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If I seem a little wired or high strung or just plain off, don’t worry. I’m not nuts. I just have a tendency to overthink every single thing that comes my way, ever. I suffer from what’s known as social anxiety disorder, sometimes called social phobia. Big deal. So do fifteen million other people in America, or at least they will at some point in their lives, according to the Anxiety and Depression Association of America. I’ll spare you the psychobabble. Basically, a good number of my social interactions, both online and IRL, do bad, bad things to my nerves.

So you can probably guess how I’m feeling right now, in the dining hall at Alexandria Preparatory Academy, less than two weeks after my boyfriend dumped me and the whole world remembered that I’m socially irrelevant. That I’m not even close to being the cool, collected girl I’ve been passing for over the last three months.

My palms are so slippery that the tray I’m clutching like a religious offering may pop right out of my hands and fly across the room, trailing lunch behind it. I can hear the screams of laughter already. I close my eyes for a second and inhale through my nose.

Go somewhere calming in your mind, my therapist, Dr. Bechdel, would say in her soothing voice. I picture the volcanic black-and-snowy-white landscape of Vatnajökull Park in Iceland, feel the icy wind, not another soul in sight. Exhale, then open my eyes. One thing at a time. I’ve been working with Dr. Bechdel on it for months.

“ ’Sup, Anna?” I hear at my three o’clock.

I turn just in time to see Dylan Johnson whiz by me. Then, as Dylan passes, another word comes out of his mouth. The word I spent all of Christmas break dreading, the word I’ve heard six times already today. That I can’t stand hearing anymore.

“Sorry,” he says without looking.

It’s the first day back from winter break. The beginning of the end. Last semester of my high school career. It’s an enviable position to be in, and you’d think that by now I’d have a million choices for where to sit in the Prep dining hall. But I don’t have a million choices. I’m not sure I have any choices.

My old table—the one I sat at all of sophomore and junior years—is on the far left side of the dining hall. Nikki, Jethro, and Haven are yapping away, laughing and gesturing. Whatever they’re talking about, I’d give my left ovary to be in on it. This is my mission now—to get back there. Someday I’ll convince them that I am not the biggest jerk in the history of Prep. I have to believe that.

Today I’ll settle for sitting anywhere that people won’t say That Word to me. And hopefully where people won’t even look in my direction. The plan is simple: get to an empty table, take a few bites, get my blood sugar up, and show the world that I’m still here. That I’m down but not out.

I’ve run through this scene in my head—play by play, shot for shot, all possible outcomes—approximately 2.4 billion times since Christmas. But right now, bolting through the cafeteria is so tempting.

Stick to the plan, Anna. The plan is the only friend you have left.

I spot a table at the back. I can do this.

Mr. Fortini, the PE teacher, gives me a crinkly-eyed smile as he walks by. Great. Pitying looks from my teacher. At least he spared me an “It Gets Better” speech.

The first table I pass on my way to my I am woman, hear me eat alone home on the other side of the dining hall is the table of the drama crew, also known as the Thesbos. Most of them are run-of-the-mill hipsters, but some are dolled up for whatever YouTube vlog they’re hosting after school.

After the Thesbos table is the Future Leaders of America table. They’re the shiny-faced suck-ups in khakis and button-downs always trying to get you to vote for them for student council. Despite the fact that we’re less than ten miles from D.C., school politics are dominated by people with an excess of optimism about the world. The good news today is that none of them seems to notice me.

“Sorry about your Christmas, Soler,” some khaki wearer murmurs.

A stifled laugh follows.

Damn. Spoke too soon. My hands shake a little, but I clench the tray tighter and pretend I didn’t hear anything.

The Hoodies have colonized the next table—a mix of techie, fanboy and fangirl comic-book types my (ex)-friends overlap with. The Hoodies smoke a lot of weed and are always telling you which concerts they’ve been to lately (featuring bands they may very well be making up, since no one has ever heard of them).

Just past the Hoodies, two boys are blocking my path to the eat-alone table.

“You’re trying to tell me you’ve hit puberty, peewee?”

Wallace Reid, star center on the basketball team, is torturing a scrawny redhead. He’s got him by almost a foot.

Only this kid isn’t backing down as quickly as most of Wallace’s victims. “I’m sorry,” Scrawny says. “Having trouble understanding you. I’m only about fifteen percent fluent in meathead, according to my Rosetta Stone app.”

Wallace laughs. “Man, you little white dudes crack me up.”

Ms. Sozio, the pretty new dance teacher who graduated from Maryland just last spring, happens to be walking by and overhears. She wags a finger at Wallace and calls him to her as Scrawny scuttles to wherever he eats lunch. Wallace towers over Ms. Sozio as well, but now he leans down, and Ms. Sozio whispers in his ear. Whatever she says, Wallace’s face now looks like a droopy dog’s.

Ms. Sozio goes, and Wallace looks back toward his table. The very table I have taken a blood-sworn oath to myself I wouldn’t even look at. Only now Wallace catches my eye. “Anna,” he says with a big smile. “How was your…break?”

Wonderful. He’s mastered the art of wordplay.

“Look,” he says, lowering his voice a register, “let’s chill sometime, Anna. We’ll talk about it, hang out. My parents are, like, never home.”

“You…and me?”

“No reason not to anymore—am I right? Hey, Palmer’s loss. But me, I’ve always dug South American girls. I dated a Brazilian hottie once. You knew that, right?”

Any normal person would ask if he was really trying to scam on his best friend’s ex less than two weeks after Palmer and I broke up. But my tongue feels two times too big, and all I want is to make it to my empty table in back without anyone noticing. To die peacefully with my chicken salad sandwich.

I muster the best response I can. “Leave me alone, Wallace.”

He claps his hands and gives me one of his famous ooohs, then grins and swaggers over to his table. The most valuable real estate in the dining hall.

Instagram Central.

Okay, I’ve denied you the most important group here at Prep long enough. The Instas are our version of the Beautiful People, who got their nickname by constantly posting pictures of themselves having crazy-fun times. They’re the toned, cut-from-marble athletes of Prep’s top-notch sports programs and their corresponding spirit squadders, plus a handful of, you know, absurdly good-looking and/or effortlessly cool nonathletes. Most people at school claim they loathe the Instas, but we’re all kind of obsessed with them at the same time.

And for the past three months, I was sort of one of them.

Sort of.

What a difference a Christmas break makes. Palmer has lunch in a different period, but even so, I know all too well how weird it would be if I just strolled up to the Instas’ table today. I wince, trying not to watch as Wallace says something inaudible to fellow jock Dylan Johnson and to Vanessa Eubanks, sandy-blond-haired captain of the spirit squad and unofficial queen of the Instas. She turns to look at me, and now a few other Instas do as well. Prickles go up and down my back. I always knew Vanessa thought I wasn’t good enough for Palmer.

Now she’s been proven right, I guess.

Prep is a small school. A lot of us have been going here since kindergarten. So Vanessa and I have known each other since we were six. And until about sixth grade or so, she was plain-looking and mostly kept to herself. It’s not that she and I were friends then, exactly, but we acknowledged each other’s existence. Which is a lot more than I can say about our relationship since then. Because when adolescence hit? Boom. Vanessa got hot. Tall. Gorgeous. And she learned the power of her family’s wealth. Suddenly it was like everyone forgot that she was once a plain-Jane wallflower, and our whole grade has revolved around her ever since. She barely tolerated my guest appearances at the Insta table over the past months. She never asked me a single question about myself, and her minions—Alexis Bowman and Jocelyn van Mecl—weren’t allowed to either.

Good thing they don’t have to worry about tolerating my presence anymore.

“Anna. Hey.”

I stop short and turn. Staring back at me is a pair of gray-green eyes.

“Oh,” I say, caught in his gaze. “Hey.”

Where do I start when it comes to Jethro Stephens? He’s delicate featured and long lashed, with a mop of chin-length hair. He’s grown into his skin-and-bones frame, so now he’s tall with a nice, lanky body. So much has happened between Jethro and me, we could have a series on the History Channel.

He leans in and smiles a little. “On a scale of one to being forced to take part in a pep rally, how bad have your last three hours been?”

“Nine point nine.”

“So it coulda been worse.”

My pulse slows a little. My friendship with Jethro (before I bailed on it, anyway) has gotten…more and more complicated in the last couple of years. Twice we’ve gotten really close to kissing—sophomore year in his Jeep, junior year in my beat-up Honda (why does drama always go down in cars?)—but somehow it’s never happened. Still, no matter how much things change between us, one thing’s always been true: Jethro has a magical, calming effect on me. The same one he’s having on me now.

“I meant to ask you,” he says. “Did you see the Chuck Close exhibit?”

“What?”

“Chuck Close. He’s one of your favorites, right? Did you make it to the exhibit?”

I shake my head, exhaling. “I wish. But the National Gallery over a holiday?”

I adore Chuck Close’s portraits, but the massive crowds at D.C. museums and galleries are way too much for me. When I look at a painting, I tend to stare at it forever—to lose myself in it—and especially during tourist season I always feel like I’m loitering or in someone’s way or doing something wrong. I end up spending the entire time worrying about what the museum-goers standing beside and behind me are thinking about me. How they’re judging me. It is, in a word, miserable. Yeah, I know. If it sounds ridiculous, illogical, then you’re starting to understand SAD.

Jethro smiles a little. “Yeah, I figured. Good.” He reaches into his pocket and takes out a tiny black thing, then gently drops it on my tray. It’s a thumb drive.

“Merry Christmas,” he says. “Belated.”

I smile. The first smile I’ve managed all day. I’m genuinely confused by Jethro being so nice to me right now, considering I basically ditched him the past three months.

“What’s on it?” I ask.

“I took a video for you,” Jethro says. “Got most of the pieces. They threw me out before I could get the Philip Glass portrait. But I got some good footage of Lou Reed.”

There’s always been something more than friendship between us—something neither of us has acknowledged. Or probably ever will. But after I was a total and complete jerk for the past few months, I don’t deserve this kindness. Or Jethro.

“Come sit with us,” he says now.

I glance over at his table. “Probably not a good idea…”

“C’mon. It’s a new year,” Jethro says. He puts his arm around me, pressing his shoulder into mine. It makes me shiver. “Clean slate. For all of us.”

He emphasizes one word slightly: us.

—

I’ve always (and when I say always, I mean most of the time, when my head’s not up my you-know-what) taken pride in the fact that my group of friends doesn’t have a label. It took me three months of hanging out with other, supposedly “cool” people to reinforce that they—this group of misfits—are the coolest people I know.

“Look what the holiday dragged in,” Haven Dodd says as Jethro and I approach.

Nikki shifts in her chair, suddenly sitting a little more upright and formally than before. “Anna,” she says. Just that. Nothing else. I resist the urge to turn and run.

Nikki’s blond, with a cute, smiley face and a dimple in her right cheek but not her left. Her figure is round and soft, and, though I think it’s beautiful, she tries to hide it by crossing her arms over her chest or sucking in her stomach whenever a cute guy walks by. We’ve been friends since the first grade, and when I first started hanging out with Palmer, Nikki stuck with me. For the first month she’d still call me to watch The Voice or go shopping for the sweater Amandla Stenberg was wearing in that month’s Teen Vogue. I’d either put her off with a lame excuse or say yes and then cancel at the last minute so I could see Palmer instead. Mostly, Nikki just seemed bewildered. She’s such a good person that she couldn’t conceive of one friend treating another so crappily.

Leave it to me.

I slide into the seat next to Jethro and set down my tray. Pretending to adjust the buckle on one of my boots, I hastily wipe my swampy hands on my leggings.

Think mountains in Iceland. Warm sunshine…black volcanoes…

“I heard the fam went skiing?” I ask Nikki, my voice even shakier than I expected it to be.

Nikki picks a carrot stick off her plate and dips it in hummus. “We had to come home early because my mom broke her arm.”

“Wow. I didn’t think Andrea actually skied.”

“Yeah, that’s not how she broke it. She made friends at the lodge with some of the other moms who don’t ski. They had this long lunch with no food. None that they ate, anyway.” Nikki rolls her eyes, then looks at the boys and makes a tippling gesture with her thumb and pinky finger. “She tripped getting off the elevator. She wears those fur boots with heels instead of, like, actual snow boots. Course, my stepdad wasn’t there to help, so I wound up babysitting my brother, and then we all just went home.”

This is going incredibly poorly. Nikki talking about her mom’s drinking—the one thing she never wants to discuss—means she’s really uncomfortable.

“Yikes,” I say. “Sorry, Nik.”

“Yup,” she says, apparently mesmerized by her hummus. “Me too.”

“Don’t worry, Anna,” Haven says with a smile. “My break was even worse. I didn’t get to violate any laws.”

I play along. “Your dad was home the whole time?” Haven’s dad is in the DEA. Intense in a way that is completely the opposite of Haven.

“Guy’s a fascist. How am I supposed to do anything interesting when I’m only allowed on the computer an hour a day?”

Haven, whose claim to fame is being the school’s best hacker, is a little weird-looking—skinny as a rail with a huge, bobbing Adam’s apple, skin so pale it’s almost translucent, and a dark kind of stringy hair that he really should get cut—but he has a cockiness that makes him homely-cute. And I’m sure he’s smarter than most of the teachers at Prep, which also helps. He and Jethro are both going to MIT, planning to room together.

“But enough about us,” Haven says with an impish smile. “I take it you win hands down for worst break, Anna. What happened with you and Bromeo?”

I finish chewing my bite of sandwich, glance at Jethro, and shrug. In the lightest voice I can muster, I say, “It’s just over.”

Haven looks like he might press me. But before he says anything else, a harsh voice interrupts us: “We’re not talking to her.”

I look up. Can an alien spaceship rip off the roof and beam me up Guardians of the Galaxy–style so I don’t have to face what’s next, please?

“Give her a break, Rad,” Jethro says.

Rad is Radhika Mehta. She is—or I guess I should say was—my other best friend, also from first grade. Sandbox love never dies.

Unless, of course, you kill it, like I did.

Rad’s dark-skinned like her father but has her mother’s blue eyes and big breasts. Maybe she’s not super hot by Insta standards, but she is by mine. Rad’s also the most boy-crazy person I know. Or rather, I guess I should say man crazy, since Rad considers high school boys only useful for random hookups.

“Hey, Nik,” says Rad. “Lemme ask you a question. How many times has Anna texted you in the last three months?”

When I start to open my open mouth, Rad flashes a palm at me like a stop sign.

Nikki stares at the tabletop, her cheeks filling with blood. “Not a whole lot,” she says. She doesn’t say it cruelly. Just matter-of-factly.

“I bet you can count the number of times on one hand and still have, like, a thumb and a couple fingers left over. And has she returned your calls? What’s the average return time we’re talking? A week? More?”

Like I said, Nikki was confused when I abandoned her. Rad, on the other hand, was angry. She stopped texting me and ignored me in the hallway. I heard from a couple of people that she wouldn’t let anyone say my name around her.

Forcing myself not to cry and/or puke, I look Rad in the eye. “I’m sorry.”

“Haven’t you ever heard the expression Hos before bros?” Only Rad could pull off this question as seriously as I know she means it.

“C’mon guys,” Jethro says. “Chill.”

Haven chimes in. “You’ve all gotten caught up in dudes before.”

Rad shakes her head. “Caught up? Or pathetically obsessed with a dude to the point of abandoning our best friends in our last year in high school together?”

Haven stares at Rad, blinks. “That was a mouthful.”

Rad is the editor in chief of the school newspaper, the Xandria. So yes, she has a way with words. Everyone (but me) sort of chuckles, and Rad’s face loosens up a little.

Grateful for the pause, I try to take advantage. “Look, I heard your announcement about the Xandria this morning,” I start cautiously. “I was going to come to the meeting…if it’s okay with you.”

Rad shrugs. “Not like I can stop you. It’s a free country.” She waits a beat and then adds, “Unfortunately.”

“What’s unfortunate?” asks Andrew Yang, the last member of our group, as he slides in next to Jethro. A semi-jock, Andrew’s the least misfitty of all of us: he’s a lacrosse player; plus, his conservative Chinese parents don’t let him grow his hair long or wear jeans with holes or anything like that.

Andrew lifts his thick eyebrows when he notices me. “Anna. You’re here.”

Before I can confirm, Rad asks, “Why are you here? New Year’s resolution to spend time with the little people? Give back to those less hashtag blessed?”

Is it conceivable she hasn’t heard? Having to spit the words out to anyone, let alone to Rad, is more than I can handle today. My head is starting to pound, and everything sounds slightly underwater.

I manage a nod. “Palmer and I broke up.”

Rad makes a snorting sound. “Yeah, we know, Benedict Arnold. We’re not on another planet. I just figured you would find another Insta to latch on to.”

“You’re being kinda heartless,” Andrew says.

She shoots him a look of death. “You ever want to see me naked again?”

Andrew shakes his head. “Come on.”

“What do you think?” Rad surveys the table. “Am I being heartless? Because, see, I think Anna was the heartless one. Now that Palmer Meade is all done with her, I’m supposed to be jumping with joy that she’s back? Give me a break.”

I try to suck air in and find something, anything, to say back. “You’re right. I’ll just go. I’m sorry for messing up your lunch.”

I get the words out, but the air isn’t coming back in like it’s supposed to. Something flutters in my chest. The beginning of a panic attack. Oh God, oh no, oh no, no, no. Not now. I take a breath, hold it in for three seconds, then let it out slowly as I stand up. New game plan: avoidance. I push my chair back.

“No, Anna,” Jethro says. “Stay.”

Now Haven raises his glass of chocolate milk to me as if it’s champagne. “I, for one, never look down on refurbished goods. Glad to have you back in the fold, babe.” He has this weird way of being obnoxious and making you feel special all at once. Either way, I appreciate his easy forgiveness.

Rad glares at the guys. “I’m sorry, but I, for one, have had enough of her damsel-in-distress, wiggly-voice, panic routine.” With that, she marches out of the dining hall.

Nikki glances at me, seems like she might say something. Like she might actually apologize for Rad’s brashness, something she’s been doing for as long as we’ve all known each other. Instead she picks up her tray and follows Rad out, making her loyalties clear. As I watch her go, I feel the prick of tears, the moisture pooling quickly in my eyes, so I open them wider and scrunch up my mouth to keep my chin from quivering Claire Danes–style. To make it worse, I can feel Jethro’s eyes on me, and I know if I look back at him, the tears will be unstoppable.

But now I hear the soft sound of Jethro’s voice in my ear. “Know what would be better than this place?” he asks.

He’s the only other person who knows about my coping strategy, and he’s giving me a lifeline. My mind races across the earth, searching, searching. Trying to find the perfect location. The other boys are talking among themselves, ignoring us for the moment. Or pretending to.

I look up at him. His face is so close to mine.

“Swimming with turtles in the Enchanted River,” I say finally. “It’s in the Philippines. They call it enchanted because the water looks like it was sprinkled with sapphire and jade. The indigenous people say it was done by fairies.”

Jethro opens his lips, revealing the tiny, adorable gap between his two upper front teeth. “I was thinking more like a hike and some camping between the stone towers in the Tianzi Mountain Reserve in China. The clouds hang over you like cotton puffs. You can paint the landscape while I make dinner over a fire.”

He taps the table twice with the flat of his hand, then heads off with a smile.
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You’ve probably figured me out by now: I’m that girl. The one who had friends she cared about, and who cared about her, for all of high school.

Who then screwed it all up when she fell for a boy.

Alexandria Prep—founded in 1904, motto Dare to Be True, known as Prep—has one of the best basketball teams in Virginia. The reason we’re so good? The boy I fell for: Palmer Meade. The star power forward. The MVP. How did a girl with SAD who spends her time in the art lab end up dating the captain of the team, you ask?

Well, Palmer doesn’t talk about it much, but we have a lot more in common than you might think. Palmer sleeps in his uniform the night before every single game. I once witnessed him worry himself sick (I stood outside the bathroom door) when he brought the wrong socks to wear for a game. Like, literally vomiting. He sweats through his sheets the nights before games and keeps track of every other promising recruit that Duke—his school of choice—is watching. He has a binder. It’s intense.

Has he ever been diagnosed or treated? Nope. He’s a star athlete. Guys like Palmer don’t have “anxiety issues.” They’re just “superstitious.” They have their rituals for success, and they might need a sports psychologist occasionally. But when you’re getting recruited by the best colleges in the country, no one wants to know more.

So maybe Palmer liked that he and I could safely talk about his little “problem.” Or maybe we just had that inexplicable chemistry. Whatever it was, for all of first semester, we were inseparable. I fell hard for a boy who seemed way out of my league.

Cliché, I know. But he was so sweet, so beautiful, so eager to learn about things he didn’t know about—including my art and all the Colombian fútbol I watch with my dad. Soon I was consumed by him, swallowed way up. I wanted to be wherever he was. So I started watching basketball. Going to all his games. Having dinner with his parents and eventually spending more and more time with his friends. Which meant I was spending less and less time with my friends.

Including Jethro.

“How long till eighth period is over?” Andrew asks, puncturing a pudding-cup top with his spoon.

I snap back to attention. The cafeteria is emptying now. Everyone else at our table is gone. Andrew and I have been eating together, mostly in silence, for fifteen minutes.

“Well, there’s about half an hour left in fifth,” I say, grateful that he’s talking to me. That someone is.

“I need weed if I’m making it to eighth,” he says, sucking on a chocolaty spoon.

I could use some drugs myself. I went off daily antidepressants six months ago. SAD people aren’t supposed to take them forever. Dr. Bechdel and I are focusing on therapy instead of my popping quick-fix Xanax, but right now I’d take anything.

“Rad’ll get over it, by the way,” Andrew says. “Someday.”

“I wouldn’t want you to lose hookup privileges on my account,” I tell him.

“Please. Empty threats. You know that girl is horny as hell.”

I do know that, and I’m about to respond when I notice there’s an odd murmur around the dining hall. Prep has a strict cell phone policy, but half the kids in the room have their faces six inches from their illuminated screens, eyes wide and darting back and forth and up and down as they read things aloud to their friends. I see the chem teacher, Mrs. Bodkins, and the dance teacher, Ms. Sozio, and the few other teachers unfortunate enough to be on lunch duty flitting around in vain, trying to get people to put them away.

“What’s up?” I wonder aloud.

Andrew’s watching the weirdness in a daze, but he drops his spoon and whips out his Galaxy, which sits inside a plastic case with a picture of Zedd on it. How anyone can listen to EDM as much as he does is beyond me. We push our trays aside and lean over the table, heads close, to look at the screen.

According to the To: line, everyone at school has gotten the same email and attachment. Andrew opens the document, and at first I’m not sure what I’m seeing.

It’s some kind of list…names and places and words and phrases and questions.


Jennifer Lawrence

itchy red bumps

easier quadratic equation

Jared Leto hair

Adele

nye party dc

keke palmer sexuality

suck stupid bitches

how hang besides netflix and chill

1D

5SOS

Forever 21 coupon codes

Batman vs. Superman

Demi Lovato

girl from star wars

birth control

homeroom origin definition

mixing medications

best hangover cure fast

how to get rid of puffy eyes

caffeine pregnancy

how to stop eating

life is so boring

husky puppies

best way to pop a zit

the Biebes

STD symptoms

fast easy hair

do colleges stop looking grades

second best ivy league

essay on Dostoyevsky free

give good head

game of thrones season 6 free

divorce mediation washington dc

redskins playoffs

calories in lettuce

knockoff kate spade

I hate school

how much weed is felony

first time anal


The list is more than thirty pages long, so there must be hundreds or maybe thousands of terms. Andrew swipes the list up and down like he’s looking for something, or maybe he’s just as confused as I am, having a hard time taking it all in.

“Whoa,” Andrew says. “Weird.”

I’m slow on the uptake, apparently, because I suddenly hear everyone else around me saying what Andrew quietly confirms: “It’s searches. Like, Google searches.”

“Whose?”

Andrew shrugs. “I mean. They look like things kids here’d search, don’t they?”

Commotion is spreading across the dining hall. And laughter, so much laughter. A couple of people shout out search terms from one table to another, as if to say, Was that you?

I grab Andrew’s phone.

Midway through the list, I see searches that look horrifyingly familiar.


how to fix a friend breakup

avoid rebounding with a close friend


I nod, swallow hard. There, smack in the middle of the list, are my very own, very private, very embarrassing searches from around nine-fifteen this morning, when I was hiding between classes in the Dwight Library bathroom, thinking about facing Rad and Nikki again, and—maybe most of all—preparing myself to see Jethro.

J and I spent so much of last summer together, when I needed him most. Without him I never would’ve gotten to the relatively healthy place that I’m in now (I know, I know, I still have mucho work to do). But then, just after Jethro helped me get back on my feet, Palmer happened. Palmer and I shared a bond through our anxiety, but he’d never seen me at my worst—I could let the past be past. With Jethro that’s never been possible. He’s seen too much.

My vision bends around the words like they’re a fish-eye camera lens, and my breath comes in little wheezing puffs that don’t quite make it all the way to my lungs.

“What’s up?” Andrew asks me.

“Nothing,” I say. “These are just freaky. Someone recorded all these?”

“Someone,” he says with a half smile.

Suddenly we hear a shriek from the Instas’ table, and all eyes turn toward them. “Knockoff Kate Spade? Knockoff? I ask for one thing for my birthday, Joe, and you wanna get me a knockoff?” Maggie DeMarco, a junior on the spirit squad, is practically standing on her seat, shouting at Joe Tyler, a senior lacrosse player, who looks like he’s shrinking with each shrill word. “Do you know how much that watch I got you for Christmas cost? Do you?”

“Who do you think did it?” I whisper to Andrew as we take in the scene.

“Haven.” He gives me a shrug, like, Who else?

I stare back at the list as more commotion erupts around us.

Whoever it was, they’re not making my long, painful climb back up the friendship ladder any easier.


[image: 3][image: 3]


We’re allowed to use our phones at school only when there’s an alert or update sent through the Prep scheduling-and-course app, so on a normal day, kids are usually ducking into bathroom stalls to see what snaps or texts or DMs or messenger alerts they’ve missed. But on my way to class, I pass seniors standing in front of their lockers, brazenly scrolling through the list on their phones and looking down the hall wild-eyed, starting rumors and trying to figure out who typed what. After four years, we seniors have learned to check and hide our devices like David Blaine working a deck of cards.

Around every corner I turn, I hear Haven being talked about:

“…prolly can see what’s on all our phones.”

“…hacked into the Department of Defense,” one guy says.

“Someone needs to lock Haven Dodd in nerd jail,” the junior whose locker is under mine is saying.

“That’s not a thing…,” I murmur.

“ ’Scuse me?”

“Nothing.” I slam my locker and hurry to class.

Did Haven actually do this one? He didn’t seem particularly jumpy at lunch, but there’s been plenty of hacking at school this year, and Haven and his fellow hacktivists are usually guilty somehow. Jethro’s the only one who doesn’t get involved—he’s too worried about losing his place at MIT.

For the most part, what Haven does is funny. Most recently: right before Thanksgiving, during the Prep Spirit segment at assembly
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