
H
igh school was pretty much like this huge party I  wasn’t actu-

ally invited to, but I still had to show up to every day. Awkward 

much? Have you ever had one of those days when from the sec-

ond you woke up you just knew everything was going to go wrong? 

Yeah, that was every single day of my life during freshman year at 

Hamilton High. I wish I could tell you I was exaggerating. I wish 

this was a case of me being the “ugly girl” in a teen movie who 

wears glasses and overalls and has her hair in a ponytail, but as 

soon as she changes her clothes, takes off her glasses and lets her 

hair down— OMG, she’s gorgeous, how did we not see it before?

Yeah, that’s not me.

I’ve always been one of the Invisibles. I’m not a misfi t. (Al-

though admittedly I did go through a goth phase— and still have 

the tiny hole in my nose to prove it. Unfortunately.) I can put an 

outfi t together without getting laughed at when I roam the halls 

among the fashionistas (the girls who  wouldn’t be caught dead in 

last season’s clothes) and the trashionistas (the girls who majorly 

slut it up). My clothes are cute enough to keep me from hating 
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myself when I catch my refl ection, but nothing so great that any-

one ever says, “Where did you get that?”

When it came to me and my friends, we  were invisible enough 

not to matter in the grand scheme of the high school hierarchy, but 

not enough to escape the ridicule of the cool kids when they did 

happen upon us. More important, this was the inspiration for a 

comic strip character I’d been working on for at least a year— Abby 

Invisible, the New Kid at School. I’d been scoffed at by haters and 

called every name in the book at one time or another. (Well . . .  

maybe every name except “pop u lar.”) I had plenty of material.

I guess that’s the trade- off for having grown up relatively well-

adjusted with two parents who loved me. Because if you put your 

ear up really close to the girls who are extra mean, you can actu-

ally hear their daddy issues. Oh, what a difference a hug would 

have made. (Except for the girls who got too much hugging from 

their daddies, but that’s a  whole other issue.)

My mom said I’d ultimately fi nd my “groove” at my new school. 

Oh, yeah, I guess I left that part out: That’s how it really started. 

My parents announced that we  were moving across the country. 

The move and packing for it was what led to me fi nding the 

diary . . .  which is what led to everything  else.

I was freaking out about the move. My mom was trying to spin 

it, to get me excited about having a fresh start— but show me one 

kid in the history of high school who’s overjoyed to hear she has to 

move and switch schools, and I’ll show you a leprechaun eating 

calorie- free chocolate cake while riding a unicorn. Mom said things 

would be different at my new school. I’d “make new friends” and 

“fi nd my Jake Ryan.” I don’t know if he’s some guy she dated be-

fore she married my dad or what, but a) I liked the friends I had, 

and b) whoever this Jake Ryan is, he has two fi rst names and I 

never trust a guy with two fi rst names. (I’m looking at you, Kevin 
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James.) She’s a total optimist, my mom. If life hands her lemons, 

she’s not just making lemonade— she’s gonna turn her lemonade 

business into an empire.

My dad’s more of a realist. He’d tell me things like “Always fol-

low your head and not your heart. Hearts tend to be idiots.” I’ve 

always loved that about my dad. There’s way too much encour-

agement from parents in today’s world, and most people could 

use some honest criticism. If parents praise every single idiotic 

thing their children do, how will kids learn what they’re good at? 

What will make them want to try harder? Think about it. Every 

time you lie to your kid and tell her that some dumb thing she did 

is “great,” you’re potentially creating the next Ke$ha. Half the 

songs on the radio these days sound like I did when I was eleven 

years old, singing into a fan.

I respect my dad for his honesty and pragmatism. That said, 

telling a teenager not to follow her heart is like telling a dog to 

meow instead of bark. It’s, like, physiologically impossible. How 

 else are we supposed to relate to sappy songs on the radio and 

make the mistakes that shape us? (Although if mistakes are sup-

posed to shape you, which is what I hear, by this point I should be 

in much better shape— like forget six- pack abs, I should have a solid 

 eight- pack.)

You know that saying “The enemy of my enemy is my friend”? 

Well, in high school, your own worst enemy is often yourself . . .  

which makes sense, because when all is said and done and you’ve 

screwed up enough times and you have no friends left, the only 

friend you have left is you. And you have to count on yourself to get it 

together and make better decisions and become a better person. Or 

at least a better person than you  were yesterday. That is, of course, 

until you screw it up again in some spectacular new way tomorrow.

It was my last week in Westchester and I was already feeling 
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nostalgic. The cerulean blue lockers lining the corridors, the clus-

ters of cliques with girls shooting sideways glances to make sure 

the target du jour of the current “breaking” gossip  wasn’t nearby, 

the paired- off boyfriends and girlfriends who’d completely forgot-

ten what it was like to roam the halls alone, BC (Before Coupling).

My friend Amy cruised up to me with a huge smile, like we 

 were in on some secret, but I had no idea what the secret was or 

why she was grinning like a crazy person.

“Like my necklace?”

I looked at her neck and saw a cool metal chain with one of 

those friendship hearts made of brass. Of course, only half of the 

heart dangled from the chain. The other half was to be worn by her 

“best friend.” As I looked closer I saw her heart had engraved on it:

Be

Fu

Fri

“Very cool,” I said, with equal parts hope and sadness, hope 

stemming from the idea that the other half was for me, sadness 

from the worry that she got the necklace with someone  else. And 

why not? I was leaving, after all. I’m not the smartest investment 

to make at this point.

So I was fl ooded with relief when Amy held out her fi st and 

opened her hand, palm up, to reveal the other half:

st

cking

ends

Oh, that’s my girl. Seriously, that warmed the cockles of my 

heart. And I’m not even sure what cockles are. (Though they 

sound kinda dirty, huh? Amy made my cockles warm.)
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“Really?” I exclaimed. “For me?”

“Doy,” she said, making the idiot face that went with all varia-

tions of “duh,” “doy” and a great many other utterances of that ilk.

“I love it,” I said. “It’s so cool.”

“Well,  we’re cool like that,” she said. “So don’t forget about me 

when you’re busy hanging out with, like, Demi Lovato or whoever 

in fancy LA.”

“Yeah, right,” I said with an eye roll so big you could probably 

hear it.

Just then, my art teacher stopped me in the hall. Amy tossed 

me a “catch ya later” and went on her way. She’d never been one for 

fraternizing with teachers, but  here’s where Amy should have made 

an exception: Lana was very different from most teachers. Lana in-

sisted we call her by her fi rst name. She usually wore combat boots 

and long skirts paired with long- sleeve thermal shirts. She defi nitely 

had her own sense of style, and everyone thought she was a cool 

teacher. But she was more than that to me. She was the fi rst person 

who really encouraged my artistic talents— so much so that I would 

eat lunch in her classroom at least a couple of times a week. I’d work 

on my art projects and she’d tell me about her husband, who was an 

art director for music videos, and I’d secretly hoped one day he’d 

show up when I was there so I could ask him if he’d ever met Gwen 

or Rihanna or Nicki Minaj. Part of me believed I was spending 

lunches with Lana because it gave me more time to work on my 

art . . .  but the rest of me knew it was because the school cafeteria 

was a battleground— who sits with whom, who’s judging whose 

 eating habits, who fi ts into what clique and who is a total outcast— 

and this was a prime opportunity to avoid it.

“I have to tell you,” Lana said with the proud smile usually 

reserved for a parent, “your caricature the other day was truly 

spectacular.”
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“Thanks,” I said, staring at my shoes, because I was never very 

good at accepting compliments. There was a spot on my left 

sneaker. I squinted at it as if I had the power to will it away with a 

dirty look.

“I mean it, Hailey. I know high school is the time to get caught 

up in clothes and boys and parties, but you are so talented. I don’t 

want you to lose focus when you move.”

“I won’t. Believe me, you’ve got nothing to worry about. I don’t 

get invited to parties.”

“There’s the spirit,” she teased, then changed her tone. “Things 

will turn around for you at your new school. These are confusing 

times for sure . . .  but interspersed there are wonderful experi-

ences to be had.”

“So they say . . .  whoever ‘they’ are. The people who believe 

that youth is wasted on the young, I guess.”

“I don’t know if youth is wasted on the young, but fi tting into 

kid- size jeans certainly is.”

And that’s why she was my favorite teacher— smart and funny.

“You’re just so gifted, Hailey,” Lana went on. “I can really see 

this art thing working out for you— and you know I’m loath to ever 

tell someone they actually should be an artist.”

“I hope you’re right,” I said.

“Do me a favor?”

“Sure . . .”

“I feel like sometimes you hold yourself back.”

“I do?” I asked. “I don’t mean to.”

But did I? I wondered. I kinda thought I was pretty up- front 

with my thoughts and feelings. If I had a nickel for every time some-

one sarcastically said, “Tell me how you really feel,” after some very 

honest (and perhaps not very nice) thing I’d said, I’d probably have 

a lot of nickels . . .  which, if  we’re being honest— who wants a bunch 
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of nickels? My dad always said it, too: “If I had a nickel for every 

time blah blah blah . . .” and I’d think, How about a dollar for every 

time? I mean, times have changed, people. Infl ation!

“You might not even be aware of it,” she said with a reassuring 

smile. “Just don’t be afraid to explore your emotions through your 

art— especially when you’re frustrated or confused or if your move 

is diffi cult for you. There’s no safer place to express yourself than 

in your art.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll try.”

“Good. And I’ll try to forget that I saw you in the hall when 

you’re supposed to be in second period.”

With a smirk and a wink, she spun on her scuffed boots and 

walked away.

There is no way the art teacher at my new school is gonna be this 

cool, I thought.

And with that, my mind was off and running, rewriting history, 

making mental excuses about the good things at Hamilton— the 

way you do with a boyfriend who treats you like crap, but since 

he’s the captain of the football team, you don’t want to break up 

with him. (Not that I’d know what that’s like; besides kissing Nick 

Foster during a game of truth or dare, or making out with Danny 

O’Connell in a closet during a similar party game, I  haven’t even 

ever kissed anyone without an audience or the option to instead 

answer a humiliating question. I’ve never had a boyfriend.)

But just as I started to feel sad about the move and leaving 

everything I knew behind, reality showed up and slapped me in the 

face. It  wasn’t the bell ringing to signal the end of second period 

and the rush of students trying to get to their next class. It was 

Jemma Gray: queen bitch of my grade.

As I tried to slide past her, the cobra adorned in J Brand jeans 

struck.
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“Why do you wear boys’ underwear?”

Just keep walking, said the voice in my head. I really need to 

start listening to that sucker.

I stopped, utterly perplexed. “What?”

“Boys’ underwear,” Jemma repeated pointedly, projecting to 

the cheap seats like she was playing Madison Square Garden. 

“Why do you wear them? Are you, like, confused about whether 

you’re a boy or a girl? Do you fi nd them more comfortable? Did 

you lose a bet?”

You’re deluded. Bite me.

That’s what the brain said. The mouth part chickened out.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Oh my God, why are you such a liar?!” she said, a crowd gath-

ering now. I was Frankenstein’s monster, surrounded by villagers 

with torches, who all wanted to know why the Creature wore guys’ 

tighty- whities.

Focus. Just deny it. Forcefully. Stand up for yourself and move on.

“Jemma, that’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard. I don’t 

wear boys’ underwear.”

“Prove it.”

A million things went through my mind in the next few mo-

ments, and I’d replay all of them over and over for the next week. 

Why is this girl such a bitch? What the hell is she talking about? Is that 

mole on her face leaking nonsense into her brain?

Hell with it, I thought, just prove her wrong. That’ll teach her.

Before I could think better of it, I popped the button on my 

jeans, unzipped and fl ashed just a little bit of my undies for Jemma. 

Turquoise Hanky Panky lace underwear: defi nitely not for boys. 

Quite fashionable, in fact.

There you go, bitch. The More You Know.

And then there was a brief fl ash of light. Actually, two fl ashes: 
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One appeared in the corner of my eye, the fl ash from an iPhone 

camera. The other seemed to come from above my head, a light-

bulb appearing as if I  were a cartoon character who just fi gured 

something out, just like the mouse who took its fi rst and last bite 

into a hunk of cheese before the lever on the mousetrap swung 

down and snapped its neck.

Oh, shit.

It only took seconds. As soon as my Hanky Panky pan ties saw 

the light of day, Sasha Hendricks— Jemma’s “number two”— 

snapped a picture with her iPhone. As I’d learn just a few minutes 

later, she immediately uploaded it to Facebook and Instagram and 

tagged me with the caption:

“OMFG! Weirdo Hailey Harper fl ashes everyone in the hallway 

between second and third period.”

Sixty seconds earlier, I was just considered a loser and outcast 

within the halls of this school, which was bad enough. Now I was 

instantly the Freshman Flasher Freak of Facebook.

I zipped and ran from the sounds of laughter, and it didn’t 

seem to diminish even after I was long gone. My face fl ushed at 

the realization I might never escape this sort of humiliation.

I was no stranger to taunting. I’d always felt like school itself 

was a test and I’d somehow wound up in the wrong classroom. I 

immediately fl ashed back to an incident in seventh grade when I 

was washing my hands in the girls’ bathroom:

Sandy Carson was putting on bubble- gum lip gloss while 

 Jessica Landen and Mia Quong  were pinching their thighs.

“I just pray they never touch each other,” Jessica said.

“Mine won’t,” Mia answered. “Asians are always skinny.”

“Unless they’re fat ones.”

“It’s rare,” Mia declared. “Especially in Asian countries.”

“What about sumo wrestlers?”
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“That’s rare! Plus, they’re Japa nese!” Mia exclaimed. “I’m Chi-

nese! I’ve told you a million times!”

“Oh, what ever,” Jessica said. “Nobody said you’re Japanese! 

But you’re right. Most are pretty skinny. God, I wish I was Asian.”

Sandy rolled her crystal- blue eyes at the dippy duo, and then 

turned her gaze to me. I thought maybe we  were having a mo-

ment. Not like a romantic moment, but like we both realized the 

conversation was pretty silly. Sandy had never really spoken to me, 

and it was already the third week of school.

“Hailey, right?” Sandy said.

“Yup,” I answered, perhaps a little too excitedly. “That’s me.”

Defi nitely didn’t need to add that part . . .  

She continued, “So  we’ve been wondering . . .  Do you, like, not 

wear any makeup because your parents won’t let you? Or is it be-

cause you think you’re so pretty that you don’t need it?”

The pit I felt in my stomach was confusion, coupled with hurt, 

tied up in a nice big red ribbon of shame. I hadn’t even considered 

makeup prior to this conversation. Nobody wore it in grade school, 

and, yes, this was technically middle school now, and we all 

jumped up a category in the age groupings, but there was no 

handbook.  Were you supposed to wear makeup in seventh grade?

My mouth opened, but nothing came out. I didn’t know what 

the right answer was. I mean, obviously I didn’t think I was espe-

cially pretty, but my parents hadn’t forbidden me to wear makeup 

either— we’d just never talked about it.

Mia and Jessica erupted in laughter and I willed my eyes away 

from the mirror so I  wouldn’t see the crimson shade of red I was 

turning.

“Well, let me just put it this way,” Sandy said. “You’re not so 

pretty that you don’t need makeup. So if your parents don’t have a 
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problem with it . . .  you should consider running— not walking— to 

the nearest makeup aisle at Walmart.”

Double zing.

The fi rst tear to sneak out of my left eye was considerate 

enough to wait until they  were out of sight. I stayed in the bath-

room and cried for twenty minutes. That was a luxury I would only 

be able to afford for the next twenty- four hours, because the mag-

ical world of mascara was about to be introduced into my life— 

and crying with mascara on is defi nitely not worth the extra pain 

and suffering it causes (as I’d soon learn).

I took a minute to examine myself in the mirror. Was I really so 

unfortunate looking that I deserved this kind of attack? I mean, I 

was normal. I  wasn’t a stick- skinny girl with fake boobs (which I 

think looks ridiculous by the way), my boobs  were proportionate 

to my body and my nose was fi ne. In fact, I rather liked my nose. It 

was smallish and maybe curved up a tiny bit at the tip but not so 

you could look up my nose or anything. I had dark, dark brown 

eyes and dark brown hair, very fair skin and freckles that crossed 

the bridge of my nose. I was average height for my age, I thought. I 

don’t know when you stop growing but I was fi ve foot six. Maybe I 

could even be considered tall?

But not in that moment. As I stood there in the bathroom after 

being humiliated by Sandy Carson, I felt like the smallest person in 

the world. Ugly, uninformed, and completely lost in a world where 

superfi cial bitches reigned supreme. Apparently.

The next day I showed up to school looking like a confi dent, 

empowered, mature, dynamic, completely self- actualized . . .  

Prostitute.

Overcompensate much?

That’s right, I’d taken all of my allowance and bought foundation 
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(the wrong shade), lipstick (Hooker Red, naturally), blush (more 

like Moulin Rouge Regret), mascara (who knew you could look like 

you had spiders living in and around your eye sockets), eyeliner (hi, 

raccoon— I think we share a grandparent), and powder (to seal it all 

in like an embalmer).

On an attractiveness scale of one to ten, I ranked somewhere 

between zero and your average made- up corpse. Six weeks after 

the wake.

I didn’t even make it to fi rst period before getting my marching 

orders: straight to the principal’s offi ce to explain why I thought it 

was appropriate to look like a clown on ste roids. From there, I was 

questioned about my homelife and whether there had been any 

recent “emotionally traumatic” events; once this Law & Order SVU– 

type questioning had determined that nothing drastic had triggered 

this “acting out,” I was ordered to the bathroom to wash my face.

Of course I  couldn’t have just made it to the bathroom in soli-

tude. I passed right by Sandy and the girls on my way there. And of 

course they laughed at me, even though I kept my head down and 

avoided eye contact. And of course Sandy shouted after me, 

“OMG, your head and neck are two completely different colors!”

What I thought:

This is all your fault, you evil bitch.

What I said:

Nothing.

I raced to the bathroom before my tears could make the 

Twister game that was my face degrade completely into the look 

of a notorious crime scene. I desperately just wanted to get this 

shameful crap off my stupid big fat head—who the hell did I think I 

was anyway— but without any makeup remover, using the awful 

detergent- like soap in the bathroom, it took forever to clean it 

away. It felt like I’d laid it on an inch thick, and I rubbed so hard and 
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so fast, desperate to remove it all before someone entered the 

bathroom to ridicule me further. By the time it was all clean, my 

face was red and raw, puffy and swollen. Which led me to start 

crying harder than ever. And when I was all cried out, I swore to 

myself I’d never make a mistake like that again.

Everything in moderation, I told myself. (To which I’d later add 

including moderation.) Also, I realized, what ever your knee- jerk re-

action is when something hits you down where it counts, you’re 

probably better off doing the exact opposite.

So, yeah. The respect and admiration of the pop u lar crowd 

was as alien to me as self- respect and perspective is to the Real 

 House wives of Anywhere Ever. And this Facebook fi asco was only 

the latest in a string of unfortunate experiences collectively known 

as “my existence.”

Of course I could untag myself later, at least on Facebook, but 

the damage was done. Two things were certain: I would not miss 

Jemma, and I would not miss Hamilton High.
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It never gets better or worse.
—ELVIS COSTELLO

“This Is Hell”
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lease turn your music down!” Mom called from downstairs.

Enjoying the sanctity of my room, I contemplated for a 

moment pretending I didn’t hear her, but then she’d just come 

u pstairs and fl ing my bedroom door open, one eyebrow cocked, a 

smirk veering left that says: We both know damn well you heard me.

I know this routine.  We’ve done this dance.

I turn the music down.

Packing sucks. Moving sucks. Turning my music down sucks. 

Everything sucks. You’d think I’d at least be able to rock out while I 

painfully and methodically box up my belongings against my will.

You’d be wrong.

My parents have tried to spin this move every which way, to 

the point that every time I fi nd myself in the kitchen with one of 

them, I preemptively cringe at what ever uplifting nonsense they’re 

about to spew at me.

“This could be the best thing that ever happened to you.”

Really? Thanks, Captain Cliché.

“It’s a fresh start.”

“

CHAPTER

2
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Yay. A chance to be the same outcast at a  whole new school!

“You’ll make new friends.”

Because that’s so easy to do when everyone already made their 

new friends freshman year. And what about my old friends? What 

about the fact that I was leaving everyone I knew in the entire world?

Parents never get it.

I understand that we have to move. I’m not being a brat about 

it. My dad got a promotion— that’s good. My sister, Noel, is off at 

college, so even if we stayed  here, the  house is too big. It’s always 

been too big, because I think my parents wanted a third child, but 

that sibling never materialized. So now that it’s just me, it’s that 

much more obvious.

Not to be mean, but the one good thing about being at a new 

school is that nobody knows I’m related to Noel— therefore, no 

one knows how uncool I am by comparison. Don’t get me wrong; I 

love my sister. It’s just that everybody loves my sister. For my entire 

life, I’ve been overshadowed by her.

Noel is pretty much perfect. She has thick, gorgeous, wavy 

brown hair with natural highlights that regular people pay a for-

tune to get. Frizz? She’s heard of it . . .  but never had it. And don’t 

even get me started on her eyes. They’re like cats’ eyes with Bambi 

lashes. Now that I think about it, that’s a perfect analogy, because 

she’s almost cartoon perfect.

She’s taller than me and skinnier than me, yet she’s still mus-

cular in awe- inspiring, completely unfair ways. Her sense of style 

has always been unique, yet fashionable; she’d never be caught 

dead in anything that says “Juicy.”

(BTW, have you noticed you never see sweatpants with 

“Classy” written across the ass?)

(Second BTW, have you noticed people who wear sweatpants 
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are never actually sweating? Take note, people: If you’re not plan-

ning on sweating, don’t wear the sweatpants.)

(Final BTW, I swear: If you are planning on sweating, and it’s 

not because you’re going to the gym, maybe you just shouldn’t 

leave the  house.)

If Noel  were just pretty, that would be one thing. Wonderfully 

(for her) and unfortunately (for me), she just happens to also be 

good at freaking everything. Grades? Check. Singing? Better than 

your average American Idol fi nalist. Dancing? She was head cheer-

leader, and since cheerleading has basically evolved into insanely 

amazingly choreographed dance routines, yes,  you could say she’s 

also amazing at that.

I could also run down all the sports she can play or list the 

awards she won at school or mention the three college scholar-

ships she was offered and it would all be true, but what always 

mystifi ed me more than anything  else was for two people who 

 were sisters . . .  how completely and utterly different we  were from 

each other. Total freakin’ opposites.

Noel and I are nothing alike, and sadly, we  were never close. 

In fact, I’m pretty sure if we  weren’t related she  wouldn’t even talk 

to me.

How do I know? Because she once told me exactly that. Point 

blank.

I remember it clear as day and that was a rough one. And 

given all the rough days I’ve had, it takes a lot for one to stand out.

So there was no love lost between us when Noel went to col-

lege. My mom has always said we aren’t close because of the age 

difference and that in a few years it’ll all change. My dad says it’s 

because my sister is “stuck up” and he’d “take the brainy girl over 

the beauty queen any day.”
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Great, Dad. Thanks for saying what I was already thinking. I look 

forward to your self- esteem workshop!

Honestly, my dad is awesome. I know he means well. He’s 

 actually really cool. (Don’t tell him I said that.) He treats me like 

an adult and tells it like it is. Always has. The family drama in our 

 house has always been pretty underwhelming and limited to 

“someone” not doing her homework before she watched Pretty Lit-

tle Liars or “someone” getting her nose pierced (that hole really 

should be closed up by now) or “someone” missing her curfew 

(curfews are totally unconstitutional, by the way— check out the 

Fourteenth Amendment).

Anyway, my dad’s a lawyer. He works a lot and I guess the 

bosses noticed because that’s why they’re moving us out to Los 

Angeles. He’s going to head up their entertainment law depart-

ment. I guess that would be the silver lining of my life as I know it 

being completely upended— great weather year- round. Well, that 

and the fact that hopefully he’ll represent some cool famous peo-

ple who occasionally fi nd themselves in hot water, like Lindsay or 

Britney or Selena, and then I’ll meet them and of course they’ll 

need stable, non- Hollywood friends so we’ll become instant bes-

ties and then through them I’ll meet (and marry) Robert Pattinson.

(What, like you’ve never had a crush on someone? Someone 

who was famous? Someone who you’ll never meet?)

I’ll try to stay in touch with my friends from home— we’ll Skype 

or FaceTime when we can, the rest of the time we’ll talk, we’ll 

tweet, we’ll text. But how many sad faces can one send before it 

just becomes redundant? Not to mention that every time I even 

use an emoticon, I hate myself just a little bit more. And add to 

that, they’re all so basic: happy, sad, crying, confused. Where’s the 

emoticon for “utterly defeated”? Add that bad boy in and maybe 

I’ll come to the party.
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Emoticons aside, I’m just fooling myself if I think everything isn’t 

going to change and most likely the move will also cost me my 

friends. Amy’s heart necklace says “BFF” and we’ll promise to stay 

in touch, but the truth is this: One thing is king when it comes to high 

school friendships, and that thing is geography. What’s that they say 

about real estate? Location, location, location? Same deal. Without 

proximity and day- in, day- out contact, the friendship is toast. Burnt.

I’ll be starting sophomore year at West Hollywood High. It’s 

supposed to be a good school from what I hear, but school is school: 

one big popularity contest. There’s always a nonsensical hierarchy 

among students, much like that of Louis XIV’s court (which we do 

study at some point, but the irony is lost on the students). You 

know what  else is a popularity contest? Popularity. It’s stupid and 

random and based not on talent or skill but on rank—a rank decided 

upon by no one deserving to make that determination.

But that’s how it is. And that’s why I’m not looking forward to 

the move. And probably why I’m packing slower than I should be. 

(Though it might go a little faster if I could turn up My Chemical Ro-

mance to a volume that could be heard by humans and not just 

dogs.) I know my subconscious also is slowing me down to delay the 

inevitable. Instead of swiftly sifting through my stuff and deciding 

what’s coming with, what’s being donated to Goodwill and what’s 

going in the garbage . . .  I’m looking at pictures, moving things from 

one area to the next, and just generally prolonging my misadventure.

All of which is why I fi nd myself going through an already 

donation- designated box my parents threw together on behalf of 

my sister. Some clothes, old CDs she already ripped into her iTunes 

library, her diary, some junk from—

Wait.

Her diary?

Holy crap, Noel kept a diary?
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I guess I really don’t know her that well. Gorgeous, talented 

and smart— yes, she was all those things, to my undying irritation. 

But she never struck me as particularly introspective.

I wanted to give that some more thought, but I was too eager 

to open the diary. Of course, this was a deep moral dilemma that I 

wrestled with for a solid, well- considered eleven seconds before 

opening to the fi rst page, which read:

HOW TO BE A HATER
In retrospect, it’s hard to recall my exact thoughts on reading 

those fi rst few pages. They seem to blur together somewhat now. 

 Here’s what Mom likes to call the Reader’s Digest version, which is 

some term she uses for a book that’s been cut down to its basic 

story:

Noel’s diary— or at least the few dozen pages I read— was like 

a self- empowerment guide of sorts. Stuff that had been passed 

down to her from some girl named Alexa Derringer who was ap-

parently older, wiser, prettier, thinner, sluttier, and better- all- around 

than Noel— who knew that was even possible? This diary was ap-

parently some kind of legacy passed down to the next protégé 

each year. It explained how she stopped being so sensitive, how 

she learned to stop putting up with bullshit. It was a virtual guide 

on how she became strong and pop u lar and self- assured. Flipping 

through the pages, I  couldn’t help but think some of this stuff 

could really come in handy:

Don’t make that stupid duck face in your 
photos. Just don’t.

Her reason was tied to someone named Samantha Jacobsen 

and her much- mocked modeling debut in the Delia’s cata logue. 

I knew the exact face that she meant. That stupid, lips- pursed 
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face- pose that every girl seems to have in at least three of her 

Facebook photos.

Noted. I  wouldn’t make that face in photos with my friends. 

Once I had friends.

Don’t say “deets.” If you ask me to “tell you 
the deets” I will withhold them from you on 
principle.

That was so like Noel. Ruler of cool. Arbiter of what makes or 

breaks you. Her example stemmed from an unfortunate (for the 

boy) incident where some guy tried to pick her up in an Exxon 

parking lot after being rejected in front of her for a pack of Parlia-

ments. When he tried to get her number, he asked for her “digits,” 

so he could text her “the deets” about some party that night. She’d 

rather drink a bleach cocktail while watching her parents have sex 

than attend that party.

(Thanks for the visual, sis.)

Her next rule came from an incident with Lana— my art teacher, 

remember— who she apparently  couldn’t stand. Ugh, that fi gures.

Turns out she thought Lana was always trying to be “down” 

with the kids, and she said “OMG” during class one day, inspiring 

ridicule galore.

Text “OMG?” Fine. Say “OMG” out loud? No. 
It’s the same amount of syllables as the 
words you’re abbreviating. You sound like 
an idiot.

Poor Lana. She meant well. And I had to admit, Noel had a 

point there. I’d never do that. Actually saying OMG out loud should 

only happen if you’re being ironic or asking your phone for direc-

tions to the Oklahoma Meerkat Gardens.
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So I guess we do share some DNA after all. You just  can’t tell. 

Like Alec Baldwin and all the other Baldwins.

When anyone asks you if you hooked up 
with a guy, just roll your eyes and laugh. 
This way you simultaneously avoid looking 
like a prude or a slut.

She’s kind of a genius. I mean, this is exactly the kind of stuff 

that I’d hope she would tell me if we  were close and I was starting a 

new school . . .  which I was. It was almost like having a virtual big 

sister— one who liked me.

Who knows? Maybe she left the diary behind for me to fi nd it. 

Maybe it was her way of wanting to help me.

Don’t wear pigtails. If you’re not on a 
Disney show or a porn star (or both), there 
is no good excuse to wear pigtails past the 
age of twelve.

Don’t wear tiny shorts and Ugg boots 
unless you’re trying out for a Wet Seal 
cata logue.

Don’t go out with a guy who wears his 
pants below his ass. The only way you 
should see a guy’s underwear before you’ve 
kissed him is if he’s a Calvin Klein model.

She would know. She did go out with a Calvin Klein model. But 

she’s right. I don’t know what the deal is with guys wearing their 

pants like that. It looks ridiculous. I know it’s like a “gangsta” thing, 

but I’ve heard the real story is it actually started in jails. Guys would 

wear their pants like that to signal they  were “available” and, more 

important, willing. (Even more reason not to date a guy who wears 
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his pants like that.) Though I doubt the guys who wear their pants 

that way at school have any idea where it all started. I just watch 

too many documentaries. Sadly, my brain retains useless trivia 

way easier than Algebra II.

I put the diary down and looked at the box of Noel’s clothes. 

Behind it  were three other boxes— all clothes, all much cooler than 

mine. Before I even knew what I was doing, I’d stopped packing my 

stuff and started unpacking hers, trying things on, seeing what fi t.

I thought,

What’s the big difference if I keep them, right? They  were going to 

charity anyway— she obviously didn’t want them. Maybe some of my 

wardrobe can go to charity instead? Maybe I need a make over? And 

maybe I already have everything I need right in these boxes? Who’s to 

say I  can’t be just as cool as Noel at my new school? Who would know 

I hadn’t been cool all my life?

Granted, I had no interest in being a “hater” per se, but I didn’t 

want to be a total loser when I made my fresh start. I thought, This 

diary could be my roadmap to cool.

Don’t get a “tramp stamp” or a “skank 
flank.” Stay classy.

To that end, don’t get a Chinese symbol 
tattoo. No matter what your Chinese 
symbol tattoo says, I’m going to assume 
the translation is either: “Please think I’m 
cool” or “The tattoo artist told me this 
symbol means ‘warrior’ but it actually 
means ‘gullible shithead.’ ”

This one was funny because Noel did get a tattoo during her 

se nior year. My mom saw it and freaked out. I don’t think my dad 

ever found out. She’d written down part of a lyric from her favorite 
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song by Paramore and had it tattooed on the inside of her wrist in 

her own handwriting: Shine brighter. I guess some stuff I 

didn’t know about had gone down, because she didn’t really get 

into trouble once my mom got past the initial shock.

Fake it ’til you make it. Confidence is king. 
Act “as if.”

I knew this one would defi nitely come in handy. The power of 

persuasion is a hell of a thing. Take Kim Kardashian— not that she’s 

a role model (at all)— but before she was a huge megastar, she was 

just a girl who got peed on in a sex tape with Brandy’s rapper brother. 

(Gross much?) But she went about her business, acting like she was 

somebody, and next thing you knew, she was. To this day I don’t 

know why she’s still famous, but there she is with her other talent-

less sisters on the cover of the tabloids every other week. And those 

girls didn’t even get peed on! (Well, at least not on video.)

I looked at the clothes just sitting there in that box . . .  waiting 

to be given away to complete strangers, and thought, funny how 

she’d never let me borrow anything of hers to wear but once she 

grew sick of them . . .  it still  wasn’t okay for me to wear them. 

Well . . .  what she didn’t know  wouldn’t hurt her. . . .  

I pulled out a pair of Seven jeans from the box. They  were a 

little tight, but I fi gured I could skip the mac ’n’ cheese for a few 

weeks. Her black Repetto fl ats? I always knew Noel and I  were the 

same size. I slid into the ballet fl ats like they were Cinderella’s slip-

pers. Perfect.

I turned my attention back to the journal. Some of her scrawl 

was about the exterior:

If you can see VPL before you leave the 
 house, then don’t leave the  house.

105-52511_ch01_6P.indd   26105-52511_ch01_6P.indd   26 6/18/13   7:00 AM6/18/13   7:00 AM



27

Perfect a “pretty cry face” just in case 
of an emergency— nobody likes an ugly 
crier.

Don’t ever wear pants with a word 
written across your ass. It’s not attractive 
on anyone.

There  were tips about behavior and mannerisms:

Don’t giggle when a guy makes a dumb joke. 
You’re making it too easy and lowering the 
bar. Let them earn your laughs. And that 
goes triple for “everything  else.”

Don’t make YouTube videos of you and 
your friends dancing and lip- syncing to 
some song. At best, your only viewers will 
be creepy old men. At worst, you’ll go viral 
and become a meme. No.

Don’t fake an accent. They’re like fake 
boobs. They draw unwanted attention and 
are hard to maintain. Leave that to the 
pros. (I’m looking at you, Madonna.)

I agreed with her on all three counts. And by the way, on the 

subject of fake boobs? I’d known girls in high school who’d already 

gotten them! Really? Plastic surgery in high school? Aren’t you 

scared you’ll keep growing and then your surgery won’t match the 

rest of you? You’ll look like a Picasso. And for the record, I’m pretty 

sure he hated women. A nose over  here, an eyeball over there. 

Thank God he had a paintbrush, or who knows, he could have been 

a serial killer, murdering women and cutting them up to rearrange 

their faces! Yeesh!
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Don’t tag your boyfriend in every single 
Facebook status. We remember that you 
know each other.

No sexting and definitely no naked 
pictures to your boyfriend’s cell phone. 
Eventually, the  whole school will see them 
and you’ll be “that girl.” Also? It’s child 
pornography.

Some of her rules  were downright ridiculous:

Don’t eat garlic or onions around cute guys. 
Or any guys. Or girls. Ever.

But could all of it be my ticket to the new me? (And I’m sorry, 

but onions aren’t all bad. And garlic? Who  doesn’t love garlic? 

 Besides vampires.)

I found myself opening iTunes and downloading music that 

Noel liked, songs I’d told her sucked, bands I hated on principle. I 

was going to open my mind and see if she  wasn’t so wrong after all.

Dinner that night was my fi rst foray into “fi tting a four.” That 

was not one of Noel’s little rules, per se, but the only way I’d really 

be able to wear my new wardrobe would be to get down to Noel’s 

size. Easier said than done. I knew I was a six— a healthy six at 

that— and honestly, I was pretty okay with my body, but if I was 

going to wear Noel’s clothes, I was going to have to make some 

adjustments.

“Why aren’t you eating your potatoes?” my mom asked.

“I’m just not feeling like potatoes.”

“Are you feeling like po- TAH- toes?” my dad jumped in.

“Oh my God, could you be more corny?” I asked.

“I could, in fact,” he said. “Wanna see?”
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“No, Dad. Please, spare us.”

“You love those potatoes,” my mom pushed. “I made them 

with sour cream, chives and garlic.”

Garlic. The diary fl ashed in my head: no onions, no garlic. Ever.

“Noel never ate garlic,” I said.

“Noel never ate white food,” my dad said. He twirled his index 

fi nger in a circular motion next to his ear, and out of the side of his 

mouth he added, “Noel was a little cuckoo.”

“Nick!” my mom said, eyebrow cocked; that was never a good 

sign. In eyebrow language that meant she was either on to your 

ruse or you  were misbehaving.

“What?” He winked at me. “I’m just saying.”

“That’s a cute top on you,” Mom said, changing the subject.

“Thanks,” I said, not wanting to mention that I’d just stolen it 

from the Goodwill box.

“Is it new?”

“Kinda,” I said.

“Well, I like it,” she said.

I wondered if she’d notice that all of my clothes seemed new 

or if (and at what point) she’d notice I’d scavenged Noel’s castoffs. 

Then I worried for a minute about the fact that she liked it. After 

all, one of Noel’s rules was:

When clothes shopping with Mom, always 
be sure to buy the one outfit she hates 
the most. There’s a reason there’s a thing 
called “mom jeans,” and it’s not to be 
forgotten.

“Can I be excused?” I asked. Before they could say anything 

about me fi nishing my dinner, I added, “I really need to pack.”

In truth, I was just dying to try on more of Noel’s clothes. They 
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totally bought it and I was back upstairs in record time, spinning in 

front of the mirror in Noel’s hippie Joie blouse. I was in love. (With 

the shirt.) The skinny jeans I paired with it? A little too skinny for 

my taste (ahem, my legs), but no matter— there  were two other 

pairs and I knew one was destined to fi t better.

I spent the rest of the night rummaging through Noel’s stuff, 

trying things on and separating everything into piles. By the time I 

was done I had a  whole new wardrobe— I even replaced some of 

the stuff I took from Noel’s boxes with stuff of mine so I  wouldn’t 

be shortchanging the donation box. I mean, quality- wise, yes— I’m 

totally shortchanging the donation box— but in quantity, it about 

evens out. (And I don’t mean to be rude, but are the people shop-

ping at Goodwill really going to turn down a lightly used blouse for 

$4.99 just because it isn’t quite couture?)

And, hey, she’s my sister. I fi gured that if I don’t get someone 

who has my back and gives me advice and keeps my secrets and 

does all that “sister” stuff, the least I can get is some hand- me- 

down clothes and some sisterly advice in the form of one mis-

placed (and perhaps forgotten) diary.

Yes, I knew that reading her diary was totally uncool, but it’s 

not like I was using this stuff against her . . .  I was using it for good. 

I was using it to help myself.

Packing was somehow less of a chore once I had my new 

wardrobe in place. Same with the stress about moving. And when 

I got a pre- move haircut and tried on a “new” outfi t the next night, 

when I looked at myself in the mirror I was considerably less 

bummed and more excited about the possibilities— especially 

since my mom also took me to get contacts so I  wouldn’t be going 

to my new school as Nerdy McFourEyes. Not that glasses are so 

terrible. I mean, hipsters wear them these days without even hav-

ing any lenses in them. (Another phenom I do not get. In fact I’m 
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pretty sure hipsters are the way they are because their “skinny 

jeans” are cutting off all the circulation to their brains.) But I looked 

way better in contacts and for once I just wanted to be normal. Rela-

tively. At least appearance- wise. The truth is, I did like my glasses. 

They  were like an outward badge for brains. I’ll never forget (mostly 

because it was immortalized) the one day in Spanish class when 

Lisa Myers tossed that old adage at me, “Guys don’t make passes at 

girls who wear glasses,” and without missing a beat I responded, 

“That may be so, but we pass all our classes.” That quote ended up 

in the yearbook— attributed to me. Nerd Burn at its best. But still, 

I knew it would be nice to not be automatically classifi ed as a 

bookworm or worse based on a pair of dumb prescription glasses. 

Which gave me an idea . . .  

I took my old Paul Frank skull- and- crossbones lunchbox off the 

top shelf above my dresser and placed my glasses in it for safe-

keeping. Then I added the Hanky Panky underwear I was wearing 

when that idiot Jemma made a spectacle of me (and them) at 

school. I was making a time capsule. Not necessarily to remind 

myself “what it was like,” but more as a symbolic effort to bury my 

old self in order to start fresh.

Into the donation bin went my old iPod Shuffl e. (What  were 

you thinking, not even allowing us to select tracks, Steve Jobs? But 

you  were a genius. RIP.) With it went the music that was techni-

cally the soundtrack to my miserable life. I’m not saying I didn’t 

still like some of the songs on there, but I had the ones I liked on 

my updated iPod, and it seemed fi tting for this relic to be part of 

the package.

I also wrote a letter to my future self, detailing why I was mak-

ing these changes at the time of this move. Finally, I tossed in this 

year’s class photo. I looked like I was about to say something in the 

picture— which I was, I was asking if I could move the hair out of 
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my eye— but fl ash went the camera, and there I was in the year-

book with my left eye partially covered with a growing- out chunk 

of my unfortunate bangs experiment, my mouth open in the “can” 

part of “can I move my hair” and looking like a total idiot.

Par for my course. My old course.

By the time we moved, I was barely recognizable. New clothes, 

new haircut (subtle layers— no bangs), new me. Transformation 

complete.
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