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ROAD TRIP
Homebodies make for nobodies, unless you live where the boys are.
“Gross!” Haley moaned as Freckles, the Miller family’s three-year-old dalmatian, woke her up with a sloppy wet kiss on her sunburned cheek. “Mom, I think the dog’s been eating Mitchell’s beef jerky again,” Haley called out to the front seat, where Joan Miller was busy adjusting the radio dial.
Until recently, Haley hadn’t thought of her mother as a classic rock enthusiast. But ever since the Millers had set out on their cross-country road trip, Joan had been scanning the airwaves, searching for Bob Seger, Crosby Stills & Nash and the Allman Brothers Band, occasionally even singing along to their peace-and-love-soaked lyrics.
Maybe it had something to do with the move east. The Millers had recently traded the Golden State of California for the Garden State of New Jersey. And they were all a little unsure of what awaited them in the suburbs just outside New York City.
“Mom, the jerky?” Haley said, wiping the dog’s hickory-scented slobber onto the sleeve of her shirt.
Joan turned around and patted Haley’s little brother, Mitchell, on the knee. “Honey, remember when we talked about feeding Freckles people food? It’s not good for him.”
But six-year-old Mitchell didn’t respond. Instead, he kept staring catatonically out the back window of the station wagon, just as he’d done for much of the last two weeks, ever since the family had pulled out of their driveway in San Francisco. With good reason, Haley’s parents were becoming concerned.
As was Haley. That is, when she wasn’t obsessing over permanent scarring from her sunburn and the mosquito bites she’d picked up in Yellowstone, Glacier and the Badlands.
Two weeks of cold showers in national parks had whipped her long auburn hair into a tangled, dread-locked mess. And after wearing the same four sets of clothes for fourteen days straight, she smelled worse than Freckles. “Are we there yet?” didn’t even begin to describe the way Haley felt.
In fact, nothing seemed to matter to her anymore. Not leaving her friends behind in Marin County. Not the new school she would soon be attending—the first public school of her life. At this point, all Haley cared about was getting into a hot bath and a real bed as soon as she possibly could.
“Well, here we are,” her dad, Perry Miller, finally said, turning into the driveway of a brand-new cedar-shaked colonial-style house with quaint white shutters and a wide front porch with a swing.
“This is it?” Haley asked. “Are you sure this is the right address?”
“Chez Miller,” Perry said proudly, looking fondly at Joan.
Haley gasped. She looked back and forth between her parents’ excited faces, the chemically treated lawn and green window boxes filled with bright red geraniums.
“But where are the solar panels?” Haley asked. “The ‘Vote Green!’ signs in the front yard? The blue recycle bins?”
“I thought you hated all our junk,” Haley’s father said with a frown. “You always seemed so embarrassed when your friends came to visit at the old house.”
Old, of course, was the operative word in describing the Millers’ former home in Marin County, California. Built in 1926, the ramshackle farmhouse had withstood countless earthquakes, though not without suffering some very visible wear and tear.
“What’s wrong, Haley?” her mother asked. “Don’t you like it?”
“I just didn’t realize it would be so . . . perfect,” Haley said, looking skeptically at the new house.
“Well, just wait until we move in,” Joan said, reaching into the backseat to give her daughter’s hand a squeeze.
“I have to say,” Perry added, admiring the grass, “it is sort of nice having a lawn.”
“Well, maybe we’ll plant the vegetable garden out back,” Joan said, leaning in to kiss her husband as he growled in approval.
Gross, Haley thought. There was nothing, absolutely nothing worse than seeing your parents make out. Except maybe seeing them make out while you were trapped in a car with them for two weeks straight. Haley was about to protest with her usual cry of “You’re corrupting a minor!” when something caught her eye.
At the house next door, a group of boys were playing pickup ball. Haley stared—no, gaped was more like it. These weren’t the crunchy No Cal guys she was used to, with pit-stained hemp T-shirts, playing footsie with Rasta-motif Hackysacks in the parks near the Haight. These were grade-A East Coast hotties, shirtless, suntanned and sweaty, their rippling muscles flexing and firing each time they connected with the ball or the court.
Haley couldn’t decide which one she liked best. There was the lanky blond with his arrogant, entitled charm. He passed the ball to an olive-skinned stunner who wore his dark hair a little long on the sides, sort of sexy shaggy, but way cute.
And then there was the brunet guarding both of them. With his tinted sunglasses, a tattoo across his washboard stomach and a chip on his shoulder the size of Haley’s former home state, he looked like just the right kind of trouble. Haley was about to name their firstborn child when suddenly a fourth player emerged from the huddle.
As if in slow motion, the blue-eyed, coal-haired vision in soccer shorts and not much else dribbled to the top of the key. Haley climbed out of the car to get a better look as the boy pump-faked, crossed over his dribble, squared to the basket and leaped into the air. Just as he crested, he snapped his wrist, sending the ball on a perfectly arced trajectory that ended with a swoosh in the basket.
The blond grabbed the ball and threw it at the garage door.
“Damn it!” he yelled. The ball bounced against the house and rolled across the lawn, coming to rest at Haley’s feet. She picked it up as her new crush jogged over to retrieve it.
Figures, she thought. Of course I look like a bedraggled orphan on the day I meet my future husband. She wanted to disappear.
“You must be our new neighbors,” he said, still catching his breath. He wiped his hand on his shorts and extended it toward her. “I’m Reese, Reese Highland. I live next door.”
Haley blushed, sliding her hand into his and gazing intently into his baby blues, unable to speak.
“Your ball,” Haley finally blurted out. “I mean, here.” She shoved the ball toward him. “Sorry. We’ve been in the car for two weeks,” she explained awkwardly.
“I get it,” said Reese. “Road trip.”
“Exactly.”
“Yo, Highland, hurry up,” the blond called out from next door, prompting Reese to throw the ball back to him.
“Don’t mind him,” Reese said, looking at Haley. “That’s Spencer.” They watched as he missed an easy layup. “As you can see, his manners aren’t much better than his game.” Haley smiled.
“And over there, that’s Drew Napolitano,” Reese added, pointing to the olive-skinned kid, who now had the ball. Drew dribbled to the basket and shanked off the rim. “Trust me. He’s better on the football field than he is on the basketball courts.”
“And who’s that?” Haley asked, pointing to the bad boy of the group, who had just grabbed the ball from Drew. He took three giant steps, sailed toward the basket and landed a massive dunk.
“That, my friend, is the infamous Johnny Lane.”
“I hope he’s on your team,” Haley said.
“Naturally,” Reese replied, watching Haley admire Johnny’s shot. “So what’s your name?” he asked.
“Haley,” she said.
“Highland, come on,” Spencer yelled.
“Well, Red. That’s my cue,” Reese said, heading back across the yard to the court. “Guess I’ll see you around.”
“Definitely,” she said, her face still flushed. She turned and walked quickly up the porch steps and into the house. You’ve got to be kidding, she thought. Neighbors? Wait until Gretchen hears about this.
Haley was just about to run upstairs and e-mail her oldest and best friend when she remembered that the computer, along with the rest of the family’s belongings, hadn’t arrived yet.
So much for that good night’s sleep in a normal bed, she thought.
Facing the street in the new house were two big open rooms with polished hardwood floors, large bay windows, freshly painted white walls and lots of built-in bookshelves. Not that Haley really noticed, since she was still too busy thinking about another neighborhood amenity.
“Well, what do you think?” Joan asked enthusiastically as Haley entered the kitchen.
“He’s adorable,” Haley answered absently.
Joan was emptying the contents of the cooler into the fridge and threw a soda can at her daughter to get her attention. Haley caught it just in time.
“I meant what do you think of the house?” her mother asked.
Haley shrugged. “It’s okay, I guess. I mean, if you like new and pristine and completely empty.”
“It won’t be empty for long,” said Joan. “The movers are coming first thing tomorrow morning. Speaking of, you and Mitchell should really get some sleep.”
“Mom, it’s six o’clock,” said Haley, peering through the kitchen window to get a glimpse of the basketball game that was still going on next door.
“Only six?” Joan said. “That’s what traveling does to you. After living in three time zones for the last two weeks, I don’t even know what day of the week it is.”
“Yeah, and now we’re in the JTZ. The Jersey Twilight Zone,” Haley muttered.
“Oh, Haley, stop. It won’t be that bad. And I see you’ve already made at least one new friend,” she teased.
“Do you think he goes to the same school as me? Do you think he’s in any of my classes? Do you think we’ll have to study together after school?” Haley asked, her mind suddenly racing.
“Don’t you think you’re getting a little ahead of yourself? Come on, lovergirl. Let me show you to your new room,” said Joan, taking her daughter by the hand and leading her up the stairs.
“Honey, where’s the necessities bag?” Perry asked as Joan and Haley reached the top of the stairs. “My teeth are mossy and I’m dying for a shower.”
“Be right there, babe,” Joan said with a wink before turning to Haley. “Sweetie, you’re at the end of the hall. Last door on the right.” She hesitated before adding, “It’s a little smaller than the other bedrooms, but we thought you’d want the one with the most privacy.”
“Whose room is that?” Haley asked, pointing to an enormous open space with tons of natural light.
“That’s Mitchell’s. We thought it best to put him next to ours.”
Perry came back into the hall wearing only a towel. “Honey, the necessities bag?” He snuck up behind his wife and began nuzzling her neck. Joan giggled as Perry goosed her and pulled her into the master suite.
Haley shuddered as the door closed behind them. Ever since they had decided to move east, her mom and dad had been acting like a couple of teenagers again, making out in public and sometimes even going to bed before sundown.
She almost preferred the way things used to be, when her dad was spending most nights on the couch and her parents barely spoke at the dinner table.
Haley still hadn’t figured out exactly what had happened between them to repair their relationship. One day, much to Haley’s surprise, the Millers had just fallen back in love. And then just as quickly, they were all moving to New Jersey.
Parents, Haley had decided, were a lot like the weather—sometimes nice, sometimes cloudy, and always prone to sudden changes that were almost impossible to predict.
Haley entered Mitchell’s room without knocking.
“Intruder . . . Intruder . . . Marcus will shoot,” Mitchell said in his robot voice as he pointed a gun-shaped hand at Haley.
Marcus was Mitchell’s imaginary friend, but really Mitchell was the one who was invisible. Back in San Francisco, none of the boys his age even knew he existed. In fact, Haley couldn’t even remember a time when she’d seen him play with an actual living, breathing kid.
“Your room is enormous,” Haley said in awe as she brushed her younger brother aside, walking over to the wall of windows.
Poking her head through a door, she said, “No way! You’ve got your own bathroom?”
“Intruder,” Mitchell said once again.
“Okay, chill out, buddy. I’m leaving,” Haley said, patting him on the head on her way out the door.
Seeing that her parents’ door was still closed, Haley walked down the long hallway, past a sky blue communal bathroom with a pedestal sink, and another small room that was empty. Dad’s office, she deduced.
Haley’s father had recently been offered an adjunct professor’s slot at the Columbia University film school, and though he planned to keep office hours on campus and lecture at least three days a week, he would also be working from home, finishing up his latest documentary, on the growth cycle of deciduous trees.
Reaching the last door at the end of the hall, Haley closed her eyes, took a deep breath, turned the knob and stepped inside. Much to her dismay, when she opened her eyes and looked at the space, she found that the room was barely large enough for her to turn around, even before she brought in her bed, a dresser and various personal effects.
This can’t be right, she thought. And yet there in the corner was her luggage, neatly stacked, confirming that this was indeed her new room.
Haley wasn’t exactly thrilled. She considered going to her parents and making a case for why she should have Mitchell’s room instead. But then she remembered how difficult it was to convince her parents of anything once they had made up their minds.
While unrolling her sleeping bag, she kicked up a huge cloud of dust that had been collected at all the national parks the Millers had visited in the last two weeks. In the midst of a coughing and sneezing fit, she leaned her head out of the only window in the room to get some fresh air. Instead, she stared across the yard in disbelief.
From her second story window, she had the perfect view of the basketball hoop next door, and beyond it, what looked to be a boy’s bedroom, with posters hanging on the walls. So maybe this isn’t the worst room in the house after all, she thought, suddenly liking the looks of her new room, her new neighborhood and maybe even her new life.
In the days that followed, the movers came and the Millers unpacked. Haley seemed to be settling in swimmingly until the morning of her first day of school.
Convinced that everyone’s first impression of her would determine what her life would be like for the remainder of her high school career, Haley spent hours running between her closet and her mother’s full-length mirror, trying to find something suitable to wear.
Every article of clothing she owned was systematically rejected as too something. “Too West Coast.” “Too last year.” “Too unflattering.” “Too Montessori.”
“Haley, breakfast!” Joan called from the kitchen, before Haley was fully dressed.
With not another second to spare, Haley grabbed a pair of khaki pants and a pink sweater, in fact the first outfit she had tried on nearly two hours earlier.
“You don’t want to be late,” Joan said from the bottom of the stairs.
“I’m coming!” Haley replied, grabbing the blue book bag off her chair. She was still putting her hair up in a ponytail when she arrived in the kitchen, walking right into the shot her father had set up with his movie camera.
“So Haley, thoughts? Impressions?” he called out from behind the equipment. “It’s your first day as a sophomore at Hillsdale High. What are you looking forward to this year?”
That was the thing about growing up with a documentary filmmaker for a father. You lived your life in front of a vintage Super 8 camera. Every awkward stage, every embarrassing moment, the bad haircuts, the braces, it was all captured on film.
“I’m looking forward to being one year closer to getting out of this house,” Haley said, faking a smile before swallowing her vitamins in a single gulp of freshly squeezed orange juice.
“Haley, breakfast,” her mom pressed.
“Sorry, Mom, gotta run,” Haley said, dashing out the door as Freckles snatched her buttered bagel off the table.
Outside, Haley checked herself out in her mirrored pencil case.  Not bad, she thought. Her sunburn, thankfully, had faded to a tan, and miraculously, there wasn’t a sign of a breakout in sight.
As Haley walked down the driveway toward the street, Perry loaded Mitchell into the station wagon. “You sure you don’t need a ride, sweetie?” he called out to Haley as Mitchell stared at her blankly from the backseat.
“No, I’m fine, Dad. Really,” she said. The last thing she needed was to be dropped off at school by her dad on her very first day. Besides, she had just spotted Reese standing at the end of the driveway, and she wasn’t about to pass up the opportunity to share a seat with him on the bus.
“Really. Go ahead,” she said, waving.
“Okay. Suit yourself,” her father said. He honked the horn and waved to Reese as he pulled out onto the street.
Haley took her time walking to the curb, forcing herself not to look in Reese’s direction. Don’t seem eager, she thought. She was just about to casually glance up, feign surprise and say hello when a white convertible full of girls peeled around the corner and screeched to a halt in front of Reese’s house.
“Morning, handsome. Need a lift?” a pretty brunette with perfect skin and intense green eyes asked from the passenger seat.
“Hey, Coco,” Reese said in a familiar tone. “Ali, don’t you ever get sick of carting your little sister’s friends around?”
“As if I have a choice,” Ali said. “Why do you think my parents gave me the new car?”
Meanwhile, a perky blond in the backseat was dismissively eyeing Haley’s khaki pants and pink sweater. “Who’s your friend?” she asked Reese. “Or is this another one of your charity cases?”
“Whitney, you know you really shouldn’t frown so much,” Reese said. “You’ll get wrinkles.”
“Shut up!” Whitney cried, reaching for her compact. “That’s it, I’m asking my father for Botox this Christmas.”
“Whitney, you’re Jewish,” the driver said coolly from behind a pair of silver shades.
“Actually, Ali, the Kleins celebrate everything these days,” Coco said with a snide glance.
“My soon-to-be-stepmonster is Catholic,” Whitney said, staring at her reflection. “Am I really getting laugh lines?”
“Maybe if you didn’t spend forty-five minutes a week in your tanning bed, you’d have less to worry about,” Coco replied. “So are you coming or not?” she asked Reese.
“Guess I’ll see you later, Haley,” Reese said, smiling and winking at her as he jumped into the backseat next to Whitney.
“Haley. That’s so cute,” said Whitney, exaggerating her words. “Like the star.”
“You mean comet, stupid,” Alison said, her foot already on the gas. As the convertible disappeared around the bend, Haley was left standing dumb-struck on the sidewalk, plagued by the nagging suspicion that Reese Highland was way more than just friends with one of the girls in the car.
Boy, does Haley ever have a lot to learn. She’s about to be thrown to the wolves of the New Jersey public school system. And if she’s not careful, they’re going to tear her apart.
It was sort of cute, though, wasn’t it? Haley thinking someone like Reese Highland would have to ride the bus to school? And speaking of Reese, will he come to think of Haley as more than just the girl next door this year? Or will he fall under the spell of the wicked Coco De Clerq?
Haley is about to face the toughest choices of her young life. And guess what, she’s all yours. What if Haley becomes the most popular girl in school? What if she falls flat on her face? Or . . . what if no one notices her at all? Who will Haley Miller become in your hands?
It’s time for you to make the first move. To have Haley call her dad’s cell phone and beg him to come pick her up, turn to page 27. To make her brave the bus alone, turn to page 17.
It’s a brand-new year at Hillsdale High, and for Haley Miller, it’s a brand-new life. Her grades, her friends, her love life, her future—it’s all up to you. So get ready to change the fate of the girl with the most potential at Hillsdale High.

SCHOOL BUS
In Hillsdale, those who ride the bus usually get busted.
Haley was still choking on the convertible’s exhaust fumes when a dingy yellow bus rounded the corner and stopped in front of her driveway. A pair of graffitied doors with cracked glass opened. Bracing herself, Haley stepped inside.
“This isn’t the bus for Hillsdale, is it?” she gasped, looking around at the sea of misfits.
“No, it’s the bus to Disneyland, kid,” the driver said. “Take a seat,” he ordered.
Haley wobbled down the aisle as the Millers’ quaint new house became a speck in the distance. She scanned the rows, looking for a seat, while goons with facial hair and girls pierced six ways to Sunday glared back at her.
Haley had heard that her bus route began in the Floods, an undesirable section of Hillsdale where rainstorms turned backyards into lakes and streets into rapid-flowing rivers. How bad could it be? she had thought when her mother warned her. Pretty bad, she now realized.
Halfway down the aisle, a boy’s leg was outstretched, blocking her path.
“What have we got here?” he said.
The boy was wearing a black tank top and had a wad of chewing tobacco stuffed in his lip. One look at him and Haley knew that his bell had already reached its curve and that it was all downhill from here. “Aren’t guys like you supposed to drop out of high school?” she asked.
“But then we wouldn’t have met,” the boy said with a smirk.
“Leave her alone, Garrett, you freak.” Johnny Lane delivered the ultimatum without looking up from the Paul Westerberg biography that lay open in his lap. Haley recognized the good-looking brooder as one of the boys who had played basketball at Reese Highland’s house the week before and wondered why he, of all people, was riding the bus.
“Easy, tough guy.” Garrett laughed. “Guess I’ll check you later,” he said to Haley, finally letting her pass. He stared at her as he put his headphones on and resumed singing aloud to an obnoxious tirade of rap lyrics.
“Hey, thanks,” Haley said to Johnny, but he either didn’t hear her or didn’t care, because he continued to read his book.
Haley kept walking and finally found a seat in the back next to a boy with pale skin and crooked teeth that were covered in braces. It was, Haley thought, like looking at a set of train tracks snaking through a jagged mountain range.
Across the aisle, Haley noticed an Asian girl hiding beneath an oversized gray sweatshirt, doodling in a large black book with frayed edges. The artist seemed oblivious to her surroundings and clearly unaware of Haley, who was now craning her neck to get a better look at the sketchpad.
With Haley in midlean, the bus lurched to a stop, slamming her into the seat back in front of her. Startled, the Asian girl turned and made eye contact with her. She then closed her sketchbook and tucked it into her backpack.
Great, thought Haley, just my luck. She hated getting caught snooping.
As the doors of the bus screeched open, a burly girl in white spandex came lumbering down the aisle. Everything about her was huge: her arms, her legs, her lips, her boobs. She had black hair that was matted and greasy and stuck to her wide, dimpled forehead. Her enormous feet were wrapped in a pair of sandals that tied at her ankles and crisscrossed up her tree-trunk calves.
Hasn’t anyone ever explained to her the slimming properties of black? Or a good pair of jeans? Haley wondered as the girl marched toward the back of the bus. She seemed to divine Haley’s insults as she shoved past, gave Haley a mean look and grabbed the boy with braces, plopping down on his lap. Much to Haley’s dismay, the girl then nearly swallowed him whole with her kiss.
“Gross!” Haley shrieked, and hastily scrambled out of the seat. “Since when is it mating season in New Jersey?”
“If you’re Darla, it’s always mating season,” said the Asian girl. “Why do you think they call her the Jaws of Death?”
“Shouldn’t we help him?” Haley asked, looking at the flailing boy attempting to come up for air.
“What, you mean save a fourteen-year-old boy from getting to first”—the Asian girl squinted at the couple—“no, make that second base? I don’t see Russ complaining, do you?” The Asian girl motioned toward the boy, who had been momentarily released from Darla’s grasp. He had a dopey smile on his face and a glazed look in his eyes.
“Hey, do you mind if I sit here?” Haley asked the Asian girl. “In case they reengage?”
“That depends. Are you going to look through my bag next?” the girl replied. Haley’s lightly freckled face turned a deep shade of red. “You shouldn’t spy on people,” she added. “You might uncover something you didn’t want to know.”
“Sorry. What can I say? I’m a curious person,” Haley offered.
“I haven’t seen you around here before,” said the girl.
“My family just moved here from California. This is officially my first public school.”
“Seriously?” the girl asked, her interest suddenly piqued.
“Yeah. I grew up outside San Francisco. My parents sent me to special magnet schools from the time I could walk. You know, politically correct teachers, everybody sensitive to each other’s feelings, nothing you did was ever completely right or wrong.”
“Well. That explains the sweater,” the girl said, motioning toward Haley’s pink top.
“Hey, easy. I’ve worn uniforms my whole life.”
“I’d wear a uniform too if that’s what was hanging in my closet. I’m Irene, by the way. Irene Chen.”
“Haley Miller. Do you think just the T-shirt would be better?” Haley asked, lifting up the pink sweater to reveal a vintage-looking green baby T with a Yellowstone logo on the front.
“Absolutely.” Irene nodded encouragingly as Haley pulled off the sweater and shoved it into her backpack. “You know, that’s actually a cool shirt,” she noted.
“Thanks,” said Haley. “My parents bought it for my little brother on our cross-country trip this summer. Mine was too big so I swiped his.”
“Now, let’s see, what else? Take your hair out of that ponytail.” Haley obliged. “Hmmm. You don’t by chance wear glasses, do you?”
“Sometimes for class. But they’re so nerdy,” Haley said.
“Let me see,” said Irene. Haley reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of old square frames. She hesitated and then slid them onto her face.
“They were my mom’s,” she explained. “She had my prescription put in.”
“I love them!” Irene said. “It’s so hard to find good glasses nowadays. See, now you’ve got a look.” Irene held up a pocket mirror for Haley to see herself. Haley had to admit that with her hair down, in the tight T-shirt, wearing the modish glasses, she looked interesting, like some of the college kids she’d seen milling around outside her father’s office at Berkeley.
The bus pulled up to its drop-off point, and Haley got her first look at Hillsdale High. It looked . . . blurry. She took off the glasses, which were really only supposed to be for reading. A modern, institutional-looking building formed a quad around a patch of green grass. Haley noticed a girl holding up a sign with Haley’s name on it. Irene spotted her too and said, “Ugh, do you know that girl?”
“Never seen her before in my life,” said Haley.
“That’s Annie Armstrong. The welcoming committee. Figures. She says yes to anything that’ll improve her transcript, including adopting new students and showing them around campus.” The bus doors opened. Irene pulled her hood up over her head, handed Haley a comic book and said, “Come on.”
With their heads ducked, Haley holding the comic book in front of her face, the girls got off the bus and hurried past Annie, who called out, “Hi, Irene!” As she caught up to them, breathlessly matching their pace, she said, “You’re Haley, right? I know because I logged on to your old school’s Web site and found a yearbook photo of you. I’m Annie, Annie Armstrong. I’ve been assigned to be your guide this week at Hillsdale High.”
Haley looked at Irene, who was making faces behind Annie’s back, and said, “Gee, thanks, Annie. That’s really nice of you, but I think I can probably find my way around Hillsdale on my own. It doesn’t seem too difficult to navigate.”
“B-but—” Annie stammered.
“How ’bout I call you if I have any trouble?” said Haley, backing away with Irene in tow. “Okay? Really, thanks again. Sooo nice meeting you.” Haley waved, turned around and pushed through the double doors of the school.
“But wait,” Annie called after them, “don’t you need my cell phone number?” Haley and Irene were already halfway down the hall, enveloped by the throngs of students reconnecting with each other after three months apart.
Everywhere, kids were slamming lockers, slapping high fives and snapping bra straps. Irene seemed to glide through the crowd unfazed. As they walked past the first open classroom door, Haley looked inside at a handsome teacher in a beige corduroy blazer, taking a sip of coffee at his desk. “That’s Travis Tygert,” Irene said. “He teaches honors history. Oh, and he’s also the girls’ soccer coach. Some people think he’s cute.”
“Wait a second.” Haley stopped and reached into her backpack. “The name Tygert sounds familiar.” She pulled out her class schedule and sure enough . . . “Oh, that’s why. I have him for third period.”
“You’re taking honors history?” Irene asked, as if she objected to the idea.
“Guess so,” said Haley.
“Let me see that,” Irene said, and grabbed the paper from her hand. “All honors, except Spanish? Have fun,” she said sarcastically, and gave the schedule back to Haley.
“You don’t think I should take Tygert?” Haley asked.
“Take art with me that period instead,” Irene suggested. “You could certainly stand to lose one honors credit.”
“I don’t know . . .” Haley hesitated. “If I switch out of that class, it might throw off my whole schedule.”
“Well, just come today and see what you think. You can always tell Tygert you got confused and went to the wrong class. He’ll let you in tomorrow.”
Just then, Johnny Lane walked by and grabbed Irene’s arm. “Hey, see you in art class later, right?” he asked.
“That guy takes art?” Haley said after Johnny walked away.
“Yep. And so could you. Now, are you switching or not?” Irene demanded.
Haley bit her lip. The halls were clearing out as students filed into their classes. She knew she had to make a decision.
“I’ll just see you in third period,” Irene said matter-of-factly, leaving Haley standing in the hall. As the bell rang, Haley headed toward her first class, still wondering what she should do.
Our little Haley sure does look green riding the bus with the derelicts. But then again, maybe Haley Miller has more in common with this band of outsiders than we think.
Her new friend Irene seems to be different, to put it kindly. Will Haley be able to bring out the best in Irene? Or should she wait to see who else she meets at her new high school before she forges her first alliance?
Should Haley follow her free-spirited curiosity and pick up a paintbrush? If she does, will she know where to, well, draw the line?
If Haley chooses history instead, who will she hang out with? And what if she doesn’t meet anyone she clicks with like Irene?
It’s only the first day of school and already two paths are diverging in a yellow hallway. The rest is up to you. Make Haley take the one less traveled by turning to page 38. Or have her preserve her perfect transcript on page 46.
Even the simplest choices will affect Haley’s social and academic standing. But no matter what she does next, you can be certain that Haley’s whole world is about to change. . . .

SPANISH CLASS
Everything makes sense when you’re speaking the international language of P-O-P-U-L-A-R.
It was passing period on Monday morning, the first day of school, and the halls were congested with students slamming lockers, slapping high fives and snapping bra straps.
Haley followed Annie Armstrong, clutching her books and fending off a pair of rowdy linebackers playing a game of touch freshman. Basically this game involved one of the boys tossing a football at an unsuspecting freshman girl while the other made like he was going in for a catch but instead reached for the girl’s breasts.
“I like to think of Hillsdale High as a sort of training ground for real life,” Annie said to Haley while ducking out of the path of the ball. “Sure there are obstacles to overcome, but whatever your major field of interest, you can explore it here.”
Annie had volunteered to be a part of the welcome program that helped new students acclimate to Hillsdale High. Haley had been assigned to Annie because they had similar class schedules—all honors except for Spanish, which was a third language for both of them. Annie, Haley discovered, had also studied French in junior high.
“Impressive, isn’t it?” Annie said with pride, as Haley noticed a long glass case filled with trophies and rows of photographs. “For a public school, we do more than all right. In fact, we have everything,” she added, beaming. “A debate team, a fencing squad, archery, Spanish club
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