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Kasigi introduced us. “Zachary Powers, meet Capricorn Anderson. Cap just transferred here.”
Yeah from the planet Krypton. 
“Show him to locker 743 and make sure he gets to homeroom.” He rushed off in the direction of the office.
The weirdest thing about Capricorn Anderson was this: he was looking at me like I was the freak. Like he’d never seen another kid before!
“Come on, Cap. Follow me.”
We walked down the hall, picking up more than our fair share of attention. 
“New kid,” I said aloud, just in case anybody thought he was actually with me. “Kasigi asked me to show him around.”
Locker 743. “Here it is,” I told him. “You’ve got the combo, right?
He just stared at me blankly. 
“The combination,” I prompted. “There - printed on top of your orientation form.” 
“But what does it mean?” 
I would have sworn he was putting me on, except he looked so bewildered.
“Here - I’ll show you. Seventeen...thirty-three...five.” There was a click and the door swung wide. 
He peered in as if he expected to find a mountain lion lying in wait. “It’s empty.”
He was beginning to rile me. “Of course it’s empty. It’s your locker. It’s empty until you put something in it.”
“What do I have to put in there?” he demanded. 
“How should I know? It’s your stuff.”
“When we lock things away,” he said with conviction, “we’re really imprisoning ourselves.” 
Now, that was definitely something you didn’t hear every day. “What school did you go to before this?”
“I’m homeschooled,” he informed me. “I’m only here because Rain broke her hip, and they won’t let me live alone at the community.”
Hugh Winkleman, you’re a lucky man. With the arrival of this new kid, all the losers in school were bumped down one space. Never before had anyone screamed for the job of eighth grade president like Capricorn Anderson. 
This was my year!



