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Confessions of a Soon-to-be Social Pariah

by Regina S. Chen
Dear My Brand-New Diary,


If you are unaware of what has occurred and are currently thinking: “Why’s this seventh-grade girl blemishing my wonderful pages with her ugly handwriting?” then, I shall shortly recall all of the events that have led to my having to resort to keeping you.


First, before I say-or write- anything, I feel the need to introduce myself. I think it would be entirely useless to express my innermost feelings in you if you do not know who I am, and why I am the way I am. My name is Annabelle Fox. My parents had me early in their marriage, and they were sort of overwhelmed while I was growing up. Apparently, I was a colicky baby. Now they have another baby that was entirely planned. The baby also has a beautiful nursery with naked angels on the walls. I just slept in a used crib next to my parents’ bed. My best friend is Samson Harp. Yes, she is a girl. Her father-for some inexplicable reason- fought hard for the name. A name you might hear quite often while I am your owner is Madison Laureal. I am unaware of her middle name, but I hear it’s as disturbing as she is. You know that prettier diary at the store I got you from that costed like twenty times more? That’s Madison. She’s the prettiest (debatable), meanest (definite) girl at Alcott middle school (a piece of unimportant information I didn’t mention is that I go to this super-small school in the middle of nowhere). This should be enough information for you to go on.


 Despite what I wrote about her, you must understand that Madison is not outwardly mean to me. The reason for this is that there isn’t anything about me that ticks her off. I’m not prettier, smarter, or richer than her. Okay, maybe I’m a bit smarter than her, but only in academics. Madison’s one of those people that’s smart about life (I’m a bit clueless). She knows how to get people to do what she wants, when she wants it. You’d think that this would be enough. Of course it isn’t. 


Even though I’m clearly “inferior” to her, Sam is not. This makes being Sam’s best friend extremely hard. Madison is forever snapping at and ordering Sam around. Sam is against wearing make up. It’s a good thing that she is too; otherwise, she could be infinitely prettier than Madison, whose own makeup is a centimeter thick when she puts it on. You probably wouldn’t recognize Madison without make up on. Also, Sam’s dad owns the local chain of sporting goods stores that compete against Madison’s dad’s own sporting goods stores. Why there are two sporting goods chains in a town so small, that when we vote for stuff like mayors, we can count all the ballots, I’ll never know. All of these factors mean that Madison hates Sam more than she hates anything with saturated fats. It also means that I have loads of baggage from trying to convince Sam to lay low (“Are you begging for social suicide?”) and reassuring Madison (“Of course he didn’t notice that zit.”) that I must unload. 


My English teacher, Ms. Bates, says that writing soothes the mind and comforts the spirit. Fingers crossed that it works for me.

***
Dear Diary,


I don’t know how we’ll recover. She’s really done it now. This is worse than that time when she accidentally gave Madison two-percent chocolate milk. It’s even worse than that time that she gave Madison a peanut-butter cookie and she had to go to the emergency room because of her severe peanut allergies.


Sam forgot to send Madison a candy gram. Once Madison goes through her stack of candy and she doesn’t find “BFF’s 4ever!!! Love, Sam” she can just kiss her social life goodbye. You know what her excuse was? “I didn’t have any change on me, and Annabelle, you really shouldn’t care what Madison says as much as you do.” Seriously! I would’ve given her the miniscule amount of money for a candy gram (I bring extra money every year just in case), and what Madison thinks does matter! Everybody imitates Madison, so what Madison thinks is what everyone thinks.


She’s a goner. It’s an unspoken rule that everyone sends Madison a candy gram. Really, considering the thinness of the ice that Sam’s on, she should send two. 


Do you know what Madison will do to her (possibly even me!) because of this?

Absolutely nothing at all. She’ll ignore her and make her invisible to everyone. I, out of the goodness of my heart, won’t be able to ignore Sam. Madison will be furious, and Sam and I will have committed social suicide because she forgot to bring seventy-five cents to school.


Our futures are unraveling as we speak. You can just tell that we’re going to end up on one of those talk shows talking about our teen depression, and how we should’ve learned how to love ourselves, and all of that junk. I might even have to write a book to get rid of the bad feelings that will surely be left inside of me once Madison rids us of our sanity. 


Oops, Madison’s wondering what I’m writing. More later.

***

Dear Diary,

Okay, false alarm. Today I used my student council pass to look through the candy grams (you’re not supposed to, but I allowed myself to go through them for the common good). Sam and I both sent Madison a candy gram. 

This brings up another subject: Why did Sam lie to me?! Did she want to freak me out? Did a blunt object hit her after she bought the candy gram and didn’t remember buying it? Is she just memory-spotty? Or was she trying to make another point to me? For her information, what society-namely, Madison- thinks does matter! 

I was about to see if anybody sent me anything (fat chance) when Ms. Harrison, the first-semester health teacher, walked in and gave me a “what do we have here?” look. I swear, rejection has made her so bitter. You see, Ms. Harrison was on the fast track to marriage with the former football coach, Mr. Anderson. This was back before rejection had made her face so tight-lipped and mean. Anyway, Mr. Anderson fell in love with his cleaning lady, and they high-tailed it to Vegas. When he came back he ignored Ms. Harrison’s begging, enforced a restraining order, and transferred to another district. A darn shame too, our football team has been a mess without him. 

When Ms. Harrison walked into the mailroom and saw me, I couldn’t exactly tell her the real reason I was there-I can just imagine that talk with the principal. Instead, I told her I’d lost my contact and quickly fled the scene. 


Too bad, maybe somebody did send me a candy gram, besides my mom (in a misguided attempt to boost my self esteem). Now, I’ll never know. Until tomorrow when they pass out the candy grams, that is.

Madison says that at Ms. Harrison’s sister’s wedding, when the priest was at the part when they ask for objections Ms. Harrison jumped up and cried, “It was supposed to be me!!” That marriage probably won’t last very long. I know that this is true because Madison was there (the Laureals were friends with the groom), and Madison wouldn’t lie about this.

***

Dear Diary,


MADISON IS A LIAR!! Today nobody would even acknowledge Sam. I asked Madison about it and she said she didn’t get a candy gram from Sam!! At least I think that’s what she said. Here’s how it went:

· Madison, why are you ignoring Sam?

· Why, I do not know whom this “Sam “ is that you speak of. However if such “Sam” had forgotten to send me a candy gram, I would most definitely ignore that person.

· But, Sam sent you a candy gram.

· I did not receive a candy gram from anyone named “Sam”

Sadly, since Ms. Harrison was there giving out her evil eye, I could not relate my knowledge of the candy gram I saw in the mail room. She still thinks that the reason I was in the mailroom was because I suspected that my eye contact had rolled out in the room earlier. I DON’T EVEN WEAR CONTACTS. I have perfect vision. Of course, a broken-hearted woman like Ms. Harrison can’t keep track of the optical needs of her students. If Ms. Harrison weren’t there, the conversation would’ve ended up going a little like this:

· Madison, I am afraid you are mistaken. For I, against school policies, went through the candy grams yesterday and found Sam’s candy gram to you. 

· Oh joy! Annabelle you are the smartest, most daring person ever! It would honor me if you’d be my best friend.

Ms. Harrison ruins everything. I have such a headache from talking to Madison. 

Uh oh, Sam’s skipped last period-must check first floor ladies’ bathroom and walk Sam to bus. 


By the way, somebody sent me a candy gram. And guess what? I don’t think it was my mom! The handwriting was neat and tidy, but the person must’ve forgotten to sign it. And you can only send candy grams to people in your grade and teachers (I know, stupid rule. I fought to have if nullified but Ms. Harrison just loves it, and wouldn’t budge). Too bad I won’t have any time to find out who it is. I can only take on one miracle at a time.

***

Dear Diary,


I told Mr. Gomez, my last hour science teacher, that I had cramps (which I did, so don’t think lying is a regular thing for me), and that I needed to go to the nurse’s office. You’d think that a man of science would think a woman’s time of month a beautiful, spiritual experience. Sadly, like most members of the male human race, he became extremely uncomfortable and wouldn’t make eye contact. At least I got a hall pass.


On my way to the nurse’s office I happened to notice that Madison’s locker-on the other side of the school away from the nurse’s office- was left ajar. This happens quite frequently, for Madison is used to having things done for her, and unless someone closes her locker for her, it’s always open. 


Spilling out of said locker were about a thousand candy grams. Madison gets so many candy grams, that the teachers just give her a dozen bags of candy and call it even. I, straying from my usual pattern of excellent judgment, quickly (or as quickly as possible when you have to stop every five minutes to clutch at your stomach) went through all of those candy grams, despite my growing abdominal pain, and guess what?  Madison was right. Sam’s candy gram isn’t anywhere in that stack. 


You know what this means right?


There’s a thief walking the halls of Alcott Middle School!!


Once I finally got to the nurse’s office she prescribed me the same thing as always. Lie down on the cot and rest. Really?? Does she expect me to sleep it off? I’d better get a good look at that nursing school diploma. She probably needs to be re-orientated in the workings of the human body. This is clearly not the way to treat my condition. Or any condition for that matter. Unless, you’re suffering from sleep deprivation. However, my sleep cycles are clearly excellent (or at least they used to be before Sam and Madison bullied them to death sigh).

***

Dear Diary,


Okay, maybe it wasn’t stolen. But, Madison is still definitely not lying, and that candy gram is definitely at least lost.

Thankfully, even though I was feeling heart-wrenching pain, I remembered to grab Sam on my way out (look at how well she takes care of her friends). I didn’t remember to check with Madison what the homework was for science, though. Sam was no use because she skipped science, and, even if she hadn’t, she shouldn’t be expected to remember anything in her state of despair.


Sam and I almost missed the bus because my locker, unlike Madison’s, doesn’t open. Since we got onto the bus late, we got stuck with the nosebleed seats in the front. We could’ve fit into the back separately, but Sam would’ve become possessive and would’ve tried to sit on my lap to fit. So here I am with the bus driver right in front of me giving me the evil eye, like she thinks that me and Sam are the conspirators responsible for the many spitballs on the back of her headrest (which is totally untrue, we’re only responsible for about two of them).  Maybe her football coach boyfriend left her for his cleaning lady, too.


Sam hasn’t said anything since I towed her out of the bathroom. I’m becoming agitated. It’s like she believes she’s invisible too. The thing with Sam is, she doesn’t mind Madison yelling at her. She just hates being ignored. She doesn’t care about how people react to her, but she wants them to do something. Being disregarded is her greatest fear. 


This is it. It is my duty to locate that lost candy gram, and prove it to Madison that Sam did send her a candy gram. I’m going to have to read a lot of Agatha Christie to pull this off. Boy does Sam owe me for this. 

***

Dear Diary,


Today I got to school early. My first objective was to get into the mailroom and see if the candy gram happened to just fall out of the mail bin. I searched all over that room and I couldn’t find the candy gram. You know what this means. Someone did steal it.


Okay, maybe that’s a still a little extreme. But, candy grams don’t just climb out of a bin and walk away. Maybe the person that distributed the candy grams gave it to the wrong person. If that’s true, that person should bravely come forward, and save Sam and me from years of therapy. 


Madison is looking over my shoulder. More later.

***

Dear Diary,


During lunch I remembered to go to Mr. Gomez’s room and ask to be excused from last night’s homework. Thankfully, he was so embarrassed from yesterday that he actually agreed. That’s one thing down. 


During second hour, Ms. Bates said that the journal I turned in today seemed a little more troubled than my usually brilliant assignments. She may have said it a little differently. HECK YEAH I’M TROUBLED! I’m trying to save my friend’s happiness! 


I should have my own reality show where I just go around picking random people who’ve been brought down a peg by the Madisons of the world, and I would work a miracle to make their lives amazing, like Stacy London. It could happen. 


Uh oh, Ms. Harrison is looking at me and her eye is twitching. She doesn’t like it when I write in my diary during her class. Like the food pyramid is so important. Why, oh why did I have to take health this semester??


If I had chosen second-semester, I’d get mild mannered Ms. Peach, who lets you chew gum during class. Once in Ms. Harrison’s class, I was thinking about a gum commercial (it’s really that boring in that class) and when I snapped out of it Sam was pinching me, and Ms. Harrison was giving me a look. 


I hope this all blows over soon and I can find who sent me the candy gram. Of course by then, Madison will have made me a leper and that person will never admit to it double sigh. 

***

Dear Diary, 


I nearly forgot to pick Sam up from the ladies’ bathroom today, so we ended up walking home. All I can say is thank you for sensible shoes. Sam and I live right next to each other so I didn’t have to go out of my way. I’m glad I didn’t because I probably would’ve offended her in her fragile state. I know she’s in pain, but does she have to be so darn disagreeable?? 


She was never easy to be around, but now she’s just plain rude. She’d better watch it or maybe I’ll just side with Madison and decide not to become a social pariah for her benefit. Maybe I’ll just let her wallow in her self-hate and regret. 


But, of course I won’t because I’m too nice. 


Anyway she was super-rude on the way home.


A typical Sam to Annabelle conversation:

-Why are you so stupid? Can’t you just remember your locker comb once, for a change? It’s your fault we have to walk.

-The fact that I had to drag you from the girls’ bathroom might’ve been the reason.


By the time I saw her freakishly yellow house (the hardware store was having a sale on the yellow paint they use on the roads), I was ready to leave her and hitchhike my way home. While I rooted around my backpack for my keys, my dad came home from work. My dad’s an accountant with an unfair paycheck. He prefers to be called a CPA because he thinks it sounds more professional (aka higher paycheck), but my motto is if it looks like a duck and quacks like a duck, it’s a duck. Since he’s the only accountant in our town with a diploma he didn’t get off of the internet, he feeds off of those too lazy to do their own taxes. That’s how we’re able to afford the nursery with the naked angels. 


Anyway, my dad waited for me to find my keys so we could go in. Inside, my mom was burping Tiffany. Despite what you might think, I actually like my baby sister. Would you be jealous of naked angels? I hope she won’t be forever emotionally scarred from the sight of them. I headed straight for my room to do my homework. My room is generically white because I didn’t want to choose one color, and my parents didn’t really go for the giant rainbow idea. So I have white. My mom really wants me to pick a color, but I don’t want to risk being emotionally unstable. Apparently, red makes you hungry. And blue makes you drowsy. All the other colors of the rainbow are just not me. I’m fine with white. My furniture is standard. I’m growing out of my bed, so we’re getting a new one soon. Everything’s super neat. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not nearly close to having OCD, but my mom is. Once, as an experiment, I put a sock under my mattress. When I came home from school, it wasn’t there anymore. I got it back the next day, clean and smelling like fabric softener.


I sat on my bed and did my homework until I finished everything. I watched a little TV, called Sam then Madison. Neither of them answered, but I figured that my peacekeeping job was done for the day. Then I curled up with a book and went to bed. I won’t bore you with details because, honestly, I don’t remember any. 

***

Dear Diary,


Who does she think she is? It’s three A.M. and the phone won’t stop ringing. Tiffany’s crying and my mom is frantic. My dad’s still asleep. He could sleep through a helicopter landing on our roof. I wish I could fall back asleep, but Sam and Madison keep calling. Apparently that peacekeeping job isn’t done yet. I have to answer. Problem is. I need to get myself ready if it’s Madison, and if it is her, I have to make sure my voice isn’t too harsh. If it’s Sam, I have to make sure my voice isn’t too soft, because nobody should be calling me at three A.M, unless they’ve figured out some bomb conspiracy against our school. Probably, they just can’t fall asleep. Once Madison called me when she couldn’t fall asleep, and I had to count sheep for her. AND STAY AWAKE! Who can stay awake while they’re counting sheep? Apparently Madison can, because she kept banging her phone against her nightstand so I’d wake up. Apparently “56 sheep” do the trick. It never fails.


I should probably answer… Naahhhh..

***

Dear Diary,


I should’ve answered. Sam’s ignoring me, and Madison gave me a lecture (“When a person calls you more than three times during a half an hour, it’s usually urgent!”). Urgent can go where the sun don’t shine. I have bags under my eyes! I’m supposed to be youthful! My mom says that people with bags under their eyes that are under twenty-three are having “home issues”. She has bags under her eyes too since dad doesn’t wake up to change the baby’s diaper at night.

***

Dear Diary, 


Do you ever end up wishing that you’d done something differently? Today at lunch I did a bad thing. In retrospect, I suppose it was a long time coming. I accidentally started a rumor about Madison. Unlike most rumors, this one’s actually true. 

In the second grade, Madison always acted all high and mighty. Right now, I guess she acted that way because we treated her that way (we still do). Anyway, she was always talking about she had special feet that she need to have tons of doctor’s appointments for. One day, as we were hanging upside down from the monkey bars, she told me why her feet were so special. I don’t know why she told me. Maybe it was the monkey bars that gave her the feeling of bonding.

In the fifth grade, she was gone for a week having some sort of surgery, then bed rest. A lot of people were saying that she was getting a nose job (which she did later) and she let them think that because it was a lot more glamorous than the real reason. She was getting her bunions removed. I was the only one who knew because she’d told me that she had foot surgery. She didn’t tell me what type of foot surgery, but, eventually, I put two and two together and came up with bunion removal. I never told. 

Today at lunch, I told Sam about the bunion story to make her feel better. At the time it seemed like such a good idea, but now I just really want to smack myself in the forehead. Repeatedly. 

After I told Sam, she stopped moaning and her head rose really slowly. She gave me this weird stare with a Cheshire cat grin and was like: “REEEEEAAAAAAAAALLLLLLYYYYYYY?”

I knew that it was a mistake. By the end of fourth hour, everyone was buzzing, and Madison was still oblivious. 

It’s killing me not knowing who gave me the candy gram. I hope it isn’t that guy in my math class who always gets so upset when the teacher runs out of pencils to give out. He just sits at his desk staring at his pencil-less hand and glaring at his pen. It’s sort of sad.

***

Dear Diary,


Madison found out. Thankfully, she forgot about the monkey bars and doesn’t know that I’m the one who did it. I thought about telling her just to see what she’d do, but I think I have a pretty good idea. And, excuse me, but I like where my throat currently is. 


I’m going to stay away from her for a while and let her cool off. Sam was just standing at the end of the hallway watching the entire school with her Cheshire cat grin like Regina Georges in that one scene in Mean Girls. It was creepy, but we still sat next to each other on the bus. We didn’t say much. Her, because of self satisfaction, and, me, because of terror. I didn’t know that Sam could be so…revengeful. 


I guess Madison deserved it, but I would’ve eaten my arm before doing anything bad to Madison. 


Once I got home, I went into Tiffany’s nursery and started talking to her. I started doing this when she was born because I read on the Internet that it helps her brain develop. My parents obviously did nothing to help my brain develop, and that’s probably why I’m so messed up. But, Tiffany will be different. Nowadays, I talk to her more for therapy. She doesn’t understand anything so I can say EXACTLY what I’m thinking. It’s very therapeutical.


I told her about stupid things that happened in class today, Ms. Harrison’s breakdown in the cafeteria, and, finally, about the rumor. While I was talking about the bunion rumor, she got really quiet like she knew the seriousness of the situation. I was pleased because I thought it was a sign that her brain was developing well…but it turned out that she was just sleeping. I had bored her to sleep with my life. At least she was smart enough to ignore me.

***

Dear Diary, 

Madison found out that Sam was the one who told everyone about the bunion surgery. After P.E, they had a showdown in the girls’ locker room. I was in the showers when it happened but I heard about it afterward from Madison, Sam, and the rest of the school. It went down like this:

M- Samson, I understand that your life is boring and filled with dishonesty, but you shouldn’t go around spreading false accusations.

S- Madison, I understand that your life is small and insignificant, but you shouldn’t go around telling people lies. I merely used my journalistic efforts to make light of one of your many lies. 

M- Samson, I did not appreciate your journalistic efforts and I would like to know just how you found out about my special feet predicament.

S- I had a very trustworthy source that wishes to stay anonymous, and my journalistic efforts will never stop, I am not sorry to say. 


This was the polite version of what really happened. If I told you what they were really saying, I’d probably have to fan you with your recycled pages to revive you when you pass out.  


When I heard that Madison asked who told, I got really nervous, but everyone said that Sam didn’t tell. At least she didn’t bring me down with her.

***

Dear Diary,



Something really weird happened today. Sam asked me if I got her candy gram. I told her I got a candy gram, but not one from her. I also added “I THOUGHT YOU FORGOT YOUR MONEY!” 


To which she answered: “Of course I didn’t, I’m not stupid. I just decided to give it to you at the last minute.” And then she walked away. 


I ran after her until she stopped at her house and asked, very confused “What?”


“YOU GAVE ME A CANDY GRAM?!”


“Annabelle, I’m two feet away from you, you don’t need to raise your voice. And yes, I did give you a candy gram. A whole lot of good it did me.”


“B-but the candy gram wasn’t signed.”


“It wasn’t? That’s weird. That’s also NOT MY PROBLEM.” She then switched the topic and asked if I wanted to come in to do our homework together. 


“Homework? I don’t want to do HOMEWORK! I want to talk about this!”


She sighed and said, “Okay, I used my money to send YOU a candy gram, not Madison. I didn’t actually think that she’d notice. But, I definitely signed my name.”


“Why did you send me a candy gram, and not Madison?”


“I remembered last year when you were so upset that nobody sent you a candy gram, except for your mom, and I decided to try to make you happy this year. A HUGE mistake, by the way.”


“Thanks.”


She grinned “Maybe not that big of a mistake. Something bad did finally happen to Madison. Hey, if you’re not going to come in, can I go to your house? My parents are freezing each other out and your mom’s a better cook.”


“Sure, hope you don’t mind changing Tiff’s diaper.” 


“At least you don’t have a baby brother. Don’t they shoot pee?”

***

Dear Diary,


It’s pretty obvious that the candy gram Sam sent me and the one that I received aren’t the same one. I got an idea. I decided to put an ad in the school paper asking if anybody knew who had sent me my candy gram. Even though I know its Sam, I wanted to see if anybody would admit to changing the candy gram. This is either a really dumb idea, or a really good one. 

Today, I was going into the mailroom to check for clues again, and I heard crying. I hid behind a trashcan, and five minutes later, Ms. Harrison came out wiping her eyes. MS. HARRISON CRIES IN THE MAILROOM DURING HER BREAK. 

I should put an ad in the paper for Ms. Harrison. 

FEMALE HEALTH TEACHER SEARCHING FOR LIFE PARTNER. ALL

MALES INTERESTED IN DISCUSSING THE FOOD PYRAMID MAY

APPLY.

I would, but I don’t think she’d appreciate it very much.

***

Dear Diary,


Nobody replied to the ad, but you won’t believe what happened in Health class. Right before we were about to leave for lunch, Ms. Harrison asked me to stay behind. I thought that she had caught me writing in my diary, but it turned out that she wanted to talk to me for a different reason. 

Here’s how it went:

`
“Annabelle, I saw your ad in the paper.”


“Yes. I hope you did, I asked for it to be in bold.”


“This isn’t easy to say Annabelle, but I’m afraid that I tampered with your candy gram.”


“WHAT??”


“After you left…I was…”


She couldn’t get the word out, so I supplied the appropriate term for her “Crying.”


“HOW DID YOU KNOW THAT?”


“Wild guess. Go on.”


“Yes well, I’m afraid that I accidentally ruined your original candy gram, so I sent you one in place, but I couldn’t remember who sent it.”


“That’s okay Ms. Harrison, no harm done. Can I go to lunch now?”


“Er...yes. Please don’t tell anyone about…”


“The crying?”




“Yes, that.”


“Oh, I won’t tell anyone.” Except for Sam.

***

Dear Diary,


It’s all back to normal. Better than normal. Madison was knocked down a peg from the “bunion incident” and she’s treating people slightly better. Or, as well as she can, being Madison. 


Sam has more confidence (like she needed it). It can get slightly irritating sometimes (all the time), but I deal with it. Tiffany said her first word yesterday. She said “Bun…yun” to the confusion of my parents. I guess all that therapy really did help her brain develop. It’s the most original first word ever.


I’m just happy that it wasn’t the weird guy from Math class that sent me the candy gram. But, I did give the teacher a box of fifty pencils. When they run out, it makes me depressed too.

***

