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In this “gripping tale for lovers of dystopian romance” (Kirkus Reviews), true feelings are
forbidden, teen suicide is an epidemic, and the only solution is The Program.Sloane knows
better than to cry in front of anyone. With suicide now an international epidemic, one outburst
could land her in The Program, the only proven course of treatment. Sloane’s parents have
already lost one child; Sloane knows they’ll do anything to keep her alive. She also knows that
everyone who’s been through The Program returns as a blank slate. Because their depression is
gone—but so are their memories.Under constant surveillance at home and at school, Sloane
puts on a brave face and keeps her feelings buried as deep as she can. The only person Sloane
can be herself with is James. He’s promised to keep them both safe and out of treatment, and
Sloane knows their love is strong enough to withstand anything. But despite the promises they
made to each other, it’s getting harder to hide the truth. They are both growing weaker.
Depression is setting in.And The Program is coming for them.

*STARRED REVIEW* "Readers will devour this fast-paced story that combines an intriguing
premise, a sexy romance, and a shifting landscape of truth. With big questions still unanswered
and promising twists, this first volume in a new series will leave readers primed for
more." (Booklist)*STARRED REVIEW* "With this powerful psychological drama, Young
contributes a unique, attention-worthy standout from the crowd of young adult
dystopias." (BCCB)"For lovers of dystopian romance, this gripping tale is a tormented look at
identity and a dark trip down Lost-Memory Lane." (Kirkus Reviews)"The uncomfortable mix of
the good intentions and horrific outcomes of The Program is chilling, and will likely haunt readers
as a slightly-too-plausible path adults would choose to “save” their teens." (The Horn
Books)"Young's book is unrelentingly emotional and dark . . . [and] confronts readers with
questions about whether the past or the present defines a person, while make[ing] a strong case
for the value of all memories, good and bad." (Publishers Weekly)"[A]n entertaining, and
compelling read." (VOYA)About the AuthorSuzanne Young is the New York Times bestselling
author of The Program series. Originally from Utica, New York, Suzanne moved to Arizona to
pursue her dream of not freezing to death. She is a novelist and an English teacher, but not
always in that order. Suzanne is also the author of Girls with Sharp Sticks, All in Pieces, Hotel for
the Lost, and several other novels for teens. Visit her online at AuthorSuzanneYoung.com or
follow her on Instagram at @AuthorSuzanneYoung.From School Library JournalGr 10 Up-Four
years ago, teen suicide became an epidemic, affecting one in every three teens. To combat it, a
school district in Oregon developed "The Program," where teens are treated for their depression
by erasing their memories and secluding them from their peers. As an increasing number of her
classmates are taken away for treatment, 17-year-old Sloane Barstow knows better than to show



emotion to anyone other than her boyfriend, James, especially since her brother drowned
himself two years earlier, leaving her parents constantly on edge. But when her friend commits
suicide and James is taken away, Sloane begins to slip into a depression that forces her into The
Program, where she is gradually stripped of all memories of James and her past. As she
struggles to start over, she finds herself questioning the integrity of The Program and why she is
inexplicably drawn to a troublemaker named James. The story is intriguing, and while a little slow
at times, teens will find themselves racing to the finish to see what happens to Sloane and
James. Young has created strong characters that readers will fall in love with and has developed
a captivating world that will not soon be forgotten. Recommend this one to fans of Lauren
Oliver's Delirium and Veronica Roth's Divergent (both HarperCollins, 2011).-Candyce Pruitt-
Goddard, Hartford Public Library, CTα(c) Copyright 2013. Library Journals LLC, a wholly owned
subsidiary of Media Source, Inc. No redistribution permitted. --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.From Booklist*Starred Review* Imagine that suicide is a contagious
condition affecting only teenagers. The early warning signs are negative emotions, depression,
and despair, and infected teens are driven quickly to the point where they can think of nothing
but suicide. This is Sloane’s world. She watched her beloved brother kill himself before her eyes.
If not for the love of her boyfriend, James, Sloane is sure that she would kill herself, too. But she
and James have vowed to each other that they will fight the disease, and love and comfort each
other through grief. Teens seen demonstrating negative emotions are reported to The Program,
where they receive the cure for the suicide infection but at a terrible cost. When Sloane finds
herself swept into The Program, she realizes with a growing dread that everyone seems to know
more than she does. Readers will devour this fast-paced story that combines an intriguing
premise, a sexy romance, and a shifting landscape of truth. With big questions still unanswered
and promising twists, this first volume in a new series will leave readers primed for more.
Compare to Lauren Oliver’s Delirium or Ally Condie’s Matched series. Grades 10-12. --Diane
Colson --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by
permission. All rights reserved.The ProgramCHAPTER ONETHE AIR IN THE ROOM TASTES
STERILE. THE LINGERING scent of bleach is mixing with the fresh white paint on the walls, and
I wish my teacher would open the window to let in a breeze. But we’re on the third floor so the
pane is sealed shut—just in case anyone gets the urge to jump.I’m still staring at the paper on
my desk when Kendra Phillips turns around in her seat, looking me over with her purple
contacts. “You’re not done yet?”I glance past her to make sure Mrs. Portman is distracted at the
front of the room, and then I smile. “It’s far too early in the morning to properly psychoanalyze
myself,” I whisper. “I’d almost rather learn about science.”“Maybe a coffee spiked with QuikDeath
would help you focus on the pain.”My expression falters; just the mention of the poison enough
to send my heart racing. I hold Kendra’s empty stare—a deadness behind it that even purple
contacts can’t disguise. Her eyes are ringed with heavy circles from lack of sleep, and her face
has thinned sharply. She’s exactly the kind of person who can get me in trouble, and yet I can’t
look away.I’ve known Kendra for years, but we’re not really friends, especially now. Not when



she’s been acting depressed for close to a month. I try to avoid her, but today there’s something
desperate about her that I can’t ignore. Something about the way her body seems to tremble
even though she’s sitting still.“God, don’t look so serious,” she says, lifting one bony shoulder.
“I’m just kidding, Sloane. Oh, and hey,” she adds as if just remembering the real reason she
turned to me in the first place. “Guess who I saw last night at the Wellness Center? Lacey
Klamath.”She leans forward as she tells me, but I’m struck silent. I had no idea that Lacey was
back.Just then the door opens with a loud click. I glance toward the front of the classroom and
freeze, my breath catching in my throat. The day has just become significantly worse.Two
handlers with crisp white jackets and comb-smoothed hair stand in the doorway, their
expressionless faces traveling over us as they seek someone out. When they start forward, I
begin to wilt.Kendra spins around in her seat, her back rigid and straight. “Not me,” she murmurs,
her hands clasped tightly in front of her like she’s praying. “Please, not me.”From her podium,
Mrs. Portman begins her lesson as if there’s no interruption. As if people in white coats should
be waltzing in during her speech on the kinetic theory of matter. It’s the second time the handlers
have interrupted class this week.The men separate to opposite sides of the classroom, their
shoes tapping on the linoleum floor as they come closer. I look away, opting to watch the leaves
fall from the trees outside the window instead. It’s October, but the summer has bled into fall,
bathing us all in unexpected Oregon sunshine. I wish I could be anywhere else right now.The
footsteps stop, but I don’t acknowledge them. I can smell the handlers near me—antiseptic, like
rubbing alcohol and Band-Aids. I don’t dare move.“Kendra Phillips,” a voice says gently. “Can you
please come with us?”I hold back the sound that’s trying to escape from behind my lips, a
combination of relief and sympathy. I refuse to look at Kendra, terrified that the handlers will
notice me. Please don’t notice me.“No,” Kendra says to them, her voice choked off. “I’m not
sick.”“Ms. Phillips,” the voice says again, and this time I have to look. The dark-haired handler
leans to take Kendra by the elbow, guiding her from the chair. Kendra immediately lashes out,
yanking her arm from his grasp as she tries to clamor over her desk.Both men descend on her
as Kendra thrashes and screams. She’s barely five feet, but she’s fighting hard—harder than the
others. I feel the tension rolling off the rest of the class, all of us hoping for a quick resolution.
Hoping that we’ll make it another day without getting flagged.“I’m not sick!” Kendra yells,
breaking from their hold once again.Mrs. Portman finally stops her lesson as she looks on with a
pained expression. The calm she tries to exude is fraying at the edges. Next to me a girl starts
crying and I want to tell her to shut up, but I don’t want to attract attention. She’ll have to fend for
herself.The dark-haired handler wraps his arms around Kendra’s waist, lifting her off the floor as
she kicks her legs out. A string of obscenities tears from her mouth as saliva leaks from the
corners. Her face is red and wild, and all at once I think she’s sicker than we ever imagined. That
the real Kendra is no longer in there, and maybe hasn’t been since her sister died.My eyes well
up at the thought, but I push it down. Down deep where I can keep all my feelings until later
when there’s no one watching me.The handler puts his palm over Kendra’s mouth, muffling her
sounds as he whispers soothing things into her ear, continuing to work her bucking body toward



the door. The other handler dashes ahead to hold it open.Just then the man holding Kendra
screams out and drops her, shaking his hand as if she bit him. Kendra jumps up to run and the
handler lunges for her, his closed fist connecting with her face. The shot sends her into Mrs.
Portman’s podium before knocking her to the ground. The teacher gasps as Kendra flops in front
of her, but Mrs. Portman only backs away.Kendra’s top lip is split wide open and leaking blood all
over her gray sweater and the white floor. She barely has time to process what happened when
the handler grabs her by the ankle and begins to drag her—caveman style—toward the exit.
Kendra screams and begs. She tries to hold on to anything within her reach, but instead she’s
leaving a trail of blood along the floor.When they finally get to the doorway, she raises her purple
eyes in my direction, reaching out a reddened hand to me. “Sloane!” she screams. And I stop
breathing.The handler pauses, glancing over his shoulder at me. I’ve never seen him here before
today, but something about the way he’s watching me now makes my skin crawl, and I look
down.I don’t lift my head again until I hear the door shut. Kendra’s shouts are promptly cut off in
the hallway, and I wonder momentarily if she was Tasered or injected with a sedative. Either way,
I’m glad it’s over.Around the room, there are several sniffles, but it’s mostly silent. Blood still
covers the front of the room in streaks of crimson.“Sloane?” the teacher asks, startling me. “I
haven’t gotten your daily assessment yet.” Mrs. Portman starts toward the closet where she
keeps the bucket and mop, and other than the high lilt of her voice, she has no noticeable
reaction to Kendra being dragged from our class.I swallow hard and apologize, moving to take
my pencil from my backpack. As my teacher sloshes the bleach on the floor, choking us with the
smell once again, I begin to shade in the appropriate ovals.In the past day have you felt lonely or
overwhelmed?I stare down at the bright white paper, the same one that waits at our desk every
morning. I want to crumple it into a ball and throw it across the room, scream for people to
acknowledge what just happened to Kendra. Instead I take a deep breath and answer.NO.This
isn’t true—we all feel lonely and overwhelmed. Sometimes I’m not sure there’s another way to
feel. But I know the routine. I know what a wrong answer can do. Next question.I fill in the rest of
the ovals, pausing when I get to the last one, just like I do every time. Has anyone close to you
ever committed suicide?YES.Marking that answer day after day nearly destroys me. But it’s the
one question where I have to tell the truth. Because they already know the answer.After signing
my name at the bottom, I grab my paper with a shaky hand and walk up to Mrs. Portman’s desk,
standing in the wet area where Kendra’s blood used to be. I try not to look down as I wait for my
teacher to put away the cleaning products.“Sorry,” I tell her again when she comes to take the
sheet from me. I notice a small smudge of blood on her pale pink shirtsleeve, but don’t mention
it.She looks over my answers, and then nods, filing the paper in the attendance folder. I hurry
back to my seat, listening to the tense silence. I wait for the sound of the door, the approaching
footsteps. But after a long minute, my teacher clears her throat and goes back to her lesson on
friction. Relieved, I close my eyes.Teen suicide was declared a national epidemic—killing one in
three teens—nearly four years ago. It always existed before that, but seemingly overnight
handfuls of my peers were jumping off buildings, slitting their wrists—most without any known



reason. Strangely enough, the rate of incidence among adults stayed about the same, adding to
the mystery.When the deaths first started increasing, there were all sorts of rumors. From
defective childhood vaccines to pesticides in our food—people grasped for any excuse. The
leading view says that the oversupply of antidepressants changed the chemical makeup of our
generation, making us more susceptible to depression.I don’t know what I believe anymore, and
really, I try not to think about it. But the psychologists say that suicide is a behavioral contagion.
It’s the old adage “If all your friends jumped off a bridge, would you, too?” Apparently the answer
is yes.To fight the outbreak, our school district implemented the pilot run of The Program—a new
philosophy in prevention. Among the five schools, students are monitored for changes in mood
or behavior, flagged if a threat is determined. Anyone exhibiting suicidal tendencies is no longer
referred to a psychologist. Instead, the handlers are called.And then they come and take
you.Kendra Phillips will be gone for at least six weeks—six weeks spent in a facility where The
Program will mess with her mind, take her memories. She’ll be force-fed pills and therapy until
she doesn’t even know who she is anymore. After that they’ll ship her off to a small private
school until graduation. A school designated for other returners, other empty souls.Like
Lacey.My phone vibrates in my pocket and I let out a held breath. I don’t have to check to know
what it means—James wants to meet. It’s the push I need to get through the rest of the period,
the fact that he’s waiting for me. The fact that he’s always waiting for me.• • •As we file out of the
classroom forty minutes later, I notice the dark-haired handler in the hallway, watching us. He
seems to take extra time on me, but I try hard not to notice. Instead I keep my head down and
walk quickly toward the gymnasium to find James.I check over my shoulder to make sure no one
is following me before turning down the stark white corridor with the metal double doors. It’s
nearly impossible to trust anyone not to report you for suspicious behavior. Not even our parents
—especially not our parents.It was Lacey’s father who called The Program to tell them that she
was unwell. So now James, Miller, and I do everything we can to keep up the front at home.
Smiles and small talk equal well-balanced and healthy. I wouldn’t dare show my parents
anything else. Not now.But once I turn eighteen, The Program loses its hold on me. I won’t be a
minor so they can no longer force me into treatment. Although my risk doesn’t technically lower,
The Program is bound to the laws of the land. I’ll be an adult, and as an adult it’s my God-given
right to off myself if I so please.Unless the epidemic gets worse. Then who knows what they’ll
do.When I get to the gymnasium doors, I push on the cold metal bar and slip inside. It’s been
years since this part of the building was used. The Program cut athletics immediately after taking
over, claiming it added too much competitive stress to our fragile student population. Now this
space is used for storage—unused desks piled in the corner, stacks of unneeded
textbooks.“Anyone see you?”I jump and look at James as he stands in the cramped space
underneath the folded bleachers. Our space. The emotionless armor I’ve been wearing
weakens.“No,” I whisper. James holds out his hand to me and I meet him in the shadows,
pressing myself close to him. “It’s not a good day,” I murmur against his mouth.“It rarely is.”James
and I have been together for over two years—since I was fifteen. But I’ve known him my entire



life. He’d been best friends with my brother, Brady, before he killed himself.I choke on the
memory, like I’m drowning in it. I pull from James and bang the back of my head on the corner of
the wooden bleacher above us. Wincing, I touch my scalp, but don’t cry. I wouldn’t dare cry at
school.“Let me see,” James says, reaching to rub his fingers over the spot. “You were probably
protected by all this hair.” He grins and lets his hand glide into my dark curls, resting it
protectively on the back of my neck. When I don’t return his smile, he pulls me closer. “Come
here,” he whispers, sounding exhausted as he puts his arms around me.I hug him, letting the
images of Brady fade from my head, along with the picture of Lacey being dragged from her
house by handlers. I slide my hand under the sleeve of James’s T-shirt and onto his bicep where
his tattoos are.The Program makes us anonymous, strips us of our right to mourn—because if
we do, we can get flagged for appearing depressed. So James has found another way. On his
right arm he’s keeping a list in permanent ink of those we’ve lost. Starting with Brady.“I’m having
bad thoughts,” I tell him.“Then stop thinking,” he says simply.“They took Kendra last period. It was
horrible. And Lacey—”“Stop thinking,” James says again, a little more forcefully.I look up at him,
the heaviness still in my chest as I meet his eyes. It’s hard to tell in the shadows, but James’s
eyes are light blue, the sort of crystal blue that can make anyone stop with just a glance. He’s
stunning that way.“Kiss me instead,” he murmurs. I lean forward to press my lips to his, letting
him have me in a way that only he can. A moment filled with sadness and hope. A bond of
secrets and promises of forever.It’s been two years since my brother died. Practically overnight,
our lives were changed. We don’t know why Brady killed himself, why he abandoned us. But
then again, no one knows what’s causing the epidemic—not even The Program.Above us the
bell for class rings, but neither James nor I react. Instead James’s tongue touches mine and he
pulls me closer, deepening our kiss. Although dating is allowed, we try to keep our relationship
low-key at school, at least when we can. The Program claims that forming healthy bonds keeps
us emotionally strong, but then again, if it all goes horribly wrong, they can just make us forget.
The Program can erase anything.“I swiped my dad’s car keys,” James whispers between my lips.
“What do you say we go skinny-dipping in the river after school?”“How about you get naked and
I’ll just watch?”“Works for me.”I laugh, and James gives me one more squeeze before taking his
arms from around me. He pretends to fix my hair, really just messing it up more. “Better get to
class,” he says finally. “And tell Miller he’s invited to watch me swim naked too.”I back away, first
kissing my fingers and then holding them up in a wave. James smiles.He always knows what to
say to me. How to make me feel normal. I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t have survived Brady’s death
without him. In fact, I know I wouldn’t have.After all, suicide is contagious. --This text refers to an
alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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Josephine ParzychPART IUNCOMFORTABLY NUMBCHAPTER ONETHE AIR IN THE ROOM
TASTES STERILE. THE LINGERING scent of bleach is mixing with the fresh white paint on the
walls, and I wish my teacher would open the window to let in a breeze. But we’re on the third
floor so the pane is sealed shut—just in case anyone gets the urge to jump.I’m still staring at the
paper on my desk when Kendra Phillips turns around in her seat, looking me over with her
purple contacts. “You’re not done yet?”I glance past her to make sure Mrs. Portman is distracted
at the front of the room, and then I smile. “It’s far too early in the morning to properly
psychoanalyze myself,” I whisper. “I’d almost rather learn about science.”“Maybe a coffee spiked
with QuikDeath would help you focus on the pain.”My expression falters; just the mention of the
poison enough to send my heart racing. I hold Kendra’s empty stare—a deadness behind it that
even purple contacts can’t disguise. Her eyes are ringed with heavy circles from lack of sleep,
and her face has thinned sharply. She’s exactly the kind of person who can get me in trouble,
and yet I can’t look away.I’ve known Kendra for years, but we’re not really friends, especially now.
Not when she’s been acting depressed for close to a month. I try to avoid her, but today there’s
something desperate about her that I can’t ignore. Something about the way her body seems to
tremble even though she’s sitting still.“God, don’t look so serious,” she says, lifting one bony
shoulder. “I’m just kidding, Sloane. Oh, and hey,” she adds as if just remembering the real reason
she turned to me in the first place. “Guess who I saw last night at the Wellness Center? Lacey
Klamath.”She leans forward as she tells me, but I’m struck silent. I had no idea that Lacey was
back.Just then the door opens with a loud click. I glance toward the front of the classroom and
freeze, my breath catching in my throat. The day has just become significantly worse.Two
handlers with crisp white jackets and comb-smoothed hair stand in the doorway, their
expressionless faces traveling over us as they seek someone out. When they start forward, I
begin to wilt.Kendra spins around in her seat, her back rigid and straight. “Not me,” she murmurs,



her hands clasped tightly in front of her like she’s praying. “Please, not me.”From her podium,
Mrs. Portman begins her lesson as if there’s no interruption. As if people in white coats should
be waltzing in during her speech on the kinetic theory of matter. It’s the second time the handlers
have interrupted class this week.The men separate to opposite sides of the classroom, their
shoes tapping on the linoleum floor as they come closer. I look away, opting to watch the leaves
fall from the trees outside the window instead. It’s October, but the summer has bled into fall,
bathing us all in unexpected Oregon sunshine. I wish I could be anywhere else right now.The
footsteps stop, but I don’t acknowledge them. I can smell the handlers near me—antiseptic, like
rubbing alcohol and Band-Aids. I don’t dare move.“Kendra Phillips,” a voice says gently. “Can you
please come with us?”I hold back the sound that’s trying to escape from behind my lips, a
combination of relief and sympathy. I refuse to look at Kendra, terrified that the handlers will
notice me. Please don’t notice me.“No,” Kendra says to them, her voice choked off. “I’m not
sick.”“Ms. Phillips,” the voice says again, and this time I have to look. The dark-haired handler
leans to take Kendra by the elbow, guiding her from the chair. Kendra immediately lashes out,
yanking her arm from his grasp as she tries to clamor over her desk.Both men descend on her
as Kendra thrashes and screams. She’s barely five feet, but she’s fighting hard—harder than the
others. I feel the tension rolling off the rest of the class, all of us hoping for a quick resolution.
Hoping that we’ll make it another day without getting flagged.“I’m not sick!” Kendra yells,
breaking from their hold once again.Mrs. Portman finally stops her lesson as she looks on with a
pained expression. The calm she tries to exude is fraying at the edges. Next to me a girl starts
crying and I want to tell her to shut up, but I don’t want to attract attention. She’ll have to fend for
herself.The dark-haired handler wraps his arms around Kendra’s waist, lifting her off the floor as
she kicks her legs out. A string of obscenities tears from her mouth as saliva leaks from the
corners. Her face is red and wild, and all at once I think she’s sicker than we ever imagined. That
the real Kendra is no longer in there, and maybe hasn’t been since her sister died.My eyes well
up at the thought, but I push it down. Down deep where I can keep all my feelings until later
when there’s no one watching me.The handler puts his palm over Kendra’s mouth, muffling her
sounds as he whispers soothing things into her ear, continuing to work her bucking body toward
the door. The other handler dashes ahead to hold it open.Just then the man holding Kendra
screams out and drops her, shaking his hand as if she bit him. Kendra jumps up to run and the
handler lunges for her, his closed fist connecting with her face. The shot sends her into Mrs.
Portman’s podium before knocking her to the ground. The teacher gasps as Kendra flops in front
of her, but Mrs. Portman only backs away.Kendra’s top lip is split wide open and leaking blood all
over her gray sweater and the white floor. She barely has time to process what happened when
the handler grabs her by the ankle and begins to drag her—caveman style—toward the exit.
Kendra screams and begs. She tries to hold on to anything within her reach, but instead she’s
leaving a trail of blood along the floor.When they finally get to the doorway, she raises her purple
eyes in my direction, reaching out a reddened hand to me. “Sloane!” she screams. And I stop
breathing.The handler pauses, glancing over his shoulder at me. I’ve never seen him here before



today, but something about the way he’s watching me now makes my skin crawl, and I look
down.I don’t lift my head again until I hear the door shut. Kendra’s shouts are promptly cut off in
the hallway, and I wonder momentarily if she was Tasered or injected with a sedative. Either way,
I’m glad it’s over.Around the room, there are several sniffles, but it’s mostly silent. Blood still
covers the front of the room in streaks of crimson.“Sloane?” the teacher asks, startling me. “I
haven’t gotten your daily assessment yet.” Mrs. Portman starts toward the closet where she
keeps the bucket and mop, and other than the high lilt of her voice, she has no noticeable
reaction to Kendra being dragged from our class.I swallow hard and apologize, moving to take
my pencil from my backpack. As my teacher sloshes the bleach on the floor, choking us with the
smell once again, I begin to shade in the appropriate ovals.In the past day have you felt lonely or
overwhelmed?I stare down at the bright white paper, the same one that waits at our desk every
morning. I want to crumple it into a ball and throw it across the room, scream for people to
acknowledge what just happened to Kendra. Instead I take a deep breath and answer.NO.This
isn’t true—we all feel lonely and overwhelmed. Sometimes I’m not sure there’s another way to
feel. But I know the routine. I know what a wrong answer can do. Next question.I fill in the rest of
the ovals, pausing when I get to the last one, just like I do every time. Has anyone close to you
ever committed suicide?YES.Marking that answer day after day nearly destroys me. But it’s the
one question where I have to tell the truth. Because they already know the answer.After signing
my name at the bottom, I grab my paper with a shaky hand and walk up to Mrs. Portman’s desk,
standing in the wet area where Kendra’s blood used to be. I try not to look down as I wait for my
teacher to put away the cleaning products.“Sorry,” I tell her again when she comes to take the
sheet from me. I notice a small smudge of blood on her pale pink shirtsleeve, but don’t mention
it.She looks over my answers, and then nods, filing the paper in the attendance folder. I hurry
back to my seat, listening to the tense silence. I wait for the sound of the door, the approaching
footsteps. But after a long minute, my teacher clears her throat and goes back to her lesson on
friction. Relieved, I close my eyes.Teen suicide was declared a national epidemic—killing one in
three teens—nearly four years ago. It always existed before that, but seemingly overnight
handfuls of my peers were jumping off buildings, slitting their wrists—most without any known
reason. Strangely enough, the rate of incidence among adults stayed about the same, adding to
the mystery.When the deaths first started increasing, there were all sorts of rumors. From
defective childhood vaccines to pesticides in our food—people grasped for any excuse. The
leading view says that the oversupply of antidepressants changed the chemical makeup of our
generation, making us more susceptible to depression.I don’t know what I believe anymore, and
really, I try not to think about it. But the psychologists say that suicide is a behavioral contagion.
It’s the old adage “If all your friends jumped off a bridge, would you, too?” Apparently the answer
is yes.To fight the outbreak, our school district implemented the pilot run of The Program—a new
philosophy in prevention. Among the five schools, students are monitored for changes in mood
or behavior, flagged if a threat is determined. Anyone exhibiting suicidal tendencies is no longer
referred to a psychologist. Instead, the handlers are called.And then they come and take



you.Kendra Phillips will be gone for at least six weeks—six weeks spent in a facility where The
Program will mess with her mind, take her memories. She’ll be force-fed pills and therapy until
she doesn’t even know who she is anymore. After that they’ll ship her off to a small private
school until graduation. A school designated for other returners, other empty souls.Like
Lacey.My phone vibrates in my pocket and I let out a held breath. I don’t have to check to know
what it means—James wants to meet. It’s the push I need to get through the rest of the period,
the fact that he’s waiting for me. The fact that he’s always waiting for me.• • •As we file out of the
classroom forty minutes later, I notice the dark-haired handler in the hallway, watching us. He
seems to take extra time on me, but I try hard not to notice. Instead I keep my head down and
walk quickly toward the gymnasium to find James.I check over my shoulder to make sure no one
is following me before turning down the stark white corridor with the metal double doors. It’s
nearly impossible to trust anyone not to report you for suspicious behavior. Not even our parents
—especially not our parents.It was Lacey’s father who called The Program to tell them that she
was unwell. So now James, Miller, and I do everything we can to keep up the front at home.
Smiles and small talk equal well-balanced and healthy. I wouldn’t dare show my parents
anything else. Not now.But once I turn eighteen, The Program loses its hold on me. I won’t be a
minor so they can no longer force me into treatment. Although my risk doesn’t technically lower,
The Program is bound to the laws of the land. I’ll be an adult, and as an adult it’s my God-given
right to off myself if I so please.Unless the epidemic gets worse. Then who knows what they’ll
do.When I get to the gymnasium doors, I push on the cold metal bar and slip inside. It’s been
years since this part of the building was used. The Program cut athletics immediately after taking
over, claiming it added too much competitive stress to our fragile student population. Now this
space is used for storage—unused desks piled in the corner, stacks of unneeded
textbooks.“Anyone see you?”I jump and look at James as he stands in the cramped space
underneath the folded bleachers. Our space. The emotionless armor I’ve been wearing
weakens.“No,” I whisper. James holds out his hand to me and I meet him in the shadows,
pressing myself close to him. “It’s not a good day,” I murmur against his mouth.“It rarely is.”James
and I have been together for over two years—since I was fifteen. But I’ve known him my entire
life. He’d been best friends with my brother, Brady, before he killed himself.I choke on the
memory, like I’m drowning in it. I pull from James and bang the back of my head on the corner of
the wooden bleacher above us. Wincing, I touch my scalp, but don’t cry. I wouldn’t dare cry at
school.“Let me see,” James says, reaching to rub his fingers over the spot. “You were probably
protected by all this hair.” He grins and lets his hand glide into my dark curls, resting it
protectively on the back of my neck. When I don’t return his smile, he pulls me closer. “Come
here,” he whispers, sounding exhausted as he puts his arms around me.I hug him, letting the
images of Brady fade from my head, along with the picture of Lacey being dragged from her
house by handlers. I slide my hand under the sleeve of James’s T-shirt and onto his bicep where
his tattoos are.The Program makes us anonymous, strips us of our right to mourn—because if
we do, we can get flagged for appearing depressed. So James has found another way. On his



right arm he’s keeping a list in permanent ink of those we’ve lost. Starting with Brady.“I’m having
bad thoughts,” I tell him.“Then stop thinking,” he says simply.“They took Kendra last period. It was
horrible. And Lacey—”“Stop thinking,” James says again, a little more forcefully.I look up at him,
the heaviness still in my chest as I meet his eyes. It’s hard to tell in the shadows, but James’s
eyes are light blue, the sort of crystal blue that can make anyone stop with just a glance. He’s
stunning that way.“Kiss me instead,” he murmurs. I lean forward to press my lips to his, letting
him have me in a way that only he can. A moment filled with sadness and hope. A bond of
secrets and promises of forever.It’s been two years since my brother died. Practically overnight,
our lives were changed. We don’t know why Brady killed himself, why he abandoned us. But
then again, no one knows what’s causing the epidemic—not even The Program.Above us the
bell for class rings, but neither James nor I react. Instead James’s tongue touches mine and he
pulls me closer, deepening our kiss. Although dating is allowed, we try to keep our relationship
low-key at school, at least when we can. The Program claims that forming healthy bonds keeps
us emotionally strong, but then again, if it all goes horribly wrong, they can just make us forget.
The Program can erase anything.“I swiped my dad’s car keys,” James whispers between my lips.
“What do you say we go skinny-dipping in the river after school?”“How about you get naked and
I’ll just watch?”“Works for me.”I laugh, and James gives me one more squeeze before taking his
arms from around me. He pretends to fix my hair, really just messing it up more. “Better get to
class,” he says finally. “And tell Miller he’s invited to watch me swim naked too.”I back away, first
kissing my fingers and then holding them up in a wave. James smiles.He always knows what to
say to me. How to make me feel normal. I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t have survived Brady’s death
without him. In fact, I know I wouldn’t have.After all, suicide is contagious.CHAPTER
TWOWHEN I WALK INTO ECONOMICS, I TELL MY TEACHER that therapy ran late, taking out
one of the fake passes that me, James, and Miller made weeks ago. Since The Program started
monitoring our school, I’ve found that my boyfriend is not only a talented liar but also a master of
forgery. A handy skill to have as of late.Mr. Rocco only glances at the pass before motioning me
toward the back. It’s the fifth time I’ve been late this month, but luckily no one ever questions me.
I’ve learned how to appear well. And in their eyes, talking to a professional is a sign that I’m
trying to stay healthy.“Hey, gorgeous,” Miller says when I sit down. “You and James have a good
therapy session?” He’s sitting in the desk next to mine, staring into his lap as the teacher turns to
write on the dry-erase board.Miller and I have been friends since the beginning of last year,
sharing most of our classes together. He’s tall and wide, and I imagine if our high school had a
football team, he’d be their star athlete.“Yep,” I respond. “Think we really had a breakthrough this
time.”“I bet.”He smiles but doesn’t look over. Instead he continues to doodle in a notepad that
he’s got stashed under the desk. My heart thuds in my chest at what I have to say next.“Lacey’s
back,” I say quietly.Miller scratches his pen harder into the paper. “Where’d you hear that?” I try
not to react as the color drains from his face.“Kendra Phillips told me before they came and . . .” I
lower my voice. “Took her.”Miller finally looks sideways at me, obviously hearing about Kendra for
the first time. His brown eyes narrow, maybe deciding if he truly believes that Lacey could be



home. But then he just nods and goes back to his notepad. Never saying a word.His silence
nearly breaks me, and I spread my fingers out on the cool desktop, trying to keep my emotions
in check. I stare down at my fingers, at the plastic heart-shaped ring there. James had given it to
me the first time he kissed me—a few months before my brother died. Lacey and Miller always
joked that this ring was the closest I’d ever come to getting a real diamond from him. Then
James would laugh, saying that he knew what I really wanted and it didn’t sparkle.It was a
different time then—a time when we all thought we’d make it. I close my eyes to keep from
crying.“I think . . .” Miller pauses, like he’s not sure he wants to say it. When I turn to him he bites
on his lip. “I think I’m going to go to Sumpter to see her.”“Miller—” I start, but he waves me away.“I
have to know if she remembers me, Sloane. I won’t be able to think of anything else until I know.”I
watch him for a long moment, see the pain behind his eyes. There’s nothing I can say that will
change his mind. Not when he loves her so much. “Be careful” is all I can utter.“I will.”My fear is
strong enough to choke me. I worry that Miller will get caught at the alternative school and be
flagged in the process. We’re expected to keep our distance from the returners unless the time is
monitored at the Wellness Center, at least for a while. If we’re caught interfering with their
recovery, we can get flagged or even arrested. And none of us wants to be sent away to become
comfortably numb.Miller is quiet through the rest of class, but when the bell rings, he gives me a
nod. It might be dangerous for him to approach Lacey at this point, but if she was herself she’d
want him to try. “See you at lunch,” he says, touching my shoulder before walking toward the
door.“See you then,” I respond, and quickly pull out my phone. I text James. MILLER’S GOT A
STUPID PLAN.I wait, still in my seat as the classroom filters out around me. When a message
pops up on the screen, I feel my chest tighten.SO DO I.PLEASE DON’T, I type. I’m terrified that
my boyfriend and my best friend will get flagged, and I’ll be left all alone in this barren place. This
barren world.But all I get back is: I LOVE YOU, SLOANE.• • •James and I watch as Miller waits
in the lunch line, his movements slow and lethargic. He hasn’t been the same since I told him
about Lacey, and I hate myself for it. I should have let James break the news.At the start of lunch,
James and Miller decide that after classes we’ll go to Sumpter High—the school for returners—
and wait for Lacey to walk out. There’s no way Miller would get more than a few words in at the
Wellness Center, not when handlers will be guarding Lacey for three more weeks. Miller is
hoping that, in the parking lot of Sumpter (with the proper diversion), he can get Lacey alone
long enough to remind her of who he is. He thinks he can get her back.James is next to me with
his head on his folded arms as they rest on the lunch table. He’s trying to look casual, but his
eyes are trained on Miller. “At Sumpter, you and I are going to create a distraction,” James says in
my direction.“And if it doesn’t work?”His mouth turns up, his eyes flicking from the line to mine. “I
can be distracting, don’t you think?”“James, I miss her too. But I don’t want anything to—”He
reaches out his hand to clasp mine. “I know the risk, but what if she’s still in there somehow?
Miller has to try, Sloane. I would do it for you.”“And I would for you,” I answer automatically. But
James’s face clouds over.“Don’t say that,” he snaps. “Don’t even think it.” He lets go of my hand.
“I’ll kill myself before they ever take me into The Program.”Tears burn my eyes because I know



it’s not an idle threat. It’s a real possibility. James doesn’t try to console me this time, there’s no
point. He can’t promise me he won’t kill himself. No one can.Six weeks ago, after they took
Lacey, I had to fight hard to keep from slipping into the depression that seems to be always
waiting. The depression that tells me I’ll never make it. That it’d be easier to just let go. James
convinced me and Miller that Lacey was gone forever, as if she was dead, and told us to mourn
—privately. But now she’s back and I’m not sure how to feel anymore.James doesn’t speak again
until Miller drops down in the seat, the food on his tray jumping as he does. The room around us
buzzes, but it’s quieter than usual. Word of Kendra’s transfer has put everyone on edge.I notice
the dark-haired handler standing by the exit door, not trying to disguise how he’s watching me. I
lower my eyes to my half-eaten hamburger. Kendra called to me as she was being dragged out.
She made him notice me. I can’t tell James.Just then James rests his chin on my shoulder as his
fingers touch mine. “I’m sorry,” he murmurs. “I’m a dick, and I’m sorry.”I look sideways at him, his
blond hair curling at the ends near his neck, his blue eyes wide as he stares at me. “I don’t want
anything to happen to you,” I say quietly, hoping Miller won’t hear me and think of Lacey.James
moves to put his arms around my waist to turn me toward him before pressing his forehead to
mine, ignoring the fact that everyone can see us. His breath is warm across my lips. “I don’t want
anything to happen to me either. But I’ll keep us safe.”I close my eyes, letting the heat of his body
compensate for the cold fear in my chest. “Promise?”It takes him so long to answer that I give up
and let in the dark thoughts once again. The idea that James can be ripped from me at any
moment, or that I can get sent away to be changed forever.But suddenly James buries his face
in my hair as he hugs me to him. I stop worrying about the people around us, or even about
Miller. I need to hear it. James knows I need to hear it. So then to my absolute relief his mouth is
next to my ear and he whispers, “I promise.”• • •Sumpter High looms in front of us, looking more
like a hospital than an educational facility. The stone facade is washed in white and the large
rectangular windows are most certainly sealed. There’s a circular drop-off area near the front,
but Miller and I are sitting in the cab of his truck in the back parking lot, staring ahead in
silence.James plans to meet us here after he puts in an appearance at his last class, but Miller
and I had study hall, so we took off early with one of the fake passes. There are only ten more
minutes until Sumpter lets out, and the anxiety at seeing Lacey again is growing, both in me and
in Miller. I turn to look sideways at him.Miller’s hat is pulled low, shading his eyes. Even though
the ignition is off, his knuckles are white as they wrap around the steering wheel. All at once I’m
scared of what he’ll do and how he’ll keep it under control. We shouldn’t be here.“Is there even a
real plan?” I ask. “James wouldn’t tell me anything.”Miller doesn’t seem to hear me as he gazes
out the windshield. “Did you know that Lacey was a natural blond?” he asks, sounding far away.
“She always had that red dye in her hair and I figured it was brown underneath, but it wasn’t. I
saw it in an old picture of her once. I’m a jerk for not knowing, right? I should have known.”I’ve
been friends with Lacey since elementary school, so I can remember when she had yellow
pigtails. It’s such a small thing for Miller to feel bad about, but I can tell that he does. As if
knowing this detail could have saved her from The Program.“She loved you,” I whisper, even



though it’s almost cruel to say now. “It was all real.”Miller smiles to himself, but it’s pained. “If you
can’t remember, it didn’t happen. And since she won’t . . .” He trails off, staring once again at the
large building.I think about the Lacey we knew before she was taken. Her bright, bloodred hair
and black, tight dresses. She was a force of nature. She was a presence. Leading up to The
Program she’d been acting differently, and yet, none of us said anything about it—maybe hoping
it would go away. We all failed her.The handlers had been waiting at Lacey’s house the night they
came to take her to The Program. We were dropping her off, and I can still remember James
joking about the unfamiliar car in her driveway, saying that it was pretty late for her parents to
have friends over—maybe they were swingers. Lacey smiled but didn’t laugh. I just thought she
was tired. I should have asked if she was okay.But I didn’t. She gave Miller a quick kiss and
climbed out, walking to her house. She’d barely gotten inside when we heard her scream. We all
rushed to get out of the car, when her front door opened.It’s a sight I’ll never get out of my head.
On either side of her were the men in white coats holding her as she thrashed around,
screaming that she’d kill them. She managed to get loose and tried crawling back into the house,
calling for her mother as the handlers dragged her out. Tears streaked mascara down her
cheeks, and she begged for them to let her go.Miller started toward the house, but James
grabbed him, wrapping his arm around his neck to hold him. “It’s too late,” James whispered. I
looked back at him fiercely then, but I saw the devastation on his face. The fear. James met my
eyes only to tell me to get in the car.James pushed Miller and me into the backseat and then got
behind the wheel, pulling away quickly. Miller was clutching my shirt, ripping it at the collar as we
drove past. And the last thing we saw was Lacey getting Tasered by a handler, flopping to the
floor like a dying fish.I reach now for Miller, trying to pry his fingers off the steering wheel. When I
finally do, he turns to me. “Do you think there’s a chance, Sloane?” he asks almost desperately.
“Do you think there’s any chance she remembers me?”The question chokes me, and I press my
lips together to keep myself from crying. There is no chance—The Program is thorough. The
Program works. But I can’t bear to tell him that, so I shrug. “You never know,” I say, fighting the
feeling of loss. “And if not, you can always reintroduce yourself when her aftercare is over. Start
again.”Once she’s healed, Lacey’s allowed to carry on with her life without interference—at least
that’s what The Program brochures have told us. But I’ve never seen a returner go back to their
old life. Or even want to. Whole sections of their lives have been erased; past relationships mean
nothing to them. In fact, I think the past might even scare them.Miller sneers at the thought of this
new Lacey, the hollowed-out one. He wants her to remember him, what they built together. Both
Miller and James think The Program is a fate worse than death.Lacey had thought the same.
The reason her own parents turned her in was that they found a bottle of QuikDeath in her room.
She’d been planning to kill herself and had bought the drug from some burnout after school.
Miller hated himself for not knowing. James and I often wondered if he would have killed himself
with her.When Lacey was sent away, Miller broke into her bedroom because he knew he’d be
erased from her life—that we all would be. But when he got there, her pictures were gone, and
so was her clothing and personal items. The Program had wiped the space clean. All Miller had



was a notepad that Lacey had left behind in his truck. He kept it, hoping it held some small piece
of her.We sat by the river one afternoon and looked through Lacey’s handwriting, laughing where
she drew pictures of our teachers in the margins. But soon, the notepad changed. The math
problems dissolved into black spirals scratched into the paper with pen. Her mind was infected,
and it was apparent through the pages how quickly the depression had taken hold. It’d only been
about two weeks.I hate The Program and what it does to us, but I also know that I don’t want to
die. I don’t want any of us to. Despite everything, our school district has the highest survival rate
in the country. So in some sick and twisted way . . . I guess The Program works. Even if the result
is a life half lived.James pulls up beside my window in his father’s beat-up Honda. He smiles
when he sees me, but it’s too wide, too normal. He nods at Miller.“Your boyfriend looks worried,”
Miller mumbles as we watch James pull ahead to park. “That’s never a good sign. James never
worries about anything.”I don’t answer because I know it’s not true. But I’m the only one who gets
to see that side of James. Otherwise he’s our rock. Our steady.Miller opens the door and climbs
out, leaving me sitting for a moment in the warming sun that’s filtering through the windshield.
Outside, a bell rings, signaling the end of the returners’ day, and I swallow hard.I open the
passenger door and walk toward where James and Miller are talking, and I glance over my
shoulder at the school as a few students and handlers begin making their way to the parking lot.
Sumpter is small, with about two hundred students altogether. But that number grows every
week, with five schools filtering kids through The Program. And since doctors claim a fresh
returner’s brain is like Swiss cheese, with holes where memories used to be, patients need
continued aftercare in a safe environment. Now returners stay here until graduation, which
makes me doubt their “life without interference” claim.Back when the treatments first started,
returners were sent into the general population to start over. But after they started having
meltdowns—like total brain-function-drooling-on-themselves meltdowns from the overstimulation
—they opened Sumpter and assigned them a temporary babysitter with a white coat and a
Taser.Even so, handlers aren’t the only thing to fear. Fresh returners are a threat in themselves.
In their confusion, they might inadvertently turn you in for harassing them, getting you sent away.
So no one goes near them.At least, not until now.The minute I reach the guys, James smiles at
me reassuringly. It’s time. Miller lowers his baseball cap and puts his phone to his ear as he
wanders away, pretending to talk. My heart pounds in my chest as people walk past us. I used to
know some of them.Other than at Sumpter, returners aren’t seen around town much. Our
community opened a Wellness Center a few months ago in order to create a “safe environment”
for returners and normals to interact. It’s The Program’s belief that assimilation is the key to a full
recovery—only it has to be on their terms, like watching us closely at a rec center that’s really
just an extension of treatment. But while all students in the district are forced to complete three
credit hours a semester there, most of the returners want to go. Obviously they don’t know any
better.James forges passes and skips the Wellness Center, calling it all Program propaganda—
a science fair with returners as the main exhibit. Really, I think the Wellness Center was set up to
prove that returners aren’t freaks. That they can blend with society post-treatment. But no



amount of commercials showing kids with smiling faces playing foosball is going to ease our
fears.I haven’t completed any of my Wellness credits for this semester yet, but from what I’ve
heard, returners go to the center with their handlers. That alone highlights how different they are.
They’ve been reset—both emotionally and socially.James must sense my anxiety because his
fingers find mine and intertwine for a second before he lets me go. “Whatever happens,” he says,
“just play along.”“Not reassuring.”“We’re going to pretend to be on a field trip.”I raise my eyes to
his. “Seriously?”“Well, I’d let you slap me in a jealous rage to get attention, but that sort of hostile
behavior is frowned upon.”“James, I still don’t—”“What are you two doing here?” a deep voice
cuts in. I jump, but James is collected as he turns sideways to the handler glaring at us. Several
returners stop, noticing us. Their eyes are wide and curious—innocent expressions that makes
me feel sorry for them. Dana Sanders stands in the background, not remembering that she
dated my brother for over a year.I keep my mouth shut and let James do the talking.“School
project,” he says smoothly, reaching into his pocket. “Dr. Ryerson said that we could monitor the
parking lot to see how well-adjusted the returners are. He’s really proud of the strides The
Program has made in behavior modification.” James takes out a paper, signed by “Dr. Ryerson,”
who I’m sure not only doesn’t exist, but is also untraceable.The handler looks over the note as
my pulse continues to pound in my ears. Behind the guy’s shoulder I finally see her, and every
one of my muscles tenses.Lacey Klamath—my best friend other than James and Miller—is
walking across the parking lot with textbooks pressed to her chest. Her hair is now pale blond
and tied up in a high ponytail. She wears jeans and ballet flats with a short-sleeved cardigan
buttoned at the waist. She looks so completely different that I’m ready to scream. That’s . . . that’s
not my friend.“We only need a few minutes,” James says. “Maybe a few interviews?”I feel a touch
on my arm and swing my gaze to James as he smiles at me, as if I’m part of this conversation.
“So,” he continues to the handler, “do you mind if we hang around for a bit?” James sounds like
the most stable person in the world, but his fingernails are digging into the underside of my arm,
and I know he’s seen Lacey too.“No,” the handler says, shaking his head. “You can speak with
them at the Wellness Center. This is a private school, and any official statements should come
from—”I glance past him again and see Miller. He’s walking directly toward Lacey, and when he
stops in front of her, I hold my breath. Her head snaps up as he says something.“I’m going to
have to ask you to leave,” the handler says to James and me. “Now.” He then takes out his radio,
and calls in a code I don’t understand.“What if we don’t talk to them?” I ask quickly, trying to buy
us another minute. A second handler crosses the lot, and I’m afraid he’s going for Lacey and
Miller, but instead he notices us and changes direction. We’re out of place here, and I think
suddenly that this risk is too big.“No,” the handler says. “And I’m not going to ask you to leave
again.”Fear spikes through me because I don’t know what to do next. Just then Miller pushes
through the crowd, his face downturned. “Let’s go,” he says to me and James as he continues his
path toward his truck.“Who is that?” the handler calls, pointing toward Miller’s back.“He’s our
ride,” James says, and takes my hand. “Well, thanks for your help.” He backs us away, nodding to
the handlers. We turn, our steps fast but not too fast. When we’re almost to the truck, James tilts



his head toward mine. “Don’t look back at them,” he says. “Never look back.”Miller’s waiting at his
truck, his hat pulled low to protect his face. He doesn’t want to be recognized as Lacey’s ex-
boyfriend. We’re not sure if the handlers guarding the returners are privy to that sort of
information, and it’s best not to take the chance. I hope they don’t know who we are.The parking
lot starts to empty, and the handler that was talking to us is gone, but I see the other one with
Lacey. He holds the door as she climbs into the passenger seat of a car, then he slams it shut
and eyes us suspiciously as he walks around.Behind the window, Lacey’s eyes find us, staring
blankly. The handler asks her something when he gets in the car, and she pauses for a minute
before shaking her head.I look away then, feeling broken. Lacey doesn’t know us. Not even
me.None of us speak as her car pulls away, the new Lacey leaving us behind on the asphalt.
When she’s gone, Miller leans against the hood of his truck with an unreadable
expression.“Well?” James asks.Miller lifts his head, his brown eyes glassy. “Nothing,” he
answers. “She remembers absolutely nothing.”James swallows hard. “I’m sorry,” he says. “I
thought that maybe—”Miller exhales. “You know what, man, I really don’t want to talk about it
right now.”James nods as they stand there impassively, but I can’t take the quiet and step
between them. I don’t want to give up on Lacey, but I feel lost. Lost and helpless. “And now?” I
ask Miller.“Now,” he says, leveling his stare on me. “Now we go swimming and pretend that today
never happened.”“I don’t think—”“I’m going to run home and get my trunks,” Miller interrupts,
turning away. “I’ll see you guys at the river.”James darts a panicked look in my direction as if
telling me not to leave Miller alone. I’m not sure I can handle anymore today, but as Miller rounds
the truck, I call to him. “Wait,” I say. “I’ll keep you company, and James can meet us there.”“More
time for me to undress,” James says, taunting us. “Maybe I’ll even find someone else to rub lotion
on my back.”“Good luck with that.” Miller laughs and climbs into the driver’s seat. I look back at
James one last time, and he gives me his signature smile, wide and cocky. But it’s not real.
Sometimes I think it’s never real.James is the best at hiding the pain, disguising the feelings. He
knows what it takes to stay out of The Program. He’ll keep us safe.He promised.CHAPTER
THREE“YOU’RE WEARING FAR TOO MANY CLOTHES,” JAMES calls from the river as he
swims toward me. I’m sitting in the grass, the glittering sun making James’s eyes that clear blue.
They stop me from saying something smartass back. They’re gorgeous and arresting, and I love
the way he looks at me.As if reading my thoughts he stands up in the water, shaking out his hair.
“You should come in,” he tells me. He’s not naked. Completely. He’s wearing black boxer briefs
that hang low. I grin, watching the water drip down his skin as he walks my way.“Dude, put on
some clothes,” Miller says as he appears over the hill. He’s wearing his swimsuit, two towels over
his shoulder. He throws one at James.James shoots me another glance and winks, as if telling
me I missed out on a great opportunity. He’s probably right. Not that I would have gone
swimming. I don’t even know how.James wipes his hair with the blue-striped towel. “Sorry if my
physique is intimidating you,” he says to Miller. “I didn’t have time to go to my house.”“Or you’re
avoiding it because you stole your dad’s car,” Miller adds.James smiles. “Something like
that.”“Does anybody have food?” I ask, leaning back on my elbows. I squint my eyes against the



sun as I look over my shoulder at Miller. His face is still pale, and I know he must be thinking of
Lacey. She used to come swimming with us too. She used to be one of us.“Energy bar?” He
fishes in his pocket and then tosses one to me. I look down at it and groan.“I hate peanut
butter.”Miller shakes his head. “Sorry I didn’t have time to bake you a lasagna, princess. Next
time I’ll be more considerate.”“Good to hear.”James lays his towel on the grass next to me and
then stretches out on his stomach, watching me open the wrapper. “I like peanut butter,” he says
nonchalantly. I laugh and hand the PowerBar over to him. Before he bites into it, he narrows his
eyes and nods his chin to me.“What?” I ask.“Give me a kiss,” he whispers.“No.” Just a few feet
away Miller is stretching and putting down his own towel, getting ready for a swim.Yes, James
mouths.I shake my head, not wanting to make Miller uncomfortable. Before it wouldn’t have
mattered. He and Lacey sometimes spent the first half of our swim dates back at the car. But
now it seems wrong to kiss in front of him. Salt in an open wound.James’s eyebrows knit
together as he seems to realize it too. He lays his cheek on his folded arms and watches me
solemnly. I reach to stroke my fingers down his shoulder, over the names on his arm: Brady.
Hannah. Andrew. Bethany. Trish.And they’re just the ones who died. The list doesn’t include the
ones who were taken away by The Program. It doesn’t even include Lacey.“Is the water cold?”
Miller asks, staring at the river.“Hell yeah,” James responds, not looking away from my eyes.
“Feels good though.”Miller nods, then walks to the water. Once he’s wading out, I lower myself
down to rest my cheek on James’s arm, my face close to his. My heart is aching. My confidence
is worn thin.“Tell me it will be okay,” I say seriously.He doesn’t hesitate. “Everything will be okay,
Sloane. Everything will be fine.” He puts no emotion behind his words, but I can believe him. He’s
never given up on me.So I lean in and kiss him.There is a splash behind us, and we both look at
the water. I hold my breath as the river seems to swallow the ripple, smoothing it down with the
slow current. James sits up next to me, staring at the water. And it isn’t until Miller breaks the
surface again, yelling about how cold it is, that we ease back down. Grateful that he came up for
air at all.• • •When we leave, I drive home with James, my head resting against the window as I
watch the road. He’s taking the long way, the route that winds through the farms and hills. It’s
beautiful and peaceful, and for a minute you can almost believe we live in a beautiful and
peaceful world.“Do you think Lacey will come back to us eventually?” I ask.“Yes.” James reaches
to turn on the radio, flipping through the stations until he finds some horrible pop song with a
catchy hook. “Want to go somewhere this weekend?” he asks, pretending that I never mentioned
our friend. “I’m thinking of camping on the coast.”I look sideways at him. “Don’t do that,” I say.
“Don’t change the subject.”James doesn’t turn to me, but his jaw tightens. “You know I have to,”
he murmurs.“I want to talk about it.”He pauses, and then begins again quietly. “I’m going to
borrow Miller’s tent because it’s nicer, but he said he doesn’t want to come. I don’t know, maybe
that’s a good thing. We can be all romantic.” He tries to smile but won’t meet my glare.“I miss
her,” I say, my face stinging with the start of a cry.James blinks quickly, as if holding back tears.
“I’ll even buy that disgusting sausage stuff you like. What’s it called?”“Kielbasa.”“Nasty. I’ll grill
kielbasa and we’ll roast marshmallows. If you’re good I’ll even bring chocolate and graham



crackers.”“I can’t do this,” I whisper, feeling like I might shatter into a million sharp and jagged
pieces. “It hurts too much. I can’t hold it in, James.”He winces at my words, and then presses on
the brake, guiding the car to the side of a deserted stretch of road. I’m already falling apart as he
stops and unbuckles his seat belt. He grabs me roughly and pulls me into him, pressing me
against his chest as his hand knots in my hair.“Do it,” he says, his voice cracking.And so I cry. I
sob into his T-shirt, cursing The Program. The world. I yell for Brady and my friends, calling them
cowards for leaving us. I don’t understand why they’d do this to us, ruining our lives by taking
their own. I scream until the words are no longer recognizable, only sounds choked with emotion.
Indescribable loss.And after twenty minutes of this, I’m so exhausted that I just whimper, still
clinging to James’s wet shirt. His arms never falter around me. He never interrupts. When I’m
finally quiet, he leans down to kiss the top of my head.“Better?” he asks softly.I nod and start to
straighten, my face feeling swollen. When I’m sitting up, he pulls his T-shirt over his head, then
clenches it in his hand to wipe my tears and runny nose. His blue eyes look me over as he fixes
my hair and makes sure there’s no smeared mascara. He puts me back together just like he
always has.When he’s done, he tosses his T-shirt into the backseat. He glances down at the
steering wheel and takes a deep breath. I take one too.“It’s going to be okay, Sloane.”I nod.“Say
it.”“It’s going to be okay,” I repeat, staring back at him. He smiles, reaching out to take my hand
before kissing it.“We will get through this,” he adds, but he’s turned back to the road, and it
sounds more like he’s trying to convince himself than me.When we’re driving again, I check my
reflection to see how bad the damage is. My eyes are red-rimmed, but not terrible. We’ll need to
drive around for a little longer, at least until the blotchiness fades. I can’t let my parents see me
cry.“James Murphy,” I say, watching the sun fade below the horizon. “I love you madly.”“I know you
do,” he answers seriously. “And that’s why I won’t let anything happen to you. It’s me and you,
Sloane. Just us. Forever just us.”• • •My mother is waiting on the front porch when James pulls
his father’s car to the curb. She exhales, her hand on her chest as if she thought I was dead
because I’m over two hours late and I didn’t call. I don’t want to get out and face her.“You’ve got
this,” James says, sounding light. “Tell her that I tried to teach you to swim at the river today.
She’ll appreciate that.”“Yeah? Can I tell her how you tried to get me naked in the backseat of this
car before leaving, too?”He shrugs. “If she’s that curious.”I laugh and then lean over to kiss him
quickly on the lips. I’ve never learned how to swim. It’s not because of my crushing fear—which I
have now—but because when we were younger my brother took lessons while I studied ballet.
And the more time passed, the more afraid I became of ever getting in the water. Now I wish I’d
learned with Brady. I might have saved him.I pull back from James, sadness settling on my skin
as he looks me over. “Good night, Sloane,” he whispers.I nod, missing him already, and then
climb out of the car.“Why doesn’t James have a shirt on?” is the first thing out of my mother’s
mouth. I hold back my smile.“He was teaching me how to swim,” I say as I step up onto the
porch, keeping my face down.“Oh, that’s good, I guess,” she says, as if conceding. “But I was
worried, honey. The school called and said you left early for therapy, but then when you didn’t get
home on time . . .”I want to tell her to stop worrying about me because The Program already



watches us closely enough. I want to tell her that this pressure is going to kill me. But lashing out
will only make things worse, so instead I smile brightly.“Sorry I didn’t call,” I say. “When James
picked me up from therapy we decided to go to the river. It’s such a beautiful day.”My mother
glances up at the sky as if confirming this, and then she touches protectively at my arm. “You’re
right,” she says. “And I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself, Sloane. It’s nice to be happy.” Her
expression darkens. “It’s just that after your brother . . . What if you—” She pauses, choking on
her own words.“Everything will be okay, Mom,” I answer, the words robotic in my mouth from the
number of times I’ve said them to her. The number of times James has told them to me.
“Everything will be just fine.” And then I open the door and go inside.CHAPTER FOUR“SO HOW
WAS SCHOOL?” MY FATHER ASKS AS I STAB my pork chop while we sit at the dinner table. I
look up, used to this conversation. My parents’ expressions are so worn, and yet they stare at
me like I’m their last hope for survival.“Good.”My mother smiles, giving my father a reassured
side-glance. Normally, from here our topic would switch to the latest news: how the Northwest
has the highest suicide rate in the nation. Could it be because of the rain? That the incidence of
suicide is spreading to other developed countries and they’re paying close attention to The
Program, hoping to adopt one of their own. And my favorite, how a scientist or doctor has
claimed to have found a cure—propaganda by the drug companies who have lost revenue from
the banning of antidepressants.But tonight I’m too lonely to hold up my part of the conversation.
The way Lacey returned, washed out like that—it makes me hate life. And it makes me miss her
even more.Before she was dating Miller, Lacey used to go out with jerkoffs. She said bad boy
was her favorite flavor. They were always older, too old to go to The Program. I can remember a
guy in particular, Drake. He was twenty and drove a Camaro. We were sixteen. Lacey showed up
at my house one night wearing sunglasses, and I knew something was wrong. We went quickly
to my room before my mom could see her. When she took off the glasses, I saw she had a black
eye, cuts up and down her arm. She said Drake had pushed her out of the passenger door—
while the car was still moving.Looking back now, seeing how she cried because she didn’t want
her parents to find out, I wonder what else Lacey hid from people. How much I really knew her.
We decided that she couldn’t cover the marks so we staged her falling off my front porch, calling
my parents out to see her injured, setting up the alibi. She never told anyone else about Drake—
although I told James and he beat the hell out of him.I lied for Lacey then, just as I lied to myself
as she got infected. Maybe if I were a better friend I could have kept her out of The Program.
Maybe we’re all sick.“You’re not eating,” my mother says, interrupting my thoughts. “Everything all
right?”I look up, startled. “Lacey came back today,” I say, my voice wavering. My father’s eyes
flash with worry, and for a second I think that they understand. That I can tell them the truth about
The Program—how it brings us back empty.“Really?” My mother sounds nothing short of gleeful.
“Well now, see. That wasn’t very long.”I have a gut check and look back down at my plate, the
pork chop slaughtered around the bone, the applesauce bleeding into everything. “It was six
weeks,” I murmur.“Exactly,” my mother answers. “Went by faster than you thought.”I remind
myself of the parental outreach The Program uses—weekly support groups for parents of dead



teens, access to the latest advances in their methods. It’s like The Program learned to get to us
through our home lives. I think they can get to us anywhere.“And how did she look?” my mother
asks. “Did you see her at the Wellness Center?”My fingernails are digging into my jeans, into the
skin underneath. “Yes,” I lie. “And she’s blond again. She’s . . . completely different.”“I bet she
looks beautiful,” my mother says. “The returners always look so healthy, don’t they, Don?”My
father doesn’t respond, but I feel him watching me. I wonder if he’s gauging my reaction,
mentally going through the “Is your child depressed?” checklist The Program provided them. I’m
not sure I have the strength to put on the mask, but I look up anyway. And smile.“She does look
great,” I reply. “Hopefully she’ll be able to hang out again soon.”“Just give her time to heal,” my
mother says, grinning at me like she’s proud. “Thank God for The Program. It’s saving so many
lives.”My stomach lurches and I stand up quickly, not wanting to cry when I’ve made it this far
into the conversation. “I’ll do the dishes tonight,” I say, grabbing my plate. “After that I’ve got a ton
of homework.”I rush from the room, getting into the kitchen just as the tears start to sting my
eyes. I need to do something before I break into sobs in front of them. There is a pamphlet for
The Program sitting next to our phone in the living room—something every parent received
when our high school became part of the experiment. But to me that paper is like a threat,
always reminding me of the next step if I slip up. So I don’t slip up. Ever.I look around the kitchen
and my gaze rests on the gas stove. Walking over, I turn it on—the flames catching life in shades
of blue and orange. I’m going to die if I don’t cry right now. The sorrow is going to rip through my
chest and kill me.But instead, I turn over my arm, the tender part exposed, and stick it into the
fire. The burn is immediate and I scream out in pain, backing away as I cover the area
automatically with my hand. My entire body reacts, as if all of me is on fire.I decide that I like it. I
like the pain and distraction.Tears stream down my face even though the emotional release feels
good, and I drop onto the tile floor. My parents rush in, and the minute they do I hold up my arm,
the blistered area bright red against my skin. “I got burned,” I sob. “I leaned against the stove to
grab the pan and the burner must have turned on.”My mother gasps and runs to turn off the
burner. “Donald,” she says. “I told you to put the pots in the sink.”He apologizes and kneels down
next to me. “Let me see, sweetheart.” And they fuss, letting me cry as long as I want because
they think I was accidentally injured. They have no idea that I’m really crying for Lacey. For Brady.
And most of all, for myself.• • •James sighs. “You shouldn’t have started in the car.” His voice is
concerned on the other end of the phone as I hold it to my ear. I’m curled up in bed, my arm
bandaged and Tylenol PM making me sleepy. “That’s the problem, Sloane. Once you start, you
might not be able to stop.” He pauses. “I shouldn’t have let you cry.”“I just had to mourn a little,” I
say. “Not all of us can get tattoos.”“This isn’t about me. Now how bad is the burn?” he
asks.“Blistered.”“Goddamn it.” There’s a rustling, and I imagine him roughly rubbing his face. “I’m
coming over.”“No,” I say. “It’s late. I’m going to fall asleep soon anyway. You can be sweet to me
tomorrow.”“I’m going to kick your ass tomorrow.”I smile. “Really? You really think so?”“Go to bed,
Sloane.” He doesn’t sound nearly as amused as he normally would. “I’ll be there early to pick you
up. And please,” James says, “don’t do anything else stupid tonight.”I swallow hard, too



exhausted to cry anymore, and agree. After I hang up, I pull the comforter over my head. I think
about my brother in my last moments of consciousness—guilt heavy in my chest. Sometimes it
hurts so much that I pretend he never existed at all, as if that can make me okay. But then I
remember his smile, his jokes, his . . . life. And I understand what my parents have lost and why
they’re so concerned about me. I ask myself if I’d be different if I were them, but I don’t know the
answer.
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The Blonde Likes Books, “A unique take on depression that hit close to home. The Program was
one of my Beat the Backlist challenge books, since it’s been on my TBR list since 2014, and it
really hit home for me, so it actually took me a while to finish the book even though I loved it.The
Program is set in the not-so-distant future in a world where suicide has become an epidemic.
Those under the age of 18 are closely monitored for signs of “infection” (aka: depression) and if
they are displaying the signs, they are taken to The Program, where their memories are erased
and they are “cured”.Seventeen year old Sloan lost her older brother to suicide, which makes
her high risk herself. All Sloan wants is to make it to 18 so she doesn’t have to worry about The
Program anymore – to her, losing her memories of her brother, friends, and boyfriend is a fate
worse than death.When Sloan ends up being sent in for treatment, she vows to fight every step
of the way.I really loved The Program, and the concept when you think about it is incredibly sad
for so many reasons. The thought that anyone under the age of 18 basically has no control or
say over their own minds, memories, and thoughts is horrifying. They are expected not to grieve
for losses because otherwise they might get flagged for being sick. They have to live their lives
walking on eggshells and hiding their emotions. In addition, the thought that anyone could
intentionally change/remove someone’s memories against their will is terrible. That seems like
such a violation, I can’t imagine living in that constant fear that something like that would happen
to me!Now, I’m about to get a little personal. The topic of suicide hits really close to home for me,
and in the beginning of the book, one suicide is retold through memories and another happens
in real time. I cried through both. I was diagnosed with depression in 2003 and started
medication for it, and in 2007 when I was 17, I attempted suicide. I can relate to the feeling of
complete and utter hopelessness that makes you feel like ending your life is the best option. In
addition to my own suicide attempt, I’ve lost two friends to suicide – one in 2006 and one in
2015, so I can also understand how helpless and guilty you feel when you learn that a friend
took their own life, so through the first part of the book I really related to the characters in every
sense of the word, and I kept getting super emotional about it and taking breaks from reading. I
still struggle with depression and anxiety, but overall am doing well and am in a good place, so
no worries there.Okay, so enough about me and back to the book. Aside from the book being
written really well and triggering a lot of emotions in me, I loved the characters. I adore Sloan and
her boyfriend James. They had such a cute relationship and I loved how it felt like they were only
completely comfortable and open around each other, and no one else. My heart broke with they
both went thorough The Program and had their memories altered. The book leaves off on a little
bit of a cliffhanger, so I’m dying to read book two so I can see what happens with them! I have a
lot of unanswered questions, and I’m hoping everything gets wrapped up in the next
book.Overall, I adored the book and recommend it to anyone who is a fan of the YA genre.
There’s some action, lots of emotion, great friendships, a strong heroine, and great romance! It
was a 5 star book for me!”



Brian Lafond, “Fascinating Read. This book was recommended to me by a friend, so I thought I'd
check it out. I ended up reading the entire thing in one afternoon (about 5 hours). Overall it is
very energetic and gripping. The story progresses at a decent pace, and is filled with love,
drama and suspense. The way it builds out the characters, their stories, then washes it all away,
leaving us, the readers as the only ones who really know the full history is really unique and
interesting. Reading as the characters then struggle to understand and adapt to their new
realities.The open discussion of suicide, depression, mental health and medications were
particularly interesting, and I feel like it would resonate particularly well with teens. The Program
is a dystopian idea but the way it is implemented in this story makes it very believable, as if it
could become an actual future.I took off a single star only because the romance is a little cliche
and because the book doesn't really stand up on it's own. The ending leaves you hungry for the
sequel and the epilogue really throws everything you thought you understood out of wack. I think
a lot of the questions and uncertainty will be answered or at least addressed by the second
book, which I've been told is the best of the series. I start on that one today :)”

Monique Watson, “A must read!. I can honestly say I finished the whole series. It was a different
approach on mental health and seen in an adventure as well as worldwide crisis. I struggle with
depression so in the beginning I thought I thought this would be one of those books where
depression is looked at as a bad thing, but I continued to read on it was made to be a fight
remaining true to yourself while healing your mental health. So many people want to throw pills,
varies amounts of therapy, and other things at you to overcome depression, but that's not how it
works. The main character reminded me of myself when I was younger and thinking that I had to
hide my depression in order to seem "normal", but what is normal? I think this is a great read for
pre-teens and teenagers facing mental health issues.”

Anonymous, “Dystopian Fiction that’s hard to put down!. No spoilers!I’m a sucker for all things
dystopian. I think it goes back to 7th grade and reading The Giver for the first time and having my
little mind blown. This book has been on my TBR shelf for a long time because I was too busy
reading my NA fantasy and romance. However I decided to finally pick up the sample from
Amazon for a taste. I will say that the sample definitely sent me searching through my boxed
books from my move to find my copy, and I finished it in two days. I didn’t want to put it down!I
really liked Suzanne Young’s writing. The main character was relatable and definitely drew the
reader in. I could feel the “sickness” that was driving characters to The Program. I could also feel
some of that seventeen-year-old angst. It definitely had some me tears and I needed to know
what happened next!Looking very forward to picking up book 2!”

Miss Victoria Ramage, “Compulsive Reading. I originally pre-ordered The Program in early 2013
and I'm ashamed to say that it took me this long to read it. After The Hunger Games effect (or
perhaps before), dystopian novels seemed to be thrown at us from every publisher and at every



angle and even though I have an immense love of Dystopia and always have, even I started to
get a bit sick of it. I could go on about all the Dystopias that have disappointed me (*cough*
Reached) but instead I'll tell you that The Program is a breath of fresh air.There's almost a
checklist when it comes to Dystopia and The Program does check more than one of the boxes.
Oppressive government literally knocking on your door? Check. Smouldering man candy?
Check. Some weird shady stuff the government is up to to control the population? Check. A love
triangle? Ergh, check. Somehow though, The Program felt different and new, like nothing I'd read
before and I think that was mostly down to the characters an the situations they find themselves
in.Sloane is older than the usual age for Dystopia, being 17. She's a complex character, she's
still grieving for her brother who committed suicide not long ago. It was either months or a year or
two, the exact amount of time escapes me. Which is kind of ironic when you think about it.
Sloane is completely loyal to her friends and boyfriend James, and I really felt for her when
everything started collapsing around her. She's tough too though and will do whatever it takes to
get back at the government that has ruined her life.Another element that I really liked is the lack
of insta-love. She's already with James when we meet her and we learn how they got together
through the course of the story, using flashbacks. I found them a copletely believeable couple
and really rooted for them all the way though. I think that's what kept me reading and in fact, I
finished the story within the course of an evening. I was pretty surprised when I found I'd read it
all! I'm really looking forward to it's sequel, The Treatment and I know that this time, I will read the
whole book as soon as I buy it.”

mummy spoon, “Addictive original read !. I know this review is up before the books release date
but I received it early and as I always do when I get a new book, I read the first couple of pages
to get a feel for it and decide how soon I am going to read it.(I have a huge TBR pile :-/)I got in to
the story straight away, in the first couple of lines in fact and this almost never happens, it can
take a good 50 pages for me to properly get in to the story and get a feel for what the characters
are like, this happened really quickly with this book though, I couldn't put it down and I didn't until
I had finished.Basically the story is told through Sloane, she lives in a world where suicide and
depression are considered a virus and everyone is closely monitored for any signs of it. If
caught, people are taken away and put in 'The program', a process which takes away a person's
memories, a process which Sloane will do anything to avoid. Sloane is helped by her boyfriend
James who promises he will protect her but questions are raised as to whether love grows from
our memories and if they are gone, can the love survive or grow again.The book is very well
written and although it is around 400 pages, it was really quick to read. I know the dystopian
genre is so full right now but I have read some great ones and some terrible ones and this really
is one of the best I have read since The hunger games. The characters are instantly relatable
and Sloane is a likeable protagonist,the relationship between her and James kept me engaged
and the flow of the story made it impossible to put down. I would really like to see a sequel
written and the ending leaves it open to that but is not a cliffhanger that makes it necessary. I



haven't read any other books by Suzanne Young and to be honest, her other titles don't look like
my type of thing but this is great and I will definitely be recommending it to all my reader friends.”

Laura L, “The Program is a MUST READ novel full of drama, tension and intrigue. Not one to be
missed.. The Program is a stunning book. After hearing about it through BookTube and reading
the blurb, I knew I just HAD to read this book.The Program tells the story of Sloane and her
boyfriend James. In a dystopian society, suicide has become a pandemic for under-eighteens
and if any teenager is ‘flagged’ as being depressed then they are taken into The Program. The
aim of The Program is to ‘fix’ the teenagers and remove the depression but by doing so, they
also remove the teenagers memories. Sloane and James are madly in love but with people
committing suicide all around them and Sloane finding it hard to cope after her brother’s death,
they have to pretend to be ok – plastering smiles on their faces and acting as normal as possible.
But, behind closed doors they are both falling apart. Depression is taking hold. No one wants to
be put into The Program but especially not these two for when they are ‘fixed’ neither of them will
remember each other. Their relationship will be over. With James’ promises to protect Sloane
and Sloane’s insistence that she’s ok, what will happen to the two teenagers?Young is a genius
for a myriad of reasons. The first is the plot. The Program is such an original and unique idea that
you cannot even begin to predict what will happen, the kind of characters you’ll meet and the
way the story will turn which leads onto the second point which is the pace. This book is paced
perfectly, every chapter ending makes you want to read the next one, and then the next one. It’s
addictive! Next, Young’s characters are just phenomenal – Sloane was the most incredible,
relatable and competent protagonist and the other characters she interacts with were so well
written. There were characters we were supposed to dislike and the anger and frustration I felt
towards those characters was palpable.Character development in this book is fantastic. Sloane,
James and a handful of other characters we meet on their journey develop well over the course
of the novel but Sloane perhaps develops the most and I was amazed by her journey. She was
such a strong, feisty character and I admired her strength and courage but also felt anger and
injustice on her behalf. I got so sucked into this book and so immersed in the pages that I had
some serious emotional reactions to what was going on!The book is divided into three sections
(I can’t tell you what they are as they might be spoilers!) but I found the division of the book into
three separate parts to be really effective and helped to focus on the stage of life Sloane was at.
The twists and turns this plot takes were really well written and there were multiple times that I
had to stop reading and just digest what was happening, sitting there open mouthed! The
ending to this book was such a shock and a huge cliff-hanger that I am desperately waiting for
the second book to be published. The Treatment will the sequel and, sadly, the final book. I could
happily read about Sloane forever!From the blurb of The Treatment it sounds like we are in for an
adrenalin fueled ride with Sloane as she navigates the next part of her hellish adventure and I
cannot wait to re-join her very, very soon.The Program is a MUST READ novel full of drama,
tension and intrigue. Not one to be missed.”
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