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Popularity	has	its	privileges,	but	an	ideal	high	school	schedule	isn’t	one	of	them.
So,	 being	 the	 number	 two	 person	 to	 the	 number	 one	 girl	 in	 the	 school	 is	 not
enough	to	save	me	from	the	sheer	pointlessness	of	a	mid-morning	study	hall	in
my	senior	year.	In	fact,	being	second	in	command	does	not	entitle	one	to	much
of	 anything,	 like	 for	 instance	 knowing	when	 your	 best	 friend	 is	 throwing	 her
next	party	or	who	was	lucky	enough	to	make	the	guest	list,	as	Chance	Avanale
proved	 when	 he	 burst	 through	 the	 door	 into	 study	 hall	 a	 good	 thirty	 or	 so
seconds	after	the	bell	sounded,	looking	not	contrite	but	more	like	someone	who
has	just	won	the	World	Series.	I	guess	that’s	kind	of	what	it	feels	like.
Okay,	 so	 I’ve	 never	 once	 had	 to	 wonder	 whether	 or	 not	 I	 would	 make

Hamilton’s	guest	list,	or	known	the	unmitigated	thrill	of	seeing	my	name	posted
there	for	the	very	first	time,	but	I	do	know	that	magic	feeling	of	being	chosen	by
the	 great	 Hamilton—although	 my	 magic	 moment	 came	 before	 anyone	 else’s.
Hamilton	chose	me	all	the	way	back	in	kindergarten.
The	 first	 day	 of	 school	 for	 a	 black	 girl	 at	 the	 blindingly	 white	 Fidelity

Elementary	 was	 a	 terrifying	 experience.	 Also,	 I’d	 had	 the	 misfortune	 of
attending	a	nursery	school	two	towns	away	all	because	my	aunt	happened	to	be	a
teacher	there.	When,	on	that	first	day	of	class,	the	rest	of	the	kids	were	picking
up	where	 they’d	 left	 off	 just	 a	 few	months	 earlier,	 I	was	 standing	 outside	 the
circle	 looking	 in,	 a	 little	 girl	 with	 a	 scabbed	 knee	 and	 the	 wrong	 color	 skin
who’d	gone	 to	 the	wrong	 school.	There	must	 have	been	others,	 I	 realize	 now,
others	who	hadn’t	gone	to	that	nursery	school	and	who	felt	shy	and	nervous	and
left	out,	but	I	don’t	think	I	realized	this	then.	As	far	as	I	could	tell,	I	was	the	one
and	only	outsider.
It’s	 the	 sort	 of	 thing	 that	 can	 be	 traumatic	 at	 any	 age,	 let	 alone	 five.	 I



remember	crying,	not	 in	 front	of	everyone	because	even	at	 five	 I	 realized	how
fundamentally	 devastating	 that	 would	 have	 been,	 but	 later,	 as	 I	 was	 walking
across	the	school’s	impossibly	large	front	lawn	toward	my	mother’s	waiting	car.
Not	a	bawling	sort	of	cry,	more	a	sappy	movie	cry.	Tears	of	self-pity	rolled	down
my	cheeks	and	filled	my	eyes.	Then,	it	happened.
The	biggest,	 blondest,	most	beautiful	 girl	 in	 the	 class	was	 calling	my	name,

knew	my	name.	There,	on	the	school’s	front	lawn,	she	announced	that	we	were
going	 to	be	friends.	Not	asked,	but	 told,	and	maybe	 if	 I’d	been	chosen	 later	 in
life,	 I	would	have	been	 indignant	 about	 the	whole	 thing.	Maybe,	 but	probably
not.	Even	at	five,	I	sensed	what	this	friendship	would	mean	for	me.	Never	once
since	have	I	stood	outside	a	circle	without	it	being	my	choice.
Is	 this	 really	 true?	I	mean,	could	 it	have	happened	exactly	 the	way	I	 think	 it

did?	 I	was	 five	years	 old.	How	can	 I	 remember	details	 like	 a	 skinned	knee	or
tears	on	my	cheeks?	Then	again,	with	such	details,	how	can	it	not	be	true?
Anyway,	what	 I	 know—looking	 at	Chance	 striding	 toward	his	 assigned	 seat

with	 the	 world’s	 broadest	 smile	 plastered	 across	 his	 face—is	 that	 I	 know	 the
feeling.	That	elation.	I’ve	experienced	it,	and	though	it	goes	against	every	single
cynical	tendency	I	have,	it’s	perhaps	the	greatest	feeling	ever.
The	other	thing	I	know	is	that	I’m	totally	and	completely	smitten	with	Chance.

This	 is	 not	 something	 I’ve	 just	 realized.	 In	 fact,	 I’ve	 spent	 the	past	year	or	 so
drooling	over	him,	ever	since	I	 realized	how	he	fills	out	his	soccer	 jersey	now
instead	of	swimming	in	it.	Ever	since	I	realized	that	he	suddenly	looks	a	whole
lot	more	like	a	young	man	than	an	oversized	boy,	I’ve	had	a	monstrous	crush	on
him.	So	I	wonder,	of	course,	if	all	my	efforts	to	hide	these	feelings	have	been	in
vain,	 if	 Hamilton	 has	 somehow	 discovered	 my	 deepest,	 darkest	 desires	 and
rewarded	me	by	adding	Chance	to	her	first	guest	list	of	our	senior	year.
My	heart	 is	 racing	 and	my	palms	 are	 sweating.	Not	 because	of	Chance,	 but

because	 I	 think	Hamilton	 knows,	 and	 I	 don’t	 want	 her	 to	 know.	 I	 don’t	 want
Hamilton	involved.	I	want	Chance.	And	I	want	him	to	be	pure	and	untainted	by
Hamilton.
Some	interminable	 time	 later,	when	 the	bell	 releases	us	 from	study	hall	hell,

I’m	walking	down	the	hallway	when	behind	me	a	voice	calls,	“Hey.”
I	feel	lightheaded.	I	slowly	turn	around.



Chance	 smiles	at	me,	 slightly	 less	broadly	 than	when	bolting	 into	 study	hall
announcing	 his	 good	 news	 to	 all	 who	 cared	 to	 hear,	 but	 it’s	 still	 the	 smile	 of
someone	who	is	having	a	really,	really	good	day.
“I	just	wanted	to	say	thanks,	you	know,”	he	says.	“I	mean	about	the	guest	list.

I’m	really	looking	forward	to	the	party.”
“Don’t	 thank	me,”	 I	 say,	 then	 realize	 this	 sounds	 a	 bit	 snarky.	 “I	mean,	 I’m

glad	you’re	on	the	guest	list,	and	I’m	looking	forward	to	the	party,	too.”
He	nods,	and	God	knows	where	the	conversation	might	have	gone	from	there,

but	I	am	suddenly	yanked	into	the	girls’	bathroom	by	a	disembodied	hand.
Beneath	 the	 glow	 of	 dead-moth-encrusted	 fluorescent	 lights,	 I	 see	 that	 the

hand	belongs	to	none	other	than	Shelly	Trust.	Unlike	the	beaming	Chance,	she’s
pouting	like	a	spoiled	little	girl	who	didn’t	get	a	pony	for	her	birthday.	Moreover,
the	dirty	green	tiles	of	the	bathroom	floor	and	ceiling	reflect	off	her	pale	skin	and
give	her	a	look	that	borders	on	demonic.	Dirty	blond	curls	break	free	from	their
confinement	 in	 a	 glittering	 rhinestone	 barrette	 as	 she	 struggles	 to	 wedge	 a
pilfered	 desk	 chair	 beneath	 the	 bathroom	 door	 handle,	 effectively	 giving	 us	 a
private	conference	room.
“Next	time,	a	polite	‘excuse	me’	might	work,”	I	suggest.
“Can	it,	Olivia,”	she	snarls.	“Did	you	know	about	this?”
“Did	I	know	about	what?	The	existence	of	this	bathroom?”
“Ha	ha.	You	know	goddamn	well	what	I	mean.”
“Actually,	I’m	not	sure	that	I	do.”
“You	can’t	really	be	that	oblivious.	I’m	talking	about	Hamilton	posting	a	guest

list.”
“Oh,	that,”	I	say.
“Oh,	 that,”	 she	mimics	 in	 an	unflattering	voice.	 “Yes,	 that.	Only	 the	biggest

news	of	the	entire	day,	and	I	have	to	find	it	out	from	Melissa	Drackett	like	some
common	idiot.	I	looked	like	a	moron,	Olivia.”
“Somehow	 I	 don’t	 think	 that	 had	 anything	 to	 do	 with	Melissa	 or	 the	 guest

list.”
The	door	vibrates	as	if	someone	is	trying	to	open	it	from	the	outside,	but	the

chair	holds.	Someone	shouts	and	then	pounds	on	the	door.
“Go	away,	bitch!”	Shelly	yells,	 then	 turns	 to	me.	“You	knew	about	 it,	didn’t



you?”	she	demands.	The	pounding	has	stopped.
“I	just	found	out	about	it	in	study	hall.”
“You’re	lying.”
“Scout’s	honor,”	I	say,	and	since	I	don’t	know	the	correct	hand	gesture,	I	cross

my	 right	hand	across	my	chest	with	my	middle	 finger	extended.	Shelly	purses
her	lips	and	breathes	loudly	through	her	nose,	now	really	looking	like	a	demon.
“Did	she	or	did	she	not	consult	you	about	this?”	Shelly	asks.
“I	told	you,	I	just	learned	about	it	a	few	minutes	ago.”
“That’s	 insane.	 She’s	 insane.	Who	 the	 hell	 does	 she	 think	 she	 is,	 anyway?

She’s	supposed	to	come	to	us	about	these	things.	We’re	supposed	to	talk	things
over.	We’re	supposed	to	have	some	input	into	things.”
“Says	you,”	I	say.	“Hamilton	never	said	that.	I	know	for	a	fact.”
Shelly’s	not	 like	 the	rest	of	us.	Not	everyone	realizes	 this,	but	 I	know	it	and

Hamilton	knows	it,	and	it’s	possible	Shelly	knows	it	but	she’s	such	a	complete
airhead	 that	 I	 kind	 of	 doubt	 it.	 Shelly	 was	 not	 chosen.	 The	 rest	 of	 us	 were
handpicked	by	Hamilton,	 but	Shelly’s	 the	 only	 one	who	 chose	Hamilton,	who
became	a	member	of	the	clique	on	her	own	accord.	I	mean,	in	a	sense	Hamilton
had	 to	 accept	 her,	 so	 it’s	 not	 as	 if	 Shelly	 lacks	 Hamilton’s	 blessing,	 but	 it’s
different	with	her,	and	maybe	that’s	why	I	hate	her.
I	pull	the	chair	out	from	beneath	the	door	handle	and	start	to	open	the	door.
“Where	are	you	going?”	Shelly	asks.
“To	class.”
“You	really	don’t	care,	do	you?”
“It	wouldn’t	matter	if	I	did.”
As	 I’m	 walking	 out	 the	 door,	 I	 notice	 someone	 has	 written	 EAT	 SHIT,

HAMILTON	on	the	bathroom	wall	in	black	magic	marker.



Just	because	someone	 is	 the	most	popular	girl	 in	 the	school	doesn’t	mean	 they
will	 always	 be	 the	 most	 popular	 girl	 in	 the	 school.	 Hamilton	 thinks	 she’s
untouchable.	 She	 thinks	 that	 everyone	 will	 love	 her	 forever	 and	 ever.	 The
problem	 is,	 she’s	 sloppy	 and	 lazy	 and	 doesn’t	 really	 know	 a	 goddamn	 thing
about	 popularity.	 Just	 take	 one	 look	 at	 the	 losers	 she	 surrounds	 herself	 with.
Anyway,	popularity	is	something	you’ve	got	to	work	at,	and	you’ve	got	to	want
it	really,	really	bad.	And	I	do.
This	thing	with	the	guest	list	may	look	trivial,	but	it’s	not	just	the	fact	that	she

didn’t	even	bother	to	consult	us	that	pisses	me	off.	It’s	the	fact	that	her	guest	list,
frankly,	sucks.	There	are	people	on	 that	 list	who	have	no	business	being	 there,
and	really	deserving	people	who	should	be	invited	to	the	party	who	aren’t.	If	she
had	the	courtesy	to	ask	me	ahead	of	time,	to	show	me	the	list	and	ask	my	opinion
of	it,	I	could	have	pointed	these	flaws	out	to	her,	but	no.	Instead	she	just	posts
the	thing	for	the	world	to	see,	and	now	her	stupid	list	has	become	gospel.
“Well,	I	think	it’s	kind	of	sweet	that	Tom	is	on	it,”	says	a	voice	I	think	belongs

to	Caitlin	Rourke.	I	quickly	slide	into	a	stall	so	I	can	secretly	listen	to	the	rest	of
the	conversation.
“Sweet	maybe,	but	strange,”	says	a	second	voice.	Debbie	Shune?	“He’s	kind

of	a	dork.”
“I	guess	so,	and	it’s	weird	that	Rose	didn’t	make	the	list,	right?”	says	Caitlin.
“And	Trevor.	I’m	telling	you,	it’s	like	Hamilton	was	drunk	or	something	when

she	made	up	that	list.”
Timing	 is	 everything,	 and	 so	 I	 pick	 that	 moment	 to	 step	 out	 of	 the	 stall.

Debbie’s	mouth	 hangs	 open	 and	 she	 stands	 there	 looking	 at	me	 like	 an	 idiot.
Caitlin	just	smiles	in	that	perky	little	way	of	hers.



“You	might	want	to	shut	your	mouth,”	I	tell	Debbie.	“There’s	a	lot	of	flies	in
here.”	Obediently,	her	mouth	snaps	closed.
“We	were	just	 joking	around,”	Debbie	says.	“I	wasn’t	being	serious.	I	mean,

it’s	kind	of	weird	that	Tom	is	on	that	list,	but	I	can	understand	why	Rose	got	left
off.”
“It’s	cool,”	I	say.	“Look,	I	agree.	Trevor	should	be	on	there.”
“He’s	really	cute,”	Caitlin	says.
I	begin	to	examine	myself	in	the	bathroom	mirror	and	pull	some	lip	gloss	from

my	purse;	not	that	I	need	it,	but	I	need	to	show	the	girls	that	we’re	all	friends	and
everything	 is	 fine.	After	a	minute	or	so,	 they	relax	and	begin	 to	preen	as	well,
and	before	long	we’re	gossiping	about	who	is	cheating	on	whom	and	what	was
really	going	on	in	the	back	of	the	bus	during	last	week’s	art-class	field	trip	to	the
museum.	This	is	the	little	stuff	that	Hamilton	just	doesn’t	get,	and	why	I	know
her	popularity	isn’t	immortal.
The	thing	is,	I’ve	been	a	popular	girl	my	whole	life.	In	fact,	up	until	the	point	I

was	so	rudely	uprooted	from	my	home	turf	and	replanted	here	in	Fidelity,	I	was
the	popular	girl.	When	a	job	transfer	forced	my	family	to	move,	I	did	not	bury
my	head	in	the	sand.	I	marched	into	Fidelity	High	with	my	chin	up.	It	didn’t	take
me	 long	 to	 figure	 out	 who	 called	 the	 shots,	 and	 I	 went	 right	 up	 to	 her.	 Even
Hamilton,	in	her	denseness,	realized	how	special	I	was	and	brought	me	into	her
fold,	into	her	clique	of	weirdos.	Sometimes	I’m	grateful	that	things	worked	out
so	 well,	 but	 other	 times	 I	 wonder	 if	 it	 would	 have	 been	 better	 if	 I’d	 never
become	one	of	the	clique.
Knowing	all	 that	I	know	about	Hamilton,	I	wonder	if	I	couldn’t	have	simply

challenged	her	title	as	the	most	popular	girl	in	the	school	and	won,	hands	down.
Instead	 I’m	 stuck	 in	 the	 role	 of	 glorified	 lackey	while	Hamilton	 still	 calls	 the
shots.
I	do	have	 the	 inside	advantage,	 and	 some	empires	 are	best	 toppled	 from	 the

inside	out.



I	name	each	shot	in	my	head	as	I	take	it.	This	one	is	called	Crushed	Hopes.	This
one	 is	 called	Freshman	Discovers	Popularity.	They	 are	 the	 faces	 of	my	 fellow
students	contorted	with	disgust,	joy,	shock,	and	envy.	Later,	I	will	develop	each
picture	in	my	basement	dark	room,	studying	each	face,	trying	to	understand	what
it	 means	 to	 be	 that	 person	 at	 the	 moment	 in	 time	 when	 my	 shutter	 snapped
closed,	capturing	them	in	a	frozen	instant	of	time.
I	found	the	Nikon	in	my	attic.	It	belonged	to	my	grandfather	a	long	time	ago,

and	it’s	entirely	manual.	I	took	Intro	to	Photography	last	year	and	was	the	only
student	in	the	class	who	didn’t	have	some	fancy	camera	with	bells	and	whistles
galore.	The	other	kids	didn’t	get	it	when	Mr.	Hankins	seemed	to	fawn	over	my
camera,	why	he	always	held	up	my	pictures	as	good	examples	and	told	me	that	I
was	gifted.	For	the	other	students,	their	camera	was	just	another	device	in	their
gadget-filled	 life,	 just	an	appliance.	They	didn’t	have	a	special	bond	with	 their
camera,	as	I	did.	They	didn’t	understand	how	to	look	through	the	viewfinder	and
locate	not	just	a	pretty	picture,	but	life	itself	with	all	its	wrinkles.
There	 was	 a	 time	 when	 I	 would	 have	 felt	 self-conscious	 about	 wearing	 a

camera	 around	 school	 all	 day.	 There	 was	 a	 time	 when	 I	 would	 have	 worried
about	 what	 other	 people	 thought	 of	 me.	 Even	 after	 I	 became	 the	 youngest
member	of	Hamilton’s	clique,	I	still	spent	an	inordinate	amount	of	time	worrying
about	what	people	would	think	if	I	wore	my	hair	differently,	if	I	didn’t	dress	in
exactly	the	right	clothes,	if	I	said	the	wrong	thing	or	did	the	wrong	thing.	Then,
somewhere	along	the	way,	I	realized	that	none	of	that	stuff	mattered.	Or	maybe	I
just	found	new	things	to	worry	about.
Anyway,	 somewhere	 along	 the	way	 the	 rumor	 got	 started	 that	 I	was	 on	 the

yearbook	 committee.	 I	 don’t	 know	who	 started	 it,	 but	 I	 never	went	 out	 of	my



way	to	dispel	it.	So	nobody	thinks	it’s	the	least	bit	odd	that	I	go	around	school	all
day	with	a	camera.	They	don’t	even	care	about	me	taking	their	picture,	because
after	all,	who	wouldn’t	want	to	get	their	picture	in	the	yearbook?	Of	course,	none
of	these	pictures	will	ever	wind	up	in	any	yearbook.	The	only	book	they’ll	ever
be	in	is	my	own	private	scrapbook,	where	page	after	page	is	filled	with	the	faces
of	 Fidelity	 High	 students	 captured	 in	 their	 most	 naked,	 most	 vulnerable
moments.
When	 I	 get	 worried	 about	 the	 future,	 about	 what	 will	 happen	 to	 me	 when

everyone	else	graduates,	I	pull	out	my	scrapbook	and	flip	through	its	pages.	In
part	it’s	comforting	to	see	those	other	faces,	so	many	of	them	looking	as	troubled
and	scared	as	I	feel.	In	part	it’s	an	effort	to	gain	some	understanding.	Because	as
far	as	I	can	tell,	next	year	 it’s	going	to	fall	 to	me	to	lead	this	flock	of	 troubled
souls,	and	I	don’t	have	a	clue	how	to	do	this.
One	face	is	conspicuously	absent	from	my	book,	a	face	that	will	likely	appear

on	every	other	page	of	the	real	yearbook.	There	are	no	pictures	of	Hamilton	in
my	scrapbook,	even	though	she	is	the	most	dominant	figure	in	our	high	school
and	the	most	influential	figure	in	my	own	life.
When	I	entered	Fidelity	High	as	a	scared	and	pathetic	freshman,	I	didn’t	have

a	clue	who	Hamilton	was.	My	first	day	of	school	was	a	disaster.	A	mistake	in	the
office	had	led	to	my	schedule	getting	confused	with	that	of	a	sophomore,	and	it
took	 the	 better	 part	 of	 an	 hour	 to	 get	 things	 straightened	 out.	 I	 remember
standing	 in	 the	office	near	 tears,	pleading	my	case	 to	 the	confused	 secretaries,
when	a	pretty	sophomore	girl	stepped	into	the	office,	immediately	lighting	up	the
room	with	her	radiant	blond	hair	and	her	bright	blue	eyes.	Almost	immediately
she	set	things	to	rights.
“Wait	a	second,”	she	said	when	the	office	computer	finally	spat	out	my	correct

schedule.	“This	won’t	work,”	she	said.
“What’s	wrong?”	I	asked	in	a	small,	scared	voice.
“They’ve	 put	 you	 in	 third	 lunch,”	 she	 said.	 “And	 we	 always	 have	 second

lunch.”
Then,	like	that,	she	made	the	office	ladies	rearrange	things	so	that	I	too	could

be	 in	 second	 lunch.	 And	 when	 we	 stepped	 out	 of	 the	 office,	 Hamilton	 was
explaining	 where	 I	 would	 find	 their	 table	 in	 the	 cafeteria.	 I	 only	 thought	 I’d



struck	on	a	bit	of	good	fortune	to	find	someone	willing	to	let	me	sit	at	their	table
during	 lunch.	 I	 didn’t	 yet	 realize	 that	 it	 was	much	more	 than	 a	 lunch	 seating
arrangement—that	 in	 those	 few	 minutes,	 Hamilton	 had	 decided	 I	 should	 join
their	clique.	She’d	adopted	me	and	become	my	fairy	godmother.	In	one	moment
I	went	from	being	a	mousy	little	freshman	with	frizzy	hair	and	braces	to	being
one	of	the	most	popular	girls	in	the	school,	who,	inexplicably,	had	frizzy	brown
hair	and	wore	braces.
That	 was	 the	 awesome	 power	 that	 is	 Hamilton.	 And	 so,	 perhaps,	 you

understand	why	 I’m	 so	 terrified	 about	what	will	 happen	 next	 year	when	 she’s
gone.
Just	 look	 at	 the	 guest	 list	 pinned	 on	 a	 vacant	 bulletin	 board	 down	 in	 the

desolate	 band	 wing	 of	 the	 school.	 Just	 a	 couple	 of	 sheets	 of	 paper,	 a	 list	 of
names.	Anyone	could	have	printed	up	their	own	guest	list	and	tacked	it	up	there,
but	 only	 Hamilton’s	 list	 has	 the	 power	 to	 bring	 tears	 of	 joy	 and	 tears	 of
devastation	as	popularity	seekers	alternately	find	or	don’t	find	their	names	on	the
sacred	parchment.
A	 close-up	of	 a	 cheek	with	mascara	 tear-streaks,	 as	 one	unlucky	 soul	 learns

that	not	today,	not	this	week,	and	maybe	not	ever	will	she	know	what	it	is	like	to
feel	special,	 to	feel	envied.	A	shot	of	two	friends	hugging	in	relief	as	they	find
out	they’ve	both	made	the	list.	No	awkward	consoling	for	these	two,	no	having
to	 promise	 to	 not	 go	 to	 that	 stupid	 party	 anyway,	 then	 breaking	 that	 promise,
because	 no	matter	 how	 strong	 those	 friendship	 bonds	 are,	 you	 can’t	 not	 go	 to
Hamilton’s	 party.	 And	 here’s	 the	 boy	 who	 tries	 to	 look	 nonchalant,	 but	 the
camera	catches	that	gleam	in	his	eye.
I	know	these	people.	I	will	pore	over	their	faces	for	hours,	later,	in	the	privacy

of	my	bedroom.	I	know	them,	but	more	importantly,	they	know	me.



Three-plus	years	of	taking	the	same	path	to	the	same	table	every	single	day,	and
my	feet	have	probably	worn	a	groove	into	the	cafeteria’s	linoleum	floor.	I	could
find	the	table,	our	table,	in	my	sleep,	but	as	I	walk	that	same	path,	there’s	a	part
of	me	that	wants	to	break	free	from	that	pull.
The	 freaks	sit	over	 in	 the	 far	corner.	Goths,	punks,	and	general	malcontents.

They’ve	claimed	a	corner	where	they	can	be	with	their	own	kind	and	scoff	at	the
rest	of	their	classmates	stuck	in	their	little	ruts.	I	want	to	sit	in	the	far	corner.	I
belong	 in	 the	 far	 corner.	 I’m	 a	 freak.	 That’s	my	 true	 identity,	 at	 least,	 but	 the
freaks	would	never	accept	me.	I’m	tainted	by	the	stain	of	popularity—I	am	one
of	the	chosen	ones.	If	I	even	tried	to	sit	over	there,	if	I	even	dared	to	talk	to	them,
they	would	laugh	in	my	face.	They	have	every	right	to.
After	 all,	 just	 because	Hamilton	 told	me	what	 to	 do	 doesn’t	mean	 I	 had	 to

listen.	Hamilton	knew	all	along	that	I	would,	though.	That’s	why	she	picked	me
and	not	another	freak—not,	say,	that	girl	over	there	with	the	purple	hair,	Carlotta
I	 think	 her	 name	 is.	 Not	 her,	 because	 Carlotta	 would	 have	 told	 her	 what	 she
could	 do	 with	 her	 stupid	 clique.	 Carlotta	 would	 have	 spat	 in	 her	 face	 and
stomped	 on	 her	 foot	 and	 told	 her	 to	 leave	 her	 the	 fuck	 alone.	 But	 not	 Zelda
Winston.	Just	because	her	wardrobe	only	contains	shades	of	black	and	she	cuts
her	hair	 in	an	unfashionable	way,	she’s	not	 truly	weird.	She	 just	 thinks	she’s	a
freak.	She’s	a	wannabe	freak,	and	that’s	worse	than	not	being	a	freak	at	all.
When	 I	 entered	 high	 school,	 I	 was	 determined	 to	 be	 an	 antisocial,	 anti-

establishment	little	punk	who	nobody	would	mess	with.	I	was	the	girl	who	got	in
trouble	 for	 building	 a	 shrine	 in	 her	 locker	 in	 eighth	 grade,	 complete	 with	 lit
votive	candles,	 to	 the	 lead	 singer	of	 the	 latest	goth	band,	 for	God’s	 sake.	So	 I
was	 set	 to	be	hell-in-black-fishnet-stockings	 in	high	 school,	 until	 popularity	 in



the	form	of	Hamilton	Best	came	and	shit	on	my	parade.	Since	then,	everything’s
been	just	peaches	and	cream	and	sunshiny	daydreams.
The	pisser	is,	I	can’t	hate	Hamilton.	I	was	the	one	who	took	the	bait.	I	was	the

one	who	had	a	 sudden	change	of	heart	 regarding	my	anti-establishment	 stance
when	I	 learned	that	 the	establishment	wanted	me.	I	went	from	revolutionary	to
dickhead	politician	at	the	drop	of	a	hat,	and	I	didn’t	look	back.
Well,	okay,	sometimes	I	look	longingly	at	the	freaks	in	their	corner,	but	it’s	not

for	real.	I	know	my	place	and	so	do	my	feet,	and	they	carry	me	straight	to	it.	I
put	down	my	tray	and	take	my	appointed	seat.
“What’s	 your	 opinion	 on	 all	 this,	 Zelda?”	 asks	 Shelly.	 She,	 Nordica,	 and

Olivia	 have	 already	 begun	 their	 lunch	 and	 apparently	 some	 crucial	 discussion
that	only	Shelly	seems	interested	in.
“Opinion	on	what?”	I	ask.
“Zelda	Winston,	can	you	please	 join	us	 in	 the	 land	of	 reality.	The	guest	 list,

damn	it.	What	do	you	think	about	Hamilton	just	posting	the	thing	without	giving
us	so	much	as	a	courtesy	heads-up?”
I’m	not	that	out	of	it.	I	did	overhear	a	conversation	in	the	hallway	about	a	new

guest	 list	 being	 up,	 but	 it	 hadn’t	 occurred	 to	 me	 that	 I	 should	 be	 hurt	 that
Hamilton	hadn’t	let	us	know	ahead	of	time	she	was	going	to	be	posting	a	list.
“It’s	not	really	a	big	deal,”	I	say.
“Told	you,”	Olivia	says.
“It	seems	like	most	people	are	really	happy	about	it,”	Nordica	says.
“What?”	Shelly	shrieks.	“Who	have	you	been	talking	to?	The	list	is	atrocious.

Have	you	actually	looked	at	it?”
“When’s	the	party?”	I	ask.
“That	doesn’t	matter.	What	matters	is,	there	are	a	whole	lot	of	people	on	that

list	that	shouldn’t	be,	and	a	whole	bunch	more	who	aren’t,	who	should.”
“Huh?”	 Olivia	 pretends	 to	 be	 confused.	 Maybe	 she	 isn’t	 pretending.

Sometimes	it	sounds	like	Shelly	is	speaking	a	foreign	language.
“The	party’s	in	October,”	Nordica	volunteers.	“It’s	a	Halloween	party.”
“What?”	Shelly	says.	“How	do	you	know	that?”
“’Cause	that’s	what	it	says	at	the	top	of	the	list,”	Nordica	says.	“We	should	do

some	kind	of	themed	group	costume.”



“Can	we	 get	 back	 to	 the	 real	 issue	 here,	 and	 the	 fact	 that	Hamilton	 doesn’t
think	 she	 needs	 to	 consult	 a	 single	 one	 of	 us	 when	 she	 does	 something	 this
huge?”	Shelly	asks.
“What	 do	 I	 need	 to	 consult	 you	 about?”	Hamilton	 suddenly	 appears	 behind

Shelly.
“Your	every	bowel	movement,	if	Shelly	had	her	way,”	Olivia	says.
“Olivia,	this	is	a	lunch	table,”	Hamilton	says.
“What	about	the	Pink	Ladies—you	know,	from	Grease.	We	could	get	jackets

made	up.”	Nordica	is	still	stuck	on	the	whole	group-costume	idea.
“I	don’t	wear	pink,”	I	say.
“Why	are	we	getting	jackets	made	up?”	Hamilton	asks.
“I	was	thinking	we	should	go	as	some	sort	of	themed	thing	for	the	Halloween

party,”	Nordica	explains.
“Maybe	we	should	ask	Hamilton’s	opinion,”	Shelly	says.	“What	do	you	think,

Hamilton?	Do	 you	want	 to	 do	 some	 sort	matching	 costume	 or	 something	 that
would	tie	in	together,	or	should	it	be	every	woman	for	herself?”
“I’ve	already	got	a	costume	picked	out,”	Hamilton	says.	“The	rest	of	you	are

on	your	own.”



I’ve	always	thought	that	fall	is	the	most	depressing	of	seasons.	The	air	reeks	of
death	and	decay	and	there’s	just	this	general	air	of	finality,	and	this	really	is	the
final	fall.	Of	high	school,	at	any	rate.	Sure,	I’ve	graduated	before.	There	was	our
fifth	 grade	 graduation	when	we	moved	 on	 to	middle	 school,	 and	 eighth	 grade
graduation,	 with	 the	 whole	 stink-bomb	 fiasco,	 but	 high	 school	 is	 different
because	it	really	is	the	end.	Oh	sure,	there’s	college	and	adulthood	and	all	that,
but	 it’s	 just	 not	 the	 same.	 I	 think	 I	 knew	all	 along	 that	 this	was	going	 to	be	 a
tough	year,	but	 I	never	realized	 just	how	soon	it	would	get	 tough.	I’ve	already
begun	to	tick	off	the	milestones:	last	homecoming	dance,	last	fall	pep	rally,	last
chocolate-bar	fundraiser.	It’s	only	going	to	get	worse	as	the	year	goes	on.
As	 I	 walk	 down	 the	 path	 that	 leads	 from	 the	 teacher’s	 parking	 lot	 to	 the

athletic	fields,	I	try	not	to	notice	the	fallen	leaves	that	litter	the	ground,	but	the
crisp	autumn	air	and	the	accompanying	reek	of	rot	are	not	as	easy	to	shut	out.
“Hey,	 Hamilton!”	 I	 look	 up	 and	 see	 the	 boys’	 cross-country	 team	 heading

toward	me	on	 a	 practice	 run,	 jogging	 by	with	 the	 stealth	 of	 cats.	 I	 don’t	 have
time	 to	 step	aside,	 and	 they	move	around	me	 like	a	 river	around	an	 island,	 all
smiles	and	waves.	It’s	stupid	little	stuff	like	this	I’m	going	to	miss.
Then	I	see	him,	 the	only	person	on	 that	guest	 list	who’s	an	automatic	given,

and	probably	the	only	one	on	the	list	who	doesn’t	give	a	damn.	Alex	is	sitting	on
the	bench	at	the	bottom	of	the	hill,	and	when	I	arrive,	he	stands	up	and	takes	my
hand.	 I	 know	 some	 people	 don’t	 see	 it,	 but	 as	 far	 as	 I	 can	 tell	 he’s	 the	most
beautiful	guy	 in	 the	whole	school.	Tall	and	 lean	without	being	 too	skinny,	and
with	a	head	of	 thick	black	hair	 that’s	always	got	 that	sexy	messy	look.	He’s	as
gorgeous	as	they	come.
Then	 he	 smiles,	 and	 it’s	 more	 than	 I	 can	 handle.	 He’s	 the	 perfect	 guy—



charming,	attentive,	and	understanding.	He	knows	me	better	than	anyone.	I	can’t
imagine	life	without	Alex.	I	find	it	hard	to	believe	that	I	ever	lived	without	him.	I
don’t	know	what	will	happen	to	us	when	we	graduate.	I	mean,	it’s	not	as	if	we’ll
break	up	the	second	we’re	done	with	school,	but	high	school	relationships	don’t
usually	 survive	 the	 going-away-to-college	 thing.	 That’s	 what	 scares	 me	 more
than	 anything	 about	 leaving.	 School,	 friends,	 the	 whole	 thing	 is	 nothing
compared	 to	Alex,	and	I	would	give	 it	all	up	 in	a	heartbeat	 if	 I	knew	it	meant
never	having	to	lose	him.	But	it	doesn’t	work	that	way.
We	walk	hand	in	hand	down	the	path,	two	lovers	out	for	an	autumn	stroll.	To

an	observer	we	look	peaceful,	idyllic	even,	but	what	an	observer	doesn’t	know	is
that	one	half	of	the	pair	is	a	nervous	wreck	inside,	scared	to	even	breathe	lest	she
somehow	upset	the	whole	delicate	balance	of	the	universe.
“Hamilton?”
“Yeah,”	I	say.
“I	was	just	wondering	how	you’re	doing.	You	seem	quiet,”	Alex	says.
See	what	I	mean	about	him	being	a	perfect	guy?
“They	all	hate	me,”	I	say.
“By	all,	you	mean	everyone	on	the	planet?”
“Practically.	I	think	at	least	the	whole	school.”
“Well,	I	don’t	hate	you,”	he	says.
“Okay,	half	the	school,	but	the	whole	clique.”
“And	you	don’t	think	maybe	you’re	exaggerating?”
“They’re	 pissed	 about	 the	 guest	 list,	 because	 I	 didn’t	 consult	 them	 on	 it.

Because	they	don’t	agree	with	it.”
“And	they	hate	you	because	of	this?”
“Well,	maybe	not	all	of	them,	but	Shelly	definitely.	Shelly	hates	me.”
“Shelly	 Trust?”	 Alex	 scoffs.	 “You’re	 upset	 because	 of	 what	 Shelly	 Trust

thinks?”	 Alex	 hates	 Shelly,	 and	 the	 feeling’s	 pretty	 much	 mutual.	 He’s
apparently	not	 the	 right	guy	 for	me	 to	date,	 in	Shelly’s	mind;	 he	 tarnishes	my
image	or	something	like	that.	Anyway,	I	see	Alex’s	point	about	me	getting	upset
over	this.	It’s	stupid.
“It’s	not	just	that,”	I	say.	“It’s	been	hitting	me,	you	know.	High	school	coming

to	an	end.”



“Not	 that	 again.	You	 can’t	 be	 depressed	 about	 that,	 for	God’s	 sake.	 It’s	 our
senior	year.	The	best	year	of	them	all.	The	whole	year	is	like	one	big	party,	and
nobody	knows	how	to	throw	a	party	like	Hamilton.”
“Speaking	of	which,	for	my	Halloween	party	would	you	be	willing	to	be	Peter

Pan	to	my	Tinker	Bell?”
“Only	if	we	get	to	stay	forever	in	Never	Never	Land.”
I	wish	there	were	such	a	place.	I	wish	it	was	here,	now.	I	want	to	live	in	this

moment	 forever,	 here	 with	 Alex	 walking	 along	 a	 path	 in	 the	 shadow	 of	 the
school.	I	want	to	stay	here	always,	in	this,	our	last	year	of	high	school,	the	best
year	of	our	lives.	I	don’t	want	to	grow	up.	I	don’t	want	any	of	this	to	change.



I’m	not	in	my	Halloween	costume,	though	I	do	look	frighteningly	like	my	Aunt
Dee	in	this	flowered	head	scarf	and	ridiculously	chunky	pair	of	sunglasses.	Is	all
this	necessary?	Probably	not,	but	when	Alex	asked	me	to	meet	him	at	the	library,
he	 said	he	wanted	 to	keep	 things	hush-hush,	whatever	 the	hell	 that	means.	He
never	 bothered	 to	 tell	 me	 why	 he	 wanted	 to	 meet	 me	 there,	 and	 I	 can	 only
assume	 it	 has	 something	 to	 do	 with	 the	 big	 shindig	 tonight,	 but	 what	 Alex
Journer	 could	 possibly	 have	 to	 say	 to	 me	 regarding	 Hamilton’s	 party	 I	 can’t
imagine.	And	of	a	hush-hush	nature,	no	less.
I	 see	 his	 lanky	body	 stride	 purposefully	 across	 the	 library	 floor.	 It’s	 hard	 to

believe	 that	 this	 is	 the	boy	dating	 the	most	popular	girl	 in	our	high	school.	He
looks	like	someone	who	should	be	nothing	but	your	common-variety	loser.	Not
that	I	believe	in	stereotypes,	I	don’t,	but	with	all	the	guys	Hamilton	has	to	choose
from,	 it’s	 weird	 that	 she	 chose	 Alex.	 Okay,	 most	 days	 I	 have	 a	 hard	 time
understanding	 how	 any	 girl	 in	 the	 school	 could	 choose	 anyone	 other	 than
Chance.
“Olivia?”	Alex	says	in	a	breathless	sort	of	voice,	as	if	he	has	just	run	all	 the

way	here.
“Right,	my	disguise	is	just	so	good,	you	couldn’t	tell,”	I	say.
He	makes	a	strange	little	gasping	noise	that	I	realize	is	a	sort	of	single-syllable

chuckle.	I	imagine	Alex	a	few	decades	down	the	road,	some	creepy	old	guy	who
spends	his	days	in	the	library	checking	out	all	the	high	school	girls	that	walk	in,
gasping	out	his	little	creepy	laughs.	If	anyone	is	daring	enough	to	engage	him	in
conversation,	 he’ll	 bore	 them	with	 stories	 of	 his	 glory	 days,	 about	 dating	 the
most	popular	girl	in	the	school,	how	he	lost	her	when	she	found	someone	better
or	went	away	 to	 school	or	maybe	 just	decided	 that	her	boyfriend	would	 likely



turn	out	to	be	a	creepy	old	man	some	day.
Alex	pulls	out	 the	chair	across	 from	me	at	 the	 table	and	sits	down.	He	can’t

seem	to	get	comfortable	as	he	folds	and	unfolds	his	hands,	lays	them	flat	on	the
table,	 folds	 them	 again,	 all	 the	 while	 crossing	 and	 uncrossing	 his	 legs	 and
engaging	in	a	floor-vibrating	amount	of	foot	tapping.
I	want	him	to	ask	if	I	find	any	of	 this	annoying	so	that	I	can	respond	with	a

resounding	yes,	but	instead	Alex	says,	“I’m	worried	about	Hamilton.”
I	wonder	 if	my	daydream	was	 some	 sort	 of	 prescient	warning	of	 the	 future,

and	if	Alex	somehow	realizes	that	his	relationship	with	the	Great	One	is	 just	a
fluke.	Has	he	sought	me	out	as	a	confidante	in	the	hopes	that	I’ll	be	able	to	have
some	sort	of	heart-to-heart	conversation	with	Hamilton,	some	television-movie-
like	moment	where	we	spill	our	hearts	and	souls	out	to	one	another?	Perhaps,	as
well	 as	 he	knows	Hamilton,	 he	doesn’t	 realize	 that	 I	 don’t	 have	 a	 relationship
like	that	with	Hamilton.	Hamilton	just	 isn’t	 that	sort	of	person,	and	maybe	I’m
not	either.
“She	thinks	you	guys	hate	her,”	he	says.	“The	clique.”
“I	don’t	hate	her,”	I	say.	But	it	takes	me	too	long	to	say	it,	like	I	had	to	think

about	it,	which	I	did,	but	I’m	hoping	Alex	doesn’t	hear	it	that	way.
“She’s	worried	about	graduation,”	Alex	says.
“She’s	afraid	she’s	going	to	trip	on	her	gown	and	stumble	down	the	aisle?”
“She	doesn’t	want	high	school	to	end.”
“She	always	has	been	a	bit	of	a	closet	masochist.”
Alex	just	gives	me	a	look	with	those	dark,	brooding	eyes	of	his.	I	notice	that

his	eyebrows	are	too	big,	verging	on	bushy.	He	needs	to	watch	them	or	he’ll	end
up	 a	 creepy	 old	 guy	 with	 creepy	 extra-bushy	 eyebrows.	 He’s	 trying	 to	 be	 all
serious,	 and	apparently	doesn’t	 appreciate	 the	 fact	 that	 I	don’t	 see	 things	quite
the	way	he	does.	The	problem	with	people	 like	Alex	is	 they’re	always	looking
for	everything	to	be	some	sort	of	portentous,	dramatic	event,	when	in	reality,	in
terms	of	the	big	picture,	most	things	don’t	matter	all	that	much.
He’s	 worried	 about	 Hamilton?	 She’s	 the	 last	 person	 on	 earth	 that	 needs

worrying	about.	She’s	got	 it	 all	 together.	She’s	 the	most	 in-control	person	 I’ve
ever	known.	Oh	boo	hoo,	Hamilton’s	sad	about	high	school	coming	to	an	end.
From	my	experience,	Hamilton	being	 sad	about	high	 school	coming	 to	an	end



only	 means	 that	 Hamilton	 will	 somehow	 figure	 out	 a	 way	 to	 remedy	 the
situation.	Somehow	or	other,	she’ll	ensure	 that	high	school	doesn’t	come	to	an
end,	or	that	the	lifestyle	that	she’s	so	fond	of	just	goes	on	and	on	forever.	I	don’t
expect	Alex	to	understand	all	this.	He’s	only	known	her	a	couple	of	years,	but	if
the	two	of	them	stay	together	long	enough,	he’ll	see	how	senseless	it	is	to	worry
about	Hamilton	because	no	matter	what	she	wants,	she’s	going	to	find	a	way	to
get	it.
It’s	the	rest	of	us	who	really	need	the	pitying,	because	more	than	anything,	the

end	of	high	school	means	the	end	of	the	clique,	and	for	its	members	that	means
the	 end	 of	Hamilton’s	 seemingly	 divine	 powers	 over	 our	 lives.	 Like	 it	 or	 not,
we’ve	been	spoiled	for	a	long	time,	some	of	us	longer	than	others.	When	this	is
all	over,	we’ll	be	left	on	our	own,	tackling	the	world	without	any	special	powers
to	help	us	along	the	way.	Now	that’s	something	to	be	worried	about.
As	 much	 as	 I’ve	 always	 dreamed	 of	 someday	 being	 something	 other	 than

Hamilton’s	lackey,	I’ve	never	actually	managed	to	conceive	of	a	life	for	myself
beyond	her	reach.	What	happens	after	high	school?	I	don’t	know.	I	can’t	really
imagine	what	will	happen,	what	it	will	be	like.	College?	If	I	went	to	a	different
college	 than	 Hamilton,	 and	 it’s	 more	 than	 likely	 that	 I	 would,	 how	 would	 I
survive?	Not	since	nursery	school	have	I	experienced	a	school	environment	that
was	 lacking	 in	Hamilton.	Not	 since	 nursery	 school	 have	 I	 ever	 been	 anything
other	than	Hamilton	Best’s	best	friend.
“She	may	not	talk	about	it	much,”	Alex	says,	“but	it’s	eating	away	at	her.”
“You	don’t	think	maybe	this	is	a	bit	of	transference,”	I	say.	“You	don’t	think

maybe	 it’s	 you	 who’s	 scared	 about	 high	 school	 ending,	 and	 you	 losing	 the
greatest	thing	that	ever	happened	to	you?”
“What’s	that	supposed	to	mean?”	I	think	at	first	he’s	pissed	at	me	for	pointing

out	that	Hamilton	is	the	greatest	thing	that’s	ever	happened	in	his	loser	life,	but
even	he	 seems	quite	willing	 to	 admit	 this	 is	 true.	 “You	 think	 that	 just	 because
we’re	not	in	school	together,	we’re	going	to	break	up?”
“Maybe	not	right	away,	but	Hamilton’s	a	proactive	person.	When	it’s	time	for

her	to	move	on,	she’s	going	to.	Completely.	She’ll	leave	us	all	in	the	dust.	You
know	that,	don’t	you?”
“Not	you,”	he	says	to	the	table	top.	He	looks	so	sad,	like	a	sulking	little	boy.



Maybe	I	shouldn’t	have	said	anything,	even	if	it	was	true.
“I’ve	got	to	get	going,”	I	tell	him.	“I	still	haven’t	put	together	my	costume	for

tonight.”
“My	mom	dyed	my	jeans	green,”	he	says.	I	wonder	what	he’s	going	as.	The

Jolly	Green	Giant?
“Hey,	Alex,”	I	say	in	a	forced-casual	kind	of	way	as	I	gather	up	my	stuff.	“Do

you	know	Chance	Avanale	at	all?”
The	question	forces	him	out	of	his	sulk,	or	at	least	makes	him	look	up	at	me.
“He	plays	soccer,”	he	says.
“Yeah,	I	know.	I	was	just	wondering	if	you	knew	him	at	all.”
I	know	it’s	a	stretch.	Alex	 is	a	 loner	by	nature,	and	 if	he’s	hanging	out	with

others	of	his	gender,	it’s	not	the	Chances	of	the	world.
“Why?”	he	asks,	and	he	looks	angry,	maybe	even	hurt.	I’m	sure	I’ve	hit	upon

some	sore	point.	No	doubt	Chance	kicked	sand	in	his	face	in	first	grade	or	gave
him	a	wedgie	or	some	other	stupid	boy	thing.
“Well,	you	know	he	made	the	guest	list,	and	I	was	just	wondering	what	kind	of

guy	he	was.	He	seems	really	nice,	you	know.”
“He’s	 not	 that	 nice,”	Alex	 says.	 “He’s	 not	 that	 nice	 at	 all.”	Okay,	 definitely

some	long-held	resentment	there;	perhaps	there	was	a	whole	series	of	wedgies.
“Right.	Well,	okay	then.	I’ll	see	you	later.”
I	start	to	walk	away,	but	Alex	says,	“Hey,	what’s	your	costume	going	to	be?”
“I	was	thinking	of	going	as	a	disaffected	teenage	girl	or	maybe	a	zombie.”



The	Trust	family	has	always	been	a	respectable,	upper-middle-class	family,	and
back	when	we	lived	in	a	town	with	a	country	club	we	were,	of	course,	among	its
most	prominent	members.	But	in	a	town	like	Fidelity,	which	is	admittedly	quite	a
bit	beneath	us,	we	have	not	had	the	luxury	of	belonging	to	any	social	clubs	and
have	had	 to	make	do	with	 the	 recreations	of	 the	 locals,	 such	as	 they	are.	 I	 tell
you	all	 this	 so	 that	you	can	understand	where	 I’m	coming	 from.	Let’s	 just	 say
Hamilton’s	parties	are	simple	affairs	that,	with	the	right	attitude,	can	be	fun,	but
they’re	hardly	the	sort	of	social	events	one	will	look	back	on	with	any	degree	of
fondness.
When	 I	 first	befriended	Hamilton	and	entered	her	motley	circle	of	 friends,	 I

urged	her	to	allow	me	to	handle	the	party	preparations.	I	have	experience	in	this
area	and	know	I	could	host	an	affair	that	would	be	light	years	above	anything	the
youth	of	 this	 town	have	ever	seen.	But	Hamilton	 is	set	 in	her	ways	and	 insists
that	she	knows	how	to	throw	a	party.	So,	our	role	as	Hamilton’s	faithful	hangers-
on	is	to	come	over	to	her	house	a	few	hours	ahead	of	time	to	help	move	furniture
and	decorate.
We’ve	all	come	in	costume,	well,	those	of	us	who	have	any	sense	of	fun,	that

is.	I’m	glittered	up	from	head	to	toe	as	Glinda	the	Good	Witch,	and	I	look,	if	I	do
say	so	myself,	absolutely	stunning.	Nordica,	the	poor	thing,	did	her	best	with	a
long	blond	wig	braided	with	gold	ribbon	and	a	medieval-type	gown	too	low-cut
for	 her	 uncurvaceous	 body.	 She’s	 either	 Rapunzel	 or	 Guinevere,	 I’m	 not	 sure
which,	and	I	sincerely	doubt	 that	she	knows	either.	Zelda	has	gone	as	a	witch,
how	original,	and	if	truth	be	told,	she	doesn’t	look	much	different	than	she	does
every	 other	 day	 of	 the	 week,	 with	 the	 exception	 of	 the	 pointed	 hat	 and	 the
pasted-on	 nose	 wart.	 Olivia	 is	 wearing	 no	 costume	 but	 tells	 us	 that	 she’s	 a



zombie.	As	for	her	highness	herself,	she’s	been	locked	in	 the	bathroom	getting
ready	since	we	got	here.
“What’s	this?”	I	ask,	pulling	two	packages	from	the	party-supply	store	bag.	It

was	a	huge	mistake	to	leave	Zelda	in	charge	of	buying	the	decorations.
“It’s	streamers,”	Zelda	explains.	“To	hang	from	the	ceiling	and	stuff.”
“I	 can	 see	 that,	 but	 where’s	 the	 orange?	 Everyone	 knows	 that	 Halloween

colors	are	black	and	orange.”	The	packages	contain	one	roll	of	black	crepe	paper
and	one	roll	of	purple.
“But	aren’t	black	and	orange	the	colors	for	St.	Paul’s?”	Nordica	asks.
“This	is	not	about	school	spirit,”	I	explain.	“This	is	about	Halloween.”
“Purple	 seems	 as	 much	 like	 a	 Halloween	 color	 as	 orange,	 if	 you	 ask	 me,”

Olivia	says.
“Well,	nobody	asked	you,”	I	say,	“and	frankly,	I	don’t	see	why	we	should	take

Halloween	advice	from	someone	who	can’t	even	bother	to	wear	a	costume.”
“I’m	a	zombie,”	Olivia	explains.
“If	 you	 say	 that	 one	 more	 time,	 I’m	 dumping	 the	 punch	 over	 your	 head,	 I

swear	to	God,”	I	say.	People	just	don’t	appreciate	what	I	put	up	with	from	these
morons.
“At	 least	 I	didn’t	come	dressed	as	 the	good	witch	of	 the	north,”	Olivia	says.

“You	look	like	a	sequin	shop	exploded.”
“I	 suppose	 in	 all	 fairness,”	 I	 counter,	 “you	 do	 have	 the	 scariest	 looking

costume	in	the	room.”
“Um,	maybe	somebody	could	help	me	hang	the	streamers,”	Zelda	says.
Of	 course,	 the	 whole	 thing	 is	 a	 disaster.	 The	 decorations	 look	 like	 crap.

There’s	nowhere	near	enough	food,	and	all	of	 it	 looks	barely	edible.	At	 least	 I
stopped	at	the	bakery	to	buy	a	bunch	of	Halloween	cookies;	everything	else	has
the	 look	 of	 a	 church	 potluck	 supper.	 Then,	 of	 course,	 there’s	 the	 fact	 that	we
have	the	whole	place	decorated	and	ready,	with	guests	set	to	arrive	any	moment,
and	Hamilton	hasn’t	even	bothered	to	come	out	of	the	bathroom.
“I	think	maybe	someone	should	go	check	on	her,”	Nordica	says.	“She	could	be

sick.”
“I’ll	 cast	 a	 get-well	 spell,”	Zelda	 says,	 and	begins	 dancing	 around	 the	 room

and	 chanting	 something	 that	 I	 can	 only	 assume	 is	 an	 actual	 Wiccan	 spell.



Nobody	 else	 seems	 alarmed	 that	 she	 knows	 some	 weird	 chant,	 as	 if	 there’s
nothing	at	all	bizarre	about	her	behavior.
“Stop	it!”	I	yell,	and	at	that	very	moment	Hamilton	walks	in.
She	looks	great,	and	it’s	not	hard	to	see	why	it	took	her	so	long	to	get	ready.

Her	 short	 little	 dress	 fits	 her	 perfectly,	 and	 her	 large,	 perfect	 wings	 look	 like
something	from	a	Broadway	show.	She	must	have	gotten	them	from	a	costume
shop.	She’s	covered	her	arms	and	legs	in	an	iridescent	body	glitter,	and	her	hair,
swept	up	and	curled,	also	shimmers	beneath	the	living	room	light.	Her	makeup	is
perfect,	 and	 I	 can’t	help	but	notice	 the	way	her	 angel	 costume	and	my	Glinda
costume	seem	to	go	so	perfectly	together.	This	is	what	they	mean	when	they	say
that	great	minds	think	alike.	Hamilton	and	I	are	birds	of	a	feather.
“Olivia,”	Hamilton	says,	“costumes	are	not	optional.”
“I’m	a	zombie,”	Olivia	says.
I’m	 looking	over	at	 the	punch	bowl,	but	 just	 then	 the	doorbell	 rings,	 and	 so

both	Hamilton	and	I	are	unable	to	deliver	Olivia	a	satisfactory	rebuke.



Standing	on	the	fourth	stair	up,	I’m	close	enough	to	hear	everything	going	on	but
just	removed	enough	to	look	down	at	it	all	as	an	uninvolved	observer.	I’d	wanted
to	bring	my	camera,	but	I	couldn’t	figure	out	how	to	tie	it	into	my	costume.	It’s
just,	Hamilton	always	throws	the	best	parties.	Next	year,	when	I’m	on	my	own,
I’ll	have	to	play	hostess.	I	know	my	parties	will	never	be	as	good	as	Hamilton’s,
but	if	they	could	be	just	half	as	good,	I	would	be	happy.
There	is	music	playing—a	collection	of	songs,	some	Halloween-themed,	some

not,	that	Hamilton	handpicked	just	for	the	party.	Some	of	the	kids	are	dancing	in
the	living	room,	which	has	been	emptied	of	most	of	its	furniture.	Alex	is	in	the
center	 of	 the	 dancing	 kids,	 laughing	 and	 having	 a	 good	 time.	 He’s	 dressed,	 I
think,	as	Robin	Hood,	and	he	looks	good	out	 there,	especially	when	he	smiles.
He’s	cute,	not	traditional	Hollywood-handsome,	but	cute	in	a	boy-next-door	kind
of	way.	I	mean,	it’s	not	like	I	have	a	crush	on	him	or	anything—well,	maybe	just
a	small	one.	It’s	just,	I	understand	why	Hamilton	is	so	crazy	about	him.	If	I	had	a
boyfriend	who	was	just	half	as	fun	and	good-looking	as	Alex,	I	would	be	happy.
If	I	had	a	boyfriend,	I	would	be	happy.
“Quit	 hiding.	Come	 join	 the	 party.”	 It’s	Olivia	 in	 her	 costume-less	 costume.

She	and	a	 sophomore	boy	named	Frank	 something-or-other	were	 the	only	 two
people	to	dare	show	up	without	at	least	making	an	attempt	at	a	costume.
“I	was	 just	watching	 things,”	 I	 say,	 realizing	 I’m	still	 looking	at	Alex	 in	 the

center	 of	 the	 makeshift	 dance	 floor.	 Olivia	 follows	 my	 gaze	 and	 I	 can’t	 help
blushing,	but	I	don’t	think	she	notices.
“Who’s	 the	 gorilla?”	 she	 asks,	 pointing	 at	 a	 costumed	 figure	 doing	 an

improvised	disco	dance.
“I’m	not	sure,”	I	say.	“I	haven’t	seen	him	without	a	mask.”



She	heads	downstairs,	and	I	watch	as	she	walks	out	onto	the	dance	floor,	past
the	 dancing	 and	 smiling	 Alex,	 toward	 the	 gorilla,	 but	 the	 gorilla	 has	 turned
around	and	is	leaving	the	room.	I	decide	that	maybe	now	would	be	a	good	time
to	go	downstairs.	To	join	the	party,	as	Olivia	says.
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