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Angelica was Chelsea’s best friend.

They were twin sisters, inseparable since the day
they were born.

They did everything together, confiding their
deepest secrets, staying up late into the night discuss-
ing the kids at school and the teachers they did or did
not like. Angelica was as close as a shadow to Chelsea;
wherever Chelsea went, Angelica was right by her
side. They even slept in the same bedroom, even
though they were twelve and there were enough bed-
rooms in the house for them to each have their own.

Chelsea didn’t know what she would do without
Angelica, and vice versa. It was a bond deeper than
friendship or even sisterhood. At times, it felt like they
were the same person.

Which was good, because Chelsea didn’t have
many friends outside of Angelica. Maybe because the
two of them were always off in their own little world,

playing games or sharing stories that no one else



understood. Chelsea had tried making friends in the
past, but these friendships always ended in tears, with
her running back to Angelica’s side. Angelica, who
was always there for her, ready to comfort her, ready
to tell her that it was the big bad world that was wrong,
or weird—not Chelsea. Deep down, Chelsea knew
that no one understood her like Angelica did.

There was only one problem.

Well, other people thought it was a problem—
Chelsea didn’t think it made much of a difference.

Angelica had died five years ago, when they were
seven.

But that didn’t stop her from sticking around.

Everyone thought that Chelsea was making
Angelica’s continued presence up. A coping mecha-
nism. An imaginary friend. No one else thought
Angelica was real.

Chelsea didn’t care what others thought.

She knew Angelica was real. She knew that her
sister would never, ever leave her side.

After all, Angelica promised she would always be
there.

To the very end.



Chelsea was terrified of starting sixth grade.

She knew it was a silly fear. After all, the only
thing that was changing was the school building,
and even that was only a few blocks away from her
old elementary school. She would still be with the
same classmates and still have the same amount of
homework. She would even know some of the teach-
ers, since her mom was a secretary there. But there
was something about the first day that set her nerves
on edge.

“It’s going to be okay,” Angelica said as they
walked to school.

“Are you sure?” Chelsea asked.

“Positive.” Angelica reached out and squeezed
Chelsea’s hand. “After all—you’ve got me!”

Chelsea smiled over to Angelica, then noticed a
kid on the other side of the street watching her. He
probably thought she was smiling at him.

She quickly looked away.



“Ignore him,” Angelica said. “He’s just jealous of
our friendship.”

Chelsea nodded and felt Angelica’s assurance
wash through her. Chelsea was the timid one of the
pair. She was the one who worried what people
thought, or choked up when giving an oral report, or
hid under the covers during a thunderstorm. She needed
Angelica’s strength almost as much as she needed her
friendship. Angelica seemed more than okay to be
that strength.

Which was good, because when they reached the
front steps of the school, Chelsea’s knees went weak.

“I don’t think I can do this,” she whispered as
crowds of kids surged past her. They all looked so
much older than her, so much cooler and meaner and
stronger. Even the kids she’d been in class with last year.

Was she the only one who hadn’t grown over the
summer?

“Sure, you can,” Angelica said. “You can do any-
thing you put your mind to. Especially with my help.”

Chelsea tried to open up to Angelica’s confidence—
sometimes she could feel what her sister fele—but at
that moment, it was hard. There were too many other
kids. Too many other thoughts and fears crowding
her brain. After a few concentrated moments she

began to sense it. A cool, calm confidence . . .
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At least, until someone slammed into her from
behind.

Chelsea fell to her knees, scraping her shin on the
rough concrete steps. Tears immediately filled her
eyes, even before she looked up to see her nemesis
towering over her.

“Move it, loser,” Riley said.

Then, to add insult to injury, Riley pulled out the
wad of gum she’d been chewing and tossed it at
Chelsea. It landed right in Chelsea’s hair.

Angelica balled her hands into fists. Chelsea knew
she was about to deck Riley, and quickly thought out,
Don’t!

Angelica glowered. But she didn’t punch Riley.

Chelsea didn’t know if Angelica even could punch
Riley, or if Riley would feel it. It was rare for Chelsea
to feel her sister’s touch, and only then if they were
both concentrating very hard. They’d tried in the past
to get Angelica to do things like move a fork or hold
their parents’ hands, but it had never worked. Chelsea
was the only one who could see and sense Angelica.

This wasn’t the first time that they both wished
that wasn’t the case.

Riley and her friends laughed as Chelsea picked
herself up. Chelsea put a hand to her knee, which was
bleeding. The other hand went to the gum tangled in
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her hair. She gave it a pull and winced as it tugged
at her scalp—it was really stuck. Angelica stood by her
side, watching with frustration, her gaze switching
between Chelsea and Riley. Angelica’s form blurred,
but it wasn’t because she was fading away like she
sometimes did when Chelsea was sleepy or concen-
trating elsewhere—she was blurring from the tears in
Chelsea’s eyes.

The first day of school, and this was already the
worst. Chelsea wished she could go back to summer
break. Back to hours spent reading, or watching their
favorite shows, or playing their favorite video games.
Just her and her sister, as it should be. She tugged once
more at the gum in her hair, felt it tangle deeper, and
truly started to cry.
“Chelsea, it’s okay!” Angelica called out, but
Chelsea didn’t hear her. What could her sister do to
help right now?

The world blurred as Chelsea ran through the
crowd and straight to the bathroom. Kids stopped to
stare or laugh at her as she ran. She ignored them.
Thankfully, the bathroom was empty, save for
Angelica. Chelsea let the door slam behind her and
broke down into fresh tears.

Angelica wasn’t crying. She was angry.

“I can’t believe she did that!” Angelica seethed.



“She’s such a bully! If I had my way, 'd—”

Chelsea tuned her out and focused on the task at
hand as best as she could. She grabbed some paper
towels and soaked them with soap and water, then
winced as she cleaned off her scrape.

“I need to get the gum out of my hair,” Chelsea
began. “I can’t start school looking like this.”

“I can—" Angelica began, then stopped.

There wasn’t anything she could do. Angelica
couldn’t lift up a pair of scissors. She was helpless.
Just like Chelsea was helpless against Riley.

“It’s okay,” Chelsea whispered. She pressed the
towels to her scrape. At least it had stopped bleeding.
“I just wish I knew why she hated me so much.”

Riley had been friends with Chelsea and Angelica
once. Best friends. Back when Angelica was still
alive. They all had sleepovers and playdates. But
then Riley had grown distant. And after a while, she
had grown mean.

Chelsea had made the mistake early on of telling
Riley she still saw Angelica. She insisted Angelica was
still around. Naively, she’d thought Riley would
believe her.

She didn’t. Just like everyone else in the school.

But unlike the others, who just treated Chelsea
like she was weird or infected, Riley took it as a
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personal offense. She was embarrassed she’d ever been
Chelsea’s friend.

“She’s just a bully,” Angelica reminded her sister.
“They don’t usually have a reason.”

They both jolted when the bathroom door opened.
A girl popped her head in. She had thick black hair
and broad glasses. Chelsea was positive she’d never
seen her before.

“Oh, sorry,” began the girl. “I’m Janette.”

“Hi? What do you want?” Chelsea said. It sounded
rude, and she didn’t mean for it to come out that way.
She was just honestly surprised that someone was
talking to her. Someone who wasn’t Angelica.

“Are you okay?” Janette asked. She stepped inside
and let the door close behind her. “I saw what those
girls did to you. That was really mean.”

“I’m fine,” Chelsea replied, dropping her head and
voice. “I’m used to it.”

“You shouldn’t have to be,” Janette said. She
walked over to the sinks and grabbed some paper
towels. “Here. Let me help.”

“It’s okay. I've got it.”

Janette smiled sadly. “You shouldn’t have to do
this alone.”

Chelsea felt her breath catch. Because she wasn’t
alone—Angelica was right there, beside her. She’d
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been there the whole time. Not that Janette would
ever know or understand that.

As usual when a conversation started with some-
one else, Chelsea looked over to Angelica to check out
her reaction. If Angelica thought the other person was
bad news, she didn’t hide it.

This time when Chelsea looked over, Angelica
was gone.

Chelsea’s heart flipped. It wasn’t the first time
Angelica had disappeared because someone else was
around, but it was the first time it had happened when
Chelsea really needed her presence. Suddenly, she felt
terribly alone. Janette seemed nice, but she was defi-
nitely a stranger. And Chelsea knew well enough that
eventually, everyone she met would laugh at her. She’d
tried making other friends after Riley, but even if
things started out fine, they eventually left or laughed
at her. She started to curl in on herself, waiting for
Janette to proclaim, Gotcha! and start saying mean
things about her.

Then Janette stepped over and held up the dry
paper towels.

“Here,” Janette said. “We’ll get that cleaned up,
and then I’ll try to get that gum out of your hair.
What’s your name, anyway?”

“Chelsea. Are you . . . are you new here?”



“Yup,” Janette said. “This place is a lot smaller
than my old school. But the girls seem just as mean.”

“That’s just Riley,” Chelsea said. “She’s always
mean.”

Janette sighed. “There’s one in every school.”

Then she smiled and handed Chelsea the dry
towels. Chelsea took them and smiled herself.

“It’s nice to meet you,” Chelsea said.

She was very surprised to realize that she meant it.
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