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KurzbeschreibungCan Kate Morgan stand up for herselfwithout being labeled a snitch? Kate is just as confused as her 
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best friend, Lan, when she arrives at Cleary High to find the building's been "tagged" with a life-size graffiti mural. 
Could the culprit be one of their friends or classmates? And is the kind-of-amazing creation really vandalism, or a 
work of art? She's tempted to stay out of itmostly because, as the police chief's daughter, she's worried about being 
labeled a snitch. But when the same mysterious graffiti starts appearing throughout the state, putting more pressure on 
the authorities to catch the vandal, her investigative instincts kick in.Now Eli, Kate's favorite coworker at the local 
coffee shop, is MIA. With Lan preoccupied with her own boy troubles, Kate needs to figure out some things on her 
own. Like why she can't stop thinking about Eli. And what she will do when all the clues about the graffiti point to 
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Alle Rechte vorbehalten.When I got off the bus that crisp January morning and stepped onto the parking lot, the only 
thing I could see was a crowd of students gathered near the east wall of our school. It looked like some sort of outdoor 
rock concert, except instead of holding up lighters and swaying to a heavy guitar ballad, people were raising their cell 
phones to snap pictures and inching forward amid the rumbling.I had expected the usual zombie-like trance as six 
hundred sleep-deprived students shuffled silently toward the back doors, carrying their withered backpacks and a deep-
seated grudge at being forced to return to the narrow hallways of Cleary High School after two weeks of holiday 
vacation. But instead of groggy bitterness, everyone seemed filled with a strange, contagious energy. I wondered 
briefly if the entire student body had descended upon Something's Brewing and consumed triple-mocha espressos. 
Nothing else could explain the wide smiles and whooping sounds emanating from the crowd.I scanned the crowd, 
searching for my best friend, Lan, but it was nearly impossible with all the people. Everyone seemed to be standing in 
the same small space, squeezed in between the parked cars and cedar bushes. My cell phone rang and I set my 
backpack down on the pavement so I could fish it out."Kate, where are you?" It was Lan."I just got here. I can't see 
you.""Look toward the back doors."I looked over and saw a hand waving from behind a cluster of ball-capped heads. 
"I'll be there as soon as I can."I slowly made my way through the crowd, which wasn't easy. No one was moving. They 
were either talking on their phones or trying to lift each other up to see the east wall. I saw one kid try to climb on top 
of a car, setting off a piercing alarm."This better be good," I grumbled to myself. Large crowds remind me of cattle, 
make me feel as if I were just one of the herd. The good part, though, was that you could blend in with everyone 
else."Kate! Over here!"I finally made it all the way to where Lan was standing. Normally, Lan stood out in any crowd. 
It wasn't just that she was the only Vietnamese student at Cleary High School (or in the entire town of Cleary, South 
Carolina, for that matter) or that she was exceptionally pretty, with long, jet-black hair that she liked to wear in a thick 
braid that trailed down her back. Lan possessed a sense of style that set her apart from everyone else. Even her name 
was interesting. It meant orchid in Vietnamese and, to make sure everyone knew it, Lan collected all things orchid, 
from the delicate jeweled pins she made herself and wore on a regular basis to the live orchids she kept in her room, 
each one a different color and each one occupying a small ceramic vase.Lan was exotic without trying to be, unlike 
me, who was just about as average as humanly possible. Brown hair, brown eyes. Even my name was average. There 
were times when I wished I possessed a little of Lan's uniqueness, but I'd learned that it was better not to stand out. I 
liked to fade into the background and watch people from a distance. Maybe that was why Lan and I were such good 
friends: we balanced each other out.I gave her a quick hug. "Good to see you."She hugged me back. "It's been 
forever," she agreed.We hadn't seen each other since winter break had begun. Lan had been on vacation in Florida 
with her dad while I had been sprawled out in the den at home watching reality show marathons on TV and consuming 
way too many carbohydrates. We e-mailed and sent text messages, but I was surprised at how much I had missed my 
best friend.I stood on my tiptoes in an attempt to get a view of the wall. "What are we trying to look at?"She smiled 
mysteriously. "You'll see.""There's too many people," I complained.There was suddenly a break in the crowd and I 
could finally get a glimpse of what had everyone so excited. I almost smiled when I saw it. Almost. Then I glanced 
around for my dad. As soon as he heard about this, he'd be here, sirens wailing. I didn't see him yet, though, so I turned 
back to look at the wall. There, painted in thick black against the pale concrete, were half a dozen enormous 
gorillas."Isn't it amazing? Carter's going to lose it."I agreed that yes, Principal Carter was definitely going to lose it. 
This wasn't your everyday, hastily scribbled graffiti. The gorillas were absolutely lifelike, complete with shadows and 
stern expressions. They sat staring out at us with huge, watery eyes. Each gorilla was at least four feet tall, and the one 
in the middle had a thought bubble painted over its head. "So this is what the jungle looks like" it read."This must have 
taken hours," I said. "Who did it?" It was a stupid question. Everyone already knew. Lan nodded her head toward the 
corner. "One guess." I could see Trent off to one side, videotaping the crowd and smiling. He was easy to spot because 



he was the tallest guy at school. Trent Adams, celebrated senior and master of school pranks. He had released twenty 
chickens in the cafeteria during the first week of his freshman year in protest over the nuggets. As a sophomore he 
managed to break into the school and move every piece of the principal's office furniture outside. He rearranged 
everything just as it had been inside, only now the desk and file cabinets and chairs and plants sat in the middle of the 
parking lot. That prank made both the local news and school legend. As a junior he decided that he would sing every 
word that came out of his mouth. There are very few people on this earth who can get away with singing nonstop and 
still be thought of as cool, but Trent managed to pull it off with ease.A smaller group of kids had gathered around 
Trent. Most of them I knew, like Brady Barber and Eli James, who were hard to miss. Not only did they always hang 
out together, but they always dressed the same, too: baggy black pants, white collared shirt, black hoodie jacket. Reva 
Abbott was also standing near Trent, wearing tight clothes and a bored expression."What I meant to ask was, how did 
Trent do it?" The mural looked polished and professional. Not the work of an amateur at all. It appeared as if the 
gorillas had been painted using some kind of laser programthey were that perfect. In fact, it looked like it was the same 
gorilla copied six times, because they were identical to one another. There was no way it was done freehand, I 
realized. But there was also no way that Trent had access to the kind of sophisticated equipment I would guess 
something like this required."He's a genius," Lan said. "Who knows how he did it?" She stared across the crowd to 
watch him. Lan had always harbored a secret crush on Trent. Sometimes they flirted, but it had never developed into 
anything.I reached into my backpack and pulled out the digital camera my parents had given me for Christmas. It 
made a sound like tinkling bells when I turned it on. I took as many shots as I could of the wall, knowing that some of 
the shots would be blocked by people's heads."We might want to get out of here now," Lan whispered. A police car 
had pulled into the parking lot. Two officers got out, and kids automatically walked away. One of the officers saw me, 
smiled and nodded. I nodded back, then let Lan pull me toward the front entrance.There were still a few minutes 
before the first bell rang, but we were already in the junior hall, so we didn't have to hurry. When our new class 
schedules arrived just before break, Lan and I were thrilled to discover that we had first period history together. We 
had been best friends since freshman year and had never once had a... 


