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Praise for


Confessions of a High School Disaster





“Chloe Snow’s diary goes far beyond the expected awesomeness + angst of a freshman in high school, though it has both of those qualities in spades. But Chloe Snow, in all her hilarious brilliance, will also break your heart and make you bawl those ‘happy to be alive’ tears. Amazing.”


—Lauren Myracle, New York Times bestselling author of The Infinite Moment of Us





“Chastain captures a spot-on teen voice that would feel at home in an updated version of the film Mean Girls.”


—School Library Journal





“Recommended for fans of Louise Rennison or anyone who needs a good laugh.”


—VOYA





“Chloe is refreshingly honest and unfiltered.”


—Booklist
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For Anita Lannom




Wednesday, August 10


OMG. I think Grady likes me.


Maybe! I mean, I’m not positive. But work today was weird.


It was hot, but there were big rain clouds overhead, so no one came to the pool. Grady and I sat on our stools in the concession stand, eating Twizzlers and talking about where we’d most like to live when we finally escape our hellishly pleasant New England suburb.


Grady said, “Probably Berlin, or Istanbul.”


I said, “New York, definitely. Or maybe Bermuda, so I can ride around on a scooter.”


He shook his head. “No way. It’d be too boring, living there forever. We could go there on our honeymoon, though.”


I whipped my head to the left to look at his face. My mouth was hanging open from the shock. He’s never said anything like that to me before! He’s a year younger than me! He knows I just got dumped by Mac, my pretend boyfriend who had a girlfriend but made out with me constantly anyway!


He looked a little nervous, but also pleased with himself.


“Sure,” I said finally. “I hear they have pink sand.”


The thing about Grady is, he’s basically my height, so it’s easy to stare into his eyes, which are deep-set, and to notice his eyelashes, which are so long they get tangled sometimes.


I see that he’s handsome, but I don’t feel it in my bones. Could I ever like Grady? Good old Grady, my co-worker, the guy who burps the alphabet for my entertainment when we get bored?


Thursday, August 11


OK, I think yesterday was all in my head. It was about a thousand degrees in the concession stand today, and I was dying.


“I’m sweating like a pig,” I told Grady. “I think I forgot to put on deodorant.”


He tried to smell my armpit and I pushed his head away.


“You definitely forgot,” he said, fanning his hand in front of his face.


This is how we normally treat each other: like siblings. Disgusting siblings.


Then we talked about (a) whether or not dogs have a sense of the future, (b) gross smells we secretly like (gasoline, skunks), and (c) earbuds versus over-ear headphones. Hardly a sexy, tension-filled conversation, thank God.


Friday, August 12


Barf. Email from Mom.


Dearest Chloe,


I know you’re angry with me, and I respect that. Don’t feel you need to respond to this missive—but know I would adore a response, should you be able to muster one.


Javi and I have settled into our new place in San Miguel. We’ve set aside a bedroom for you. In the evenings, we sit on the balcony and sip tequila while the lights come on, twinkling across the mountain below us as if mirroring the stars in the sky.


I’ve finished the first draft of my novel and have put it in a drawer, where I intend to leave it for a while before revisiting it with fresh eyes. While I wait, I’ll deepen my yoga practice. I’ve found a charming little studio mere blocks away.


Well, darling, I think of you every minute, and am sending you so much love.


Yours,


Ever,


Mommy


I started a draft.


Veronica,


Remember that time you ran away to Mexico to work on your (probably terrible) novel, abandoning me and Dad? Remember how you pretended you were only going to be away for a few months, when you knew you were never coming back? Remember how you showed up at our July 4th BBQ with your MUCH-YOUNGER boyfriend, Javi, and humiliated me in front of my friends and then told me you and Dad are getting a divorce? Oh, wait, that all happened in the past year, so you definitely remember it. I do too. Don’t email me anymore,


—Chloe


But then I deleted it. I don’t want to give her the attention. She doesn’t deserve it.


Saturday, August 13


Dad was washing the dishes and singing “The Surrey with the Fringe on Top.” You wouldn’t think it to look at him, since he’s a middle-aged lawyer dad who wears collared shirts even on the weekend, but he’s really into musicals. It must be hereditary, because I’ve always loved them too.


He felt me staring at him and stopped.


“Too loud?” he said.


“No, it’s nice.” I didn’t tell him the truth, which is that I’d been standing there worrying about him. I worry about him all the time now. Mostly I picture him dying in a car accident. That’s what scares me the most, maybe because it seems like it could actually happen.


Dad said, “I have to head out in a few minutes.”


“You’re going out? I didn’t know that. I would have invited Tris over if—”


“Hang on, Chloe.” He turned off the water and looked at me. “I’m meeting Miss Murphy for a drink.”


“Oh. OK.”


My voice must have sounded funny, because he said, “You did say I should ask her out again, so I thought . . .”


“It’s fine. I don’t care.”


I dried a pan off furiously and then clanged it into a cabinet.


“Chloe. Come on.”


“Just . . . Please don’t go out around here. I don’t want people seeing you and teasing me at school.”


“Do you think they would?”


I picked up the colander and examined it. “There’s still a bunch of pasta on this thing.”


“Oh yeah. Give me a do-over.”


I handed it to him.


“They would definitely tease me,” I said. “Definitely.”


“OK.” He was bent over, working with the sponge. “We can drive a few towns over.”


I folded the dish towel in half, then in half again. “You know she’s my English teacher again this year, right?” I thought for sure she’d keep teaching freshman English, but no, apparently she’s going to follow me through high school like a curse.


He nodded without looking at me. “I did see that on your schedule.”


I waited, but he didn’t say anything else. I don’t know what I was expecting. Maybe something like, I can see how awkward it would be for you to know that the person teaching your favorite subject is also boning your dad.


After we finished the dishes, I walked upstairs slowly so it wouldn’t seem like I was storming off. Why did I even feel like storming off?


I love Miss Murphy. She was mine before she was Dad’s. She was my English teacher, and she thought I said smart things about Ethan Frome. And she cast me, a mere freshman, as the star of The Sound of Music! She’s in her thirties, I think, but she still remembers what it was like to be a kid. She’s funny and interesting and she used to be a Broadway director before she moved back here to take care of her mom. I admire her.


And I know my mother abandoned my father and started an affair, and what was Dad supposed to do, sit at home crying while she drank beer on the beach with a guy young enough to be her son?


But it still makes me slightly sick to think about them dating people who are not each other.


Sunday, August 14


I think some major sophomore class drama kicked off at the pool today. Reese was the lifeguard on duty. She’s the queen of our grade, the kind of girl grown-ups refuse to believe is horrible because she fools them with her performance of bubbly sweetness and they can’t perceive the darkness in her soul. She has two dimples she’s constantly twinkling at everyone. She wears a lot of purple. Instead of saying something openly cruel, like, “Good gravy, Madeline got huge over the summer,” she says something ostensibly kind, like, “I’m so worried about Madeline.” She rules with an iron fist, but she wants everyone to think she’s So Nice.


I’m terrified of Reese. I also desperately want her to like me. I am a disgusting person.


Anyway, a girl showed up at work today first thing in the morning, before it was busy, and immediately ran over to Reese. They both squealed and threw their arms around each other.


Grady elbowed me and tried to show me a sketch he was working on. “It’s a giant octopus eating the concession stand,” he said. “Look, I put you—”


“SHHHHH,” I hissed. I didn’t want to miss anything.


“Who is that?” Grady asked, looking where I was looking.


“I don’t know yet,” I said.


Then Reese shrieked, “How was Paris? Tell me everything!” and I realized.


“Wait,” I said. “That’s Noelle Phelps!”


Noelle had left for Paris about 90 pounds dripping wet. It was obvious why she was Reese’s number two: she worshipped Reese, and she was pretty enough, but not Reese-pretty. She was scrawny and watchful and unsmiling, with mousy brown hair. The person now grinning at Reese was platinum blond and wearing huge glamorous sunglasses. Then Noelle said, “It’s so hot I can’t stand it!” and whipped off her cover-up.


“Oh my God,” I said. “Noelle’s boobs came in.”


Grady nodded. “I’ve never seen her before, but she definitely has boobs now.”


I covered his eyes with my hand. “Don’t be a perv.”


“You started it!” he said, and pulled my hand off his face.


Reese ran her eyes over Noelle. “You look amazing,” she said thoughtfully, and I thought, Noelle is screwed.


Noelle sat next to Reese on the lifeguard chair for hours, which is definitely against the rules, and they talked and laughed the entire time, but I’m not fooled. Noelle is a dead man walking.


Monday, August 15


Grady’s three-year-old brother, Bear, showed up at the pool with his babysitter in the afternoon and came tearing over to jump into Grady’s arms. Then he looked at me and said, “I like your underwear.”


“It’s a bikini, buddy,” said Grady.


Suddenly bathing suits seemed bizarre. We would never hang around in our undies, so why were we standing a foot away from each other, basically naked, just because we were at the pool?


“He’s so cute,” I said, watching Bear race over to the kiddie pool. “It’s weird—you guys look nothing alike.”


“Thanks a lot!”


“No, I meant—I didn’t mean you’re not cute.”


“REALLY!” He made a Sexy Expression at me.


“Get your face out of my face,” I said, and pushed him away.


“Bear and I have different dads,” he said. “Thanks for making me feel awkward about it.”


I gasped. “Oh my God. I’m sorry.”


“I’m just messing with you, dork,” he said, laughing. “I mean, he is my mom’s kid with my stepfather, but it’s fine. I’ve had three years to get used to it.”


“You are incredibly annoying,” I said.


“You love me,” he said.


“I really don’t.”


“You love me so much you want to marry me.”


“Stop trying to hug me! You’re all sweaty and covered in sunscreen!”


God! He’s so immature!


Tuesday, August 16


Dad had to work late, so I invited Tristan over. We ate crackers and cheese for dinner, sitting on a towel in the backyard, coated in bug spray.


“Would it be weird if I went out with a freshman?” I said.


“Who?” Tris said.


“No one in particular.”


“Yeah, right.”


“Imagine a normal, shortish guy. Would everyone make fun of me?”


Luckily, Grady has happened to be off work the few times Tris has visited me at the pool, or he would have instantly known who I was talking about.


Tris shrugged. “Probably. You know how people are. They’d say you were robbing the cradle.”


“It’s so ridiculous. No one cares when senior guys go out with freshman girls.” I collapsed backward onto the towel. “I hate high school.”


Tris collapsed next to me. “I hate it more.”


We looked up at the sky, which was still pink.


“Roy’s going to a club tonight,” Tris said. “With all his new college friends.”


I turned my face to look at him, and he turned his to look at me. We were two centimeters apart. I could smell his Tropical Twist Trident. “You’re not worried, are you?” I said.


“No. A little bit. I don’t know. We FaceTimed twice today. I think he misses me.”


“I’m sure he does.”


Tris sighed.


I asked, “Do you think your mom told your dad about you and Roy?”


“Probably.”


“But you don’t know for sure? If she’d told him, wouldn’t he talk to you about it?”


Tris laughed. “Are you serious? That’s the last thing he’d do. I bet I’ll be coming home with my husband and kid in 20 years and he’ll still pretend to have no idea what’s going on.”


“Does it make you sad?” I said.


He shook his head impatiently. “It’s fine. Don’t worry about it. Tell me what’s going on with your dad.”


“He’s dating Miss Murphy again,” I said. I wanted to keep asking Tris about his parents, but I didn’t want to be annoying or nosy.


“No way. Are you upset?”


“Yeah, but I know I shouldn’t be. She’s great, or whatever.”


“She’s great as our director. Not as your stepmother!”


Stepmother!?! Perish the thought.


Wednesday, August 17


Grady spent the whole day quizzing me about high school. How do the locks on the lockers work, again? Right, left, then right, but at what point do you go past the first number? Has anyone ever actually shoved a freshman’s head in a toilet and flushed, or is that a suburban legend? Do they hand out a map of the school on the first day? Do teachers get mad if freshmen are late to class because they got lost?


Speaking of questions, is there anything less attractive than someone nervously fretting? I know I was the same way last year. I freely admit it must have been hideously unsexy.


I keep thinking about Mac. I don’t want to. I order myself to cut it out, but it doesn’t work. It’s just that he was so confident. And mean, and thoughtless, and not even very interesting. But the confidence! It canceled out all of his flaws.


Enough of this mooning around. I got over him. I need to stay over him.


Thursday, August 18


We got an email from the principal today with a bunch of reminders about parking passes, proof of a recent physical exam for student athletes, school email account access, etc., etc. All this nitty-gritty proof that classes are going to start again made me feel a little queasy, and I was about to delete the email when I saw a shocking announcement in the second-to-last bullet point: they’re adding a dance this year! A HALLOWEEN DANCE! Immediately, I texted Hannah and Tris to alert them to this life-altering news.


I don’t know if it’s like this at every school, but at MH, dances are hotbeds of romance. People flirt. People make out for the duration of slow songs. People grind, which is against the rules, and get separated by a chaperone, only to start grinding again as soon as the chaperone leaves. People get their hearts broken and sob in the bathrooms. It’s all very stressful and exciting, and you have to go, first because something amazing might happen to you, and second because even if it doesn’t, you need to know what happened to other people so you can be up to speed on the gossip.


All I do is hide in my room and write in this diary. I want to change. I want to go to the Halloween dance, and I want something thrilling to happen to me there. Something I’ll remember when I’m 90. Winning the costume contest, or jumping into the center of a dance circle, or, I don’t know, making out with someone for the duration of a slow song. I’m writing it in all caps as a promise to myself: I WILL MAKE SOMETHING MEMORABLE HAPPEN AT THE HALLOWEEN DANCE.


Friday, August 19


I was standing by the edge of the pool today when Grady snuck up behind me, scooped me up, and threw me in the water.


“I’m wearing my sneakers, you goober!” I yelled at him when I came up for air. He’d dropped to the grass and was rolling around laughing hysterically. What a child.


My sneakers squished for the rest of the day.


I’m surprised he can lift me. Those pipe cleaner arms are stronger than they look.


Saturday, August 20


Got my revenge on Grady today! I waited until our shift was over and he’d put on his T-shirt. We were walking toward the parking lot, talking about our least favorite customer, a little demon named Paxon who pays for his treats with fifties, when without warning I pushed him into the pool right at the five-foot mark. Oh, the shocked look on his face! I wish I had a picture of it.


Sunday, August 21


Told Hannah about the saga of the pool pushing. She smiled through the whole thing and then said, “That sounds pretty flirty.”


“What? No, no, no. It’s not like that at all.”


“Are you sure?”


“Yes!”


She still looked skeptical. In the spirit of being honest with her, which I wasn’t always last year, and which led to us drifting apart, I said, “I guess there’s a tiny possibility he likes me.”


“And you don’t like him?”


“No. Not at all.”


She examined my face. “If that’s true, you shouldn’t flirt with him.”


I groaned. “I’m not flirting with him, Hannah.”


“You pushed him into the pool.”


“Oh my God! Call the romance police!”


“If he really does like you, it’s not fair to get his hopes up.”


I was about to say something rude, but it occurred to me that as annoying as it is to listen to her lecture me, she’s always right about this stuff, so I said I’d think about it. Then we went back to watching YouTube hip-hop tutorials in preparation for the Halloween dance.


Monday, August 22


I went to work determined not to flirt with Grady, which was easy, because Reese was the lifeguard on duty, and first thing in the morning she yelled across the pool, “You guys are so adorable in there! You look like you’re playing house!” so of course Grady and I were too embarrassed to even look at each other for most of the day.


During an adult swim, when Reese got a break, she wandered over to steal a Tootsie Pop.


“You know Noelle, right?” she asked me.


“I think so,” I said, trying to be cool, although what’s so cool about pretending not to know someone who’s been in your class since kindergarten?


Reese unwrapped the lollipop. “It’s scary how much people can change in such a short time. She’s one of my best friends, but I feel like I don’t even know her anymore. I’m, like, the last person to slut-shame, but I’m sorry, I don’t think it’s right to have sex with multiple guys on vacation. I just worry about her health, you know?”


In our bullying workshops, the teachers talk about taking the side of the victim. I could have said, “It sounds like you are slut-shaming Noelle, actually.” Joking is another option, or “disarming the bully with humor,” if you want to get fancy about it. I could have said, “Wow, where do I sign up for a trip to Paris?” I knew all this, but I nodded and said nothing.


Then Grady said, “What’s wrong with having sex with multiple guys on vacation?” Either he was truly curious or he’s a great actor.


Reese laughed. “You’re hilarious, Grady. Anyway, it’s not just that.” She looked around like she was checking for eavesdroppers, then leaned forward. Grady and I both leaned toward her. “She hung out with Nevaeh and Nick last night, and Nevaeh said she was fully hitting on Nick. She was wearing this low-cut shirt and Nick couldn’t stop staring at her chest. It wasn’t his fault. If she doesn’t want people to look, she shouldn’t flaunt it.”


Reese shook her head and gave the lollipop a contemplative lick. “We already had our costume planned for the Halloween dance, but I texted her and told her she needs to find someone else to go with. Which is so sad, but I don’t think I can be friends with someone like that.”


After she’d gone, Grady whispered, “She is ice cold.”


“Right?!” I said. “I knew she wasn’t going to stand for a smoking-hot best friend.”


“Is Noelle going to take her on?” Grady asked.


“What, like try to dethrone Reese?”


He nodded. He really is fun to talk to about this stuff. He’s much gossipier than Hannah, and almost as gossipy as Tristan.


“I would be shocked,” I said. “Noelle is basically a sweet person, and Reese is like one of those Roman ladies who poison their enemies. Noelle wouldn’t stand a chance.”


Grady shook his head. “Poor Noelle. Do you think she really banged a bunch of French dudes?”


I laughed. “No way! No way. But it doesn’t matter. She can’t prove she didn’t, right?”


We both looked across the pool at Reese, who was back on her chair, her face shadowed by her baseball cap, looking serene and beautiful.


Tuesday, August 23


I feel so terrible that I didn’t stick up for Noelle even a tiny bit. What’s the worst that could have happened? Reese could have decided I’m an enemy and made the next three years of my life a living hell.


That’s why people don’t take on bullies. Self-preservation. Or just plain selfishness, I guess. I wish I were brave enough to think, So what if she hates me? I’ll live. Standing up for this person is more important than trying to save myself. That’s what a strong, confident person would think. I’m weak and scared. It’s gross.


Maybe that’s what I could do to make the Halloween dance memorable. I could march up to Reese and say, in front of everyone, “Excuse me, but remember that time you made up a lie about Noelle at the pool and then judged her for something she never even did? That was wrong!”


Yeah, it needs some work. But the basic idea isn’t bad.


Wednesday, August 24


Another email from Mom.


Dearest Chloe,


It is your privilege, as my child, to show me you’re angry by refusing to respond to me. It is my responsibility, as your mother, to keep showing you how ardently I love you by continuing to write to you even in the face of your silence. I’ll be in touch soon, whether or not you are.


Your faithful correspondent,


Mom


She is ridiculous. I’m ignoring her.


Thursday, August 25


Hannah and I went to Tris’s house after dinner. Hannah’s mom dropped her off, pulling up in her SUV right as I arrived on my bike.


“Honey, you should have said you needed a ride,” Mrs. Egan cooed out her open window. “I’m always happy to pick you up.”


“I like riding my bike. Thanks, though,” I said, taking off my helmet. I was lying, of course. Riding my bike is humiliating, and I’m counting down the seconds until I can get my learner’s permit. But I know how much Mrs. Egan enjoys pitying me because my mom’s away and my dad works late some nights, and I don’t want her stupid pity.


Tris and Hannah and I sat in Adirondack chairs in the backyard, watched the stars come out, and tried not to look at our phones too much.


“Do you realize school starts a week from today?” Hannah said.


“I’ve been so bored all summer,” Tris said, “and now I’d give anything to have another two months off.”


“School won’t be as scary as it was last year,” I said. “I mean, it can’t be. Right?”


“We know where everything is now,” Hannah said.


“And there’ll be a new batch of freshmen!” I said. “Automatically, they’re lamer than we are.”


“True,” said Tris.


“Maybe being sophomores will be great,” I said, getting into it. “We’re past the worst year, but we don’t have to start panicking about the SATs or college applications yet.”


“I’m panicking about the SATs,” Hannah said.


“But by choice,” I said. “You enjoy panicking about them. Tris and I can wait until we’re juniors.”


“I ordered a PSAT prep book last night,” Tris said.


“You haven’t started studying yet?” Hannah said. “We’re taking it in October!”


“Stop! We still have a week of summer left! You’re both ruining it!” I said.


“You’re right,” Tris said. “Let’s talk about sunburns or fireworks or something.”


We tried, but it was too late, and we wound up discussing the PSAT 10 versus the PSAT/NMSQT until it was time to leave.


Friday, August 26


I think our discussion last night came as a big shock to Hannah. She must have realized Tris and I aren’t up to her organizational standards, because she called a planning meeting today.


“What are we planning?” Tris said. It was 4 p.m., and we were sitting in Hannah’s living room. She’d made us drop our phones in a woven basket on our way in, and I think she must have hidden the remote controls, because I couldn’t find them anywhere.


“Various things!” Hannah said. “I printed out copies of the agenda.”


Friday, August 26


Sophomore Year Planning Session


Attendees: Hannah Egan, Tristan Flynn, Chloe Snow


Discussion items:


Academic goals


Extracurricular goals


Personal goals


Short-range goals (Halloween dance, PSATs)


“How do you even know how to do this?” I asked her.


“I read a blog for parents who want to help their kids do well in school.” (Of course she does.) “This one post said it helps to write down your intentions at the beginning of the year so you can refer back to them and make sure you’re on track. Here . . .” She passed out notebooks and pens. “OK, first item. What are our academic goals?”


“Stay awake during math,” I said.


“Chloe! This isn’t going to work unless you take it seriously.”


“Fine, Mom,” I said, and then instantly felt bad. My actual mother wasn’t here to nag me, and my father was too busy to do it. It was nice that Hannah was helping us with this. It was more than nice: it was generous and thoughtful.


“Sorry,” I said. “I do want to improve in math, for real. And I want to study for the PSATs.”


“What GPA do you want to maintain?” Hannah said.


“Um, what’s an A-?”


“A 3.7,” Hannah said. “OK, write all that down in your notebook. Tris?”


“I want to move up to honors English. And I’ll say 3.7 too.”


Hannah said she wants to maintain her 4.0 and excel in chemistry and trig so she’s set up to get into AP Calculus and AP Chemistry, and possibly AP Bio.


“Moving on to extracurriculars!”


“Do I have to be modest?” Tris said.


“No, be honest,” Hannah said.


“I want to be a lead in the musical again,” Tris said.


“Me too,” I said.


“I probably won’t get a good part, but I’ll try out for the musical too,” Hannah said. She didn’t sound self-pitying. She sounded matter-of-fact. “And of course I’ll keep volunteering with youth group.”


“Can we do personal goals now?” I said. “Because I have a bunch. Number one: I want to learn to drive! Number two: I want to stop thinking about guys so much and focus on more important things.” I could feel Hannah and Tris struggling not to give each other meaningful looks. “And number three: I want to be a better friend. Less selfish.” I was hoping they’d say, “What are you talking about? You’re not selfish!” but they just looked thoughtful and nodded, which made me feel kind of sick.


Tris said, “I want to be low-maintenance with Roy, so he doesn’t think of me as a whiny annoyance he has to feel guilty about not calling more.”


“I want to abide by my own religious beliefs,” Hannah said, and if you didn’t know her like Tris and I do, you wouldn’t know she actually meant “I don’t want to have sex again until I’m married,” which makes me worried she’s feeling guilty for no reason, but which I didn’t say anything about, because hey, it’s her goal, and who am I to judge?


We wrote it all down. It felt great, like just by putting our goals on paper, we’d already started carrying them out.


“On to short-range goals,” Hannah said. “What are your thoughts on the Halloween dance?”


“Here’s what we need to do,” I said. “Number one: decide if we’re doing a group costume or not. Number two: find out if anyone’s having a pre-dance party.”


“I want to skip the whole thing,” Tris said, before I could get to number three.


“WHAT? You can’t!” I said.


“It’s going to be too sad, watching everyone else slow-dance and thinking about Roy.”


We spent the rest of the night trying to convince him he has to go, and never got around to discussing the PSATs, which was fine by me.


Saturday, August 27


I rode my bike over to Hannah’s today without texting first, and who should be there but Zach Chen, guitar-playing dreamboat! Last year, when I was a mere child and had never even kissed anyone, I put him on a list of guys I wanted to make out with. Now here he was, sitting in the kitchen with Hannah and her mom, helping Mrs. Egan snap the ends off of green beans (Mrs. Egan is the type of mother who plans meals for the whole week on Sunday and preps dinner ingredients right after lunch is over). “Hey, Chloe,” he said when I came in.


“Chloe! Hi! Did we have plans?” Hannah said. She looked terrified.


“No. I wanted to surprise you,” I said.


“Are you OK?” Zach asked Hannah. She’d gone pale.


“I’m fine. Chloe, can you show me that thing . . . with your bike?”


“Uh, sure,” I said.


We walked out to the garage in silence.


“What’s going on?” I asked when she’d pulled the door shut behind us. “That bike ruse was quite something, by the way. You would make a terrible spy.”


She looked confused. “You’re not mad?”


“About what?”


“About Zach!”


“What, that he’s sitting in your kitchen clearly in love with you?”


“You think he’s in love with me?” She sounded thrilled.


“Hannah, he’s prepping vegetables for your mom. Case closed.”


“And you really don’t care?”


“This is the kissing-list thing? You don’t get to claim someone for all eternity by writing his name down in your diary.”


She still looked sick. “You don’t . . . you don’t like him, do you?”


I put my hands on her shoulders. “Hannah, I swear to you, I don’t like him. He’s all yours.”


“OK. Thank goodness.”


We smiled at each other.


“How long have you two been hanging out?” I said.


“We haven’t been. This is the second time I’ve seen him. He picked his sister up from ballet yesterday and wound up giving me a ride home too. Then he texted me today asking if he could stop by. It could turn out to be nothing.”


“Uh-huh.”


“It could! I don’t want to get my hopes up.”


“Well, I’ll get my hopes up for you.”


She gave me a big hug.


Now Hannah will almost certainly have a date for the Halloween dance. I should be happy for her. And I am! Or if I’m not, I will be soon, as soon as I get over feeling disappointed that we won’t get to go in a group of three, like we’d planned.


Sunday, August 28


School starts this Thursday. Summer’s essentially over. Why, oh why, did I spend so much of it staring into my phone? Why didn’t I work out so I could amaze everyone with my physical transformation? Why didn’t I take some hip-hop classes? I could have shown up at the Halloween dance with the moves of a video vixen! And now most likely Miss Murphy will pick Chicago and I won’t get the lead because I can’t handle the choreography. Actually, I should have spent the summer getting up to speed on math. Geometry’s coming and I never even grasped the point of algebra. I’m letting down my entire gender being so stereotypically bad at anything STEM-y. What a waste of the two best months of the year! All I did was work on my tan, read, read some more, chat with Grady, eat Dad’s dinners, and hang around with Tris and Hannah.


I changed my mind: it was the perfect summer, and now it’s over forever.


Monday, August 29


I know what I should have been doing this summer, and I’m embarrassed it took me this long to realize it: I should have been marching, or resisting, or doing something socially conscious. I’m like a satire of a privileged person. What is my problem, exactly? My parents are getting divorced. Whoop-de-doo, it happens to literally half of all kids everywhere. True, not everyone’s mother moves to another country, but at least I have a mother. And a father who loves me. I’m not persecuted because of my sexual orientation or gender identity or race. I’m rich compared to almost everyone else in the world. And yet all I do is whine and obsess about myself. I want to do more, or at the very least, I want to remember how lucky I am every single minute.


Tuesday, August 30


Uhhhhhhh, Mac texted me.


- whats up sophomore? Hope ur good. Miss you kid.


A thoughtful text wondering how I’m doing and expressing affection? Did someone steal his phone?


Maybe college has already changed him! That’s a thing that happens. Maybe he’s realized he made a mistake, messing around with me and then abandoning me. People make mistakes. I certainly do! And you have to forgive people, not hold a grudge against them forever.


I texted back, I miss you too! I keep making my screen dark and then unlocking my phone so I can look at the exchange again, like it will have somehow changed in the 30 seconds since I last studied it.


There’s no reason to feel so sick with excitement. Nothing has changed. Mac is still a grade-A sleazer who broke my heart. He still has a girlfriend. He’s still away at college.


But he texted me!


Wednesday, August 31


Something awful happened.


Grady and I were at work. It was hot and still. No breeze. The trees drooped over the pool, looking exhausted. I kept zoning out and missing what Grady was saying. The third time I asked him to repeat himself, he said, “What’s wrong?”


“Oh . . .” I contemplated lying, but then decided, Eff it. “Mac texted me yesterday.”


“Mac. Your boyfriend from last year.”


“Uh, not my boyfriend, exactly, but yeah.”


Grady stared across the pool. Reese was sitting on her white lifeguard chair near the shallow end, rebraiding her hair while she watched some kids play chicken.


“What did he say?”


“Nothing. Just that he misses me.”


“What did you say?”


I glanced at him. He wouldn’t meet my eye. The whole conversation felt like it was happening in a dream. Grady sounded so serious and quiet, and I knew why, and I didn’t know what to do about it.


“I said . . . I said I missed him too.”


“So you still like him.”


“No. I mean, I don’t want to. And I don’t. I don’t know. It’s confusing.”


He turned to look at me. Don’t say it, I thought. Don’t, don’t, don’t.


“Chloe, you know I like you, right?”


His deep-set eyes. His tangled eyelashes. Plus crazy cheekbones and a full mouth. And more than that, his niceness, his funniness, his easy-to-talk-to-ness. But when I look at him, I think, You’re sweet. When I looked at Mac, I thought, I want to put your entire body inside my mouth.


“Grady . . . ,” I said, and I saw from his expression he knew what I was going to say next.


“OK,” he said. “I had to tell you. Don’t worry about it.”


“You’re one of my best friends.”


He flinched. I should have stopped talking, but I couldn’t.


“I really like talking to you,” I said. “And being with you.”


“I know. You’ve been flirting with me all summer,” he said, sounding angry.


“I have not!” I said, even though of course I have.


“Whatever.”


How long had this conversation been going on? It felt like the summer had ended, a year had passed, and we’d slogged through a whole other summer.


I tried to count backward from 10 to calm myself down, and gave up at 7. “You’re a lot younger than me. I don’t see you that way.”


He barked out a laugh. “Yeah, OK. I get it.”


“Grady.”


“It’s fine, Chloe. Let’s talk about something else.”


But we couldn’t. We barely said two words to each other for the rest of the day.


Reese came over during the last adult swim and said, “Look at you two in here. So cute! When are you going to make it official?”


“Do you want a Popsicle or something?” I said.


“No thanks. I’m good. Can you believe this is our last day of work? Wait, let me get a selfie with you guys. My little pool buddies!”


When she left, Grady said, “The worst,” and I said, “The worst,” and we almost smiled at each other, so that was good, but oh, Grady.




Thursday, September 1


First day of school. Smiling teachers, clean classrooms, everyone hugging and saying hi in the halls. It’ll all fall apart within two weeks, but it’s nice for now.


I was dreading seeing Grady, but when I finally did, right after the last class of the day, it was fine. He was with some friends, and he was wearing his cutoff Dickies, Vans, and a black T-shirt. It was strange to see him fully clothed. I said hi first, but he said it back right away. For a second, after we’d passed each other, I thought I might cry. Probably the trauma of being back at school had gotten to me.


Grady’s friends were loud and cute and dressed like him—punk/skater types. I wonder where they fall in their class’s social system. If I had to guess, I’d say they aren’t popular and they claim not to care about being popular and for the most part they genuinely don’t care. Because they’re confident and have a distinct style, they’re probably respected by the aristocrats in their grade, and will gain power over their four years of high school as everyone in their class slowly realizes that the jocky, purportedly cool kids have excellent hand-eye coordination and are great at making other people hate themselves but are otherwise talentless and boring. But it’s just a guess.


After dinner, I took Snickers for a walk. We went past the pool. The gate is pulled shut and locked for the season. Someone—probably Reese—had taped up an 8.5 x 11 sheet of notebook paper Sharpied with SEE YOU NEXT SUMMER! and a smiley face. It’s odd knowing I won’t see Grady at work anymore. I keep thinking of things I have to tell him and then remembering I won’t get the chance. I guess I could text him—we have each other’s numbers—but we’ve never texted anything beyond running late see you in 10 min or forgot to cash out can you do it?


I looked down at Snickers’s little Boston terrier butt, waggling along without a care in the world. I wish I were a dog.


Friday, September 2


The only thing scarier than seeing Grady was seeing Miss Murphy. I walked into honors English today feeling like there was a 67% chance I was going to develop anxiety diarrhea.


Miss Murphy was leaning against the whiteboard saying hi to everyone, and when I came in, she said “Nice to see you, Chloe” in a friendly, plain way. No extra eye contact, no meaningful look, no apologetic tone in her voice.


As an icebreaker, she asked us to go around the room and say our name, our favorite book, and our favorite word. When it was my turn, I said, “I’m Chloe Snow. My favorite book is Prep. My favorite word is ‘moxie.’ ” Miss Murphy smiled and said, “That sounds about right.”


I studied her as she stood in front of us, laughing and crossing her arms while she listened. She was wearing a white Oxford shirt, green pants, and brown loafers. She didn’t have makeup on. She had a tan. She also had some wrinkles around her eyes, but they looked nice, like she got them from being a happy person.


I miss my stupid mother.


Saturday, September 3


As we were eating lunch yesterday, Tris lowered his voice and said, “Did you hear Noelle had a threesome while she was in Paris?”


“Oh my God,” I said. “That never happened.”


“You don’t have to bite my head off,” Tris said.


“You can’t spread this rumor. You have to promise me,” I said.


“I promise,” he said. “Are you suddenly friends with Noelle or something?”


“I’ve probably said five words total to her in my life,” I said. “But Reese is trying to destroy her, and it’s not right.”


“Reese wouldn’t do that,” Hannah said, sounding shocked.


“She’s already doing it, Hannah,” I said. I crumpled up my brown paper bag. “She’s not even a good liar, but it doesn’t matter! A threesome? Next she’ll say Noelle banged some guy at the top of the Eiffel Tower while eating a baguette and wearing a beret, and everyone will believe her. And why are people so judgmental? If Noelle had a threesome—which she didn’t—but if she did, good for her!”


“I agree! Geez!” said Tris. I texted him and Hannah later to apologize. I wish I hadn’t snapped at them. If I’m going to snap at anyone, it should be myself. Maybe I could have nipped this whole thing in the bud by standing up to Reese at the pool that day.


Sunday, September 4


Tris is in Rhode Island with his parents for the long weekend, so Hannah and I had a girls-only sleepover at my house. We made ice cream sundaes, which we’ve been doing since we were eight. She puts peanuts on hers, because she’s a mutant. We were sitting at the island in the kitchen, and I was halfway through my sundae (extra whipped cream, no peanuts, for the love of God) when I noticed she was sitting there staring into space, not eating.


“Are you OK?” I said.


“I think I messed up with Zach.”


“Go on,” I said.


“He stopped by again today, and we sat on the back porch, and it was really fun, and we were kind of flirting, and we started talking about our exes.”


I nodded. I know the old talking-about-your-exes move. Not that I have any exes to talk about.


“So he was telling me about Ellie Rajavi and complaining that she hated going to Deposed Monarchs shows, which is crazy, because they’re an amazing band. I really think Zach could be a professional musician. Anyway, and then he said, ‘Didn’t you come to a show last year with Josh?’ and we started talking about Josh, and I kind of got carried away.”
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