The viewer in the great room is flashing indicating our newspaper has arrived. I take the ten foot journey to our ratty brown easy chair fixating on the bright blue light. The huge rectangular screen is mounted on the center wall about six feet above the tile. The screen is so large it almost seems out of place and I find it difficult to read at a close distance. I scroll down passing an article on water tower repairs until reaching another that satisfies my morbid curiosity. The daily death toll lists one hundred and forty six names I have never heard of before. 
	I sink deeper into the soft cushion and swivel so that the back of the chair conceals my presence. A picture of the sun setting over the water hangs on the wall near a dark wooden table and some dusty fake flowers. Someone turns on a light and I swing the chair to find Mom pouring sand like powder into a glass bowl. She adds milk from a cow that I know exists but I have never seen. 
	Hope sets her hair into a ponytail and begins to stir the mixture for my special birthday breakfast. I didn’t even realize they were both awake. I close my eyes and clear my mind to focus on her thoughts. It's something I struggle with since I don't think she would ever do it to me but for some reason I can’t help myself. It is my birthday after all. 
	“How long have you been awake?” Mom asks interrupting my process.
	“Uh, not long. Anything I can do to help?" 
	"No. We're almost done. You know you’re not supposed to be looking at the obituaries. Why don't you get ready for the day and by the time you're finished we'll have it on the table. I can't believe you're already sixteen."
	I turn and give Hope a hug and head into our bedroom feeling a little guilty about my attempted invasion into her thoughts. It is hard for most to believe that my sister is actually adopted considering she looks more like our mother than I do. 
	I slip on my favorite jeans and slide a long sleeved dark blue shirt with white arms and the words "We are Young" written across the chest. I have no idea where the shirt came from but it was probably traded for at some time. I look into the mirror; no pimples, no blemishes; my eyes are clear and brown. My hair drapes half way down my back and is brown with golden ends similar to my father's but much lighter in color. I am taller and other parts of my body have filled out but I basically look the same as I did when this whole thing started. 
	A dish of butter with a small knife sits in the middle of the table along with a jar of peanut butter and a stack of warm pancakes. I am completely aware that peanut butter is a luxury but I push the jar away before losing my appetite.
	"Delicious,” I say after chewing the rubbery texture. "Mmmm."
	"Glad you like it," Mom says smiling.
	“I don’t want to sound gloomy but the death toll seems kinds of high today.”
	“Faith I think we should talk about something else. Please.”
	"Fine, so Hope have you tried to communicate with anyone besides me?" 
	"Let's see I talked to Mariah and Arianna yesterday and Zach this morning." 
	She runs her fingers through her hair. It is the same shade as my mother’s natural chestnut with a hint of red. In fact they are about the same height and have the same hazel colored eyes.
	"How is it you two look exactly alike? I just don't get it." 
	"A lot of people look alike," Mom replies. "Anyway that is your father's department." 
	"I would ask him if I ever saw him. Didn't he say he would be here?" 
	"It's just with Hope joining the group he has some extra work to do. But I promise you will see him soon." 
	Hope spreads the peanut butter on a piece of crumbling bread and takes a bite. Just watching her eat the brown paste makes me want to vomit. You would think they would be aware that I do not like peanut butter.
	"How do you know if somebody is in your mind?" Hope asks.
	"The tingling, you feel the tingling." 
	The paste is in her teeth. I can’t look.
	"I feel the tingling but I mean how do you know if somebody is trying to find out what you're thinking?" 
	"It takes practice. But once you figure it out you can do it without even trying." 
	The pancakes are little softer in the center so I cut off the edges.
	"You have to focus on the glow." 
	"I don't see a glow." 
	"You will. Give it time."
	"Everyone else already knows how to do it. And what if they stop us from going to the rec room? I've never played any of the games before.”
	"You have a point. I'll help you. Don’t worry.”
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