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Getting REVENGE on Lauren Wood


Chapter One

Last night I dreamed I dissected Lauren Wood in Earth Sciences class. She was wearing her blue and white cheerleader outfit, the pleated skirt fanned out and the sweater cut right down the middle. She lay there, unmoving, staring straight up at the ceiling tiles. She was annoyed. I could tell from the way her jaw thrust forward and her lips pressed together in a thin line. I opened up her chest, peeling her ribs back like a half-opened Christmas present, and the entire class leaned in to get a good look.

“As I suspected,” I declared, “no heart.” I pointed with my scalpel to the chest cavity, where nothing but a black lump of coal squatted in the lipstick-red center. The class leaned back with a sigh, equally appalled and fascinated. The mysterious inner workings of Lauren Wood exposed for all to see.

“Earth to Helen.”

My Earth Sciences teacher, Mr. Porto, was staring at me, waiting for an answer. Someone behind me snickered. I hadn’t heard the question. I had been reliving my dream from last night and must have spaced out. I looked at my desk in case the answer was there, but the only thing on my page was a doodle of an anatomically correct heart. I didn’t think Mr. Porto would be impressed with my artwork at this particular moment. I prayed for time to speed up and make the bell ring, but the clock kept on ticking one second at a time.

“People, I know vacation begins in a few days, but at the moment you still need to worry more about your final exam than about your summer plans. Can anyone else list for me the six kingdoms of the scientific classification system?” Mr. Porto asked.

He looked around the room for a victim. I slouched down in my seat and attempted to resume my train of thought and natural state of invisibility.

Before the incident there hadn’t been a single moment of my life without Lauren in it. We were born in the same hospital, her the day before me. They placed us side by side in the nursery, our first sleepover. Helen Worthington right next to Lauren Wood. Even alphabetically, Lauren came before me. Lauren was in every one of my birthday photos—from age one, when she has her fist buried in my cake, to fourteen when we are both posing supermodel style for the camera, Lauren’s outstretched arm covering part of my face. Looking back, I can see how she always had to be front and center.

Speaking of needing to be front and center, Carrie Edwards must have been running for star biology student. She waved her arm like she was flagging down traffic until Mr. Porto called on her.

“Eubacteria, arche bacteria, protists, fungi, plants, and animals,” Carrie spouted off. She paused as if she expected applause. I drew a cartoon of a cheerleader on my paper. I gave her a giant mouth. My eyes slid back to the clock and watched it tick over the final seconds. The bell rang out, and everyone stood up together and jostled toward the door.

“Be sure to look over chapter twenty-two before the exam! I don’t want to hear anyone saying they didn’t know they were supposed to know the material. Consider this your last warning,” Mr. Porto yelled to everyone’s back. The volume in the hallway seemed even louder than usual. Everyone was excited to see the year come to an end. Next year we would be seniors, on top of the world. I slipped through the hallway by myself. A few people nodded in my direction, but nobody said anything to me.

It had been the end of the school year when it happened three years ago, only a few days after my fourteenth birthday. Sometimes I look at the photo from the party to see if I can find any clues. Lauren and I are both smiling. My smile is easy to explain—I didn’t know what was coming—but Lauren would have known. She had already put pieces of her plan into action, but there isn’t a sign of regret on her face. No hesitation at all, just her wide smile. I suppose she expected me to be grateful that she let me have my birthday before she brought the world crashing down around me. It was the least she could do. After all, what are friends for?


Chapter Two

THREE YEARS AGO—SPRING, EIGHTH GRADE

I never should have worn my jean skirt. I wasn’t fat, but I was definitely pushing the chubby border. I wanted to wear the skirt because I thought it looked good, but I quickly regretted it. It was too warm for tights, and my bare thighs had been rubbing together as I walked, and they felt like they were going to blister. I shifted again on the bleacher, trying to give my legs their own breathing space.

“What’s the matter with you?” Lauren asked. “Stop moving around.”

“I’m hot.”

“I know I am, but what are you?” she said with a smirk and a raised eyebrow.

“Ha. Lauren Wood, stand-up comic extraordinaire.”

Lauren took a regal bow. It was good to see her joking around again, even if it was a lame joke. The idea of starting high school seemed to freak her out more than me. For the past few weeks she’d been in a rotten mood, and everything set her off. That week alone we’d had at least four fights, one where she didn’t speak to me for a full day because she thought I was making fun of what she had brought for lunch. Lauren was a huge fan of the silent treatment when she was ticked at you. I would end up begging her to forgive me, even when I was pretty sure I hadn’t done anything wrong. It had been established years ago that Lauren was the drama queen and I was the diplomat. I had pleaded with her to stop being mad about the lunch fight. I even declared I was sincerely sorry if her Oreos had suffered any emotional distress on my account. I didn’t care about sacrificing my pride. Keeping my best friend happy was worth it.

“Do you see that guy over there?” Lauren yanked her head to the left. I leaned forward to look, but she rammed her bony elbow into my side.

“Don’t look at him.”

“How am I supposed to see him if I don’t look at him?”

“I mean look, but don’t look like you’re looking. God.”

I leaned forward casually and then let my eyes drift over the crowd. The gym was packed. Lincoln High was huge, with at least seven hundred students in every grade. Students came from different middle schools all across the city. Each spring the school did a welcome event for the incoming freshmen so that we could bond as a class. We had already been given a tour of the school, taken to an extracurricular “fair” so we could see all the clubs and teams we had to choose from, and subjected to a hot lunch from the cafeteria. Now we were rounding out the day with a rah-rah school spirit rally. All of this was supposed to help keep us from freaking out next fall, as if not knowing how to find our way to our lockers was the problem. If schools really wanted to reduce the anxiety level, they would distribute student handbooks with useful information like which bathroom belongs to the stoner kids, and how the sink in the biology lab always sprays water, and how under no circumstances should you order the hot lunch on the day they serve “shepherd’s pie” because it’s leftovers from last week with boxed mashed potatoes on top. They never tell you the useful stuff. That you have to figure out on your own.

Lauren was taking the whole thing very seriously. She scribbled down notes during the fair, grabbed handouts from each table, and ranked activities in preference from best to worse. I suspected that later her mom would help her turn it into a spreadsheet complete with social acceptability ratings.

My eyes scanned the rows of people. At first I couldn’t figure out who had caught Lauren’s eye, but then I saw him. Lauren usually went for the Mr. All-American type, blond, fresh off the country club look. This guy was different. He was leaning back, his elbows on the bleacher seat behind him. He was wearing what looked like a vintage T-shirt. Not some shirt from Old Navy that was meant to look like a cool vintage shirt, but really wasn’t—his was the real thing, pale and soft from years of washing. He had red hair that was cut short in the back, but a little longer in the front. I was staring at him when he looked over and met my eyes. He gave a smile and then a small salute in my direction.

“Oh my God, he saw me.” I yanked my head back and Lauren leaned forward to see the situation for herself.

“He’s waving,” she whispered. She looked at me and we burst out laughing. “Is he looking at me?” Lauren asked.

“I’m not looking again. You look.”

“No way. You look.”

I leaned forward again and risked a quick glance. He was staring over. He gave another wave. I found myself smiling and then figured what the hell, and waved back. Lauren grabbed my arm, practically snapping it off at the elbow, and yanked it back down. I leaned back so fast I nearly fell off the bench, my legs kicking out.

“What are you doing?” Lauren asked. She looked around to see if anyone had noticed that she was stuck sitting next to me, the dork.

“Well, it’s not like he doesn’t know we were checking him out. We can’t act casual now.”

“Oh God, he’s coming over here. Do I look okay?” Lauren gave her teeth a quick wipe with a finger in case there was any hot lunch caught in there. I looked her up and down. She looked the way she always looked to me.

“Hey.” The good-looking waver guy stood at the end of our row, his hands in his pockets. He smiled and I felt my stomach turn over slowly, but in a good way, not in a hot-lunch-gone-bad kind of way. Lauren giggled but didn’t say anything.

“Hey,” I answered back as it seemed one of us should say something.

“I’m Tyler.”

“Helen, and this is my best friend, Lauren,” I said, and Lauren gave another giggle. She was doing this thing with her eyes like she had something in them; they were fluttering up and down spastically. It must have had a hypnotizing effect because Tyler was staring at her with a sort of vacant smile on his face. With everyone identified we seemed to have run out of things to talk about. I looked down at his T-shirt and felt myself break into a smile. It was the logo for the Sundance Film Festival.

“Movie fan?” I asked.

“Yeah, you?” he asked, breaking eye contact with Lauren.

“Uh-huh. I love old movies best, all the Bringing Up Baby or The Philadelphia Story stuff.”

“I’m into more current stuff. Sort of edgy. The Coen brothers � stuff like that.”

“Curtiz was better,” I countered.

“Who?” he asked.

This guy thought he was into film and he didn’t know Curtiz? Puh-leeze.

“Director of Casablanca,” I answered.

“Casablanca? Could you pick something more out of date?” Lauren interrupted. We both looked over at her. She gave her hair a toss.

Tyler laughed as if she had said something profoundly amusing.

“So what kind of movies do you like?” Tyler asked Lauren.

“Romances,” she said, doing the fluttery eye thing again.

“How can you say you’re a film nut if you don’t like Casablanca? That’s like saying you love ice cream except for vanilla.”

Both of them looked at me, but neither spoke. It seemed like everyone had agreed to act like I hadn’t said anything at all.

“Nice to meet you, Lauren.” Tyler smiled at her and then looked at me blankly.

“Helen,” I reminded him. “Nice to meet you too.” I felt my face flush. Someone at the front of the gym was testing the microphone, calling out for people to take their seats.

“I should go.” Tyler leaned over and took my pencil from my hand. “Here’s my number. Why don’t you guys give me a call if you want to catch a movie sometime.” He scribbled his number on the top of my sheet. I looked at it like I had never seen a phone number before. I certainly had never seen one that a boy had given me. I might have to frame it.

“Yeah, okay,” I mumbled, my face turning bright red.

“We’ll see you around,” Lauren added, and he gave her a nod before heading back to his friends. I watched him walk away. I turned around to see if Lauren noticed how nicely his jeans fit, and she was staring at me with her lips tight and thin. Uh-oh.

“God, Helen, why don’t you throw yourself at him?”

“What?”

“You knew I liked him, but you practically attacked him when he came over.”

“You like him?”

Lauren cocked her head to the side and then looked away. “Whatever.”

“I was just talking to him.”

“You like movies? Why, I love movies. Let me bore you with all the stuff I know about stupid old movies,” Lauren said in a high squeaky voice.

“Sorry.” I tried to think of where I went wrong. I could tell she was annoyed with me, but it wasn’t like I brought up movies out of nowhere.

“Just forget it.” Lauren crossed her arms and stared out at the gym floor. “You have to cut that out.”

“Cut what out?”

“Acting like a total dork all the time. We’re going to be in high school, so it wouldn’t kill you to act normal once in a while. I mean, it’s one thing to like all that weird stuff, but you don’t have to brag about it any time we meet someone.”

“Old movies aren’t weird. It’s not like I like taxidermy or something.”

Lauren sighed. “Talking about taxidermy is weird too. It’s like you don’t even know what normal is.” We sat there not talking until the band began playing the Lincoln school song and the assembly officially started. I risked glancing over at Tyler one more time. He was staring in our direction, and I turned away quickly as if I had been caught doing something wrong. I don’t know why I bothered. He was looking in our direction, but the only person he saw was Lauren. People always liked Lauren. I was the bonus item, what people got for free when they hung out with her.

The assembly went on forever. If one more person got up to tell us how many opportunities awaited us during the next four years I was going to stick a sharpened pencil in my ear.

“I have to go to the bathroom,” I whispered to Lauren.

“Thanks for the update.”

“Seriously, I have to go. Come with me.”

“Not now.” Lauren pointed toward the stage. Lincoln’s cheerleading squad was doing a routine. “We should try out in the fall.” She rummaged through the stack of handouts for the one that gave the details on the cheer squad.

I looked at Lauren as if she had announced that she wanted to take up cattle roping. We weren’t exactly cheerleader material. Cheerleaders do not have thighs that rub together, and Lauren, who didn’t have the same thigh issues, suffered from near terminal clumsiness. She couldn’t do a cartwheel without falling over.

“Are you kidding?”

“What? We could be cheerleaders.”

“Have you ever noticed that the cheerleaders are the most popular girls in school?”

“Yeah.”

“We’re not the most popular girls.” I hated to be the one to point this out to her, but you’d think she would have noticed by now.

“My mom says high school is completely different. It’s like a fresh start.”

I rolled my eyes. Fresh start, maybe. Complete life do-over? I don’t think so.

Lauren went back to watching them intently, as if her life depended on memorizing the dance routine. I slipped past her, leaving her to her cheerleading daydreams.

The bathrooms under the bleachers doubled as the girls’ locker room. The room smelled like a mix of chlorine, mildewed towels, and Secret deodorant. I pushed a stall door open and sat down. As soon as I was seated the stall door started to creep back open. I kicked it shut and it flew right past the latch and swung out into the bathroom. Great, one broken latch and now I was on display for the entire locker room. This was exactly the kind of thing that schools should give you a warning on but don’t.

Suddenly I heard someone laugh. I finished as fast as I could and yanked my skirt back down, trying to look casual. I waited there for a moment, but no one came into the bathroom. I took a few steps toward the sinks, and the voices and laughter got louder. There was a door leading to the pool, bolted from the locker room side. I pressed my ear against the door. The voices were coming from there for certain.

I slipped the bolt open, the click sounding very loud in the empty bathroom, but the voices on the other side didn’t change. They hadn’t heard anything. I pulled the door open slowly and peered through the crack.

Holy. Shit.

There were soap bubbles everywhere; bubbles spreading like a foamy blob across the tile floor. The swimming pool was covered in a frothy concoction, like a giant latte. At the back of the room near the diving board a group of seniors stood pouring bottles of lemon yellow dish soap into the water. They were laughing, and Matt Ryan, who I knew from the local paper as the school’s star athlete, was standing back trying to capture the whole thing on his camera phone. He was the one who saw me. He winked at me then pressed his finger to his mouth, in the universal symbol for shhh, and I knew I should pretend I never saw a thing. I shut the door quietly and slid the bolt closed.

“What are you doing?”

I jumped and whirled around to face Lauren.

“There are a bunch of seniors dumping soap into the pool.”

“Get out!” Lauren walked past me and slid the bolt back on the door.

“I don’t think we’re supposed to know about it.”

“Duh.” Lauren pulled the door open and peered through the crack. She gave a tiny squeal and shut the door. “It must be the senior prank.”

Senior prank was a long-standing Lincoln High tradition. Each class tried to come up with a way to outdo the class before. I figured by the time we were seniors we would have to come up with something worthy of making CNN, like kidnapping the prime minister of Canada.

“They must have dumped at least a dozen bottles of soap into the pool,” I said.

“We should go. The assembly is almost over, and we don’t want to be caught down here.” Lauren took off. Once we were in the hall I looked behind me. There was a wall of bubbles pressing against the frosted glass window in the door that led directly to the pool. I jogged after Lauren.

The whole thing seemed funny. It was a prank after all, a joke. Just good clean soapy fun. I thought I was pretty cool to be in on it, especially considering I wasn’t even officially a freshman yet.

The school administration took a dimmer view of the situation. Apparently dish soap and pool filters are a bad combination. Then there was the fact that one of the school janitors slipped on the soapy pool deck and fell, pulling his knee all out of whack. Rumor had it he was suing the school in some kind of worker’s compensation case for millions of dollars, but that part might not have been true. What was a fact was that the school administration was on a mission to find out who was behind the whole thing.

The day after my birthday party an article appeared in the Sunday paper saying the seniors responsible had been caught. The paper showed a photo of Principal LaPoint looking stern with his arms crossed over his chest. He was quoted as calling those caught the “ringleaders,” like it was a major crime versus a senior prank. He was forbidding those four students from attending either prom or graduation. He wanted to withhold their diplomas altogether, but apparently the school board wasn’t willing to go that far. There were quotes in the paper from people around town, most of whom thought the punishment was too severe, although there were a few who seemed to think the death penalty might be in order.

The first hint I had that anything was wrong, that the story would involve me at all, was on Monday morning. I was wearing a new soft white short sleeve sweater that I had gotten for my birthday. I was in a good mood until I got to my locker. snitch was written in black marker across the door. It was underlined three times. I walked up slowly, my finger extended. The ink looked still wet, but it was dry. It didn’t smudge. I heard someone laugh and turned around to see a group of girls looking over from across the hall before they scurried away, still laughing. As I walked to math class I noticed it—everyone was staying far away from me. An invisible force field between me and the rest of the world. No one got closer than a few feet. It was like I had developed leprosy over the weekend.

I was walking into the classroom when someone bumped hard into my back. My book and papers went flying to the floor. I whirled around and Bill from my math class stood there looking at me.

“What?” he asked, his voice flat. I could hear his friends laughing.

I bent down to pick up my stuff. No one said anything to me in math. I hadn’t been the social butterfly before, but this was different. I felt people staring at me, but when I looked around, no one would meet my eyes. My stomach felt hot and tight, and I wanted to throw up. Even Mr. Grady, our teacher, seemed annoyed with me. The whole morning was like that. I kept trying to find Lauren, but she wasn’t in English or at her locker between classes. When I saw her standing in the lunch line getting her food I had never been so glad to see anyone in my whole life. I had to fight the urge to run over to her.

“Where have you been?” I asked.

Lauren looked at me like she had never seen me before. It was like I was stuck in a weird sci-fi movie.

“What do you want?” she asked holding her tray between us like a barrier.

“What’s with you? I need to talk to you.” I touched her elbow. Lauren yanked away and her tray lurched, slopping orange red ravioli sauce onto my new sweater. We both looked down at the spreading stain. Everyone else in the cafeteria was gaping at us.

“Don’t touch me.”

“Lauren? Why are you mad at me? Why is everybody mad at me?”

Someone standing in line gave a disbelieving snort.

“I didn’t think you would ever do something like that,” she said.

“Like what?”

“Tell on the seniors. I mean, it isn’t just you; by telling, you make our whole class look like a bunch of losers. We all have to fit in at Lincoln High next year, and now we’re going to be known as part of the class that ratted out the most popular seniors. Everyone will connect us with what you did. It was just a prank, Helen.” Lauren’s voice was so loud I was pretty sure everyone in the cafeteria could hear her.

“But I didn’t tell,” I said softly.

“There’s no point lying about it now. Everyone already knows.”

I felt a hot rush of tears in my throat choking off what I was going to say. I walked stiffly out of the cafeteria as kids yelled things after me. I didn’t even stop by my locker; I walked straight out of the school and went home. I peeled off my ruined sweater, stuffed it under the bed, and crawled in. When my mom came home I told her I was sick.

I stayed home sick for the entire week. It wasn’t even lying. I felt awful. I didn’t want to eat anything and even though I was tired, I couldn’t sleep. On Friday I went over to Lauren’s house. I had to find a way to make things right. I could live with everyone else being mad, but I couldn’t stand to be on the outs with my best friend. Lauren was in the backyard with a guy I didn’t recognize. They were both wearing sweats. I stood at the gate and watched. He was spotting her, helping her learn how to do a cartwheel.

“Keep your legs up, nice and straight.”

“I’m trying.”

“You can do it. It’s just a confidence thing. You think you’ll fall, so you do. Just believe, and then up and over.”

Lauren turned a perfect cartwheel. She gave a squeal and jumped into his arms. That’s when she saw me.

“Helen.”

We stood awkwardly looking at each other.

“This is Mark, my gymnastics instructor. My mom hired him.”

Mark made his excuses and left.

“Still thinking of trying out for cheerleading, huh?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

“I didn’t tell anyone, Lauren. You have to believe me.” The words came rushing out in one breath. My eyes burned and threatened to spill over. Lauren crossed her arms and sighed.

“Don’t start crying again,” she said, her voice sounding tired.

“Someone else must have told on them, or maybe one of them got cold feet and ratted out the others. Maybe together we can figure out who did it.” Lauren loved mysteries. I was hoping to convince her that this would be a fun one to solve.

“God, just give it up. No one else told.”

I looked at her and felt my stomach ice over. I felt things fall into place.

“You �” My voice trailed off.

“Me.”

“Why?”

“Do you remember when Principal LaPoint talked about how many opportunities we’ll have in the next few years?”

I nodded.

“I’m taking one of them.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Did you know Emily Watson called me?”

“Who?”

“Emily Watson. She’s a junior. She’ll be a senior next year. She’s captain of the cheerleading squad. She was very appreciative that I was willing to tell who ratted out her friends. When I told her how I was scared that I wouldn’t have any friends since you were my best friend, she told me that I don’t have to worry. She’ll make sure I meet lots of people next year.”

“I didn’t rat out anyone. You did.”

“Yeah, but that wasn’t a problem. The truth isn’t important. What matters is what people think is the truth. If I’m going to be somebody, then I need people on my side.” She looked over at me. “People who are in a position to get me what I want.”

I sat down hard on the ground, the air whooshing out me.

“But why?”

“There isn’t always a big reason why. It just is.”

“But you’re my best friend.”

“And you’re happy with good enough. You don’t care about dressing the right way or being invited to the right parties. You’re happy to rent movies on a Friday night. Not even new movies. You want to rent stuff no one has seen in like a hundred years. I want to go out. I want to be invited out. We were always second string, but now I have a chance to make the A-list.”

“And that matters so much?”

“Of course it matters.” Lauren tossed her hands in the air and paced back and forth. “My mom tells me that the friends you have in high school determine who your friends are in college, and then who your friends are for the rest of your life.”

“Well, my mom says you can’t buy friendship,” I countered.

“And your mom is a hippie who doesn’t even use deodorant.”

“She does too. It’s just that rock crystal kind.”

“Whatever.”

“So you’re just done with me? That’s it?” I could hear my voice getting tight and high. This wasn’t going the way I had planned. I had figured my problem would be convincing her I hadn’t told. I wasn’t prepared for this conversation at all.

Lauren sat down next to me and pulled a few strands of grass out of the lawn. We sat there quietly for a minute. “Nothing is forever, you know. Once I’m popular, we can be friends again and then you’ll be popular too. It will all be worth it.”

“What makes you think I’ll want to be your friend?”

“What makes you think you’ll have other options?”


Chapter Three

T he last two weeks of eighth grade were vile. Someone mashed spoiled tuna fish through the vents in my locker so that everything I owned stunk. A person in my English class smeared glue on my chair. No one talked to me, but everyone was whispering about me behind my back. People left mean notes in my books, and the janitor stopped even bothering to clean my locker door, since every time he did, someone else would write snitch across it. I stopped eating lunch in the cafeteria after someone spit on my food tray. For those last two weeks of school I sat in the back of the library during lunch and pretended to study. During gym class someone dumped my clothes on the wet shower floor, so I had to wear my gym uniform for the rest of the day. I cried every night. My parents talked to the school administrators, who said there was nothing they could do. I would have to “ride it out.”

My mom tried to convince me that it would be better next year and I would make new friends, but I wasn’t buying it. The way I figured it, high school would be worse. Instead of having one hundred fifty classmates trying to make me miserable, I would have seven hundred. Unless you counted the other grades, in which case I would have thousands of people dedicated to making my life hell. I was certain that my reputation as a ratfink had spread to every school across town.

My parents are huge believers in karma. Actually, they’re huge believers in a bunch of stuff: chi, feng shui, the benefits of being vegan, the superiority of natural fabrics. They believe in everything from Buddha to fairies. Most of the time I shrug off what they say. They kept telling me that somehow things would just magically work out and the universe would take care of things. I was preparing for the idea that I may have to run away from home, when it turned out my parents were right. My dad was offered a job in New York. Thank god for karma.

Technically it wasn’t New York City, it was some town just outside the city, but it was still good enough for me. Heck, I would have gone anywhere, including remote Alaska. I just wanted to be as far away from Terrace, Michigan, as possible. We were moving. I was so happy, I didn’t even mind doing the packing. For once the universe seemed to have noticed what I needed.

From the time school ended until we moved at the end of July, I didn’t hear from Lauren once. I guess she was too busy focusing on mastering the intricacies of the perfect cartwheel to find time to say good-bye to her best friend. She might have forgotten all about me, but I certainly never forgot about her. Not for one single day.
 

Chapter Four

I’ ’d be lying if I didn’t admit that over the next three years, even from New York, I thought about getting back at Lauren somehow. But it was never anything specific. Once I dressed up a Barbie doll in a cheerleader outfit and tossed it into the giant wood chipper in the park. I grinned as the flesh-colored plastic sprayed out in tiny half-moon crescents onto the ground. Although I thought about it all the time, I didn’t think I would ever really do anything about the situation. Logistics alone would make it impossible. I lived halfway across the country from her. Revenge by mail didn’t seem that satisfying. Not to mention there are laws against sending anthrax. I hoped my parents were right, that karma would balance things out and Lauren would have some (or preferably all) of the following things happen to her:

1. She would be permanently disfigured by a virulent acne condition.

2. She would suffer some type of cheerleading accident involving choking to death on a wayward pom-pom.
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