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WHEN IT HAPPENS



FOR DERRICK,
who proves that soul mates

really do exist.
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The Visionaries
Anne Rivers Gunton, who saw my destination from way
down the road; Regina Hayes, who knew the best path to
travel; Jill Davis, who noticed there was a journey in the
first place

TheYin
Laila Dadvand, for always knowing our fate; Allison
Granberry, who will never ever settle; Sara Dhom, sum-
mer camp goddess extraordinaire; Nancy Bennett, the most
awesome science teacher in this solar system; Michelle
Shaw, my soul sister in the search for true love; Eileen
Harvey, the sweetest Gram that ever was

The Yang

Jim Downs, for your unwavering support, all those walks,
and believing in trust; Tim Stockert, a fabulous source of
positive light; Joe Torello, who understands about five-
dollar bills at Serendipity; George Pasles, the definition of
eccentric creativity; Mike Ippoliti, kindred organization
freak spirit; Shawn Lindaberry, for making Tobey the ideal
boy that he is



The Saviors

Chad Parker, for saving those original pages when they
morphed into rectangles; Andrew Hertzmark, boy-
behavior analyst expert; Sharon Gannon and David Life,
continuing to redefine New Year’s Eve; David Ippolito,
who helped me feel whole again, and for those magic
changes on The Hill; Shakti Gawain, meditation guru;
Universal Energy, for always showing me the way

The Sound
This would have been a different story without these
musicians, who always took me where I needed to go:
James Taylor, R.E.M., John Mayer, Eminem, Simon &
Garfunkel, Sting, Coldplay, John Lennon, Led Zeppelin,
Dave Matthews Band, Fleetwood Mac, and, of course,
The Cure.



CHAPTER |

last days of summer
august 28, 7:23 p.m.

“So.”

“Yeah?” I say. But I already know what she’s going to
say. She’s asked me the same exact question every day
this summer. And the answer is always no.

Maggie’s like, “Did he cali?”

“You need to get over yourself,” I say, “because it’s
not happening.”

The prospect of starting senior year next week with-
out a real boyfriend is the worst. Not some math dork
or physics geek I end up liking just because he’s there.
I mean a boyfriend who's everything I want. The whole
package.

“Sara,” Maggie says. “Do you realize what this
means?”

I decide to ignore her. Maggie has this idealistic
image of romance that I don’t think exists in real life. I
mean, I've been trying to believe it does all summer.

But Dave never called.



“This can only mean that he’s planning something
huge,” Maggie says.

“Colossal,” Laila says.

“So huge it’s gonna blow your mind,” Maggie says.

Dave’s this new guy who transferred to our school
from Colorado at the end of last year. This gorgeous
Greek-god type on the basketball team. Ever since he
sat next to me at the junior meeting—out of all the
prettier, more popular girls he could have sat next to—
I've been waiting for him to make a move. We talked a
few times after that, but nothing major happened. So
when he asked for my number on the last day of school,
of course I wrote it in his yearbook, thinking he was
going to call me like the next day. But then . . . nothing.
Maggie keeps insisting that he likes me, but if he’s so
interested, why didn't he call?

I hate that a boy is making me feel this way. And I
hate that I'm letting it happen.

I go, “Next topic!”

Maggie turns to Laila. “How long do you think it'll
take him to ask her out?”

“He’ll do it the first day,” Laila says. “Second, tops.”

“Can we get back to the game?” | say. “Can’t Fight
This Feeling” plays through the Putt-Putt Mini Golf
speaker system.

Laila goes, “Fine. Favorite scary-movie scene.”
“Oooh!” Maggie says. “That’s a good one!”
“I try,” Laila says.
I smack my hot-pink golf ball way too hard.

“I know mine,” Maggie says. “It’s from that one



Freddy movie where he’s under the girl’s bed? And he
slices through it and . . . like she falls underground or
something. I forget how it went. But I woke up with
scratches all down my neck.”

“Hey!” Laila says. “I remember that! Wasn't that,
like, in eighth grade?”

“I think so.”

“Wild," 1 say.

My golf ball bounces off a plastic pink flamingo
and, confused, rolls back to me.

Even though we're all best friends, we basically only
know each other about eighty-five percent. That's why
we made up the Game of Favorites. Once we got past
our standard favorites, we moved on to asking the most
random questions. Where you find out the meat-and-
potatoes stuff you usually never get to know about
another person.

I would go next, except the only scary-movie scene
I can think of is the one where Dave dies of laughter
over my even considering the remote possibility that he
might like me. So I tap Laila’s golf club with mine and
say, “I pass. Your turn.”

Laila has to think about this one. Her golf ball
glides past the flamingo and stops right next to the
hole. She plays mini golf perfectly. Just like she does
everything else perfectly. She even had the perfect sum-
mer, interning at Overlook Hospital. She’s going to be
a pediatrician. Every single person in her family is a
doctor. Except her brother. But that would be because
he’s eight.



“Okay,” Laila says. “Remember how we rented An
American Werewolf in London last Halloween?”

“Yeah?”

“And remember when they realize they're walking
on the moors when they’re not supposed to?”

“Um...” I glance at Maggie. She makes a face like,
I have no idea what this girl is talking about.

“So scary,” Laila says.

Maggie looks me over. “So how much weight did
you lose?” she asks.

“Like five pounds.”

“And what did you eat again?” Laila says.

“Just . . . you know. Less.” All I wanted to do was fit
into my jeans from tenth grade. And now I'm there.

“Don’t do that again.”

“Why not?”

“If you had any idea how much starving yourself
damages your metabolism—"

“Hey, Laila?”

“Yeah?”

“But I look good, right?”

“Yeah.”

“So there you go,” I say. “And I didn’t starve myself.
I ate stuff.”

“Like what?” Maggie says. “Iwo rice cakes and a
carrot?”

“For your information I also had some lettuce.” The
truth is, I imposed a personal embargo against my daily
Dunkin’ Donuts fix. But Laila and Maggie don’t know

how bad my addiction to icing was, and I'm embar-



rassed to admit it. It's shocking what cutting out junk
food can do for you.

We walk over to the next course that has this impos-
sible windmill.

“Okay,” Maggie says. “Goals for senior year.”

“Simple,” Laila says. “I'm going to be valedictorian.”

“Oh, what, salutatorian isn’t good enough?”

“No. It’s not.”

Laila’s always had this problem with being second
at anything. Her dad is this total control freak. Laila
can’t do anything after school and she’s only allowed to
go out on weekends and she can’t even date anyone. |
don’t know how she survives.

“Actually?” I say. “You're supposed to state your affir-
mations in the present tense. As in, I am valedictorian.”
I've been reading this book called Creative Visualization.
It’s all about creating the life you want by imagining that
it already exists. Since my second goal this year is to
achieve inner peace, I'm focusing on what I want my life
to be.

Laila’s like, “Wait. Is that more of your Zen enlight-
enment hoo-ha?”

“Yeah,” I tell her. “It is. And it works.”

“Well, good luck overcoming the legacy of Michelle,”
Maggie tells Laila.

“Seriously, it’s like she has this special-order brain
that comes preprogrammed with every piece of useless
information you need to ace high school.” I rub my golf
club on the plastic grass. “But if anyone can beat her,

it's you. You go.”



“Thank you, 1 think I will. Next?”

“I'll go,” Maggie says. “I want to be smart.”

“You're already smart!” I insist.

“No, I'm not. Not like you guys.”

I concentrate on examining the waterfall at the end
of the course. Because what she’s saying is kind of true.
Not that we would ever tell her. It doesn’t even matter,
though. I'd trade my brain for Maggie’s body in a sec-
ond. Not only is she a drop-dead gorgeous blonde, but
she’s had a string of drop-dead gorgeous boyfriends
since seventh grade. Maggie also has more clothes than
anyone I know, including the popular crowd. She was
even friends with them until junior high. As long as you
meet their two requirements of being beautiful and
rich, you're considered privileged enough to hang out
with the inner circle. But Maggie’s also sweet and loyal
and will fiercely defend me to anyone who looks at me
the way they did. They even told her to stop being
friends with me because it was damaging her reputa-
tion. Good thing Maggie iced them. And 'm embar-
rassed to admit it, but their rejection still hurts.

“I'll prove it,” Maggie says. “Who'd you get for his-
tory?”

“Mr. Sumner,” I say.

“See? I got Mr. Martin. They even have smart and
stupid history!”

“You're not stupid!” we both yell together.

“Whatever.”

“So,” I say. “How—not that you aren't already smart

because you are—but how are you going to do that?”



“You'll see,” Maggie says. “Okay, Sara. What’s your
goal?”

Here’s the thing: I want to reinvent myself this year.
I've been a nerd since forever. My life for the past three
years has been the same tired routine. Same honors
classes with the same set of ten kids, same endless piles
of homework, same waking up the next day to do it all
over again. I'm tired of waiting for my life to begin.
Something has to happen. Like an amazing boy. I know
he’s out there. I just have to find him. And it would be
awesome if that boy was Dave.

“I'm going to find a real boyfriend,” I say. “Someone
who's the whole package.”

They both look at me.

I'm like, “What?”

“Nothing,” Laila says.

“What?"

“Nothing. Its just . . .”

“What?”

“I'm just wondering where you intend to find this
perfect male specimen. Haven't you already gone out
with all the halfway acceptable guys we know?”

“She’s only had two boyfriends,” Maggie says.

“Exactly. She’s exhausted the supply.”

“Yeah, well . . . that's why I'm thinking about getting
to know guys in other classes,” I say. “How random was
it that Dave sat next to me at the meeting? It just proves
that I could sit next to anyone 1 want. Like in assem-
blies and pep rallies and stuff.”

“You don'’t go to pep rallies,” Laila says.



“But I could! That’s the point!”

“Those guys aren’t smart enough for you,” Laila
says.

“Love isn’t based on intelligence,” Maggie huffs. “It
can happen with anyone.”

“Like who?” Laila demands.

“Hello!” Maggie yells. “Like Dave!”

I go, “Whose turn is it?” Because I don’t want to jinx
the Dave thing.

“It’s yours,” Maggie says.

For this one, you have to time your swing so your
ball goes in between the windmill slats. If you don't, it's
all over. Suddenly it feels really important for me to get
this. Like it’s a sign. If my ball gets past the windmill, it
means that Dave likes me. If it doesn't . . .

I position my golf ball.

I examine the windmill.

I think to the universe, Please make it real. Please
make it happen.

I move my golf ball to the right. And I swing.

It's a hole in one.



CHAPTER 2

first days of falling

september 1, 9:14 p.m.

Tomorrow is the first day of the rest of my life.

| finish the first set of curls with my thirty-pound free
weights. | examine my biceps for signs of bulk. | decide
they're huge. At least, compared to how they used to be. |
started lifting on the last day of school in an attempt to
improve the situation of my toothpick arms. | need to look
good onstage when my band starts playing serious gigs this
year. Everyone knows girls want a guy to be cut, with
pumped arms and veins popping out, arms that will flex as
he lifts himself on top of her....

But | digress.

| do three more sets of fifteen reps and examine my
arms again. Definite improvement. | do a hundred sit-ups
and fifty pushups and saunter into the bathroom like 'm
the biggest stud ever. But this facade shatters when | catch
an accidental flash of my reflection in the mirror.

| usually avoid the mirror as much as possible. | some-
how developed an insane hope that working out would



also improve the condition of my face. | always get zits in
the most conspicuous locations, and the fluorescent bulbs
in here make me look burnt out like | smoke ten packs a
day. Attractive.

Furious, | get into the shower. | should have called her
over the summer. Yeah, right.To hear how loudly she would
have laughed at the prospect of such a slacker asking her
out? No, the way to go with this is to be friends with her
first. Be charming and notice details and give her tons of
attention. Girls love that. Then she won't be able to resist
me when we take it to the next level.

| turn off the water and grab a towel. I'll finally see her
tomorrow. Should | try talking to her right away? Or would
that look desperate?

I need to mellow out.

Back in my room, | chuck the towel on the floor and
pull on boxers. | wonder if she’s into boxers or briefs. Or
boxer briefs. Cynthia was a fan of the boxer briefs, but the
other girls I've hooked up with didn’t seem to have an
opinion. Then again, Cynthia was the only one | had sex
with. So maybe boxer briefs are a safe bet.

| peer into my dresser drawer at my ancient under-
wear. If | were seeing my underwear for the first time, what
would | think? It all looks kind of damaged. Do | need to
get new underwear?! | hate having to ask my mom to buy it
for me. Everyone wears underwear, but it’s humiliating to
admit this fact to your mother. Even if she does do my
laundry.

Suddenly | have a profound idea. | can buy my own
underwear! She doesn’t have to know anything! Why



