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For super best friends Shannon, Mary, Annette, Leilah, Michelle, Lisa, Shawn, and Carrie, of course


















Dear Diario,





During class today, I noticed that Makayla Miller, Alyssa Goldstein, and Olivia Lopez all had the same nail polish on. It seemed like every girl in my class did. They were whispering, but I heard them talking about a slumber party. I’ve never been to a slumber party, or even been invited to one.


I like nail polish, too. I use it for what my dad calls “creative expression.” When I have a soccer game, I paint my nails orange to match my uniform. When I’m happy, I sometimes paint my nails all the colors of the rainbow. Once, when I was sad, I used a permanent marker to draw frown faces on each finger, but Mom said that wasn’t a good idea at all. How was I supposed to know that permanent marker was, well, permanent?


I’m glad I have soccer practice tomorrow because soccer always makes me feel better.




Shalom,


Lola Levine
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Chapter One



The New Girl


“I wonder where Ms. Garcia is?” I ask Josh Blot as we walk into the second-grade classroom. Ms. Garcia is my favorite teacher ever. In fact, last week I wrote her an acrostic saying just that:




Magnificent


Smart






Great


Awesome


Respectful


Cool


I can’t think of a word that begins with I


Amazing





A poem is acrostic when each letter of a word begins each line in the poem. Guess who taught me that? Ms. Garcia! I taught my brother, Ben, how to write an acrostic, but I sure didn’t like his very much.




Loud voice


Ogre


Large ears


Afraid of me on the soccer field





Mom didn’t like it, either.


“Words are powerful,” she told Ben. Mom is a journalist for the newspaper, so she knows words are pretty important. She sat down with Ben, and they made another acrostic for me.




Lovely


Orange Smoothies soccer team


Lively


Afraid of me on the soccer field (just kidding)





That’s my brother.


“I saw Ms. Garcia in the front office talking to my mom and some girl I don’t know,” says Josh. I sure hope that Ms. Garcia isn’t in trouble. I usually am when I talk to Josh’s mom. Josh is my best friend, but his mom is the principal. I seem to get in trouble with Principal Blot a lot.


Ms. Garcia walks into our classroom just as the bell is ringing. She is not alone. She is walking next to a girl I’ve never seen before. The first thing I notice is that the girl is dressed in pink from head to toe. She has pink ribbons in her hair, a sweatshirt with pink slippers on it, and a skirt that looks sort of fluffy. Even her tennis shoes are pink! Her hair is long and black like my mom’s, and her eyes are brown like mine.
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“Class,” Ms. Garcia says, “I’d like to introduce you to Isabella Benitez, a new member of our class. Make sure you make Isabella feel welcome today!”


“Ms. Garcia,” the new girl says, “would you mind calling me Bella?”


“Of course not, Bella,” says Ms. Garcia. “You can sit here, between Lola and Alyssa.” Ms. Garcia always makes sure there’s at least one seat between Alyssa and me because we bug each other so much. Now the new girl sits between us.


“Hi,” says Alyssa, waving her hand. Bella waves back.


“I’m Lola!” I say, and she turns toward me.


“Lola is short for Dolores. My mom is from Peru—is yours, too? Do you speak Spanish? I do. My dad is from here. He’s Jewish. My mom’s Catholic. I’m both. Do you play soccer? I do. Are those bedroom slippers on your sweatshirt? Do you always wear pink? Don’t you get tired of it? It isn’t a very interesting color, in my opinion—”


“Lola, be quiet!” Alyssa interrupts, rolling her eyes. “You’ll get used to her,” she says to Bella.


“Actually,” Bella says, “these are ballet shoes, not bedroom slippers! And, for your information, pink is a very interesting color. It’s the color of bubble gum and cotton candy and bunny eyes and—”


“It’s also the color of my tongue,” Alyssa says, sticking her tongue out at me.


“That’s not nice, Alyssa!” I say loudly. Too loudly.


“Lola, please raise your hand if you have a question or comment,” Ms. Garcia says.


“Sorry,” I say, and try to sit quietly without fidgeting. Principal Blot once told me that I fidget too much. At first I didn’t understand what she meant, but I learned pretty quickly that “fidget” is just a fancy word for wiggling, jiggling, and swinging my legs.


“I’m a soccer player,” I explained to Principal Blot. “My legs like to move, even if I don’t tell them to.” I don’t think she believed me.


I try to get Bella’s attention again to tell her that I like cotton candy, too, but she stares straight ahead and doesn’t look at me even once.
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