wash with a wide, straight cut. I’d bought them at
T.J.Maxx for thirty-six dollars, a purchase that had required not buying any other clothes for three
and a half months in order to save up—because my parents gave me a thrift-store-sized clothing
budget of only ten dollars per month to buy all my clothes.2 A subcommittee composed of
Eileen and Tony had arranged for this to be the night. Furthermore, the subcommittee had
agreed that Sarah would say yes in response to my question. Even so, I was insanely nervous as
I walked up to her before youth group started.Signaling that she had been waiting for this
moment and wanted it to be semiprivate, Sarah took a few steps away from her group of friends,
meeting me halfway across the room. She was wearing her bright red ski jacket and a big smile. I
felt the effects of adrenaline as I walked toward her, real leg, fake leg, real leg, fake leg: the
tightness in my chest, the constricted blood vessels, my pulsing heart pumping blood into my
flushed cheeks.“Hi,” I said. We did not hug. In fact, we remained well out of each other’s personal
space, like strangers talking on the sidewalk at a bus stop.“Hi,” she said, still smiling.“Will you go
out with me?” I had rehearsed the words enough times that they tumbled out on top of each
other in one simultaneous burst. Fortunately, since she had been expecting the question, Sarah
was able to decipher my meaning.Her smile broadened, if that was even possible. “Yes!”I
nodded a few times in thoughtful approval. “Cool.”I gave her a high five, like a handshake sealing
a gentleman’s agreement. And then I walked away.I want to be clear, though: There was a lot of
thinking in between those two sentences, in between the high-fiving and the walking away.I
thought: Nice! Cool! We’re going out. So… now what? What am I supposed to do now? Hold her
hand? Talk to her? But what would we talk about? What do girls like to talk about? Makeup?
Glitter? I didn’t really know. I had never thought about this part. I had always thought about
whether she liked me, and whether she would say yes if I asked her out. Never about what would
happen if we were actually going out.Ergo, I walked away. Fled the scene. Hit and run.I found



Tony. He raised his eyebrows expectantly.“She said yes!”He gave me a high five.But when youth
group started a few minutes later, Sarah had disappeared. Just vanished.Part of me was sad. I
had wanted to sit near her, or maybe even in the chair right beside hers, during the talk. Let other
people wonder if we might be going out. That sort of thing. But a bigger part of me felt
wonderfully, gloriously relieved. With Sarah gone, I didn’t have to worry about talking to her or
holding her hand or wondering how I was supposed to behave now that we were going out. It
was a lot of pressure, this going-out business, and not having to actually interact with my new
girlfriend definitely made the having-a-girlfriend part way easier.The next day, while I was doing
my schoolwork at my desk in my room, I thought about Sarah, how she was at school with her
friends. I wondered if maybe she was thinking about me, especially now that we were going out. I
wondered if she was bragging to her friends, Josh Sundquist asked me out last night! We are
totally going out now! I hoped so.That afternoon, I went online and waited for Sarah to sign in.
Finally, late in the afternoon, an instant message popped up on my screen. But it wasn’t from
Sarah. It was from her BFF, Eileen.hi, sarah just wants to be friends, the message said.It
knocked the wind out of me. I didn’t know what to say in response. Finally, I typed:Me: are you
breaking up with me?Sarah’s BFF: well sarah is. but she still wants to be friends.Me: why?
Sarah’s BFF: because she values your friendshipMe: no i mean why is she breaking up with me?
Sarah’s BFF: she thinks going out will hurt your friendship.Me: ok thanks for telling me.I signed
off and went into my room and shut the door and cried into my pillow. My first relationship. Ended
after twenty-three hours, almost before it even began. I was angry and confused and sad. Why
hadn’t she told me herself? Why did she have her friend tell me? And why over instant
message? She could’ve at least had the decency to ask her friend to break up with me in
person, or through a carefully worded handwritten letter on embossed stationery. An instant
message just seemed so casual, so cheap, like our relationship was a crumb Sarah was wiping
off the table with a flick of the back of her hand. She still wanted to be friends? Really?A few
weeks later, I deleted my instant messenger account. I was done with chatting online. It was too
easy to be someone you’re not, to say things you wouldn’t otherwise. Like how you liked
someone, or how you wanted to break up with them. If you weren’t willing to say it to me in
person, I didn’t want to hear it from you online.After those twenty-three hours, our families
weren’t as close as we used to be. Things changed after all. Oops. Sorry, Mom and Dad. And so
I was left alone with my questions: Why didn’t Sarah give me a chance to prove myself as a
boyfriend? And where had she disappeared to at youth group after I asked her out?
HYPOTHESISSubject behavior—breaking up with me approximately twenty-three hours after
the initial onset of our romantic relationship—suggests that she may not have had romantic
feelings toward me to begin with. This would indicate a possible error in the chain of gossip that
had led me to believe such feelings existed.3
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Elizabeth M, “My Kid Actually Read It. I found this book on a list of suggested summer reading
for middle school kids. My son (about to start 6th) not only read it in 3 days, he actually talked
about it with me. That probably doesn't sound like a big deal. But this is my slacker youngest
child who normally refuses to read anything beyond captions on YouTube.”

HearAndThere, “JS is always a delight!. Josh Sundquist is wholesome and funny in all his
content, so I knew it would be a good book. This non-reader loved it!”

2510cheesecake, “Great read!. Great storytelling pace and style, enjoyed this read!”

ruralbob, “Funny, poignant, insightful. A really fun read, appropriate for all ages because I believe
there is something in this book that will resonate with just about anyone. The author shares
painful stories with wit and good humor. There were a number of laugh-out-loud moments for
me. However, the lessons in the book are quite serious. It was a hard book to put down.”

Paula Hudak, “Mystery till the end. I loved this short mystery story - shame is so hard to find a
hard copy to keep but well done keeping the mystery till the very end. Just when you think you
know what the real story is they pull the rug under your feet and you end up on your behind with
the twist - loved it!”

Reici, “Bought this for my teen but truly enjoyed it myself!. Good book. Great story! Fun to read.
Insightful. Purchased it for my teen as required summer reading. Double bang for the buck as
whether your a teen or beyond, it's a good read!”

Rebecca Jaggon, “Very funny. Josh is just very very very funny. Thats it. Thats the review.”

Matt, “Five Stars. loveeeeee”

Josh, “I sometimes find it hard to read books without getting .... I sometimes find it hard to read
books without getting distracted, but with this one I just couldn't put it down”

Ian Affleck, “Good story, good humour.. Very enjoyable read. Disability is treated as it should be,
no whining, just facts.”

M. Weischnur, “Super Lustig und Awkward :). Josh Sunquist hat echt humor und kann auch über
sich selbst lachen. Schöne Stories und soooo lustig. Kann ich nur jedem weiterempfehlen!”

The book by Josh Sundquist has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 283 people have provided feedback.



TITLE PAGE WELCOME DEDICATION AUTHOR’S NOTE PROLOGUE SARAH STEVENS
BACKGROUND HYPOTHESIS INVESTIGATION LIZA TAYLOR SMITH BACKGROUND
HYPOTHESIS INVESTIGATION FRANCESCA MARCELO BACKGROUND HYPOTHESIS
INVESTIGATION EVELYN WILLIAMSON BACKGROUND HYPOTHESIS INVESTIGATION
LILLY MOORE BACKGROUND HYPOTHESIS INVESTIGATION SASHA WRIGHT
BACKGROUND HYPOTHESIS INVESTIGATION RESULTS OF INVESTIGATION ASHLEY
SAMSONITE A SNEAK PEEK OF LOVE AND FIRST SIGHT COPYRIGHT



Language: English
File size: 4643 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 300 pages
Lending: Not Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

