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My House of Cards
I sat in the schoolyard under a tree with my small band of misfits fighting over the last pretzel. Holland grabbed my hand and attempted to bring the morsel to her mouth, but I was stronger than her. Thomas appeared out of nowhere behind us grabbing the pretzel from my hand and triumphantly danced away, popping it into his mouth. While the three of us squabbled over our lunches, an apparition appeared next to us. I nearly jumped out of my skin in surprise, but soon calmed down when I noticed that it was Emma. 

Ever since grade one, Emma and I had been closer than twins, we had done everything together, and shared every secrets with one another. Then a year ago, Emma had started acting strange. She stopped eating her favorite food, stopped watching her favorite movies, stopped talking to me, and then when grade 7 rolled around she stopped hanging out with me all together. Truthfully, I never knew why. What was so special about Emma anyways? It’s hard to think that the two of us had once been closer than two peas in a pod. Emma was pretty, blond, and skinny as a twig, not to mention that she was in four different types of dance. She was every girl’s role model in school, and every boy’s crush.

I bit my lip. The ghost-like girl was sitting beside me, like she too, wanted to hide from the world. She was curled in on herself, doing her best to go unnoticed. I couldn’t help but have a fleeting moment of pity for her. I smiled at her, a sharp wry smile.

Sighing, I tried my best to not grow annoyed by Emma’s presence and sent her a questioning look.

Emma flushed and glanced around, probably to make sure that no one was watching. “Would you like to come to my birthday party? I… I know that I haven’t been the nicest to you and I want to make it up, so I’m inviting you to my birthday party. It’s a sleep over and only a few close friends are coming. You have to come. No saying no.” and with that, the wisp of a girl danced away, leaving me and my troupe slightly flabbergasted.

*

*

*

“Are you sure, you want to do this?” My mum asked, looking concerned. 

Taking a deep breath, I nodded. I needed to know if Emma was sincere.  I was standing outside her house at the front door on her porch, stirring the courage I would need to ring her doorbell. 

“Honey, if anything happens and you want to come home you can. We’re just a call away.” Mum promised, giving me a hug.

I knocked on the door and was answered with, “Not another one!” and looked up to find Matt glaring at me. His eyes softened when he saw me, and he smiled. “Maya! How are you doing? You’ve been holding up, right? It’s been a while, huh?”

Matt was large for his age, he looked down at me, his Rush tee already glittered with tape and confetti from the raging chaos inside. He ran a hand through his short blond hair and smiled, ushering me in. Matt was Emma’s older brother, and had always been kind to me when I was over at the Collins’.

The place had been hit by a hurricane of pre-teen girls in skinny jeans and with scanty pieces of cloth across their chests. Pillows and sleeping bags littered the floor in an array that would look like I had walked into Fabric Land if it had not been for the already empty bags of chips strewn carelessly across them.

Matt bent over and smiled at me, “hey, if the land of over-emotionals gets to much for you, come upstairs and we can play board games.”

I laughed and smiled gratefully at him, then surged forward into the sea of unknown. 

I knew immediately that I was the odd one out. The twelve other girls were all dressed in their Abercrombie-Fitch clothing, gossiping about other girls and clothes, while there I stood in the doorway in my turtleneck-knit sweater and baggy jeans. I clutched my Nintendo DS to my chest, and shrank into a corner hoping that Emma wouldn’t see me. Maybe I should take Matt up on his offer. I was about to turn around, when Rebecca, a pretty redhead, grinned when she saw me and smiled welcomingly at me.

“Heeeyyy, Emma, Maya’s here!” She sang.


Maybe this would be better than I thought.

*

*

*


 Yawns sang through the air, marking the hours that were ticking by. One by one, the girls were falling asleep. They looked so peaceful while asleep; nothing like the giggling bubbly dolls they were while awake. Yet, I was wide-awake, unable to fall asleep for fear of being pranked. I was on edge. All evening the girls had accepted me into their ranks, and for once in my life, I had been one of them. It was like a dream come true, but I kept on the edge of my seat through all of it, expecting to have it thrown in my face. 


Maybe I was wrong about them, about Emma. She had betrayed my trust. Abandoning me for the promise of fake friends. I mean I had opened up to her, told her my secrets and she left me in the schoolyard like an old gum wrapper. I had trusted her; she had been my best friend, and she left me. Sighing I rolled over in my sleeping bag and pulled out my Nintendo DS Lite, the black casing long since been sticker-a-fied and graffitied with my messy scrawl.  Turning the device on, I opened the app, Pictochat and started to doodle on the scratched touch screen. Moments later someone else joined my server; a KuteyKitty336.

KuteyKitty336: Hey wassup?
Pikachu<3: Nothing much. U?
KuteyKitty336: BORED! Everyone’s asleep! Meh, who r u?
I hesitated before answering. Should I? I poked my head out of the opening in my sleeping bag. Searching the hive of chrysalis’ I found one that had a light coming out of it. I bit my lip.

Pikachu<3: Emma?
After a moment, KuteyKitty336 responded.

KuteyKitty336: Yes?... Wait MAYA? :3 dude that u?

Pikachu<3: Yup…
KuteyKitty336: Hey um, I wanted to talk to u.
Pikachu<3: k?
KuteyKitty336: Look, I wnt u to kno, I am srry fr wot I did. Can u frgive me? PWEASE?

Could I forgive her? For what she did to me? She had told her friends one of my deepest secrets and humiliated me, subjecting me to the peer pressures of the pre-teen world, and she wanted me to forgive her? Did she mean it? If she meant it she would say it to my face; not over stupid Pictochat. I felt heated, like a water bottle left under the summer sun. Heated, dried, and nauseous. 

Pikachu<3: You think that I can forgive u after what u did? U broke my heart Ems, u were my best friend and I trusted u with my life!
A moment of silence passed and all that could be heard was the light breathing of twelve other lives cramped together on the floor. And for a moment I wondered if this was what an internment camp was like. 

KuteyKittey336: Oh, don’t be dramatic! Look @ the bright side~! I invited u to my party! C’mon M, I did this for u!
Pikachu<3: U mean u invited 17 girls that I don’t even know or like to your birthday party that you’re throwing for yourself so that u can have me suck up to u like every other dweeb here? Nuh-uh not happening Ems.
My words looked brave, but I was on the verge of tears. I felt so insulted! I was just another stepping-stone for her, on her journey to popularity. I hated her, and loved her all the same though. I wanted to befriend her all over again, I really did. I liked hanging out with her and her popular friends, but did I want to hang out with them and feel like I’m constantly being judged? Did I want to hang out with someone who I couldn’t actually trust? I felt like a cat and dog were fighting inside me. What would I do? 
KuteyKitty336: Psh, don’t even M, I gave u what u wanted: A taste of popularity! C’mon hon, if u changed yourself up a bit you could be prettier then me. But I mean, if you wanna stay with your group of unfortunate souls than dude its your choice.
Didn’t she feel the least bit threatened by the fact that I said no? I was completely bewildered and furious. She had no concept of the word “no”.

Pikachu<3: “sorry” doesn’t cut it.
KuetKitty336: well what do you want then?
Ok, take a deep breathe, in… out… ok. I needed to calm down. The small string that was inside me was stretching to the breaking point; every word was a knife slowly cutting away at the rope that tethered me to my pool of still waters. If this continued I’d go into a raging, storm and I didn’t want that. If Emma wanted a reaction, she wasn’t going to get one. 

Pikachu<3: Well maybe if you gave me a reason I could trust you again, but I doubt it Emma. 

Emma didn’t respond. Did she finally realize that her actions had hurt.

I stood up from my spot, collecting my things. Emma stirred from her spot and looked up at me. She looked so confused. She really did think that she was helping me. The confusion and hurt in her china blue eyes very much mirrored my own. Conflicted I stood there with my things. I at least wanted to know how the night was going to play out, and if I called my mum and she picked me up, I would never hear the end of it from Emma and her so-called friends.  

“Where are you going? You can’t just leave!” She hissed, her eyes growing red and her ears flaming up the way they do when she’s upset.

I looked down at Emma, in a literal and emotional sense. I really did love Emma, but I didn’t want to surround myself with people that I couldn’t be myself around.

With my free hand, I pointed my middle finger up in the air while the other four held a fist, “Bye Emma.”
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