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PART ONE: THE BEFORE TIMES

 A Fresh Start (Hahahahaha)
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YEAH, SO THANKS to my drug-addicted, unemployable, for-
mer comedian mom (for a comic, she’s sure a killjoy), we’ve moved 
from Toronto’s posh Rosedale area to ‘transitional’ Parkdale. It’s 
January and I know absolutely zero persons I’ll be at high school 
with during my last half year of it. 

 Great, right?
Day One at Queen Street Secondary. Lunch. I paste on a smile 

and point to an empty chair. “Anybody sitting here?” I ask a pretty 
but not mean-looking girl who could definitely snag a seat at the 
popular table if she wanted to, which tells me she’s nicer and more 
down to earth than the girls over there. 

“Nope,” she says. “Feel free.”
Yay! “Thanks,” I say, giving her a big (but not too) smile. Once 

in my seat, I reach into my lunch bag for the tuna sandwich I made 
myself last night. 

“I’m Molly Jones,” Pretty Girl says. “And this is Maddie Tate.”
Maddie’s face is harder, meaner than Molly’s. She gives me a 

barely perceptible nod.
“Hi, I’m Kelsey. Kendler.” I have no idea what else to say. Ugh, 

I’m way too dressed up. They look dubious.
 “Kendler? Are you related to Hannah?” Molly asks.
Now why did I say my last name? My stomach clenches. “Yeah. 

She’s my mom.”
“Oh, wow! Must be so great having such a cool mom! Like, ac-

tually cool, not Mean Girls cool.”
I smile at the joke, hoping I don’t look too pained. 
“I was addicted to Those Crazy Comics!” she says. “I’d love to 

meet her sometime!” 
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Haha, that’ll never happen. Kids of addicts don’t bring people 
home. We’re basically feral. I had a single friend at my old school: 
Makayla Cohen, spawn of actress-narcissist Rhonda Silver — we 
bonded instantly. Makayla’s currently in L.A. with Rhonda, and I 
think I’m feeling extra blue about the no-friends-at-school thing 
‘cause I can’t see her. Not that she loves in person get-togethers. 
Doesn’t phone or text all that much either. She’s an introvert par 
excellence, happiest when reading books about multiverses or ar-
tificial intelligence …

Ugh, why did I think socializing was a good idea?
“She’s pretty busy,” I finally answer Molly.
Now she’s looking at me a bit weirdly. Fab. Now it seems like I 

don’t want to invite her home. Which I don’t. 
“She works weird hours,” I add.
Her face relaxes. 
“Is your dad in show biz too?” Maddie asks. She’s been quiet till 

now. Looking for cracks in my story?
“Nope,” is all I say.  
“What does he do?” Molly asks.
Why are we only talking about my family? “He writes.” He calls 

himself a writer, anyway. “What about your folks?”
“Ugh, they’re so boring. A manicurist and a salesperson.”
So normal. Lucky.
Nope, can’t go there. I have a plan. I’ll get out soon.
“What grade are you in?” Maddie asks.
“Twelve.”
“Same as us!” Molly says.
“Why did you change schools in your last year?” Maddie de-

mands to know.
“We moved. My school wouldn’t let me stay.” I could have kept 

quiet about the move and stayed, but I kind of welcomed the 



I’M GOOD AND OTHER LIES 5

change after a bad couple years with Mom making a spectacle of 
herself at school events. When she bothered to show up. Which 
was rarely.

“What did y’all think of the game yesterday?” Maddie says. She 
fixes a narrow-eyed look at me. I tell myself I should give people 
the benefit of the doubt, not be so judge-y. (A thing kids of addicts 
become: hyper-vigilant. Yeah, I’ve read way too much.)

 The others wait for an answer.
 Is she talking about a school game? A Toronto team game? 

What sports are played in the winter? I have no idea.
 “Game?” is all I say.
 Molly jumps in, talking about some miraculous comeback 

in the third quarter. “Leave it to Luca Kitescu,” she adds. “That boy 
is as talented as he is fine.”

 “I hear he’s free,” Maddie says. “He finally broke up with 
Angel. Go get him, girl!”

“I would if I thought he liked athletes, but he likes the influencer 
wannabes. Oh, speak of the devils.”

It’s like one of those slow-mo movie scenes. Luca — beefy but 
muscular, with a Clark Kent vibe, complete with square-framed 
glasses and the most beautiful jawline I’ve ever seen — glides 
across the cafeteria floor and crosses paths with a girl who looks 
like a goddess and who I assume is Angel the Influencer Wannabe. 
They look at each other for a split second — time stops, etc. — 
then continue gliding. Tall, lithe Angel surveys the peasants at the 
tables she passes with stunning doe eyes. She doesn’t look mean 
either. Even smiles at Molly and Maddie and me as she goes by — 
the benevolent princess bestowing blessings on her subjects. Then 
she continues on her way, tossing her glossy brunette mane behind 
her. Luca sits at a jock table. Beside a guy I can tell from ten me-
tres away is a doofus and whose name, I’m told by Molly, is Will 
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Brown.
 Blerg. I have a sad history of doomed crushes. That can’t-

invite-people home thing. Plus, who wants to be with a judge-y, 
hyper-vigilant downer? 

Anyway, Angel looks like a supermodel at Coachella. There’s no 
way I can compete with that.  And I can’t get waylaid with distrac-
tions this year. Need to get good marks to get out of town.

“Yeah. She’s got a ton of Insta followers. Companies are starting 
to send her free stuff.”  Molly shows me Angel’s IG page on her 
phone. Her pics look like pro model shots. “She and Luca were 
together last year. Before that, there was Anika Jagger, who also 
has a huge following.”

It’s a little alarming how much this info crushes me. It isn’t like I 
didn’t already know Luca Kitescu was out of my league.

I sneak another glance at the subject of our discussion. She’s 
lowered herself gracefully onto a chair at a table full of other 
Coachella attendees.

“Must be nice to make money doing nothing,” Maddie says, fol-
lowing my glance. I look at her. Maybe her hardness comes from 
family stuff too. 

“Not nothing,” Molly says. “She’s working it. Don’t be a bad fem-
inist. It’s okay to like fashion.”

“Not working it like we are though — busting our asses doing 
school, sports, and crappy jobs.”

I focus on taking small bites of my tuna sandwich. (What was 
I thinking, putting in so much filling? So messy!) The conversa-
tion switches to the Olympics, and I have absolutely nothing to say 
about that, and I start to panic because I haven’t spoken in so long, 
but then the conversation turns back to Luca, and Molly turns to 
me and says, “Luca isn’t just a dumb jock. He’s super smart. A peer 
math tutor this year.” 
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“Oh, cool,” I say, thankful for something to say. “I might just get 
in touch with him. Algebra’s my Achilles Heel.” I’m not even lying 
— it is and I just might. Haha, I’m definitely a masochist.

“Hey,” Molly says a few minutes later as they all jump up to head 
to basketball practice (What do I do now?), “they’re still holding 
tryouts. You should come. You look like you’re in shape.”

I’ve always been thin. I’ve never been in shape. I wasn’t planning 
on getting involved in extra-currics here — cliques are already me-
ga-entrenched, my uni apps are already in, and I need a part-time 
job more than a new club to join. But do I want to sit here by my-
self when they leave? Most emphatically not. 

So I head to the gym after stopping at my locker and changing 
in the bathroom. (Where it sounds like no fewer than three girls 
are eating their lunches in stalls.)

“Great — you’re just in time to run five warmup laps with the 
others,” says the coach, Ms. Porter, so cheerfully after I introduce 
myself that I desperately want to please her. She’s a wholesome, 
no-makeup type with great posture.

How hard can it be? Every athlete you hear interviewed goes 
on about how it’s mind over matter, etc. If I just force myself to 
put one foot in front of the other and make myself keep going at a 
good pace, I’ll do fine, right?

I’m not sure why I block out the fact that I’ve always been a 
Phys. Ed disaster. I’m able to fake it for a couple of laps, and Ms. 
Porter smiles at me approvingly. I fall a little behind on the third 
lap and a lot behind on the fourth. 

The others look at me while they’re running. 
And of course, I don’t land a single basket when it’s my turn at 

the net because I’m five-foot-two.
 “I’m sorry, Kathy,” says Ms. Porter crisply when I’m done. 

“Maybe next year.”
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I don’t even bother to correct her, just nod and hurry into the 
change room before the others get there.

#bannerday


