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Praise for Picture Perfect


 


“Genuine. . . . Uplifting and realistic.” —Publishers Weekly


 


“A rewarding read.” —Kirkus Reviews


 


“Refreshing.”—VOYA


 


“Solid, contemporary family story.”—Booklist
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Praise for Semiprecious


“Tugging at the heart with painful truths . . . Love’s best yet.”—Kirkus Reviews


“An involving novel of hurt, healing, and adjustment.”—Booklist


“Touching.”—Sweet 16 magazine







For Haley Patterson, freshman year of high school boils down to having a good time with her two best friends and making a name for herself at the school newspaper. But when Haley reveals one too many juicy details in her gossip column, superdiva and queen bee Camilla Quinn makes sure that Haley’s life changes . . . for the worse. Completely ostracized by everyone at school, including her best friends, Haley finds herself alone and miserable.


Reprieve comes in the form of a summer job at an exclusive mountain resort, where Haley forges new friendships, snags a cute lifeguard, and learns how to trust again. But her newfound hope is not bought without some heartbreak.


As the summer draws to a close, an unexpected confrontation with Camilla forces Haley to face her fears. Will she continue to let Camilla control her life? Or will Haley find the confidence and courage to stand her ground?


From the author of Picture Perfect and Semiprecious comes an honest, poignant novel about fear, friendship, and fighting back.
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Chapter One


Islid into my chair a nanosecond before the tardy bell and checked out the discussion-slash-quiz question scrawled on the chalkboard. Today’s question was a two-parter. One: Discuss the following quote: “Blood sport is brought to its ultimate refinement in the gossip columns.” Two: Identify the author.


I jotted down a couple of talking points in case Mrs. Westfall called on me, then considered the authorial options:


(A) Paris Hilton


(B) Christopher Isherwood


(C) Bernard Ingham


(D) Sylvester Stallone


Fortunately, Ingham’s name had lodged in my brain when I skimmed the reading assignment the night before, so I was okay there. I flipped to a clean page as the lecture began, but I had trouble concentrating. For one thing I was worried about an overdue assignment for speech class that I just couldn’t finish, mainly because most of the other kids were candidates for a starter colony of some alien race of superperformers, and I the complete and total introvert was severely intimidated. Plus, the year was winding down, and I was infected with a serious case of spring fever.


I gazed out the window. The relay team was running drills in the bright March sunshine, circling the cinder track in easy loops that were mesmerizing if you looked long enough. Beneath the flagpole a patch of yellow daffodils poked through the spring grass. The wide, Colorado sky was that perfect shade of blue that makes you impatient for summer.


“And so,” Mrs. Westfall said, dragging me back to reality, “is Ingham’s assertion a fair one? What about the writer of gossip?”


“Sometimes it gets bloody for them, too,” Maddie Cooper offered from her chair in the back row. “Like that woman who writes all those unauthorized biographies of celebrities. I heard she got a lot of hate mail after her last book came out, and people accused her of making stuff up.”


“Good point.” Mrs. Westfall said, glancing at the clock on the wall. “To sum up, what is Ingham really saying here?”


“Never trust a journalist!” somebody said, and Mrs. Westfall laughed along with us.


I glanced at the stacks of newspapers, boxes of clippings, tear sheets, and half-finished projects cluttering the table beneath the window. Even after nearly a whole year I sometimes had trouble believing my good luck. Due to a series of first-semester scheduling snafus so ridiculous that they’d make the Keystone Kops look like total geniuses, I had avoided the terminally boring freshman art-appreciation course I’d dreaded all last summer and wound up in Journalism One as the only freshman on the staff of the Raider Review. Mostly I was assigned to the routine stories the other staffers didn’t want to bother with, until Maddie, a junior who wrote a supposedly anonymous gossip column called “In the Know,” got sidelined with a raging case of mono and Mrs. Westfall appointed me to take her place.


Now Maddie was back, and my last column was set to run in Friday’s edition. I scribbled in my notebook as Mrs. Westfall made a few final comments about responsibility in journalism and the fine line between innuendo and truth, blissfully unaware that by the end of the week the person who would know best about gossip and blood sport would be (E) Me. Haley Patterson.


A couple of days later I was halfway across the quad, heading for the humanities building, when Vanessa, one of my two best friends, called to me from the student parking lot. I shifted my backpack and waited for her to catch up. Dressed in her usual paint-spattered carpenter’s overalls and faded T-shirt, she hurried across the sundappled quad, dodging clumps of fashionistas comparing shopping notes, jocks razzing each other about the upcoming basketball tournament, and math kids earnestly working out equations on their calculators. One of them, Sandi Ahrens, whom I’d known since we were seven years old and in Brownies together, looked up from her calculations and grinned at me, showing off her new, almost invisible braces.


“So what do you think, Haley? Way better than the old metal ones, huh?”


“Yeah.”


Vanessa had stopped to talk to some guy from her pottery class, and I glanced at my watch, wishing she’d hurry.


“Not so geeky,” Sandi went on. “I know I looked totally horrible before, but now maybe Harley will notice me. You think?” She glanced across the quad to where the object of her affection, a hulking ponytailed guy in baggy cargo pants and a sleeveless T-shirt that showed off his tattoos, was talking to a couple of other motorheads. “I bought this new shirt and everything.”


Personally, I didn’t understand the attraction, but why rain on her parade? “It could happen,” I said. “You know how guys are.”


Vanessa finished her conversation and jogged toward me.


“I have to go,” I told Sandi. “I’m late for a meeting.”


“Hey,” Vanessa said, reaching me at last. “What’s up?”


“An early meeting at the Review office. Supposedly Mrs. Westfall has some big announcement that can’t wait till fifth period.”


Vanessa shook her head. “I cannot believe how much time you spend on that newspaper. You must be there at least twenty hours a week.”


“Yeah, but it’s the only good thing about high school since Jason dumped me.”


“Hold it.” Vanessa stopped me with one hand on my arm. “You aren’t still upset about him are you?”


I shrugged. “He’s a jerk.”


“No argument there. And getting dumped totally sucks, but you are so much better off without him.”


We reached the humanities building and went inside. I looked around for the third member of our group. “Where’s Suzanne?”


“I have no idea, and don’t change the subject.”


“I have nothing else to say about Jason Finch except I wish he’d stop telling people I’m easy with every guy in school. It’s disgusting.”


“He’s trying to make people think he’s this big stud muffin so Carrie McMillan will go out with him. Nobody believes half the stuff he says.”


“It’s the half that they do pay attention to that I have to worry about.”


“People who really know you know the truth, so quit worrying.” We stopped in the hallway leading to the art studio, and Vanessa waggled her fingers at me. “See you at lunch.”


I dumped some stuff in my locker and headed for the Review office. Vanessa was right; being on staff took up a huge chunk of time, but I didn’t mind the long hours on flat nights when we got the paper ready for printing, or the pressures of keeping up with my classes while meeting deadlines. I loved knowing that on Friday every student in the school would be thumbing through the paper, reading my words.


I hurried into the Review office just as Mrs. Westfall announced a competition for an opinion column to be featured in next year’s paper. Right away I started imagining the cool stuff I could write about if I won.


“There’s not much time,” she said, fingering the pearls at her throat. “You’ll have one week to submit a five-hundred-word piece and synopses for four others.” She perched on the corner of her gray metal desk and folded her arms. “I expect to see some mature, thoughtful pieces of journalism, people. No stories on proms, sports, or dating, okay?”


I scribbled “mature” and “thoughtful” in my notebook as she went on. “The writer whose work reflects the highest levels of quality and creativity will win the byline and will have a piece published in every issue of next year’s Review.”


Patrick Kelly, our editor in chief, winked at me, and I grinned back. Besides being a huge honor, having my own column would prove to my parents that I was just as talented as my brother Peyton, who had graduated with honors at midyear and was backpacking around the world before deciding among the top-college scholarships he’d been offered. A problem I never expect to have.


I looked around, sizing up the competition. As a senior Patrick would not be in the running. Maddie, the gossip column queen, was a shoo-in to replace Patrick next year, so she wouldn’t bother with the competition either. The sports guy? Let’s just say that if some sort of ball wasn’t a major part of the story, he wasn’t interested. That left Simone Hartwell, a quiet sophomore who came and went like a shadow, but whose work was always first-rate; Flip Morrison, who was the go-to guy for stories involving the school administration; and Emily French, Maddie’s assistant, who was nicknamed Scoop because she liked to nose around and get the stories before anyone else.


Mrs. Westfall answered a few questions and reminded us of the deadline for the big double issue we were planning for the end of the year, and the meeting broke up just as the bell rang.


I skipped lunch and spent the whole day so preoccupied with ideas for my five stories that I didn’t hear the final bell. I was still scribbling in my notebook when Mr. Richards, my history teacher, said, “Haley? You can go now.” And I realized I was the only one left in the room.


I grabbed my backpack and looked out the window. Vanessa and Suzanne weren’t yet at the flagpole, so I ran upstairs to my locker. As I headed back down, Patrick stopped me in the hallway.


“I assume you’re going to enter the competition.” He shifted his notebook to his other arm.


“Wild horses couldn’t stop me.”


“You’ve got a good chance. Mrs. Westfall really likes your work.”


“Thanks. I just wish I had more experience writing important stories. Most of my stuff is about the debate team and the new roof for the boys’ gym. Like anyone cares.”


Patrick grinned. “So it’s not earth-shattering. You have to start somewhere.”


“That’s what Dad says.”


“He should know.”


Dad had been the editor of the Ridgeview Record, the only daily newspaper in town, since I was in second grade. Mom said he had ink in his veins instead of blood and that I was just the same.


“My internship at the Record was great,” Patrick said as we started for the stairs. “Tell him I said thanks again for writing that college recommendation for me.”


Just then Camilla Quinn, the queen bee of Ridgeview High, appeared with half a dozen of her loyal subjects and flashed a megawatt smile that did not include me. “Hi, Patrick.”


“Hi.”


“Listen, we’re going over to the Burger Barn to grab a bite. Want to come?”


“No, thanks. I have to get home.”


“Party pooper.” She stuck her bottom lip out in an exaggerated pout. “That’s what you always say.”


“It’s always true.” Patrick let the seconds tick by until Camilla finally said, “Okay, then—be that way,” and disappeared into the crush of students heading for the exits.


Patrick shook his head. “That’s the third time this week. That girl just doesn’t know when to give up.”


“Obviously she has a huge crush on you,” I said as we headed for the stairs.


“Not really,” Patrick said. “It’s a game she plays. Camilla wants only the things she can’t get.”


“She knows about Catherine?”


Patrick had been dating a girl from St. Thomas High School all year, and it was serious. One night when we were working late at the paper, Patrick told me that Catherine had totally been there for him when his dad died, and that he could not imagine his future without her in it.


Now he said, “I’m sure Camilla knows about Catherine, but it doesn’t make any difference. Camilla thinks she should decide who’s in and who’s out and that everybody else exists just to carry out her wishes. I’m not buying into it.”


As we reached the second-floor landing, Patrick turned toward the Review office. “Gotta grab my stuff and then I’m out of here.”


I waved to him and went outside. Suzanne and Vanessa were sitting by the flagpole, books open on their laps.


“Haley!” Suzanne snapped her copy of Jane Eyre shut and tucked a strand of honey-gold hair behind her ear. “What took you so long? And where were you at lunch? We were about to send out a search party.”


“Sorry.” I dropped onto the soft spring grass beside Suzanne. “I should have told you. I skipped lunch to work on a thing for the paper, plus I had to turn in an overdue assignment for speech class.”


“You’re lucky Ms. Costello let you turn it in late,” Suzanne said. “Last semester, when Coach Roberts taught that class, he wouldn’t let us get away with anything.”


“At least he didn’t make you memorize Shakespeare.”


“No kidding! What a nightmare!” Just then some guy yelled her name. Suzanne looked up and waved to him.


Vanessa grinned. “We lucked out. How are old Romeo and Juliet coming along?”


I fished my sunglasses out of my backpack. “It’s going okay. We’re doing the key scenes from each act instead of the whole play. At least Ms. Costello double-cast everything, so I have to go onstage only once.”


Suzanne nodded. “I heard that you and Camilla were taking turns narrating.”


“We flipped a coin. She’s going first.”


“Why doesn’t that surprise me?” Vanessa folded a stick of gum into her mouth. “I heard that Sabrina and Ryan are totally into playing the poor doomed lovers. I heard they’re putting in a lot of extra practice. If you get my drift.”


“Hey, you should put that in your gossip column,” Suzanne said. “It’s way more exciting than who’s going to be elected Most Likely to Succeed.”


“Shut up!” I swatted Suzanne’s arm, and she grinned. “The column is supposed to be anonymous.”


“Oh, right,” Suzanne said. “There must be at least one person on the planet who hasn’t figured out you’re the one who has been subbing for Maddie.”


“I don’t care. Maddie’s back, and my last one comes out tomorrow.”


“What a relief!” Suzanne teased. “Now maybe we’ll get some actual gossip instead of more speculation about who will win Class Favorites this year.” She rolled her eyes. “Borrring!”


“What did you expect? I’m not exactly a regular on the A-list party circuit. It’s hard to write stuff that’s interesting without being mean.”


“Maddie doesn’t pull many punches,” Vanessa said. “Remember when she hinted that Becca Rosenberg was bulimic? And it turned out to be true? And that item about those two football players who had their licenses suspended for drunk driving?”


“Maddie calls it as she sees it,” Suzanne said. “She loves stuff about people’s personal lives. She knows what everybody wants to read about.”


“Yeah, but I’m just not into gossip as a blood sport.”


“Whatever.” Vanessa popped her gum and shaded her eyes with one hand. “How did your emergency meeting at the paper go?”


“Mrs. Westfall is running a competition to pick a columnist for next year. I’m dying to win.”


“You will,” Suzanne said. “I know you will.”


“Thanks. I’ve got a million ideas. The hard part is choosing one. I’m supposed to write about something important.”


Vanessa let her geometry book slide to the ground and folded her arms across her chest. “Who’s going to judge this so-called competition?”


“Careful,” Suzanne said. “Your cynicism is showing.”


“Mrs. Westfall, I guess.”


“In other words,” Vanessa said, narrowing her eyes, “it’s rigged.”


“She’ll be fair,” I said.


Vanessa snorted. “I wouldn’t count on it.”


Suzanne and I exchanged a grin. Last year’s study of American politics, coupled with an addiction to the talk shows on CNN, had made Vanessa distrustful of authority figures. Trying to change her mind was an exercise in futility, so I said, “I’m starved. Let’s eat.”


“I’m game.” Suzanne stood and pulled Vanessa to her feet. “Come on, sunshine, let’s go.”


We left campus and walked up three blocks to the Burger Barn. The food was only so-so, but it was budget-friendly, and the guy who ran the place was pretty tolerant. Unless somebody got really loud, or seemed about to actually throw a punch, Ralph stayed in back flipping burgers and making fries, letting us stay at the tables as long as we wanted.


Suzanne scored a table by the window, and after we ordered fries and Cokes, she launched into a detailed description of her latest shopping trip with her sister, who was majoring in fashion design at the university where my mom taught English Lit. Fiona dressed Suzanne like a model in a fashion magazine, pairing distressed jeans with a sparkly top and an alligator belt, or suede boots with a short skirt and tights. After we admired Suzanne’s latest acquisition, a beaded lariat necklace, Vanessa rhapsodized about the Ratt Finks, her favorite band of the month, and I tried out a couple of story ideas for the competition.


“All you think about is that paper,” Vanessa complained. “You need to broaden your horizons, girlfriend.”


“Oh, like you’re so well-rounded.”


Vanessa obsessed about art and music the way I did about writing. She walked around with paint under her fingernails and bits of clay in her hair from some pot-throwing adventure, and she listened to her MP3 player until it had practically attached itself to her skin like an extra body part.


“Here you go, ladies.” Ralph delivered our order and went back to his grill. Suzanne pointed a fry at me. “When summer gets here, you’ll have to find some other way to occupy your time.”


“I’ll be at my aunt’s while my parents are overseas.” I salted my fries and popped one into my mouth. “Exiled in Copper Springs.”


“Mom and I went to the spa there last year,” Vanessa said. “When she was trying to recover from the divorce. It’s not so bad.”


“Maybe not for one day, but for the entire summer?” I toyed with the ketchup bottle. “I won’t know anybody except for my aunt, and I’ll miss out on everything here.”


“Vanessa and I could come up there for a week,” Suzanne said. “They have a pool, right?”


“I can’t,” Vanessa said. “I have two months of court-ordered visitation with my dad, and he enrolled me in some totally lame science camp in New Jersey. Some visitation.”


“Then I’ll come,” Suzanne said, patting my arm. “Don’t worry, Haley baby. We won’t let you fall off the face of the earth.”


“And when we all get back here in September, we’ll have a major catching-up party,” Vanessa said. “We’ll blow a whole weekend. It’ll be fun.”


The door opened, and Camilla and company breezed in. Superdiva sauntered over to the order window and leaned in to speak to Ralph, who hung on her every word like he was sixteen instead of sixty. He came out from behind the counter, cleaned off the best table in the house, which had just been vacated by a horde of football players, and seated Camilla with a flourish. The other girls in her entourage crowded around her, laughing, vying for her attention.


“Man,” Suzanne said softly, “look at her. Everybody bends over backward for her, like she’s a queen or something.”


“She’s a phony,” Vanessa muttered, dragging a fry through the pool of ranch dressing on the side of her plate. “She’s all lovey-dovey when she wants something from you, but once she gets it, watch out. I don’t trust her even a little bit.”


“I still wouldn’t mind being friends with her,” Suzanne said. “Nobody messes with you when you’re in her circle. And I heard the party she threw last weekend was awesome. All the most popular boys were there.”


“Of course they were,” Vanessa said. “How many boys could resist the chance to party with the famous Jack Quinn?”


I didn’t pay much attention to the athletic scene, but around Ridgeview you’d have to be dead not to know about Camilla’s dad, a home-grown football hero who had broken every high-school record on the books before going on to college and a brilliant career in the NFL. Then one night an eighteen-wheeler hit Jack’s SUV on the interstate. Now he owned Bronco Motors, the town’s biggest auto dealership, and presided at Camilla’s endless parties, where he tossed footballs from his wheelchair and ran films of his old games in the home theater in the basement. He and our principal, Mr. Parsons, had been teammates back in high school. Mr. Quinn occasionally stopped in at school to check on the ad he regularly placed in the Review and to reminisce with Mr. Parsons about their glory days.


“Omigod.” Suzanne set down her glass with such force that her soda slopped onto the table. “She’s coming this way.”


“Hang on, I’ll alert CNN,” Vanessa said as Camilla and her friends wove through the crowded restaurant and stopped at our table.


Camilla tossed her hair and smiled down at us. “Hey, girls, what’s going on?”


Suzanne, suddenly ultracasual, said, “Nothing much, just chilling. Waiting for summer vacation. You know.”


“Yeah,” Camilla said. “School is really beginning to get on my nerves. Luckily, my gran is coming to the rescue.” She paused to be sure we were all paying proper attention. “She’s taking me to New York in a couple of weeks, and I absolutely cannot wait! We’re going to hit the stores and go sightseeing. And Gran is getting tickets for that hot musical. The one about the witches.”


“Relatives of yours?” Vanessa murmured.


Camilla ignored her. “Haley. What’s up at the old paper? Heard any good gossip lately?”


“That’s not really my department.”


“Oh, right,” Camilla said. “I forgot. You’re a serious journalist. Why, I wouldn’t be surprised if you win the Howitzer Prize someday.”


The girls in her entourage laughed.


“It’s the Pulitzer Prize, you moron,” Vanessa muttered, stuffing another fry into her mouth.


“Excuse me?” Camilla said. “Did I miss something?”


Suzanne said, “Vanessa’s in a bad mood. Don’t pay any attention to her.”


“I never do.” Camilla turned back to me. “Anyhow, Haley, I was wondering if you’d like to come to my St. Patrick’s Day party this weekend.”


Suzanne actually gasped. Vanessa stopped chewing. I stared at Camilla like she’d sprouted an extra head.


Camilla went on. “I’ve decided it’s time to widen my circle, and I’ve never invited anybody from the paper. I thought it might be fun if you and Patrick came. He could dress up as his namesake. Maybe even dye his hair green. Wouldn’t that be fun?”


“Yeah,” Vanessa said. “A barrel of laughs.”


Camilla gave me credit for having a lot more influence over Patrick than I really did, but even if I’d wanted to go to her party, the contest at the paper was way more important.


“I can’t,” I said. “But maybe Patrick would like to go. You could ask him.”


Suzanne kicked me under the table.


One of Camilla’s loyal subjects, a freckle-faced girl who played first violin in the school orchestra, said, “She already did, but he said no.”


Camilla whirled around. “Shut up, Gracie.”


She spun back around and said, “Let me get this straight. You’re turning down my invitation, just like that?”


“I don’t have time.” I ate a couple of fries. “Big project at the paper, and I have less than a week to get it done.”


Gracie and the rest of them looked shell-shocked.


“Fine,” Camilla said. “Forget I ever asked.” Hands on her hips, she turned to my friends. “Suzanne? Would you like to come?”


Suzanne’s mouth worked, but for a moment nothing came out. Finally she said, “You mean it?”


“Sure. Why not. You too, Vanessa.”


Before either of them could say anything more, She Who Must Be Obeyed said, “Eight o’clock. Saturday. My house.”


She motioned to her friends, and they left the Burger Barn, arms linked, heads thrown back, as if Planet Earth had been invented just for them.


I stood up. “I have to go. Are you coming?”


“I think I’ll hang out here a little longer,” Suzanne said, her voice high and strange.


Vanessa said, “Then I have to stay too. She’s giving me a ride home.”


I walked home, feeling let down and left out. I didn’t care about missing Camilla’s party—most of the girls in her crowd were emaciated blondes with major shopping addictions—but I minded a lot that Suzanne seemed more interested in Camilla than in me. I hoped that once Suzanne saw how phony Camilla and her crowd were, she’d come to her senses and everything would get back to normal.
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The next morning, when Dad dropped me at school, Mr. Quinn’s van was parked in the drive, and Mr. Parsons was talking to Mr. Quinn though the open driver’s-side window. As I came up the walk, Mr. Parsons held up the new edition of the Review and gave me a thumbs-up. My story about a Ridgeview grad who had won an important science prize at MIT was a last-minute addition to page five, and Mrs. Westfall had given me a rare byline—icing on the cake. “Good job, Miss Patterson.”


“Thanks!”


I went inside, pretty much walking on air, until Suzanne grabbed my arm and shoved her copy of the paper in my face, bringing me back to earth.


“Traitor!”


“What are you talking about?”


People swirled around us, chattering and laughing. It was Friday, the basketball team was playing a tournament game that night, and everyone was keyed up, looking forward to the pep rally and the caravan to the game in Taylorsville.


“What am I talking about? This!” As the crowd ebbed and flowed around us, Suzanne pointed to an item in the “In The Know” column. “‘What cute freshman girl is totally gaga about which junior basketball player? Hint: They share the same initials, SD.’ How could you, Haley?”


It had taken only one dance during homecoming for Suzanne to develop a full-blown crush on Sean Davis. For weeks afterward she flirted with him in the cafeteria, left notes for him in his homeroom desk, “accidentally” ran into him in the library, and went out of her way to walk past his locker between classes. All of which Sean religiously ignored.


Now I said, “I’m sorry! I was really desperate for material, and it’s not like your crush on Sean was a huge secret. But I didn’t mean to get you all upset.”


“Who wouldn’t be upset?” Suzanne said. “Having their love life exposed in front of the whole school.”


“Just yesterday you said you wanted juicy stuff! You said I should write about Sabrina and Ryan, remember?”


“That’s different.”


“So it’s okay to dish about other people, just not you?”


Suzanne rolled her eyes.


“Nobody pays that much attention to this stupid column anyway.”


“At least you could have warned me, instead of springing it on me out of the blue.”


“You’re right. I should have. I was worried about finishing my homework, and I wasn’t thinking. Come on, Suze, give me a break. I won’t write about you ever again. I promise.”


The first bell rang. Suzanne stuffed the paper into her math book as we headed for our lockers. “You are impossible. I don’t know why I’m friends with you.”


“Because I let you borrow all my best stuff,” I said. “Because I cover for you when you break curfew, because—”


“Forget it, dumbass.” One corner of her mouth lifted in a little half smile. “Only, in the future, keep my private stuff private, okay?”


We got to the top of the stairs, and there stood Suzanne’s green-eyed, messy-haired basketball hero, with a couple of his teammates.


“Haley,” Sean said. “Interesting item in the paper today. I wonder who this ‘SD’ could be.”


They laughed and headed down the hall. Suzanne shot me a murderous look.


Just then Camilla shoved her way through the crowd, slamming locker doors shut on her way toward me. “There you are, you little bitch.”


I grabbed my lit book and my favorite reporter’s notebook, the one with Monet’s lilies on the cover. “Excuse me, I’ll be late for class.”


The bell rang and people scattered, but Camilla stood there, blocking my way. Suzanne dawdled at her locker, pretending to look for something.


Camilla waved her copy of the Review under my nose and said, “Being late for class is the least of your problems, Patterson. Who gave you permission to write about my party?”


“Haven’t you heard? Here in the good old U.S. of A. there is a thing called freedom of the press. You’d know that if you ever paid attention to anything except your manicure.”


“‘Partygoers say the scene at Camilla Quinn’s bash last Saturday night was wilder than usual,’” Camilla read. “‘With plenty of food, drink, and music, and no parents on the premises, revelers partied until well past the two a.m. city curfew.’” She ripped the page in half and wadded it into a tight little ball. “You weren’t even there! How would you know what happened?”


Suzanne slammed her locker shut. “Everybody was talking about that party, Camilla. It would have been hard for Haley not to have heard about it.”


I sent Suzanne a grateful look and made a mental note to buy her a really stupendous birthday present. A designer bag, maybe. Or a convertible.


Camilla’s mouth dropped open. “You’re sticking up for her? After she humiliated you with that crack about you and Sean Davis? Don’t you know the whole school pities you, the poor little freshman nobody, pining after a guy who barely knows she’s alive?”


Suzanne looked stricken. “Really?”


“Yes, really. I can’t believe you still want to be friends with her.” Camilla wheeled back to me. “You made a huge mistake, Haley. Thanks to your big mouth Dad just called me into the principal’s office and canceled my trip to New York. And you will be very, very sorry.”


I tried not to let Camilla’s threat bother me. During a boring lecture in PE, I fooled around with some ideas for the competition at the paper and caught up on my reading for Freshman Lit. That afternoon at the pep rally I sat with Suzanne and Vanessa, and we stomped and clapped and tried to out-cheer the upperclassmen. On Saturday we hit the mall, shopping for the stuff Vanessa needed for her upcoming camping adventure in New Jersey. We stopped at the food court for Cokes and fries and ate at a table decorated with a bunch of glittery green shamrocks. All Suzanne could talk about was what to wear to the party at Camilla’s that night and whether any hot guys would show up.

OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0iii-01.jpg
\ N G the
NA Oliy

.@. 74/(/!«9 fawe

MARGARET K. MCELDERRY BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney








OEBPS/images/common.jpg
Wl






OEBPS/images/f0009-01.jpg
Wl









OEBPS/images/half.jpg
DEFYING ¢4e DIVA





OEBPS/images/star.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0007-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/back1.jpg
\lly





OEBPS/images/back2.jpg
b

N





OEBPS/images/9781442466241_cover.jpg
How do you fight a bully \A./ho
doesn’t use her fists?

-@ . 14/uw faue






OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg
"





OEBPS/images/back3.jpg





OEBPS/images/back4.jpg





