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Excerpt from Chaotic Good



For all the girls looking to leave their mark on the world
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Six stencils in and it’s gone. Okay, the tag vanished by Stencil Number Two, but I have a point to prove. I’m not covering up your scribbled slur with just anything. I’m making art here. I’m creating. I’m on fire.

I’ve never thrown up such an intense piece—I was worried I wouldn’t be able to pull it off in time. My arm flies across the wall, pink paint striping across the last stencil. It looks like it’s going to work out. I chuckle to myself. This is what it’s all been for, the hours of paint-pen practice, filling up every inch of every sketchbook with tags and words and pictures. All my hard work has paid off, and it’s all up here on the wall.

I know I shouldn’t be tagging the school. I know that. But I wasn’t the first, and that mess had to go. Jordyn told the principal that someone tagged the gym, she had to. The vandal singled her out, and word gets around real quick at Kingston School for the Deaf. But three weeks went by, and “Jordyns a SLUT” was still there on the back of the gym for all to see. And good ole Principal Howard hadn’t done a damn thing.

No one gets to call my best friend a slut, especially not up on a wall, not on my turf. She asked for help, and I took matters into my own paint-stained hands. I designed a killer piece, cut out the stencils, shook up the cans, and got to work.

I’m getting away with it. I’m about to get up. On my way to becoming an all-city queen of street art. I rip down the last stencil, take a step back, and admire my work. It’s killer. You’re welcome, Universe. I check over both of my shoulders again, eyes on constant watch. I can’t rely on my ears, so my eyes work overtime. It’s nice and dark. I pretend I’m nothing but a shadow.

I’m so proud I just can’t help myself and I text Jordyn a picture of the new mural on my way back home.
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“You don’t have any proof!” I snap at our principal.

“Don’t lie to me, Julia. You’ll only make it worse.” His hands are big, with stubby fingers. He might be hearing, but he signs perfectly. He has to, or he never would have gotten the job.

“I’m not lying! You can’t say it was me.” I know there are no cameras on that side of Kingston. I know there won’t be any footage to review.

“I have all the proof I need. Look at your hands!”

I’m so stupid. I was being lazy. I’m going to need to buy gloves. Lots and lots of gloves.

“This was from art class.” I sign as fast as I can before dropping my hands out of view and into my lap.

“I’m going to give you one more chance to tell the truth, Miss Prasad.” Mr. Howard seems more agitated than angry. He keeps sighing, looking at me with droopy, tired eyes.

“I don’t know what to tell you. Sorry.” Let me go already, you’ve got nothing. He stares at me, waiting for a better answer. I’m not giving it to him. I’m not confessing to anything, as much as I want to take credit for it. He hangs his head and pinches the bridge of his nose.

“Well, what can you tell me about this?”

My heart shakes up in my chest like a paint can as he produces a cell phone from his desk drawer, the case dotted with red cherries. It’s Jordyn’s. He slides it across the desk like some detective on Law & Order.

I don’t want to look. I don’t need to. I know what’s about to happen. And I know without looking that Jordyn, my best friend in the universe, sold me out. How could she?

“The paint on your hands, the picture on her phone. You can’t tell me you didn’t do it.”

“Fine. But I was covering up—”

“That’s not your job.”

“Well, whose job is it? Because that nasty graffiti was up there forever.”

“Not your job. We had someone scheduled to take care of it.”

“But mine is art!”

“That’s not art, it’s vandalism. I’m worried about you; you’re not exactly showing any remorse here,” he lectures. My face flushes hot with rage. He’s not worried about me, he’s relieved he has someone to pin it on. I wonder if the slut-shaming toy-tagger got the fifth degree, too. I doubt it.

“I don’t understand what the big deal is! I didn’t hurt anyone. I didn’t destroy anything. I’ve tagged the girls’ room dozens of times. No one cared then—”

“You what?!” His face is turning as red as mine.

“So now, when I try to make something worthwhile, art even, you’re up in arms, calling me a vandal?” Just tell me how much detention I have so we can all move on with our lives, and I can X-Acto–cut Jordyn out of mine. I wonder how long she had to sit here before stabbing me in the back. She’s spineless, so she’s always asked me to break the rules for her. Which I’ve done plenty of times, because I thought we were a team. I bet all Mr. Howard had to do was ask, and she rolled right over like a David Hockney dachshund. The light by Mr. Howard’s door flashes, indicating first period is about to begin. All my anger fizzles away and I just feel weak, depleted at the thought of Jordyn heading off to her first class, no worries, all smiles, while I get interrogated.

Mr. Howard stands up and walks to his office door without saying a word. He opens it and my stomach flips; all my bravado turns bashful as he ushers my mothers into the room. It’s one thing to piss off the principal. I can barely look at my parents as he tells them I’m expelled.

—

It’s silent.

Who am I kidding? It’s always silent, but this—I can feel it. Like for the first time, I know what the word really means. It pounds in my head. Silence is the loudest sound. Ma doesn’t scowl in the rearview. Mee doesn’t sign a word.

I messed up. It was beautiful. Not a masterpiece but, I don’t know, close? Didn’t matter, got caught. Shouldn’t have done it on school property and definitely shouldn’t have texted anyone evidence; those were toy mistakes and I knew better. I stood up for Jordyn, tried to save her dignity. She cried and cried the day we discovered it. And when it looked like the school wasn’t going to help her, I did. I helped her, and she ratted me out—I just don’t understand. I get expelled and Jordyn gets what? Nothing.

The expulsion was an overreaction, if you ask me. But that was the “final straw” and “the school won’t be responsible” for whatever “mayhem” (really?) I cause next. My first real piece and I’m expelled. And now I need a new tag. Go ahead, call me a vandal, say I’m some sort of delinquent, it isn’t going to insult me. It’s not going to stop me. Please. This is what I live for.

Silence. I stare at the backs of my parents’ heads, waiting for one of them to start in on me. Waiting for Mee’s pointer finger to fly to her chin with that grimace she saves for special occasions.

Disappointed.

—

It never comes, so I kick off my shoes and rush upstairs as soon as we’re home. If they’re not talking yet, I’m not going to be the first. I crash-land onto my bed face-first and grip the quilt in clenched fists. I pound the mattress. What’s! Wrong! With! Her?! Who would do something like that? She was the only real friend I had, the only one who knew me and my whole paint-splattered story. It eats at me, worming its way through my stomach and up to my brain. Neither organ can make any sense of it.

My phone vibrates in my pocket, and I’m hoping Jordyn has a damn good explanation for what she did to me. Because only one person I know would be texting me right now.


JORDYN: Srry :(

JULIA: щ(ºДºщ)

That’s it?

JORDYN: They were gonna call the cops. On meeee!

JULIA: ¬_¬

JULIA: No. They weren’t.

JORDYN: Mayb.

JULIA: They kicked *me* out!

JORDYN: I didnt think they would really do it.

JULIA: WHY

JORDYN: Idk. I mean u did break the law and stuff.

JULIA: Standing up for you!

JORDYN: U didn’t have to. I didnt ask u.

JULIA: Are you kidding me?!?!

JORDYN: It’s not like u care abt getting in trouble.

JORDYN: I did u a favor. Ur gonna be famous now.

JORDYN: Don’t be so mad.


I stuff my phone under my pillow. I don’t care what else she has to say. Nothing can make up for what’s already been done. Nothing.
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I love gray days. Every tree, building, telephone pole highlighted against the gesso-colored sky. This past week has been especially overcast and it’s a relief. I thought getting registered at a new school would take at least a month, that I would get to stay out of the educational system for a while. But with both of my moms at the helm, it only took four days. Now, three weeks in at Finley, the spotlight hasn’t grown any dimmer. I welcome the clouds. Bring on the fog.

It’s getting to be that time of year when it’s still dark in the morning and the roads are empty. The drive to Finley is one of the few things I don’t hate about the transfer. You would think the forty minutes it takes to commute from Queens Village would suck, but I love driving. Gives me time to think. I drive through the ’burbs of Greenlawn with the tree-lined sidewalks and traffic lights reflecting in the wet road. The leaves aren’t turning yet, but they’re about to. I spot a red leaf here and there, pilot lights to the season. Just me and my car, Lee.

Good ole Lee. I bought her off of Craigslist this summer for twelve hundred bucks, a 1994 Oldsmobile. She’s older than I am, but she’s got some moves left. When I got her, she was this horrible maroon color. Now she’s perfect: black and white, with flecks of color here and there. Krasner meets Basquiat. That’s Lee. She’s the only real friend I have left, the only one who’s never let me down.
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I fish through my bag on the passenger seat, getting my morning ritual started en route. Pull out a can of Red Bull, hold it between my thighs (I’m an expert at driving one-handed), and crack it open. I hate coffee. It’s either bitter or sour or chalky, not to mention the bad breath. Red Bull isn’t the most delicious morning elixir, but a girl’s gotta get a jolt from something.

Pulling into the parking lot of my new hellscape, I look for a spot up front in case I need to make a quick getaway. I haven’t actually tried escaping from school yet, but you never know. Doesn’t matter that the overly accommodating administrators reserved a spot for me next to the front doors. I refuse to park there. I can walk. Don’t baby me.

I don’t get the best spot this morning, but it’s not a gym day, so I probably won’t feel the need to flee. I reach to put Lee into Park when—SLAM!—she lurches forward and my seat belt digs into my chest. I swivel around in my seat and look out the rear window.

Kyle Fucking Stokers.

He tried to park in my spot, not noticing that my car was already there. What a tool. He’s one of those people who’s unaware of anyone or anything else in his vicinity. Bow down to him, the only person on earth who truly matters. So of course this whole ordeal is about to be blamed on me. Doesn’t matter that I was already parked, minding my own business. I exist, therefore I am at fault.

I get out, not bothering to put on my shoes. My socks are getting damp as I walk around on the wet pavement. Lee’s bumper is okay, no real harm done. Tough bird. Some of my paint job has come away, but the maroon showing through isn’t a tragedy. I’m the only person who would even notice. Before I can get a closer look, there’s hands on my shoulders and Kyle spins me around to face him. He’s yelling.

“What—-—-——-parking here?!”

There’s always a moment when one of these kids asks me a question and I have to figure out if speaking is worth the risk.

I cross my arms.

“You—--aint—my bum—r!” he rages. It’s not easy to lip-read when people are yelling at you. Despite what the distorted-face yeller might actually think.

I stare back at Kyle. He probably spent more time on his dusty blond hair this morning than I ever spend on mine. He has great eyebrows, but that’s beside the point.

“Well?” He gestures to his car again and again, trying to drive his point home.

Walking over to his slick silver car, I spit on my sleeve. I should be yelling at him. I should scream and say, “You ran into ME, dipshit!” Honestly? He’s not worth it. I buff off the paint and gesture at the spot. All better. I raise my eyebrows and smile. He doesn’t catch the sarcasm.

“Bitches shouldn’t drive,” he says slowly, deliberately. I catch every word. He turns and walks toward the school. I imagine throwing my keys at him, chasing him down, kicking his shins until he’s on the ground. I slam my fists into his chest over and over and—

There’s a tap on my shoulder and I snap to. Kyle disappears into school through the double doors.

“Julia! Where are your shoes?” Casey signs. She’s looking at me like I’m crazy, not a hair out of place in her perfectly cut chin-length bob. Her eyes behind her black-framed glasses are magnified to a ridiculous size, like something out of a Margaret Keane painting. I point over to Lee.

“One minute,” I reply. “See you in history.” I shoo her away from me, because the last thing I need is Casey thinking she can solve all my problems outside of class, too. 

I get back in the car and peel off my socks. Great. Now I’m going to end up with blisters. Mee bought me new Doc Martens before the transfer. She winked when she gave them to me—a signal she reserves for when something is to be kept just between us. Ma would kill her if she knew Mee was buying me gifts now. Rightfully so; I know I don’t deserve them. But they make me smile. They’re yellow, my favorite color. Problem is, they’re impossible to break in and twice as impossible to drive in, so I drive in my socks and put the boots on before school. I squeeze my size 10 feet in and lace them up loosely.

I reach into the backseat to grab my hoodie, but the one I pull out isn’t mine. It’s Jordyn’s, all purple and pilly. It even smells like her. How long has it been in here? Sand spills out of the folds, and I remember that day on Coney Island when we shared a spicy mango on a stick. Like we always did. Like we never will again. Not any time soon. I shove it under the passenger seat. I can’t stand to look at it right now.

I need my own hoodie, my trusty black-faded-gray-with-age armor. The sleeves and hem flecked with rainbows of spray paint. This is what I wear when I go out and tag stuff. I yank the zipper up to my chin, and I’m protected. The hood falls over my two loose black buns, down over my ears. I take my bag, open my second Red Bull, and drink it, heading toward the big blue building.

At first I thought transferring to Finley wouldn’t be a big deal. School is school; I hated it at Kingston, I’d hate it at Finley. I mean, Jordyn is always going out with hearies and they seem fine, but it’s not like I’m looking to make friends. I don’t have time for that shit anymore. Not after Jordyn showed me what she’s really made of. No one here would even notice me, right?

Casey took care of that right quick. Having an interpreter in every class is like having a giant neon sign hanging around your neck, blinking: Freak Freak Freak. I’ve been here three weeks and people are still confused about how it all works. It’s not hard: teacher talks, interpreter signs, I understand. They act like Casey’s conjuring black magic, waving her arms around, when really she’s only blathering on about tariffs or decimal places.

I toss the empty Red Bull into the recycling bin and head for my locker. Mine is stuck in the freshman hall, even though I’m a junior, because it’s one of the few left over from the start of the year. I open it up and all of a sudden I feel lighter. I take a certain pride in every tag, and I’ve done a good job claiming my space here. I know I shouldn’t have tagged the inside of the door, but I couldn’t help myself. A new color for every week, my tag, my sign: HERE.
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U.S. History isn’t so bad because no one is awake yet, not even Mr. Clarke. It’s the only class I’m glad to have Casey around for, because watching his wrinkly old-man lips collect foamy spittle in their corners makes me want to hurl.

Casey always has her nails painted some fun color. It’s a huge interpreter no-no, but I won’t report her; it’s easier on the eyes than old-man spit-mouth.

“You found your shoes!” she signs, hitting her fists together.

“Yay.” I wave my hands next to my deadpan face.

Casey stands up and I take the seat from her. She always gets to class early to “prep,” which looks a lot like sucking up to the teachers. I think she’s trying to prove her worth by getting me better grades. Ma hired her specifically; Casey shadowed her last year for some sort of college credit. Sometimes I wonder if Ma chose Casey so she could spy on me. Fresh out of terp school and shining with enthusiasm after finding her calling, Casey doesn’t know why I was expelled, but she’s on a mission to “improve my quality of life.” I’m sure she goes home and talks to whatever friends she has about how brave I am. I didn’t choose to be deaf. I have no idea why it makes me brave.

The underpass is what makes me brave. I don’t know when I’ll have time to go out there, but it had better be soon. I’ve had plans for it ever since I laid my eyeballs on it. I’m going crazy sitting around the house at night, scrolling through the Stencil Bomb forums until I pass out. My life has to be about more than the Refresh button. After my Kingston piece, with all the risk and the rush, painting in the basement isn’t really cutting it anymore. I want to make art that makes my heart race. Art that demands to be felt, even if that feeling is terror.

“You have your homework?” Casey asks. She asks, not Mr. Clarke. It’s not her job to ask. I’ve told her this before. The only thing she’s supposed to do is interpret for the teachers and me—not police my homework, or scold me for doing poorly on a test. I’m about to lay into her again when I feel the girl sitting behind me staring. I take the worksheet out of my bag and hand it to Casey. At least I did my homework this time.

The girl behind me taps my shoulder. She’s got glossy blond bouncing bangs and long feather earrings. I don’t think she owns any jeans; I’ve only ever seen her in yoga pants. Thankfully not the kind you can see through, but she does seem to own a pair in every possible color. And animal print.

“Look, I go a new slines!”

I’m not very good at lip-reading to begin with, and that wad of gum she’s gnawing on isn’t making it any easier. I’m sure I look puzzled when she starts signing. “Friend. Family. I love you.”

Ah, she knows the same signs every other hearing kindergartner learns. She’s looking for her gold star, no doubt. I beam at her, and sign back happily, “Bitch. You don’t. Know me.” She gives me a thumbs-up and goes back to her work.

—

“Why did you do that?” Casey asks as we make our way down the hall after class.

“What?”

“Why did you say that to her?”

“Who, Yoga Pants? She couldn’t understand me. I wasn’t starting anything.” I wonder how many of the students who stop and stare at our conversation end up being late to their next class.

“She was trying to be nice!” Casey’s eyebrows angle together in annoyance.

“Nice? What should I have said? ‘Wow! You know three signs, I can see we’re gonna be BFFs! Oh, the late-night chats and…’ ”

“Come on! You’re never going to make friends if you don’t lose the attitude.”

“Who said I wanted to make friends? I think—”

There it is, a glimpse of red plaid flannel, and I’m off charging after it like a bull. Only when I’m tapping Mr. Katz on his shoulder do I realize I made a mistake leaving Casey behind.

“Julia? What’s wrong?” Mr. Katz asks me. I try signing first.

“Please.” I rub my palm on my chest. He doesn’t understand me. I switch my hands up to look like I’m begging. I plead with my eyes. I squeeze my interlocked fingers and suck air in through my teeth.

“My class is full. I’m sorry. Truly.” Mr. Katz’s brown eyes show real regret. He moves to leave, but I dash in front of him and open my bag. A few other students have stopped to watch me play my version of charades. I couldn’t care less. I pull out my sketchbook (not my Black Book, which is full of plans that aren’t superlegal) and put it in his hands.

“Please,” I sign again. “I can’t go a whole quarter with no art classes!” I don’t care if he doesn’t know exactly what I’m saying—I’m sure he gets the gist. I’ve been asking to get into his advanced-art studio class since my first day at Finley.
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He flips through my book and I bounce on the balls of my feet, watching his face intently for his reaction. Mr. Katz handles my sketchbook thoughtfully. Even though we’re both pressed for time, he holds it in his hands like a baby bird, gingerly turning each page and considering its worth. Sometimes he smiles.

I need to be in Mr. Katz’s class.

His focus is broken abruptly and he glances upward at the ceiling. It must be the bell. Great, I’ve made him late. He holds up a finger and takes a pen from his red flannel pocket. I wonder how many of those shirts he owns. I rarely see him wearing anything else. He carefully turns to the back page of my book and writes:

We’ll see.
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I can feel Ma stomp her foot to get my attention before I leave the house. Should I make a run for it? She stomps again and I turn around.

“Your bag.” She doesn’t ask to see it, she demands, and I fork it over. Most moms search for drugs and skimpy clothes and stuff. Mine is looking for paint pens and spray cans.

Ma and I look nothing alike. She’s fair with green eyes; Mee calls her an Irish gem (try not to gag). I’m the spitting image of Mee: oil-black hair, big feet, brown skin. I’m her little jewel of India. Get it? Jewel, Jewel-ia, Julia (more gagging, I know).

I love watching Ma’s hands when she signs. Normally, you just watch someone’s face while they’re signing. But I can’t keep my eyes off Ma’s hands. I know it doesn’t make any sense, seeing as she’s not my bio-mom, but our hands are very similar. Sometimes when she’s talking to me it’s like I’m watching my own in the mirror. Except the mirror hands have a perfect manicure and wedding band and mine are—were—always covered in paint and Sharpie ink.

“I wish I didn’t have to do this.” She holds out my backpack, inspection complete.

“So don’t.” I zip it up and sling it over my shoulders.

“I want you back home by ten thirty, no messing around after work.” More demands. One wave and I’m out the door.

The inspections haven’t let up. Ma went through Lee the day of my expulsion and pretty much gutted the car of anything I could make a mark with. I’ll admit I wasn’t being careful. That’s the problem when your own personal contraband comes in the form of basically legal art supplies. I never thought I would have to stash anything. I was such a freaking toy. I’ve had to step my game way up since then. I’m not the kind of person to make the same mistakes over and over again.

I feel my phone vibrate in my pocket: Jordyn, no doubt, looking to see where I’m at. She’s so oblivious. She should have deleted my number the second she got her phone back from the principal. After that pathetic attempt at an apology she still likes to send me vapid, meaningless texts even though I only ever text back the same thing:


JORDYN: Wrks boring without D.

JULIA: k


Jordyn and I both work at McDonald’s four or five shifts a week, thanks to Kingston’s job-placement program. When I got expelled, I thought I might get fired, too. I guess they figured a delinquent like me would need a job, especially a punishing one that involves standing over a fryer for hours.

Jordyn has a cochlear implant. That’s how she gets along so well with all of her boyfriends, and with everyone else. It also means she gets a better job at Mickey D’s. Not only does she work the registers, she’s also a beverage specialist, making sure all the shakes and faux-Frappuccinos and sodas come out right. It’s a stupid job, but it’s better than fry girl. No one has to talk to the fry girl.

That’s all I get to do. Fries go in, fries come out. Fries go in their little bags to go into bigger bags. Don’t forget the salt. I almost got fired when I first got the job; the timer didn’t have a light on it, and I might have burned a batch while I was distracted by Donovan’s seven o’clock shadow.

Donovan Diaz. No one hates working at McDonald’s more than Donovan. He has the worst job out of all of us: the drive-thru window. I can’t quite imagine the stress of it, not fully, anyway. He stands in the window with his little headset on, grimacing at people who think they have to scream into the intercom. At least that’s one thing I understand; Jordyn, too. People find out I’m deaf and think that yelling at me is the cure. I’ve seen Jordyn switch off her CI mid-conversation with that same pinched face. Rude, but less painful, I’m sure.

I have a front-row seat to all the drive-thru drama from my station. It’s too bad Donovan faces away from me and I miss most of the details. I definitely stare too much. I’ve learned to read his body language as he leans on the window with those forearms of his—you know, the kind with perfectly smooth arm hairs—gesturing with his hands and stubby, chewed-up fingernails when he talks with customers, a slight bend in his knees. That’s when I know he’s on a good streak. The next time he turns around, he’ll be smiling, a smile that has been known to pacify an enraged customer as soon as they see it shining through the window.

It’s not like Donovan’s ever done anything nice or cute for me. I don’t know all that much about him, either. I don’t know if he has any hobbies, or what his favorite movie is. I only know his work schedule and that he drives a 1997 purple Jetta. And he has wild black-blue hair that sticks straight up, like an Egon Schiele self-portrait.

There’s just undeniably something about him. Maybe it’s because he’s never asked me stupid questions about my ears, or even cared that I can’t hear him. We just exist in the same place at the same time and we’re both fine.

He’s hot, okay?

I’m not all that good at getting guys interested in me, let alone hearie guys. That’s Jordyn. She gets whatever she wants, and she doesn’t mind stepping on anyone to get it—and then flaunting it in their face.

—

Fries go in, fries come out. Fries go in, fries come out. Small, regular, large, extra-large. Fries go in, fries come out. Sweat drips down my back, my chest burning hot. I try not to scald my forearms when people slam into me, rushing between stations. Fries go in, fries come out. I am the siren call of McDonald’s: smell the fries, you cannot resist. You want the fries. You need the fries. I hate the fries. I am the fries. Fries go in, fries come out.

After our shift I make myself a shake with extra Reese’s Pieces mixed in. It’s only about a billion degrees over the fryer, and all I want after work is an ice bath. The shake is the next best thing.

“I’m all hyped up! Wanna do something?” Jordyn flings her visor into her locker. All of her tight curly hair falls onto her shoulders.

“Seriously? I’m still on lockdown. Because of you.” I wouldn’t go anyway. Treachery aside, work doesn’t hype me up. It burns me out.

“Still? They painted over it. No one even remembers anymore.” 

My stomach turns over, a lump hardens in my throat. I figured they would patch over it, but to actually find out that no one remembers it? Needles at my skin. People have stopped talking about my grand departure already? I used six colors for that piece. It was a labor-intensive stencil job that I managed to get up in under twenty minutes. I thought the legend never dies, or some shit.

Jordyn takes forever to get her things together. She can’t be that dense, that aloof. Asking me to hang out, like she never turned me in, like it wasn’t a big deal. It was. It is! I used to be able to count on her. We had a deal, an understanding. I wouldn’t judge the parade of boys that marched through her life, and she wouldn’t judge my illicit afterschool activities. We were outcasts, and we leaned on each other. I thought we needed each other. Now, I need her to go. Far, far away. The last thing I need is for her to see what I have stashed in my locker. It’s none of her business anymore.

I wish she would quit, and leave me to fry on my own. She could find a job anywhere. I’m trying not to resent Jordyn’s CI, not to dwell on how easy she’d have it if she were mainstreamed, when my weeks at Finley have been so awful. People would love her immediately, since it takes no extra effort to accommodate her.

She gets both worlds. I’m totally and completely on my own.

“What’s wrong?” she asks, reading my mind a little.

“Nothing,” I sign one-handed, sipping the shake at the same time. Nothing you’d understand anymore.

“Hey”—Jordyn straddles the bench and sits next to me—“I need to ask you something.” She looks anxious, her eyes darting around the room. I know what she’s going to say. She’s going to ask if I’ll forgive her, even though she’s done nothing to earn it. At least she’ll be making a better apology than just texting “srry.” Like I’m not even worth buying a vowel.

“You aren’t still interested in Donovan, are you?” she asks, and immediately looks down at the dirty tiled floor. I tap her, forcing her to look at me.

“What?” I scowl.

“I mean, I know you used to like him. But that was forever ago, wasn’t it?”

“Why?” This is what she wanted to ask me? What does Donovan have to do with us? With what happened between us and why she snitched? That’s what I want her to talk about, not some stupid boy drama. Even if I did see him first.

“I was thinking about asking him out. That’s all.” She stands back up and zips her jacket. “I mean, I waited for you to make a move. You never did. I assumed you were over him.” I can’t say anything, my hands are frozen in midair. Jordyn keeps on going. “I think he’s into me.”

“Oh, do you?”

“Yeah, and he just broke up with that girl, the one with the green hair. You know, she works the morning shift?”

“Sure,” I snipe.

“So, do you mind?” The way she asks cuts at me; it’s so obvious she doesn’t actually want to know what my answer is. Like she doesn’t even notice or care that I’m not at Kingston with her anymore. She’s swept it all under some dingy rug as if it never happened, but I can still see the lump. Her phone, Jordyn’s stupid phone, lights up and she starts texting. She waves it in the air and signs, “Later!”

“Yeah, later,” I sign at her back, before flipping the bird at the closed door. And for the first time I’m glad I’m not at Kingston, glad I don’t have to see her fake face every day. At least I can pretend I get paid to deal with her now. It wasn’t enough that she got me kicked out of school, she had to take it a step further and go after Donovan.

Smoldering, I take the lid off the shake and chug the rest. The sweet coolness calms me, and I slowly begin to feel like myself again. I pop the lock open and slide it from the metal loop. I’m relieved she’s finally gone. It’s not that Jordyn would care if she knew what was in my locker, but I’m not going to take any more risks with her. Or anyone. I’d rather



[image: ]











[image: ]





















[image: ]


OEBPS/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_nav_r1.xhtml


		Cover


    		Also by Whitney Gardner


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Contents


		Dedication


		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30


		Chapter 31


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34


		Chapter 35


		Chapter 36


		Chapter 37


		Chapter 38


		Chapter 39


		Chapter 40


		Chapter 41


		Chapter 42


		Chapter 43


		Chapter 44


		Chapter 45


		Chapter 46


		Chapter 47


		Chapter 48


		Chapter 49


		Chapter 50


		Chapter 51


		Chapter 52


		Chapter 53


		Chapter 54


		Chapter 55


		Chapter 56


		Chapter 57


		Chapter 58


		Chapter 59


		Acknowledgments


		Excerpt from Chaotic Good





		Cover


		Cover



		Title Page


		Contents


		Start




		iii


		iv


		v


		vi


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		146


		147


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		237


		236


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		295


		296


		297





OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerifItalic.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerifBoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_004_r1.jpg
(1°/8° )l





OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_011_r1.jpg
“TOHELE GREEH

HIGH-SOLID PREMIUN! PAINT






OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_001_cvi.jpg





OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_009_r1.jpg
(=)





OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/fonts/FreeMono.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerifBold.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeMonoBoldOblique.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeMonoBold.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSans.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeMonoOblique.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSansBoldOblique.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSansBold.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerif.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSansOblique.otf


OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_003_r1.jpg
(A=A)





OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Fort-Book.otf


OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Gard_9780399551437_epub3_001_r1.jpg
GARWNER

<

7
Alfred A. Knopf
New York





