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PART ONE: B.D.
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BE CAREFUL WHAT YOU WISH FOR

On January 1, I made two wishes. I know it’s supposed to be resolutions, but the two things I really wanted you can’t ex-actly make happen, like you can with resolutions.

I wished to kiss Dan McAndrew. And I wished to have breasts, instead of two flat pancakes on my chest. God, how I hated it when girls would come by and flick their fingers on my back between my shoulder blades and laugh mockingly because there wasn’t a bra fastening there, because I didn’t need to wear one.

(Actually, that’s three wishes, isn’t it? One kiss plus two breasts equals three, the magic number.)

Cut to June, nearly six months later, when I’d pretty much given up hope that I would get either of those things, ever. I had resigned myself to being flat-chested and un-kissed for the rest of my life.

And then everything happened at once, and my life was changed. Though not, I might add, for the better.

Be careful what you wish for.
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“Scarlett! Round-off, two back handsprings, back tuck! And keep it tight this time!”

I stand at the edge of the floor, bracing myself. I can do this. Ricky’s halfway down, at just the right place to give me a spot on the second back handspring if I need it. But if I need it, he’ll shout at me afterward.

Long and strong, Scarlett, I say to myself. Long and strong.

I’m running. Three steps to the round-off. Land and flip, jump up, jump back … my hands push the spring-loaded floor and bounce me up, feet land and I’m already jumping off my toes to the second back handspring, reaching away, reaching long … yes! No touch in the small of my back, which would be Ricky thinking I needed that tiny bit of help to arch on the sec-ond one … land on my feet again and use the momentum to rebound up, high in the air. Spot the high bar across the room, which gives me that fixed point I need to focus on for the split second before I tuck and flip myself backward like a ball through the air, thrown by an invisible hand. Land straight, knees not too bent, slightly dizzy, but knowing I made it.

“Yeah!”

Across the room, Alison and Luce, my two best friends, are clapping and whooping. I beam with happiness and look at Ricky for approval.

“Better. But go a lot longer on the second back handspring” is all he says.

That is approval, believe it or not. You don’t expect bou-quets of flowers from Ricky, no matter how good you are.

And then he looks at my chest.

“Strap those things down, Scarlett, can’t you?” he adds. “They’re bouncing everywhere—they’re getting in your way when you tuck up! Jesus, where did they even come from?”

This is embarrassing. It’s embarrassing to have Ricky talking about my boobs in front of everyone.

“Get a sports bra, for God’s sake!” Ricky says, waving me away.

Like every single other girl here, I used to have a massive crush on Ricky, who’s built like a rugby player—wide shoulders, muscles bulging through his tracksuit—with thick blond hair, bright blue eyes, and a really nice smile, which you get to see, on average, once a year. Ricky’s incredible grumpiness is the reason my crush faded. And the insults he throws at you. And the fact that he’s gay. (No reason you can’t have a crush on a gay guy, of course—it just feels in-creasingly pointless as time goes on.)

I move to the side, giving Alison a clear run across the floor. As she starts, I walk around the edge of the gymna-sium, back to where Luce is standing.

“I’m wearing a sports bra already,” I say. “I don’t know what to do.”

“Get one of those tops with a built-in thingy,” Luce suggests. “You know, the shelf support.”

I pull my top a little away from my body so she can see.

“I am,” I say hopelessly.

“Oh.”

Luce has the ideal build for gymnastics—like a wire. She’s small (you shouldn’t be over five feet, five inches, that would be too much of you to send spinning through the air) and has no excess fat on her entire frame. Her breasts are pretty little points under her pale blue leotard: Luce can still wear a leotard over footless tights because she’s so lean. Most of us gave that up years ago for something a bit less cruel to our curves. She wears her hair in two twisted bunches on either side of her head—a style that’s easier for gymnastics, because it keeps her hair out of her way, but it makes her look even more like a little girl. Creepy old men are always giving her weird stares. But Luce is the most stubborn person I’ve ever met; if I suggested she change her hair-style, she’d put plastic bobbles on her bunches and walk down the street sucking on a lollipop, just to show me.

“Maybe you should go to a sports shop and ask,” she suggests.

I grimace. “They weren’t much help when I went to buy the bra,” I say.

Luce looks helpless. “I’d love to have ones like you,” she says. “But I know I never will. My mum’s flat as a board. The only time she had any was when she was pregnant with me, and she said she cried for weeks when they went down again.”

“Better for gymnastics,” I say.

“I s’pose.”

“Lucy! Scarlett! Stop gossiping! Lucy, you’re up!” Ricky yells.

I watch Luce precipitate herself into a blur of motion. She flies through the air, her twisted bunches spinning as she goes; in her front handsprings, she’s almost perpendicu-lar to the floor for a brief, breathtaking moment. Arms by her ears, legs almost straight out behind her. That’s why we call that moment “Supergirl.”

I think about what Luce said about her mum. If I had a mum, I could ask her about the sports bra thing. Maybe she would take me to the shop and talk to the snotty assistants.

In photos of my mum, she has breasts. That’s what gave me hope that I would eventually get mine, too. They ap-peared practically overnight. I pretty much woke up and there they were. It feels weird sleeping on my tummy now. I can feel them underneath me, like two airbags. And when I walk around, everyone stares at them. Plum pointed them out the first day I was brave enough to walk into school in a T-shirt that wasn’t huge and baggy.

“Oh my God, look at Scarlett’s boobs! She looks like a porn star! Scarlett sweetie, you might want to take that Wonderbra off, it’s just a little desperate looking, don’t you think?”

That garnered a chorus of laughter from her entourage, of course. It’s more than their life’s worth not to laugh when Plum makes a snarky comment.

“Scarlett, stop daydreaming! Same again but better! I want really clean landings from you!” Ricky shouts.

One great thing about gymnastics: it is what it is. You land your back tuck somersault or you feel Ricky grabbing the back of your T-shirt, helping you rotate, bringing you safely to ground again. You work on things and you improve. Nothing changes in gymnastics: the rules are always the same. Stay tight, keep your hollow shape, go long, don’t lose your nerve.

Sometimes I wish the rest of my life was like that, with a set of clear rules that, if I follow them, will keep me safe: sometimes I’m scared of things changing. Right now, it feels as if things are happening much too fast for me. I was so des-perate to get my period. I was really late getting it—sixteen! That’s so late!—and now that I have it, I really don’t like it that much. I get the munchies the week before, and that makes me put on weight, which Ricky always notices. And when he comments on it, I get much more emotional than I used to. My hips are getting wider, which isn’t good for gym-nastics either.

And then there’s boys. A year ago I didn’t think about boys at all. St. Tabby’s is an all-girls school: we don’t meet any boys here. And I don’t seem to meet any of them the rest of the time. Of course, there are millions of boys in London. But I hang out with Luce and Alison. Neither of them have older brothers who might bring friends round, and we don’t do stuff like go clubbing or to parties.

We meet up at Luce’s or Alison’s and watch videos, or listen to music. Mostly Alison’s, because her parents did up the basement for her, with comfy old sofas, a TV and a DVD player, and even a fridge so we can keep our drinks cold. It’s like my home away from home, Alison’s basement. (Hah. That’s assuming I have a home to begin with, which I hon-estly don’t.)

Or we go to the cinema, or to cafes, places sixteen-year-olds can hang out without spending tons of money. But we have gymnastics practice three times during the week plus Saturday afternoons, and you get quite knackered after that. In the summer we like to go swimming in the Serpentine, a sort of lake in Hyde Park. They have a sunbathing area. And we get ice cream.

God, we are the most boring girls in the history of the world.

Alison’s mum, who’s lovely, says we’ll have all the time in the world for parties when we’re older and at uni. She makes us popcorn (no butter, we’re all careful because of Ricky) and buys lots of low-fat frozen yogurt for us (ditto). But for the last few months, I’ve been getting restless. I feel as if there’s more out there. A whole world to explore. And here I am, sitting on the sidelines with my two best friends, eating low-fat frozen yogurt and watching Bring It On or Stick It for the umpteenth time. I know there’s more to life than doing gymnastics … or sitting around watching girls in Hollywood movies doing gymnastics.

Which brings me back to boys, doesn’t it?

I think about them a lot. More than Alison and Luce do, I know. It used to be just giggling about the latest boy-band singer, who we fell in love with on sight and had forgotten all about six months later, by which time we’d been madly in love with three or four other pretty-faced, snarling, skinny lead singers with messy haircuts. But now I think about real boys, not ones who are safely behind glass on the TV screen.

I say “boys,” but what I really mean is Dan McAndrew.

And when I think about him, I feel like I’m blushing inside.
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We have gymnastics practice after school, so it’s six-thirty by the time we spill out from the school gates, a happy, giggling threesome. Jumping, bouncing on trampo-lines, throwing yourself through the air—it gives you a lot of energy. Alison, Luce, and I have been training together for five years now, and that bonds you really tightly. We’ve seen each other through a ton of ups and downs. Floods of tears. Frustration when you keep falling on your bum. Losing at competitions. Ricky’s criticisms. Feeling fat—that’s me and Alison, as obviously Luce doesn’t exactly have a problem in that area. (Being fat is a really, really big deal in gymnastics. If a girl puts on a few pounds, she has a weight problem. Seriously.)

Alison is bitching about her mum and dad, who’ve booked a family holiday for them this August that she doesn’t want to go on. I’m only listening with half an ear, because it feels as though Alison hasn’t talked about anything but being-trapped-in-a-villa-in-Greece-with-her-boring-cousins for the last few months. I could recite from memory every word of her complaint.

Luce must feel the same way, because she breaks into Alison’s rant, saying, “Oh look, Princess Plum’s holding court again.”

We look across the road to the park opposite our school. There, sitting on the stone steps leading up to the fountain in the center, is Plum Saybourne, the reigning princess of our school, St. Tabitha’s.

We dump our schoolbags on the bench outside the school gates. Alison’s dad is due to pick us up and give us a lift back to Alison’s, where we’re going to hang out. For all her bitching about her family, Alison doesn’t realize how lucky she is: they’re really close. They take it for granted that Alison and her friends will come back to their house after school to watch TV, raid the kitchen, and listen to music. Luce is an only child, but she’s got a mum and dad who dote on her and give her anything she wants.

I’m the only one who doesn’t have any of that. I have to get it secondhand, tag along in my friends’ lives. I wish I had something to give in return, but I don’t.

Behind us is St. Tabby’s, huge, made of red brick trimmed with great swirls and curls of white stucco that looks from a distance like that nasty hard icing they put on old-fashioned cakes (the kind that little kids snap off and eat to get a sugar rush). The building’s very imposing. In fact, the first time I walked down the street and realized that this was my future school, I was overawed and impressed at the same time.

However, I must also note that St. Tabby’s looks like ex-actly what it is: important and expensive. It’s one of the top three private schools for girls in London, and it’s the one with the poshest location. Just inside the main entrance, in the big echoing marble corridor, is a series of mahogany panels on which is etched, in gold letters, the names of all the St. Tabby’s students who got into Oxford and Cambridge, the two snobbiest universities in England. Parents cough up a lot of money to send their girls to St. Tabby’s because they think they’ll get the best education go-ing, and because they want them to make friends with girls from the richest, smartest, most socially connected families.

Only it’s not as easy to make friends with girls like that as parents think. Take this geography, for example (a subject every single St. Tabby’s girl dropped like a hot potato as soon as they could. Geography is Not Sexy). Here we are at Point A—the bench outside St. Tabby’s, where we wait for Alison’s dad’s Volvo to pick us up. Point B, of course, is the fountain in the small but perfectly groomed park across the street. St. Tabby’s is in the heart of Chelsea, one of the prettiest, most expensive, most exclusive areas in London— naturally, the park is as lovingly tended as Plum Saybourne’s manicured nails.

I can walk the distance between Point A and Point B in one minute flat. Cross the road, go up the path, and I’d be there. But the distance, socially, is immeasurable. Plum and her court are everything that’s cool. They’re St. Tabby’s smart set, the ones who originate the fashions that all the other girls copy. They may not be the prettiest, but they convince everyone else that they are, and that’s what matters.

“I like Nadia’s skirt,” Luce comments.

“Nadia’s thin at the moment,” Alison says.

“A bit too thin,” I contribute.

We both know we’re saying this because we feel fat. And we both know that we’re not fat, unless you interpret the word fat to mean “has a sensible layer of flesh protecting her skin from getting sliced into ribbons by her bones.” But I’m still looking at Nadia, who isn’t drop-dead gorgeous, and I do see how she makes the best of herself: the makeup; the hair; the sexy, trendy little outfit that emphasizes her good points and conceals the weaker ones. That’s true of all the girls clustered round the fountain: they present themselves so well, like packages wrapped in bright shiny paper, tied up with inviting satin bows, sprigs of flowers carefully slipped under the ribbon.

I can’t help glancing at Alison, with her messy carroty ponytail, bare shiny face, and unplucked bushy red eye-brows. She’s wearing a baggy sweatshirt, faded from hun-dreds of washings, and equally baggy track pants, the kind with white stripes down the side that rustle when she moves. She’s a total tomboy. And then there’s Luce—tiny, waiflike Luce, with her bunches that make her look barely thirteen. And me? As for me, my track pants don’t rustle, but I know they’re hanging off my bum; they’re so old by now that the material’s all stretched. My hair is pinned back behind my ears in two tight rolls so it won’t get in the way when I’m jumping and somersaulting. Not exactly sophisticated.

If we were packages, we’d be wrapped in brown paper, very battered at the corners, tied up with fraying string. I don’t think this contrast has ever hit me quite in the same way before.

“Look, there’s that new girl,” Alison says, gesturing subtly with her hand. “The German one.”

“Sophia Von und Zu Unpronounceable,” I say.

We all giggle.

“She’s in Latin with me,” Luce says. “Ms. Hall tried to say it three times before she got it right.”

“She’s a countess,” Alison says. “And she’s rich. No wonder they snapped her up.”

Being rich and titled pretty much gives you a passport to Princess Plum’s inner circle.

“I heard that in Europe, if you’re a count, all your children are counts and countesses,” I observe. “So there are tons of them.”

“Is that the same for princes and princesses?” Luce asks.

“I think so.”

“Nadia’s something.” Alison bites on one of her cuticles and I nudge her with my knee. “I mean, her family are posh.”

“But they got chucked out, so maybe that doesn’t count,” Luce says.

“Yes, it does,” Alison insists. “You still keep the title.”

Nadia’s family had to leave Persia ages ago, when there was a revolution. It’s been called Iran for years and years, but they still call it Persia, because that’s more aristocratic. They kept all their money, though. Enough to easily make Nadia part of the inner circle.

We’re all staring over at the fountain now, at the group sitting on its steps. They’re all as glossy as show ponies. Polished. Their legs and hair and nails shine, reflecting the early-evening light. No pretense now among the three of us that we wouldn’t give anything to be sitting with them, laughing at their jokes. Being part of the group that gathers by the fountain most evenings, hanging out with the handsomest, richest boys from St. Peter’s, just down the road, is the absolute ideal of every girl at St. Tabby’s.

“Plum couldn’t even do one front handspring,” mutters Luce.

“It’d mess up her hair,” I chime in.

But we keep on staring wistfully, projecting ourselves in our imagination over there, sitting on the steps, looking as shiny and sleek as they do. Well, as some of them do. Even in our imagination, none of us can compete with Plum.

“Is Nadia waving at us?” Luce says, bewildered.

We turn round to see if Nadia’s actually signaling to a girl behind us. But there’s no one there.

“It does sort of look as if she’s waving at us,” says Alison, doing her best to sound bland and cool. But I know Alison so well that I can tell how excited she truly is. Her voice is actually wobbling with eagerness.

“Nah,” Luce says dismissively. “She can’t be.”

Even Luce, the most unflappable one of our threesome, the most poised and quiet and self-composed of all of us, is getting, well, flapped by this. She’s shifting from side to side restlessly, as if she’s about to take off and start running across the street to the Promised Land where the Golden People sit and laugh as if they didn’t have a care in the world.

Nadia is definitely waving. And there’s no one else around but us: all the after-school activities have finished by now. The caretaker is coming over to lock up the gates. And somehow I don’t think she’s signaling at him.

“What should we do?” Alison says, her voice pitching higher with the strain. “Should we go over there?”

“No!” I say at once. “Think how awful it would be if it was a mistake!”

The picture of us doing the Walk of Shame back from the Promised Land, rejected, mocked, with Plum’s laughter ringing bell-like in our ears, is so horribly vivid in all of our minds that we gulp in unison.

“Oh look!” Alison’s practically squealing now. “She’s standing up!”

Nadia is indeed on her feet. She smoothes down her short skirt, shakes back her lush mane of blue-black hair (what I wouldn’t give to be Persian), and adjusts her de-signer sunglasses, pushing them slightly back on her head. Her heels have got to be three inches high, and she wavers slightly on them for a moment before she catches her balance. Then she starts to pick her way down the stairs. She was sitting almost at the top—a sign of high favor. Plum gets to sit on the edge of the fountain, but then, Plum is the princess, and that’s her throne.

Plum leans forward and says something to Nadia, some-thing emphatic, by the way she’s waving her hands around. Nadia nods, equally emphatically. She’s at the bottom of the steps now. … She’s on the path. … She’s walking straight toward us. …

“Oh my God, what do you think she wants?” Alison is definitely squealing. There’s no other way to describe it.

“Shut up, Alison!” Luce hisses. “Be cool!”

“Yeah,” I say cynically. “They’re probably just going to take the piss out of us. Nadia will say something nasty, we’ll react, and then they’ll all burst out laughing.”

That’s such a strong possibility that even Alison gets a grip on herself and calms down. We take deep breaths, trying to brace ourselves against the inevitable piece of bitchi-ness that’s about to be directed our way.

Being noticed by Plum and her entourage is rarely, if ever, a good thing. In fact, it usually means tears before bedtime for the poor girl who gets singled out. One nasty comment from Plum, amplified a thousand times by her hangers-on, can burn through you like acid thrown on your face. Earlier this year, Plum pretended to mistake Luce for a third-former trespassing in the sixth-form area, much to the amusement of Plum’s posse. Of course, Plum’s elaborate apologies were even more offensive than the original comment—salt in the wounds. I know Luce cried herself to sleep that night and many nights afterward.

Nadia’s crossed the road now, her tanned legs so thin that even her upper thighs don’t brush against each other as she walks. Three steps and she’ll be bang in front of us.

I swallow. Even the air has gone strangely quiet. It’s like the showdown in old cowboy films, where the men squint into each other’s eyes for an intimidating moment before going for their guns.

“Hey,” Nadia says, looking straight at me.

Nadia isn’t really pretty, but she wears a ton of makeup, like an Indian girl in Bollywood films. Foundation, lots of eye shadow, black eyeliner, and pale, golden-glossy lips (it’s Miss Dior gloss. I know because Nadia is always reapplying it in class). It’s very intimidating, this degree of grooming and (obviously) gloss. My hair is damp from gym, and I’ve probably sweated off all my mascara. I must look like a bag lady by comparison.

I can’t breathe. I just know some awful comment about my boobs is imminent. She’s going to say that Plum asked her to ask me where I got a hammock big enough to swing them in, or something.

“Scarlett? We were just wondering …”—Nadia says we to save face, but all four of us know it’s Plum who was wondering—”if you wanted to come over and hang out? We might all go for a coffee later, or something.”

I can’t speak. But unfortunately, Alison can.

“Well, my dad’s supposed to pick us up,” she blurts out. “But I could ring him and tell him not to come.”

Nadia looks at Alison like she’s dandruff on her shoul-der. “No, not you. God.” She rolls her eyes in incredulity that Alison could even think for a moment that she might get an invitation to the Promised Land. “Scarlett” she says. “I was asking Scarlett.”

Luce and Alison look at me. Their expressions are iden-tical: a near-even blend of disbelief, jealousy, and insistence that I turn Nadia down and defend the honor of our three-some. All for one and one for all is what they want. What they should have.

And instead I hear myself saying, “Well, I suppose I could, just for a bit.”

“Great!” Nadia says, sounding genuinely pleased.

I don’t believe any of this is happening. It can’t be me who’s bending to the bench to pick up my bag; who’s managing to avoid making eye contact with Luce and Alison, because I know the fury and betrayal I’ll see if I catch their eyes. It can’t be me who’s turning to Nadia, throwing a casual “See you tomorrow” over my shoulder at the girls, ignoring their deafening silence. It can’t be me crossing the road, walking side by side with Nadia Farouk, Plum’s number-one sidekick, heading for the fountain.

But it is me betraying my friends, selling them out, leaving them behind the second something more glossy and shiny beckons. Ninety-nine percent of me is fizzing with excitement when I allow myself to think that the golden doors are really opening to me, that I can at last be part of the world I’ve always wanted to join.

But the last one percent is saying: Someone who would do this deserves everything she gets.

No prizes for guessing which part of me was right.
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vishe poesible. She bast ameunt of stufy that could bad
back to- me.

Because L have b tull. L have ta pass thisam. Gond
omce Lve dald, LLle fore. Wornst L7 LU Lbe fros, because
L be someame clic's seapomaibility. LU hame passed it
o to. the persan. who. masds ta- Rean ity The persan. whe
ot Llamed four b

Und hapefullry, omce Live tald, whemever L cloae
mop rpes L stap. ssing that mamant, the morment &
cani sop semembering. The mamend at the party
wherm, L saur what L wasnt suppased to ses.
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lmd Plum prabably didmt @il anyeme bcaua &
was taa tate anpusary amd. she wasembarsassed.

But it maven gasd ta make Plum. fuul embarrassed.
Lf L do- ask hen about b he'll be so amgary with me
whem, L ll hen what L scun that hell smd. me. to
Comentary. foreven amd. them ma- smeolie will talh ta. me
vidhon
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L sheuld have asked hen abeut it shraightaway.
D death was an accident, i must hawe beem! dnd
henss prababloy some werry gaod explamation for why
hia EpilPon was in Plums bag.
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bother asking her, wewn alwaye im amd eul of cach
thers baga for all Kimda of sbuff. Qnd. & knean which
sme i was—the Mare Jacebe in chestmut with the
limited-edition, buckh.

There werenit any cigasebles in. ib afler all. Weind.
Plurm must be summimg thasugh them exem, faster tham.
mtn L just clased up. the bag again and went b s
who- had same. dilh Cut Ubbras. A the thing L saw
imsider. .. D did meam. o ask hen about ik, bud the pariey
was saging amd it wend eut of muy head. L mean, i
was sdd, but mat that intereating.

But laden, when the palice wer talhing ta us, &
ealiged what Lk seen im Plumis bage Db was baight
yellowit taaked like o big. marken. pem, and. i was in
o plastic case with o yllaw top. Qb the time L just
hought, what dacs Plurm, need: o marken per far? Qondl
e L sealiged, because the palice were describing it ba
s amd asking i we'd uem it

L was Dani EpiPenn B he'd had b en Rim, he
wauldmt have died. And ik was in. Plums bag.
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£t wasmt dcarditie faull. Li couldmt have beem.
Hoas could she. hare kmawm Do was allisgic ba- muts?
We didmt kmo, amd we were. his friemda!

Tlo, thatic mat brue. Lve god da el the brsth hent,
cven if L camt bl b anyuhers clun. Thaks what my
Uherapist sarga, thats why Lom wniting this diary. L
Kave to- seloase the prsssine somehows, thati what ke
carpar and hest'v a good place bo stark,

Plurm kimeas. sthe. must Rave kmsssnn

L didnt sealize what L was seing ab the time. L
was taoking, far faga—d canit believe L rum, sut so
fast, Lseally meedto. cut dass—amd, Plum alwarya has
come. o L wenk to loak in her bag. L didnt even





OEBPS/images/Hend_9780375891847_epub_040_r1.jpg
simene gat this huge cruah em that gink dcarktt
i oun year. Ne spotied hen sibling om a lench affen
cchost with thos tws ugly puionds of hers L dami
Enaun whoy shecvern. caught Kiserethery alisarga ook sa
ity Pirk amd shimy and duessed. in sally wn-
Pattering cnencise clothes b must lo hen tide. Adtad,
L Lave b e titan. Marghe & cam talk Mather inda
paying far them. Vinetia wants o bool. jab tas. We
could go togethen.

sdeardith, in that swally casual wary that just makes b
obovinis has much he' crushing am hen Mo gos baight
wd whenever Plum, sarps hen mame. Plumi wally
purmop she calls i ‘paing dearlibd,” which makes him,
wasstr of, counsen Plum. sarpe. bo. imite, dearlith to. moy
mend party sa dimam, cam gib off with ko & danit
want peaple ak b, Tabloys thimking L ask just ansy-
ome b iy parkics, on theyll all pesten me for immida-
tiama, but dirmam ia sa sich i mat trsen Ond as. Plum,
arper beartith might actually be chary-tosking if she
bothered to. do ammpthing about her appearance.
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L wasm t youn fault.

L sib and loak at thase wards for o lomg ime. L
wand ta waite mose, L seally do.

But L. scared.

L pick up myp per and shart be seriblle aver the
sndence, camceling & sut. Years age L barnt that to
cover up. wards properliy, yau wnite other wards am tap
of them, so that mo eme cam squink and se the lebtes
Kiding undesmeathe o L waite. aver the top. Agaim.
and agaim, 6ill ypou camt make suk a simgle bbler, jusk
o banglid mass of llack ink.

L pud dowsn oy pen and stase ab the paper. dnd
them L walige that, withaut meaning to, Live used the
came semtunce that L wanded, bo- conceal. Lve waitlern
the. same. wosds aver and. swen again, like those old-
fashiomed, filma whens. the teacher makes o schoolhid
kerpe wmiking a sentonce an o llachboard UL the whals

surface ia filled with white chalk.
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But em a Plum-bet, tos. We all are. oL wally gam-
cied Dan and Lwsald meser hare made o mave, never,
because of what Plum. weuld hame dam. ta. e L as

pathetic as dophia.
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Mearkett came bo schesl taday te pick up her slufy
Wk hada go-at her bop hen Lochenn ke grabled. Plum, and
pushed, hen L couldmt bebise it Plum. was actually
scard, you could tll Ever simce she gat her chim
weduced, sheiv beun benrified of anything happening
to hen face.

L dald daphio D full sorny for dearlith. Big mis-
take. L canit belive L was that supid. Plum. swns
aphia. sdhe just shared ab me amd. saids

Bud deartitd got off with Dam, and Plum. tiked
Kim! You damt do- that! L meam, cverrpone mess Plum
liked Dan!"

tad, ke like o bithle Plum-bat-passs o buttarn. in
Ron ek amd Plarms aaice. commas acd.
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e lasam is mat that ite hard o kup o secnet.
The lssom, o that i impassible bo kesp a secret
Thia ia too much fon me ta Relds L file as if L

going toenplode with it oy head actually Runte with

the effart of ok telling ammgane what L saus
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o sdl amd Lok al s words far o lang

warmd b wmide marss L seallyy do
Bk Lo aemned,
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Ll waamn it younr faull.
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Umd losk at dcarketl! dhes mo betlen! dhe gave me
hia seallyy chuck-up. toak when, we were all harving o go
o hens but she. drspped.those ture frurmpoy friemda of hers
like o chat wherm L inovided, hen tor mop partoy! Gnd them
dhe tunred up duessed just ke us, mot im that crappy
crncise stuf ke wsually wears. Disperate ta fit im.
dhes just au pathetic as we arel
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and put & back in my wallel? Umd shnd the ether
ennelape?

L think about that, but the tauble i, whem &
imagine that picture i maks me fuubeven, warses Even,
mare. pamicky and spin-eycliy. And quiliy. Mach,
musch, mase guiliog.

U as oy therapisi sarge, of therei ame emation
thats wally bonic for me, Lo guilk.
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decs whem Lve buam wally gosd with my diet and &£
pet @ bit diggy amd ful lke L. Placting o fast: off
whatsven surface L supposedly oms

Whyp are thery callid ‘mamila enmelapes? mop baim
o asking. Did thery get imvented in Manila? Qnd
where. ia Mamila, ampuway? o & some town in
Pertugal? Lm assuming o o place, but b might be
o persan, mightnt &? dome mam mamed Carlos
Mamila wha. inended. busssm emvelapes?

Ok dtad, ik like moy head ia gebting suched inda o
spin cycl . . . L cant waite amsymore, my hand. ia

haking. . ..

Ohary, Lim back. & did that meditabian exercise
g thenaplat baughi me. o wisualiged & wasking ma-
chime osing downe L completeliy focus ar watching
it thrnugh the Lthle glass wimdaan. L see the dusm. b
making that lamhing meise as i turms slswer amd
aen. The spin, crpelesending. The. dussm. comea to-
camplide halh, L wakch b for a mimute. o make suse. i
docant mave agaim.

Pheas.

L mod exactly hard b see how mervous this i
making me. B it o bad idea? dhauld L just unds
the. manila enmelose, vip spen the sme with the caik,





OEBPS/images/Hend_9780375891847_epub_020_r1.jpg
L lask at the emvelapes, bying s the bed mand ta
e Ome. o buliing, slightloy. Will, it would. Tive K-
dhed amd fifhoy pounds, in bom-pound mates, make o
prctly big wadge of cask. And the sthen ome . . . the sthen
ame s practicalloy flak. Qgain, that makes smae. QUL
Kas inside. o ame folded shest of paper.

L still harvert decided. whether Lo going to do. thia
sa mot.

L pick the b white emvelapes upe amd. lide therm.
inta a bigger ome, @ buowsn mamila envelope, fiddling
the matal tomgue thosugh the ltile hote, pushing it
dossn, to close the Ylap. Qnd moy bagim Lides off
wuddeny inte sme of e weird tamgents, the wary it
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