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one

A PRETTY BLONDE GIRL SAUNTERS OVER TO WHERE I'M SEATED ON A CEMENT
bench in the courtyard. Its a warm September day and I've been
reading a book and basically minding my own business, waiting
for the lunch break to end so I can go to class. I continue looking
down at my book, pretending I haven’t noticed this girl, pretending
I couldn’t care less that she’s staring at me. I don't actually know this
girl, although I've seen her around. And I definitely know her type.
In some ways I am her type.

For starters, she’s the kind of girl who wears the right designer
and wears it well. Not in the flashy, overdone Paris Hilton sort of
way, but in a way that shows she has a good sense of style and class.
She keeps her makeup impeccable without looking cheap and her
highlights appear totally natural. She’s looking at me with an expres-
sion of superiority mixed with boredom, as if I'm not really worthy
of her attention, but for some reason she has set her sights on me.
She places one hand on her hip, striking a pose I'm sure is for the
benefit of her friends who are packed together, whispering, about
twenty feet away. Her upper lip curls ever so slightly, as if she’s just
gotten a whiff of something that smells bad. And then she speaks.
“So you’te the one.”

I close my paperback and study her carefully, taking my time
9
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to respond, waiting just long enough to make her a little uneasy, or
so I hope. “The one what?” 1 keep my tone even. No way do I want
her to know she’s making me uncomfortable. The first step toward
losing power is to let them see you squirm. I know this because 1
know how to make others squirm. Sometimes it's necessary.

“The one who somehow made it onto the varsity cheerleading
squad.” Now she’ actually looking down her nose at me. And that’s
when I notice there’s a slight ball on the tip of her nose and, from
my angle, it’s just a bit reminiscent of Miss Piggy. Enough so that it
makes me actually smile. So she’s not so perfect after all.

“What’s so funny?”

I just shrug as I slip my book into the oversized Burberry bag
that I snagged from my mom’ closet last weekend. “So, I assume
you stopped by to offer me your hearty congratulations.” I make
sure she can hear the sarcasm in my voice, then I slowly stand. Of
course, I wonder why I bothered, since she’s at least six inches taller
than me and I'm still looking up at her. My five-foot stature has
some perks, like when it comes to gymnastics or being tossed high
in an exuberant cheerleading stunt, but it gives me a definite disad-
vantage in power struggles like this.

“Who are you anyway?” she asks as if she’s the reigning queen
of Belmont High. And maybe she is.

“Reagan Mercer,” I say lightly. “Pleased to make your acquain-
tance, uh, whoever you are.”

“Everyone knows who Iam.” She glances toward her friends, who
are slowly meandering over as if on cue. Now I notice they are some
of the same girls who tried out yesterday. “I'm Kendra Farnsworth,”
she continues in that smug, superior tone, “the girl you barely beat
out for varsity squad. In fact, 'm first alternate. Not that I care.” She

looks as if she’s about to yawn. Perhaps she’s boring herself as much
10
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as she’s boring me. But she’s not finished. “I've been cheering since
middle school and I was on varsity last year and if you hadn’t dropped
in, like out of nowhere, well, I'd still be on varsity right now. Not that
I care so much, since I think I've outgrown that whole scene.”

Suddenly I remember this girl with clarity. As usual, I had tried
not to watch as the other girls did their routines during tryouts. It’s
just my way. 1 figure if they do really well, T'll get discouraged and
lose my competitive edge. Or if they totally flop, I'll get overly confi-
dent and not give it my best shot. For me, it’s better to just not watch.
But I remember this girl and exactly what went wrong. She started
out fine, but then she forgot the second half of the long routine. Oh,
she did it with a fair amount of grace and style and actually laughed
at herself, then did a couple of really good jumps that made the
crowd cheer. Still, to forget that much of the routine—well, it didn’t
look too promising to me. And apparently it had cost her a position
on the squad. Like that's my fault.

The list was posted just this morning, and since the other names
are still unfamiliar to me, I only looked at it to make sure my name
was on it. Despite knowing I'd performed a flawless routine and even
thrown in a couple of back handsprings that seemed to impress the
crowd, you can never be sure. So when I read my name on the list, I
just sort of nodded, did a silent internal cheer, then went on my way.
I'm fully aware that I need to play this out carefully. Being the new
girl comes with all kinds of challenges and liabilities. Obviously
Kendra Farnsworth is one of them.

“Sorry about that,” I say in a voice that I mean to sound genu-
ine. “Thats a tough break.”

She rolls her eyes, then studies a perfectly shaped fingernail.
“Tell me about it.”

I look at her French manicure with those white tips that never
n
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look quite real. 'm surprised she hasn’t heard that French is out,
or maybe she doesn't care. “I forgot part of a routine once,” 1 say
offhandedly. “It was in a state competition.” Okay, that is a total lie,
but I need to get her to trust me by appearing to be transparent. The
truth is, I had been really worried that I'd forget our hardest routine
when we competed at state last year, but it never actually happened.
I made sure it didn’t. But my “confession” does the trick. It causes
Kendra to smile, ever so slightly, and I think maybe the ice is break-
ing or maybe just thawing a little. She gives a nod over to where
her friends are standing and, as if given permission, they come over
and begin talking to me, introducing themselves and cautiously
congratulating me for making the squad. Apparently some of them
made it too.

“Where are you from anyway?” asks a petite brunette named
Sally.

Now, this is one of those questions that can easily be taken
wrong. Sometimes people ask me where I'm from as in, “What’s your
ethnic background?” Because of my Asian features I've even had
people assume I can’t speak English—which can be either amusing
or irritating, depending on my mood. Under these circumstances, I
decide to give Sally the benefit of the doubt.

“We moved here from Boston last summer,” I explain. “I'd been
a cheerleader at my old high school since freshman year.” This I
say for Kendra’s benefit, although my eyes are still on Sally. “And 1
cheered in middle school before that.” I shrug. “Between gymnastics
and cheerleading, it seems like I've spent most of my life bouncing
around.” I sort of laugh.

“Well, you were really good yesterday,” says a skinny blonde as
she pokes Kendra in the arm. “I mean you totally rocked Kendra’s

world.”
12

Sample from Harsh Pink | ISBN 1576839524
Copyright © 2006 NavPress Publishing. All rights reserved. To order copies of this resource, come back to www.navpress.com.



harsh pink | color me burned

“Shut up, Meredith,” snaps Kendra.

“Hey, it’s your own dumb fault,” says Meredith. “We told you to
practice, but you were like all, ‘No, I don’t need to.””

“Whatever.” Kendra narrows her eyes and adjusts the strap of
her Fendi bag. “Like I told Reagan, I've decided that cheering is juve-
nile anyway. This is my senior year and I've got better things to do.”

“Yeah, like what?” challenges Meredith.

“Like Logan Worthington,” Kendra says with a sly expression. “I
wouldn’t mind doing that boy this year.”

Sally laughs. “He’s about the only one you haven’t done.”

“What is this?” says Kendra with a wounded expression. “Bash
Kendra Day? It isn’t bad enough that I didn’t make the squad, so all
my friends have to turn on me too?”

Of course, this plea for mercy changes everything. And suddenly
these girls are apologizing, offering condolences, and practically
offering to carry her books. Not that she has any. Kendra just smiles,
a glimmer of triumph in her eyes. “That’s better.” Then it’s time to
head back to class.

“Nice meeting you guys,” I say as I head off toward the English
department. They call out similar pleasantries, but I can tell this isn’t
over. I know enough about girls to know that it’s never really over.
And T suspect Kendra isn't ready to let this go yet. The question is,
how far will she take it?

It’s times like this when you need a good friend by your side. I
think about my best friend, Geneva, back in Boston. Man, do I wish
she were here now. Not only is Geneva gorgeous and intelligent and
lots of fun, but she can easily hold her own against girls like Kendra.
In fact, Geneva and I made a pretty daunting pair. I doubt I'll ever
have anyone quite like her again. That makes me sad. Good friends

aren’t that easy to come by.
13
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Geneva and I developed our own classification system for
friends. We ranked them as class A, B, or C. Naturally, Geneva was a
class A. Actually, she was an A-plus. I'm sure she felt the same about
me. My second best friend, Bethany, was more like a class B, but she
was better than nothing if Geneva was unavailable.

Class-C friends are more a matter of convenience . . . or desper-
ation. Like if you're late to lunch and have to stand by yourself in
line and don’t want to look pathetic, you talk to someone you’d
normally just ignore. That’s a class C. Geneva and I had our own
private joke. We'd say, “Isn’t Jessica class C?” And naturally, Jessica,
who would be listening, would assume we’d said classy, and she
would feel special. Then when she turned away, Geneva and I would
exchange a knowing sort of smile. I miss that.

Then Mom got transferred to what feels like about a million
miles away from Boston, and now I have to start over. I don't even
have a class-C friend anymore. Oh, I hung with one for a few weeks
during the summer, when I was so bored I wanted to slit my throat.
My grandma thought I should meet a girl in our neighborhood, and
for Nana’s sake, I tried to be nice to Geek Girl, although it concerned
me that someone influential might see me with her and I'd be clas-
sified as a loser even before school started. Fortunately, it seems that
didn’t happen. But the sad truth is that poor Andrea Lynch was defi-
nitely a class-C friend—more like a C-minus. Although to be fair,
she might've made it to a plus if I'd stuck with her.

After a couple of weeks, I'd trained her to quit laughing through
her nose, curing her of this totally gross grunting noise. Then, after
I introduced her to a proper skin-care regimen, her complexion
actually started to clear up. And I have to admit that she actually
did have this quirky sense of humor and we even had some good

laughs. But a few days before school started, I dumped Geek Girl so
14
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fast that I'm sure her head is still spinning. I've been utilizing my
caller ID to avoid taking her phone calls, and I even went so far as
to block her e-mails. We're talking cold turkey here. I'm fully aware
that was pretty heartless on my part. But when you're the new girl in
town, you have to fend for yourself. And 'm smart enough to know
that friends like Andrea Lynch are not an asset.

Even when I saw Geek Girl in school during those first few
days less than a week ago, I pretended not to know her. I actually
ignored her when she called out my name a couple of times, playing
blind, deaf, and dumb. The only alternative would've been to set her
straight, and that’s pretty harsh. Anyway, I think she got the hint.
Does that make me a mean girl? No, I reassure myself as I walk into
my lit class, taking a seat in the second row. It simply means I'm a

Survivor.

Sample from Harsh Pink | ISBN 1576839524
Copyright © 2006 NavPress Publishing. All rights reserved. To order copies of this resource, come back to www.navpress.com.





