Prologue

I don’t want to write something cheerful, where everyone loves everyone else and they're all perfectly happy.  Why?  ‘Cause the world’s not like that, so why write that it is?  This doesn’t make sense. Reread it. Probably should be: So why not write what it is? No.  I’m going to tell the truth.  The real story; the dark, grim, gruesome, ugly, blood-steeped truth.  If you don’t like it, well, that’s tough.  I don’t like it either, but that’s the way it goes.


If Bree were reading this, she’d say I’m being miserable and cynical, but I’ve learnt Grammatical error. Should be learned, since that night, that my pessimism is realism: Instead of using colons, I suggest semi-colons. Work better for what you’re using them for it doesn’t do to trust anyone, but maybe this would’ve happened anyway.  It was bound to: Again, semi-colon would be better Fairview town is not the most accepting of places to say the least.


Fairview’s where I live.  It’s a peaceful place.  Wide leafy boulevards lined with trees fan out from the main street, where the little white-painted, clapboard shops stand looking rural and quaint by the wide expanse of lawn.  When I was younger, I used to watch the ducks on the pond, swimming and ducking beneath the water, searching for bugs below its surface, waggling their ridiculous tails in the air.  I used to go to the small general store and buy out-of-date bread to feed them with.  But that was long ago.

My house is on one of the boulevards on the outskirts of town, a few streets away from the high school.  It’s a large, detached house, all white clapboard like the shops by the green.  Inside it’s comfy looking, with mainly modern décor, but lots of “homey” touches, as my mother would put it.  The perfect family home - except for the people in it.

Mother is the female pillar of society.  Her hair, manicure, make-up, they’re always perfect, always immaculate.  She’s perfect.  In every way.  She attends church regularly, keeps fit, has a good job, is always polite and charming, never shouts, and turns out well-mannered, popular, delightful children.  That is, she did, until I came along.  In my mother’s eyes, three of her children were perfect: Phil, Mary and C.J.; but not me, never me.  Jokingly, they called me the black sheep of the family, but whenever anything went wrong, I always seemed to be the perfect person to blame.

C.J. is the only one of my three siblings I’ve ever felt close to.  He’s seventeen, and in his junior year at David F. Peterson High.  C.J.’s popular and attractive like the others, and he loves any sport.  You name it, he plays it.  In that respect, we’re complete opposites.  But we click, which is something my mother can never, will never, understand.

C.J. was my best and only friend, not just a big brother.  Everything and everyone I had.  Until Brianna came.

As beginnings go, you’re right about the hook – I admit, I skimmed because I was bored. Not trying to be mean, mind you, just honest. This didn’t capture my interest, because the MC was rambling on in one huge info-dump. Try to spice it up with dialogue or something…
One

It was my first day at high school, and I was shit scared Should switch these two words around so It reads: scared shit.  True, C.J. was with me, walking along by my side, but it didn’t make the place any less daunting after my tiny junior high.

For Christ’s sake Sasha, I said to myself as I trotted up the steps leading to the front door, trying not to look too nervous.  You’re fifteen!  Get a grip!  C.J. looked down at me as we reached the top of the steps, his eyes smiling.

“What?”

“My little baby sister’s growing up!” he teased, unable to keep himself from laughing.  I scowled, my black eye make-up intensifying my gaze, and gave him a friendly punch on the arm.

“Jerk.”  C.J., height of maturity, stuck out his tongue.  I laughed; I couldn’t stop myself, and followed him through the wide front doors into the corridor beyond.  That was when I saw Cara.


Cara Petrie loathes me with a passion, and, trust me, the feeling’s mutual.  Like my nineteen year-old sister, Mary, she’s a prep.  I’m an outsider.  As she passed, I expected her to give me a look of daggers.  It never came.   Instead, she smiled at me, all sparkling white teeth and full, glossed lips.  My eyebrows shot up into my hair.  Cara, smiling at me?  Something wasn’t right.  Then I realised: she wasn’t smiling at me; she was smiling at C.J..  I looked up at him and saw him smiling back, his bleached blonde hair falling into his eyes, as always, in the way most girls found irresistible.  My stomach lurched unpleasantly; if C.J. crushed on Cara…  That would be the end.


Once she’d passed us, C.J.’s smile immediately fell from his face, and he stopped in his tracks.

“Little bitch,” he muttered.  I gasped.  I’d never heard C.J. say a bad word about anyone.  “What?  Please don’t tell me you like her?” he exclaimed.

“God, no!”  It’s kind of confusing who says this, for some reason. I mean, I know Sasha said it, but I had to reread it. Make more clear. We laughed.

“Come on, I’ll take you to class.”  I pulled a face, I couldn’t help it.  It wasn’t that I didn’t want C.J. coming with me, but I was going to be unpopular enough without having my big brother escorting me everywhere like I was eight years old.

“Don’t want me cramping your style?” C.J. asked, his blue eyes twinkling as usual.

“Something like that,” I grinned.


Ten minutes later, I finally found my homeroom and walked in through the door.  I looked around the room to see if there was anyone I could recognise from junior high.  Marlon was there, his hair bleached blonde by the summer sun, Joe, Tammy, Scarlett and, oh no, I thought, please, no, Cara.  She turned around and saw me.  She smirked.

“Hey Wrist Slitter,” she smiled sweetly with venomous eyes.  Letting my fingers talk for me Comma would be good here I headed for one of the only three free seats left in the room.


The black girl with long dark hair sitting at the desk looked up from her book as I approached.

“D’you mind…?” I hesitated, pointed at the empty seat beside her.

“Go ahead,” she smiled I think you should end her quotation with a period.  She had a nice smile: Semi-colon her eyes smiled with her mouth the way most people’s don’t.  I slipped into the seat, dumping my jotter and pencils on the table.

“So, what’s your name?” the girl asked, closing her book and leaning on one elbow.

“Sasha.  Yours?”

“Brianna.”  I nodded; the name suited her.  There was a short period of awkward silence.  I shifted uncomfortably.  Despite being dressed only in a black corset top and flared jeans I felt uncomfortably hot; did they have no air con. I don’t like the abbreviation, for some reason. I’d, personally as a reader, like it better if it was the full word in this school?

“Which junior high did you go to?” she asked after a while.

“Sanderson D.P., it’s just across the grounds from here.  You?”

“I didn’t.  ‘Least, not any one round here.  My family moved here over the vacation, and I’m still finding my way around.  Then again, it’s such a small place!  It’s not like there’s really anywhere to get lost,” she laughed.

“Yeah, it’s not exactly the most exciting place in the state.”

“So… what do you do here then?”

“Not much.  There’re house parties but…”  What was I supposed to say now?  There were house parties but I wasn’t ever invited?

“Not your scene?”

“Not really.”  We smiled at each other.  She knew the real reason, I could tell by the way she was looking at me, but it didn’t seem to bother her at all.

“So, what d’you like doing then?” I asked.

“Reading, chatting to my friends, going to gigs, stuff like that…”  I raised my eyebrows.  Brianna didn’t seem the type to like much music other than classical.  To be honest, she seemed very good and conservative, someone who’d fit in well in a small, evangelist, God-fearing town like Fairview.  “Yeah,” she grinned at my expression, “I love indie music.”  I nodded.

“Indie’s good.  Into the emo scene at all?”

“A bit, not a great fan, but y’know…  I have varied tastes,” she laughed.  “By the way, I like your earrings.”  I grinned, I was wearing my favourites: huge silver hoops with little purple gems in the hole above them.

“Thanks, I like yours too, they’re quirky.”   I wasn’t just saying it out of politeness either: they were cool, some kind of turquoise stone hanging off little gold hooks.  She grinned at me.


The bell rang at that moment, and, as if by magic, the homeroom teacher walked through the door.  Everyone rushed to their seats, and the paper aeroplanes Did you misspell this or mean it to be this way? I notice you sepll a lot of things different from me, so… some of the guys had been throwing around disappeared like greased lighting.  I rolled my eyes at Brianna and she fought to conceal her laugh.


The teacher sat down at her desk.  She looked pretty standard: middle-aged, brown hair, fairly OK looking, maybe a bit stern, but I couldn’t tell exactly.  Suddenly the tannoy system burst into life with a bar of tinny music followed by, “this is your principal speaking.”  It was all I could do not to laugh at the cheesiness of it all.  I caught Brianna’s eye and had to clap a hand over my mouth to stop myself laughing aloud.  Finally, I couldn’t help it, and a tiny giggle escaped my mouth.  The teacher looked up.

“Yes?  Is anything the matter?”  Despite her smile, her voice was frowning.  I bit my tongue to try and control myself, then said, as calmly as I could manage, “No ma’am, everything’s fine.”

“Good.”  As soon as she looked back down at the desk, I turned to Brianna.  Her face was the picture of innocence.  I gaped. Wait, why did she gasp?

“…First day of semester,” the principal’s voice was droning on.  “I expect all older students to be courteous and help the freshmen around the school in these first few days.  Those of you taking exams this year need to be working extra hard, you know you need to get good grades for college…” and on and on and on.  I went boss-eyed at Brianna, who, again, had to control her giggles with great difficulty.


A few minutes later, after most of us, well, everyone in the class except me, had stood for the Pledge of Allegiance, the door suddenly burst open, and J.P. marched in.  Dressed in black jeans with a black vest, the cross tattoo on his right shoulder clearly showing, both his ear, his eyebrow and his lip pieced in two places, he looked pretty damn scary.  Admittedly, I looked a little intimidating myself, with my head-to-toe black clothes, piercings and my own tattoo, but he still scared me a bit: he was pretty volatile.  Mrs Mavis, the homeroom teacher, didn’t seem at all intimidated though, and gave him a good yelling.  When, after at least three minutes of shouting, he was still looking bored and unfazed, Mrs Mavis sent him to sit down.


We spent most of the morning idly getting to know each other’s names, being given various pieces of paper, most of them completely useless, finding out our locker codes, typical first day of the semester stuff.  Brianna seemed pretty nice.  She laughed a lot, smiled even more and made frequent jokes that I couldn’t help but find funny.


Recess came and went.  Bree, as I’d begun to call her, and I stayed in the classroom, chatting animatedly until the rest of the class came back in from outside.  They gave us a funny look when they all came back in.  I guess I can understand why: my hair was currently black with purple streaks, next to J.P. I had to be wearing the weirdest clothes in the class, and I wasn’t the most popular of people, putting it mildly.  Why is this? Are you going to tell us why or assume we know? Because I don’t… Also, Bree was the only black girl in the whole class: everyone else was Anglo.  In Fairview everyone was, no exceptions.  Like me, Bree didn’t fit in.


At lunch, Bree and I managed to find our lockers and threw our stuff inside before going to the canteen.  Being freshmen, we had first lunch sitting with the seniors.  It struck me as a bit weird having the oldest kids and the youngest in the lunch hall all at once, but then most things in life don’t make sense.  You know what? nothing Capitalize does.


After having battled our way through the massive lines, we managed find an empty table and sat down to eat our soggy pizza and over-salted fries together.  I slurped at my lukewarm soda, trying to drown the taste of salt and cheap cheese.

“So, where d’you live?” Bree asked.  Questions, questions, Bree always seemed to be full of them.  I swallowed my last mouthful of disgusting pizza before speaking.

“Beech Avenue,” I told her.  “It’s not far from here.  There’s a shortcut from one of the playing fields.  I’ll show you later if you like.”  She nodded.

“That’d be good.”

“Whereabouts do you live then?” I asked.

“Cooper Lane.  It’s on the Greenfield estate.”  Greenfield estate was one of the poorest bits of town; funny how I’d though Brianna must be rolling in it.  I guess it was because she had a little class.  I’d just made the assumption that money came with it.  She smiled, reading my expression.

“It’s not that bad.  A lot better than our old house.”  Behind her smile, I could somehow tell she was lying.  “It’s a nice town though, a lot better place for my little brother to grow up in.”


Glad of the change of subject, I asked about her family.  She told me how she lived with her mum and her little brother, who was four, not yet started school.  After, I told her about my family.  At least, the edited version, the version that neglected to mention how little I fitted in, how my parents loved the others and not me, how alone I felt, so it was a surprise when Bree suddenly spoke.

“You really hate living with them don’t you?”  In shock, all I could do was nod.  How did she know?  I find her shock kind of unrealistic. I mean, if she’s complaining about how her parents don’t love her and stuff, it’d be easy to figure out. Heck, what kid DOES like to live with their parents? In answer to my unspoken question she said, “You look… lonely when you talk about them.  Even C.J.”  I nodded, slowly.

“Yeah, well, they’re not the easiest people to live with.”

“No kidding?”  I shrugged.

“They’re OK really, just a bit…”  The bell rang for the second sitting, and we trooped out.


I saw C.J. waiting in line with a group of his friends, a few of whom I recognised.  He waved at me in an exaggerated manner and I grinned.

“Prat,” I laughed, Do you mean brat? sticking out my tongue and walking over to speak to him.  Bree followed me warily.

“Hey C.J.”

“Hey yourself, Kid Sister.”  I glared at him, furious, but decided to let it drop; I’d get him later.

“C.J., this is Brianna, my friend.  She moved here over the summer vacation.”  C.J. held out his hand, which Bree shook, albeit a little nervously.

“Nice to meet you Brianna.”

“You too.”

“Having a good first day?” C.J. asked, turning to me.

“Yeah, yeah, it’s cool,” I said, my voice monotone.  The line of kids began to move forward.

“’K, great.  I’ll meet you in the main driveway after school yeah?”

“Sure thing.  See ya C.J.”  I walked away, Brianna half a step behind.


“He’s nice,” she said as we got out of earshot.

“You like him?” I asked anxiously.  Why am I so bothered what she thinks? I asked myself, puzzled.  She’s just a girl, one I barely know, so why does it matter so much?  I tried to shake the thought from my head, wishing I’d never spoken.  Bree, however, didn’t seem at all worried by the question.

“Course I do.  I said he’s nice didn’t I?” she laughed.

“Yeah, yeah you did.  Come on, I’ll show you the shortcut to the house.”


We headed outside, and set off across the playing fields.  I led her right across the grounds, to the place where the path joined the school grounds at one of the field boundaries.

“So, where d’you go to get to your house from here?” she asked.

“Just follow the path, turn left, and then take the next left and you’ll hit my street.  My house is the second one on the right.  There are only four houses, you couldn’t miss it.”

“Cool.  D’you walk to school this way?”

“I didn’t this morning, no, but if I’m ever running late I’ll go down there.  It’s a good shortcut.”  Bree nodded.  Smiling, she turned around.

“We better be heading back to homeroom, we don’t wanna be late on our first day,” she smiled.  I smiled in agreement, and to my surprise, Bree linked arms with me and headed across the field.


We walked like that all the way across the field, arms linked, right into school and up to our lockers.  She dropped my arm to open her locker and grabbed her jotter and pencils and things.  I hastily put in my locker combination, and took out my own things before slowly following Bree into homeroom.


“What do you have after homeroom?” Bree asked, sitting back down at our desk and putting her things neatly down on the table.  I flumped Do you mean slumped? into my chair and flicked open my jotter.

“Free 4th period, then Religious Studies,” I pulled a face.  “What about you?”

“Algebra I and Religious Studies I think.  Hey, look, I’m in your class!” she said excitedly.  The thought wasn’t exactly comforting; I hated religious studies, and other people hated it when I was in the class because I argued with everything the teacher said.  They went on and on and on about what Christians think about every subject under the sun, but never what any other religion thinks.  I was always in detention for arguing with teachers in religious studies in junior high, and I was willing to bet it would be worse in high school.  I didn’t want Bree to think I was a weirdo like everyone else in the class. Again, find the detention thing unrealistic. If she was SWEARING at the teachers or screaming I understand detention, but just for arguing? I argue about religion all the time. After all, there is this little thing called ‘Freedom of Speech’ in the constitution.
“Why such a moody face?” Bree laughed.  “At least you get a free!”  I grinned.

“Do we have any frees together?” I mused, peering at our timetables.

“Just one,” Bree said after a moment, pointing at our second period on Mondays.  I nodded.  “We can spend it together,” she said brightly, and I smiled.

“Sure.”


I wasn’t sure what to do in my free.  I had no homework to do and no-one Don’t need that dash to talk with, so what was the point in it?  I wandered outside, and sat down heavily on one of the fields.  I sighed, twisting my purple and black hair around my index finger.  Maybe I could risk going home?  We weren’t technically allowed out in our frees, but if I took the shortcut back no-one would see me, and I could easily be back in time for religious studies, it was only a ten minute walk, maximum.  But then, I didn’t want to have a fight on my first day back; Mom would kill me.  My brothers and sister rarely got detention; Phil even made the honour roll and everyone’s sure C.J. will, and he’s captain on the varsity soccer team.  Mary definitely won’t, but she’s a cheerleader, and so pretty and funny and charming that it doesn’t matter because everyone loves her anyway.  It’s not fair.  I’ll never be anything special, not compared to them.  It’s so much easier for them; they can fit in while still being themselves.  I’d have to change everything, from the way I dress to the way I think, to even stand a chance of being with the “in” crowd, and even then, I’d probably be more of a hanger-on than an insider.  I’m not even sure I want to be a part of that crowd anymore.  It used to bug me real bad when I was in elementary school, but now I know I would never want to be like them.


That’s a huge paragraph. Break it up a bit.

In the end, I decided to check out the library.  I like reading, and I’d taken journalism as one of my electives.  I stood up, and headed for the school building.  It was lucky we’d been given a school map in homeroom, or I would never have found the library; it was tucked away down a little side corridor.  When I got in though, it was huge, and I spent a good half hour sitting in a corner with a book resting on my lap.  The bell rang, finally, so I grabbed my school map and slouched out the door to find my religious studies class.


Bree was already sitting at a desk waiting for me when I got to class.  I smiled gratefully as she waved me over.

“Hey!”

“Hey Sasha.”

“Looking forward to the class?” I asked Comma raising my eyebrows.

“Yeah, I am actually!” Bree exclaimed.  “It’s great!  At least, it was at junior high.  It wasn’t a private school like this, but the religious study lessons were brilliant.  We got to debate about what we thought, and back up everything we said with arguments from different religions.  I loved it.”

“Well, it’s not exactly like that here.  We only learn Christian views, and we don’t debate, we just write down bible quotes and stuff.”  Bree’s face fell.  Even though I was disappointed for her, I couldn’t help smiling a little; it looked like I wouldn’t be the only one disrupting religious study lessons this year.

“What’s so funny?” Bree glared.  Fortunately, I was spared from answering by the arrival of the teacher.


The class was just like I thought it would be: awful.  Our topic: Christian beliefs about God.  Typical.  Just like I’d predicted, we did nothing but listen to the teacher and write down bible quotes about God for the entire one hour period.  I was so relieved when the bell rang I could’ve cheered. I picked up my books with one hand, grabbed Bree’s arm with the other and headed out the door.


“You were right,” she said as we wandered down the corridor, “it was crap.”

“Hate to say I told you so,” I laughed, stopping by my locker and grabbing my bag out of it.  Bree laughed herself, and took her own multicoloured fake silk and velvet bag from her locker.

“That’s nice,” I said, indicating the bag.

“Thanks.  I made it myself.”

“Whoa!  No kidding?  Cool!  Woah she switched topics really fast… So, I’ll see you tomorrow then?” I asked.

“Yeah, sure.  Unless you want to come round my place?”

“I’d like to… but I oughta walk home with C.J.  I don’t think my mother will be too pleased if I’m late home my first day of high school.”

“OK, another day then?”

“Sure, OK.  I better go; C.J.’ll be waiting for me.  See you!”  I walked off down the corridor.

