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SHE WALKS INTO CLASS TEN MINUTES AFTER THE BELL.
Twenty heads turn. Forty eyes watch her walk up to the
front with her perfectly tan legs, perfectly blue halter top,
and perfectly sweeping bangs.

Mr. Roland is already boring us. Chalk dust flying, he
lists the six member councils of the United Nations on the

board. His short-sleeve white shirt is so thin you can see the



shadow of his back hair.

“. .. General Assembly, Security Council . . .,” his nasal
voice drones on.

“I'd like to member her council,” one of the guys says,
flicking his head at the new girl. The class erupts in laugh-
ter. Well, the boys, anyway.

“Oh my,” Mr. Roland says, turning around. “Who do
we have here?”

She hands him a note. I stare and twirl a strand of red
hair around my finger.

“Take a seat,” our teacher says. And the new girl does.
She calmly walks to the back of the room without blushing
though everyone is watching her every move. Especially
Perry. My Perry.

“This is Jenna Wilson, everyone,” says Mr. Roland. The
boys nod and smirk. The girls bend their lips up in fake
smiles. Jenna sits and faces front. I notice she has a French
manicure on her fingers and her toes. Curling my ragged
nails into my palms, I face front, too.

“ . ..Economic and Social Council, International Court

»

of Justice . . .
Mr. Roland returns to the chalkboard and blathers on.
The way he has all semester. I hear with my ears, but my
mind is on the new girl. The perfecs girl, who now sits
between me and Perry Gould. I feel him checking her out.
My heart sinks.
Of all times, why now?
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