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Laurent Clerc won lasting renown as the deaf teacher who helped Thomas Hopkins Gallaudet
establish schools to educate deaf Americans in the 19th century. Now, his character as a young
boy growing up in Paris has been captured in the novel Laurent Clerc.In his own voice, Clerc
vividly relates the experiences that led to his later progressive teaching methods. Especially
influential was his long stay at the Royal National Institute for the Deaf in Paris, where he
encountered sharply distinct personalities — the saintly, inspiring deaf teacher Massieu, the
vicious Dr. Itard and his heartless “experiments” on deaf boys, and the “Father of the Deaf,” Abbe
Sicard, who could hardly sign.Young adult readers will find his story richly entertaining as well as
informative.
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and dad.1“He'll Never Be Right”“Laurent, hurry up!”I couldn't make out the words exactly on my
mother's lips. But I knew what she was saying. She was already fastening her cloak. Outside, the
carriage stood ready. My father was giving instructions to the driver.I tugged at my shoes and
pretended to rush, but I was in no hurry. I was six years old, old enough to hate trips to the
doctor. I hated the big hands on my face, the tugs at my chin and earlobes, and the rough edges
of instruments pushed into my ears. I also hated the way the doctor shook his head when he was
done—like he had something in his mouth that tasted bad.Most of all, I hated how my mother
cried.Something was wrong with me. I didn't know exactly what, except that I lacked talent with
my mouth. Other people's mouths sent messages. It seemed so easy. They aimed their mouths
at each other, wiggled their lips, sometimes got a lump in their throats, and a message
transpired. They even tossed messages to one another's back. They still caught them. My
brother François used his mouth a lot.I always watched. But I couldn't understand messages; I
couldn't send messages either. When I tried, François laughed and my mother looked



embarrassed.Sometimes, I knew, people aimed messages at me. I would see their heads turn
and lips move. I would see laughter. I never knew what I did that was so funny.I had known
something was going to happen. My father usually ignored me, but several nights ago, he called
me to his side. He looked at me strangely, brought his face close to mine, and moved his lips
until his face turned red.I knew he was trying to send me a message. I missed it, of course, but I
understood that it was serious. I nodded.Then mother, who usually went to church three times a
week, started going every day. Most of the time, I went with her. It was more fun than staying at
home. I liked the church. I liked its darkness and I liked its smell. I even liked the small man in a
robe who presided there.It was boring, though, after the first few minutes, and I preferred to play
outside. No one seemed to mind. Sometimes, I explored the caves in the surrounding hills.
Sometimes, I just sat and watched the river. Mother would come to look for me when she was
ready to leave.Yesterday, I had become restless and gone back to the church to look for her. I
found her kneeling, the robed man at her side.When he saw me, he helped my mother up, and
they both came to me. The man took my face in his hands, closed his eyes, and moved his lips.
Finally, he made a cross on my forehead with his fingers.On the way home, I tried to ask my
mother about it. I really wanted to know why that man was holding my face and making a cross
on my forehead. I think my mother tried to understand me. She stared at me for several
moments. Then she looked away.I don't know why I tried to send her messages. She never
understood me. The gestures my brother and sisters and I used to communicate were still a
mystery to her. She only understood messages from the mouth.When we got home, I asked
François. François always seemed to know everything. When he returned from school, I grabbed
his arm and demanded his attention. He let me turn him to face me and watched me with the
patience that made me love him.I gestured at our mother and the chair where our father usually
sat. Something was wrong with both of them, I indicated. The house was in an uproar.“What's
going on?” My whole body asked the question.Unlike my mother, François understood my
gestures immediately.“Doctor,” he signed.He used the gesture we had invented ourselves,
pretending to draw a mustache on his lip and then outlining a huge stomach with his hands—a
perfect description of my first doctor.His face didn't say “awful,” like it usually did when he—or I—
said “doctor.” But I felt sick to see the word. Why was he smiling? He knew how I hated doctors.I
turned away to express my annoyance. He restrained me, trying to keep my eyes on him. For
some reason, he was excited about this trip.“Faraway,” he signed, extending two fingers to arms
length, another sign we had invented together.“Famous,” he said this word, I think, as he tried to
act out greatness and respect.He stood before me looking hopeful and happy. “Cheer up,' his
grin seemed to say. “This doctor will be different. The strangeness will go away. Mother will not
cry afterward. You will send messages and understand them, too.”I didn't believe it. For a
moment, though, I tried to smile at him.I finished putting on my shoes and raced to the carriage,
trying to make up for my tardiness with a show of speed. My father ignored me. He was gentle to
my mother, though, helping her up to the seat and kissing her cheek. Then we were off. As we
headed down the familiar street, I thought again about François. I hoped he was right to be so



cheerful.The carriage rolled out of the town and I nestled against my mother. Her eyes were
closed and her lips moving. For a long time I looked out the window.Finally, I saw the outline of a
city. It was Lyon, I would learn later, a great city in southern France. At the time, I didn't know the
name of that city, or my country, or even my hometown, La Balme. I only knew that François
might be right. Perhaps in this grand place, a doctor could be found who could do what other
doctors could not. I felt a ray of hope.The carriage moved slowly through the city. From my
window, all around me seemed to be confusion, a tangle of carts and carriages. There were
many busy people, most of them moving their mouths and gesturing fiercely at each other.I felt
more hopeful when we pulled up to a large door in front of an imposing house. A woman greeted
us, not warmly but efficiently. Standing next to my mother, I waited and watched, encouraged
and nervous.Then I saw the doctor.He was a big man, old with very white hair and skin. As he
moved his mouth, his blue eyes gazed at the ceiling or roamed around the room. He looked at
my mother for only a few moments. He didn't look at me at all. Other doctors waited until they
had examined me to get that “bad taste” in their mouths that contorted their facial features; he
seemed to have it from the beginning.At first, the exam was the same as all the others. The large
doctor peered and pulled and explored with his huge fingers, while my mother sat and
watched.My hopes dwindled.The doctor's assistant appeared from a side door. He was younger
and smaller than the doctor, with a face like a mouse. The doctor and his assistant moved their
mouths at each other. Then they moved their mouths at my mother. My mother stared at them a
moment. Finally, she nodded.The assistant went into another room and returned with a tube
filled with fluid that looked like dirty water. It must have smelled bad, for the men turned their
faces from it, and my mother buried her nose in her handkerchief. The assistant gave the tube to
the doctor, who shook it and stared at me. His lips moved a bit.I knew this must be the famous
healing medicine. Without looking at me, the assistant took my head in his hands. He turned my
head sideways. I stood very still.The tube rested against my ear a moment. Then, the doctor
squeezed the end of the tube and fluid gushed deep inside my ear, filling the side of my head
with pain. Some of the fluid splashed down my neck and wet my collar.I tried to pull away. The
assistant propped his elbow against my shoulder and held me tightly. Then, as if he had finished
shearing one side of a sheep and was ready to start the other, he thrust my head to the other
side. Helpless, my whole body followed. A dose of liquid burst into my other ear.I screamed and
tried to kick and claw my way free. Other hands—I think that they were my mother's— joined in
restraining my body.I don't know if they released me or if I pulled away. Suddenly, I was free. I ran
across the room, screaming and crying, and holding my throbbing head. The room looked funny
and my stomach felt upset. It was a long time before I allowed even my mother near me. She
held me tightly against her as we made our way out to the waiting carriage.I cried until I caught
sight of La Balme, my own village. My mother gently stroked my cheek. I raised my eyes to her
and she smiled at me. She looked pleased, I thought. She extended her hand and I took it.I
began to feel hopeful again. Perhaps I had not failed the test this time. Perhaps I would be
cured.At first, the pain was all I could think about. My head hurt so much I couldn't walk straight. I



felt like a bent, little, old man, scared that someone was going to try to force me to run or
jump.Gradually, the pain faded. After two days, my eyes stopped burning and my walk returned
to normal. I was not ready to play, though, and I ignored my sister's teasing. She wanted me to
chase her. I stayed in a chair, resting my head against its high back.I was confused. The famous
doctor had attacked my mouth problem by way of my ears. There must be an important clue in
that, I guessed. Ears and mouth must be related.Lifting my head, I beckoned to my sister. I
brought her head down to my level and placed my lips near her ears. I had seen François do this.
It was one of the many ways he seemed to send messages. My sister bent over expectantly and
waited. Then I moved my lips— and everything inside my throat and chest—with all my strength.I
was more successful than I intended to be. My sister snapped her head away from me, jumped
back, and pushed me away. She looked angry; her mouth and hands worked furiously. She
approached me, once, and swatted my shoulder. But, she seemed afraid to stay near me and,
still working her hands and mouth, ran from the room.Astonished and a little pleased, I sat back
in my chair. So the doctors were right. The mouth and ears were linked. What a discovery! This
knowledge was worth my sister's anger and the renewed pain in my head.François, standing by
the window, had seen everything. He laughed. Then he came over and rubbed my shoulder. I
laughed with him, elated. We were so happy.I had sent my first message. Perhaps the new
medicine was working.The next day, the feeling returned that something was about to happen.
As usual, everyone but me seemed to know what it was.We had just come back from church and
my mother refused to let me change my clothes. She didn't change her clothes either, and the
carriage remained outside our door. It appeared that we were going out again. I looked for
François but couldn't find him.I did find my sister. I waved my arms to get her attention. Then,
looking puzzled, I pointed to my clothes and through the window to the carriage.“Why am I
dressed up?” I was asking. “Where am I going?”“Faraway doctor,” she signed back, matter of
factly.At first, I thought she was confused.“Finished,” I signed back.I had already been to the
faraway doctor. Thank God it was over.Again, I pointed to the carriage. But my sister had known
what I was asking.“Faraway. Doctor. You,” she said and left the room.I understood. I was going
back to that same doctor in Lyon that very afternoon. More powerful medicine in powerful doses
would be forced into my ears.In the next two weeks, I returned to the doctor three more times.
Always, he did the same thing to my ears—pulling, peering, prying, and pouring in the liquid.
Always, I promised myself I would be brave. Always, when the liquid seared into my head, I
screamed and cried.I hated the doctor for doing this to me. I hated my mother for bringing me to
him. And I hated myself for being what I was.After the last visit, I waited for my mother in the
carriage while she talked to the doctor. She cried the whole way home. I tried to feel relief, but a
gloom had settled over our house. My mother, so happy before, looked sad again.The triumph of
startling my sister was not repeated. I knew that my ears, as well as my mouth, were broken. I
couldn't send messages except for simple ones with my eyes. The great medicine from the great
doctor in the great city had failed.A part of me still hoped. Someday, I told myself, I would surely
be like other people. Most of me knew, though, that I would always be the way I was. There was



no cure for me.Much later, I learned what the doctor had told my mother. I don't know the details,
of course. All I know is what François told me when we were both grown men: The learned
doctor had looked at my mother after his treatments that had been as expensive as they were
painful and told her, “He'll never be right.”2Leaving HomeThey left me alone now. At least there
were no more doctors.I took care of my father's horse or shooed the turkeys out to the field. I
knew more about the nearby caves than anyone in the village. My sister, who feared the
darkness of the caves and their winding passages, would only go there with me.Years passed. I
was twelve when I learned that I was being sent away. I did not know where and I did not know
why. I only knew that the maid had packed my clothes, all of my clothes.I tried to ask François
about it, grabbing his arm as he ran through the house. He paused a minute, looking confused.
Then inspiration struck.“School,” he responded. He reached over to where his own school books
lay and tossed me one. I caught it.“Why tease me?” I gestured, hurt and angry, and even more
puzzled. He knew as well as I that I could never go to school. It was the message problem. Even
my sisters got to go to school. But I stayed home, forever ignorant, with my mother.François
grinned at my puzzled face. “School. You. Yes,” he cried and gestured.He clapped me on the
shoulder and ran on. His friends were waiting for him outside.The next day, my mother returned
from church and François returned from playing with his friends at the same time. The maid
brought my suitcase to the front door. My sisters stood on one side. François stood on the other.
Then my father came home. He had not really looked at me since that day so many years ago
when I returned from the doctor in Lyon. He still didn't quite look at me, but he kissed my
cheeks.My mother, dressed in her best clothes, took me to the carriage station. To my surprise,
my uncle showed up and greeted us. A little younger than my father, he was red-faced and
cheerful. He traveled a lot, I knew. This time, it appeared that I was going with him.My mother
started to cry. I felt her body shaking as she hugged me good-bye. I was too scared to cry. I was
a little curious, too. My uncle and I entered a carriage with other travelers. I was the only child,
and my uncle made sure I sat by the window. I watched my mother grow smaller as the carriage
bumped down the street.My uncle slapped my leg, grinned, and nodded at me. Whatever we
were doing clearly had his approval.We rode all day. When the sun sank low in the sky, and it
was almost dark, the carriage pulled up to a huge house. Many carriages with teams of horses
were lined up outside. Inside, men sat at long tables, drinking, eating, and talking.The men
seemed to have a lot to say. So did my uncle. He laughed and moved his mouth and I wondered
if he had met these strangers before. With all the excitement, I planned to stay up all night. I fell
asleep almost immediately, though. I slept until my uncle woke me at sunrise.We boarded
another coach and traveled on. The land changed. We kept traveling. Each evening, the carriage
stopped at a huge house. Each night, I vowed to stay awake, and, instead, I fell quickly and
completely asleep. Each morning, as the sun rose, my uncle shook me awake and our journey
continued.If François were with us, I might have been able to find out where we were going and
how long we would travel. But, with my uncle, I remained ignorant. I was content, though. My
uncle smiled a lot, knew to touch me to get my attention, and checked to see that I wore enough



clothes to stay warm. I was comfortable in silence with him next to me.We traveled for five days. I
knew we were approaching a city when my uncle began to call my attention to the increasingly
close together signposts and the road began to swell with people. I had learned the names of
Lyon and La Balme through the signposts. Now I learned the name of a new city—Paris.Nothing
had prepared me for the immensity of Paris. Compared with Paris, Lyon was a carriage stop. We
never really entered the city; it just stretched out and swallowed us. The streets were clogged
with people and carriages. The streets were dark, too, thrust into shadow by grand buildings,
rising higher than I imagined possible.Sometimes, my uncle pointed at them and moved his
mouth at me. I couldn't catch his messages, but I caught his excitement. I nodded, smiling. I was
excited, too.We inched slowly forward. It was like crawling through the intestines of a giant.We
changed to a smaller carriage, almost like the one we had at home. My uncle and I were the only
passengers. My uncle gave some money to the driver and moved his mouth and pointed. The
driver nodded, and we were off.After a while, I noticed my uncle and the driver seemed confused
about where we were going. Neither seemed to agree with the other, and both their mouths had
curled up tightly. Around us, everything had changed.The buildings were still high, the streets,
narrow and filled with people. But the city was not splendid here. People were dressed more
simply, their clothes were dirty, and sometimes torn. Paint peeled from the buildings, and the
shutters hung precariously, often by a single hinge.We stopped several times. My uncle and the
carriage driver exchanged messages with people walking along the streets. It seemed as though
we drove in one direction and then in another.Finally, we stopped at a battered gate and I saw,
by my uncle's face, that this would be our resting place for the evening. The sun hung stubbornly
in the sky, but I was tired and glad to stop early in spite of the oddness of the lodging.A wall, dirty
and chipped, surrounded it and there were no carriages outside. Through the gate, I saw a huge
building, beautifully made, but almost without paint and without glass in most of the
windows.“Need carpenter!” I tried to joke with my uncle using gestures.I was not surprised that
he ignored me. He got out of the carriage, spoke with the man at the gate, and showed him
some papers. The gate swung open. The carriage rolled into a small courtyard.Another man
scurried out and greeted us. My uncle shook his hand and handed him my valise. I went to get
my uncle's valise, but he shook his head. I tried to insist. He firmly motioned me away.Fear rose
in me. My uncle's face had lost its smile. He looked thoughtful and even a little sad. As we
followed the man inside the dilapidated building, his eyes examined the stones at his feet. He
didn't look at me.My fear grew. Surely he would not leave me here. I was too big to grab his
hand, but I clung tightly to the edge of his sleeve.The man led us down a dim hallway into a
small, dark room, where a fire blazed. There were chairs, but neither my uncle nor I sat down. My
uncle paced back and forth, his hands behind his back, his eyes on the floor. I stood in the
corner near the fire and watched him.It seemed like we waited for a long time. Finally, a door
opened and a man entered the room. He was tall and thin, and had curly hair that hung to his
shoulders. He shook my uncle's hand and nodded. Then he shook my hand. No one had ever
shaken my hand before.I was amazed. I had feared a doctor. But this man was no doctor. For



one thing, he wore strange clothing, expensive, but tattered and old-fashioned. Around his waist
he wore watches—not one, but many.It was not his clothes or all the watches that interested me.
It was something else. His gentleness, maybe, and his eyes, which were clear and very blue.
They looked right at me, too.This man didn't use his mouth. He and my uncle exchanged
messages with a slate and chalk, like the ones that my brother and sisters took to school. They
took turns, each scribbling purposefully, then passing the slate to the other.Finally, the man
pulled a piece of paper from the desk and my uncle reached over and signed it. They stood up
and shook hands.I moved closer to my uncle. My uncle turned and hugged me. Then, like my
mother had done, he burst into tears.Scared, I cried, too. I hung onto him and begged him in
every way I knew to take me with him. How could my mother have sent me here? How could he
leave me so far from home with this stranger?Still crying, my uncle took his hat and rushed from
the room. I tried to run after him. But the tall man prevented me and closed the door. I tried to
force my way past him, but he caught me.I couldn't fight him. He was as strong as he was gentle.
He kept my hands away from the door and my fists away from him. Through it all, he looked at
me kindly and a little sadly.After a while, he pulled out one of his watches and held it out to me.
His manner told me that the watch was a special prize and I should feel privileged to look at it. I
wasn't curious. The watch wasn't as big as my father's, nor as ornate as my uncle's. I couldn't
understand his fascination.In my puzzlement, though, I stopped crying. He smiled at me and led
me out of the office. My eyes looked down the hallway toward the courtyard where I thought my
uncle might still be waiting in his carriage. But the door to the courtyard was closed. I followed
the tall man as he walked in the other direction.The man led me to a small room and I peered
inside. Boys a little older than I were sitting at desks. A priest stood next to one of them. He was
bent over, pointing back and forth between the boy's slate and his opened book.I remembered
the book François had tossed to me. My brother was right. This strange place was a school.The
man started to lead me up a staircase but stopped and seemed to change his mind. Instead, he
beckoned me through another doorway.In the open courtyard, a group of boys were playing on
the stone pavement. They had a hard little ball, which they were rolling toward a group of upright
sticks.I had often seen boys play this game at home. Sometimes, François even made the boys
let me join them. These boys were skilled players, I realized, watching the ball roll again and
again into the sticks, knocking many of them over. Two men, one of them a priest, watched from
a corner.Suddenly, an argument broke out. I knew it was an argument because the game
stopped. The boys' faces looked angry. Two boys kept grabbing for the ball at the same time. An
older boy took the ball and held it aloft, while hands flew back and forth grabbing for it.Finally,
without moving from where he stood, the man next to the priest lifted his hands and motioned for
the boys attention. The boys stopped quarreling and turned toward him. His hands waved in the
air for a few minutes. The boys exchanged more hand movements among themselves. Faces
relaxed. The older boy tossed the ball back onto the courtyard stones, and the game
resumed.Somehow, I knew that they were talking with gestures. Their gestures were much faster
and smaller than the gestures my brother and sisters and I used at home. Our family gestures



were easier to understand, too. François almost acted out his messages. So did I.A stranger
could sometimes guess at the meaning of our family signs, but no stranger could understand
these swift movements. But the man in the corner had understood—and wiggled his fingers
back at the students. These movements were as much a mystery to me as my family's mouth
movements.Suddenly, the older boy noticed the tall man and me and pointed to where we were
standing. The game slowed and then stopped. All of the boys ran over to us. The tall man raised
his hands, made gestures, got their attention, and sent them a message. I watched the
merriment and laughter.I felt the boys were a bit impolite. A number of them pointed several
times right at me. The tall man didn't stop them, either. He seemed to think pointing was
normal.He put one arm on my shoulder and held up his free hand. His fingers did a light dance in
the air. The finger dance was repeated by the other boys, each of them raising his hand and
performing it. Sometimes, a boy stopped in the middle and looked up toward the man. He would
nod and show the boy how to go on.When everyone had gone through the dance, another topic
arose. I was still at its center it seemed, for they again pointed at me. The older boy touched his
forefinger to his ear and then to his mouth, all the while pointing at me. The man nodded.I did not
have the word then, but I knew what he was saying: Yes, they were broken, my ears and my
mouth. No one seemed to mind. They were nodding at me excitedly.The older boy stepped close
to me and ran two of his fingers along my cheek. His eyes returned to the man, and the same
two fingers stroked his own cheek.I knew what that meant, too. Feeling embarrassed, I put my
own fingers to the scar on my face. I had gotten the scar as a baby. François told me that I had
fallen into the cooking fire in my home, tumbling into the unprotected flames. My mother ran over
and scooped me up. She had always blamed the fall—and probably herself—for my broken ears
and mouth.I traced the lines of the scar and watched the group continue its conversation. They
seemed to like that scar. Several hands traced its imaginary outline on their own faces. The only
visible sign of the long-ago fall, it marked the easiest and quickest way to focus on me.Then I
was officially introduced to the other boys. At a signal from the tall man, each boy pointed to
himself, danced his fingers in the air, then made a simple, easy-to-remember gesture. The oldest
boy cupped his hand on his chest; the boy with freckles held outstretched fingers against his
shoulder; still another boy pointed his index finger at his cheek. I nodded at each boy, who then
stepped forward and shook my hand.The last boy wiggled his fingers and flashed a hand
movement at me. I nodded and stroked my fingers along the scar on my face. They were
delighted. I had made the motion mostly out of nervousness. I realized that the scar had become
more than a part of my body. Now it signaled my name.I wondered about the tall, still man next to
me. I turned to him, pointed at his chest and looked, puzzled, into his eyes. Who was he?He
grinned. Then he raised his hand, which he held very still while his fingers danced in slow
motion, one movement following the next. “J-E-A-N M-A-S-S-I-E-U,” he must have spelled, for I
would learn to spell in this place. I would learn that the finger dances were simply the spelling of
the alphabet by the hands.The tall man flicked his hand against the back of his neck as if he
were pushing back his long hair. He repeated the motion and I copied it. Looking very pleased,



he nodded and clapped me on the back, the same way François did when he was happy with
me.He gestured toward the boys. I watched a volley of other hand movements. The oldest boy
took my suitcase. The tall man waved good-bye. I mounted the stairs with an escort of boys.I was
in a daze. I had been in the school less than an hour. Already, I had learned so much. I knew
gestures for each of the boys; I knew the gesture for the tall man; I knew the gesture for myself,
too. I had learned that hands—as well as ears and mouth—were the vehicles of messages, and I
had seen the quickest hand-message system I could imagine.I had learned something else, too.
With my index finger, I touched my ear and my mouth. The two broken parts of my body that had
caused me so much pain. The gesture meant “deaf.” I was only days away from writing the word.
I was deaf. So were all these people around me—the tall man and all those boys. They were
smart and friendly and played ball as well as any of the boys in my village.I also knew that this
place was not just a place to eat and sleep for the night. This was the place for which my valise
had been packed.3A New Life
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missteatree, “Oh, the things I didn't know.. This book is incredibly revealing of the life and
experiences of one of the most influential members of the deaf community of all time.”

J. Cornish, “Interesting story. I purchased this book because it was a required reading material
for his ASL class. The story is interesting. I think it is good for those who are studying ASL to
learn how deaf people were treated before the worldwide use of sign language.”

A. Hasting, “Very good book. This is a great little book. You can look inside to see the reading
level; I would guess it is Grade 5-6. My Deaf third grader was going to use it for a book report,
but he was totally lost. Even with help, he could not read it.However, I enjoyed it!”

Ebook Library Reader, “Nicely. Nice”

L. Rankin, “Excellent book. This was a great book - very interesting and easy to read. The writer
does an excellent job of describing what it must be like to find oneself isolated in silence, and
then to discover a world of communication in sign language. Some of the tales of the "fixes"
tried on them by the doctor were heart-rending, but not so gruesome to be disturbing for younger
readers.I would highly recommend this book to anyone, but especially if you have any interest in
sign language or deaf education. It is written for young adults, but my son was assigned it in a
college class, and he recommended it to me.  I liked it so much I bought one as a gift, too.”

Edward, “About deaf Cultures. Very interested”

Ronald Lynn Preston, “About Laurent's life. I have read this book, very well!!!! I should
recommend you to read this book!!! Very Awesomes!!!! I will let you read, and finish read the
story, first”

Jamie Ferrell, “Great insight into what it is like growing up deaf.. This story is great. It is very
engaging and easy to read. I was assigned to read this book for my ASL class, which didn't give
me great hopes for enjoying it. However, it was fantastic. I passed my copy on to my mom's
boyfriend (former English teacher) and he is already raving about it. Good job Cathryn Carroll.”

The book by K. Adrian Zonneville has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 34 people have provided feedback.
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