A Note from the Author

If you’re reading this, then I am pleasantly surprised. The reason I put this at the end of the book was that I would not want to answer all the questions I know you have at the beginning. That’s just silly.

This is a story filled with plot holes and clichés. That doesn’t necessarily mean it can’t be a good story, right? At least I’m acknowledging my own faults. Some writers can’t do that, and ironically, that’s their biggest fault.

You may notice that the story increases in substance and depth as it progresses. That’s because I wrote this book over a very long period of time. Three years, to be precise. I started this book out of pure boredom back in sixth grade. I got about five or so chapters done that year. In seventh grade, I think I did one or two chapters. Same goes for eighth grade. I matured a lot in those three years, and it shows in my writing.

But ninth grade was totally different. I had people genuinely interested in the book now, especially two of my greatest helps in writing this book, Nikita “Ashley” Hatmaker and Jordan “Amanda” Greene. Without them, I don’t even think I’d be at chapter fifteen by now.


Everyone says it’s amazing that I wrote a whole book at my age. They also can’t comprehend that I can do something like this without having it assigned by a teacher. Twenty-four chapters, an epilogue, and this. AMAZING. 


Yeah, simply amazing. So thanks for reading, and if you’re skipping ahead, screw you. I put three years of my life into this book, so you better read it.


Speaking of thanks, I’m going to go ahead and thank some people who helped with my writing and whatever’s related to it.

· I already mentioned Ashley and Amanda. But thanks again, because you deserve it.

· Andrew “Relmitos” Carsey for bringing my characters to life, as you can tell by the drawing of Ray.

· Rick “Rick52” Dykes for unknowingly spawning the idea for a book in my head.

· Seymour Hardy Floyd for editing and reviewing my book. Too bad I didn’t have much done for him when I had him as my 8th grade language arts teacher.

· KAARTS. They were all an inspiration for much of my writing. And if you don’t know what KAARTS is, then that’s a good thing.

· My mother, Deborah Burton. If she had been alive when I finished this, she would have been the happiest person ever. Not that she wasn’t happy whenever she was around me, mind you.

· My friends who always wanted updates on the newest chapter. You guys drove me to actually write.

· And whoever you are, because if you’re reading this, then I feel a bit more important.


Also, I know this is a pretty short and unprofessional note. But it’s 1:46 AM, and I don’t really feel like adding anything anymore. Oh well, not my problem. 


Tee hee.

Roger “Tyler” Burton

December 21, 2006
