



  [image: cover]






  




   




   




   




  [image: ]




  Dear Reader




  You don’t know how excited I am to be welcoming you to Genovia, home of the most not-ready-for-royalty princess ever, Amelia Mignonette Grimaldi Thermopolis Renaldo.




  It’s been fifteen years since we were allowed our first glimpse into the diaries of Princess Mia (and introduced to Genovia, that glittering little principality tucked along the sea

  between France and Italy), and so much has happened since then:




  We used to shop in stores. Now we shop online. Phones hung on the wall. Now we keep them in our pockets. We used to go to the record store. Now we download music.




  But where many things have changed since the original publication of The Princess Diaries series, most things have stayed the same:




  Struggling to pass Algebra. Fighting – and making up – with your best friend. Getting asked out by the boy you secretly like. Being forced to have dinner with your grandmother. Cats.

  Foreign princes attempting to overthrow the throne. High-school graduation. And real princesses!




  I hope you’ll accept my royal invitation to visit Genovia (and the world of The Princess Diaries). I just know you’re going to enjoy the trip.




  Much love
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  For my niece, Riley Sueham Cabot, another Princess-in-Training




  Many thanks to Beth Ader, Jennifer Brown, Barbara Cabot, Sarah Davies, Michele Jaffe, Laura Langlie and Fliss Stevens. Special thanks to Benjamin Egnatz, who wrote many of

  the songs/poems in this book, and also fed me while I was writing it.




  





  

    ‘The spirit and will of any child would have been entirely humbled and broken by the changes she has had to submit to. But, upon my word, she seems as little subdued as

    if – as if she were a princess.’


  




  A Little Princess, Frances Hodgson Burnett
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  Dear Dr Carl Jung,




  I realize that you will never read this letter, primarily because you are dead.




  But I feel compelled to write it anyway, because a few months ago during a particularly trying period in my life a nurse told me I need to be more verbal about my feelings.




  I know writing a letter to a dead person isn’t exactly being verbal, but my situation is such that there are very few people I can actually talk to about my problems. Mostly

  because those people are the ones causing my problems.




  The truth is, Dr Jung, I have been striving for fifteen and three-quarter years for self-actualization. You remember self-actualization, right? I mean, you should – you

  invented it.




  The thing is, every time I think I have self-actualization on the horizon, something comes along to mess it all up. Like this whole princess thing. I mean, just when I thought I

  couldn’t possibly become a bigger freak, POW! It turns out that I’m also a princess.




  Which I realize to many people does not seem like an actual problem. But I’d be very interested to see how THEY would react if every single spare moment of THEIR lives was

  taken up by lessons in being a royal from their eyelid-tattooed grandmother, getting stalked by the paparazzi or attending boring state functions with people who have never even heard of The

  OC, let alone know what’s going with Seth and Summer’s on-again-off-again romance.




  But the princess issue isn’t the only thing that’s put a wedge between me and my quest for self-actualization. Being the sole sane caretaker of my baby brother –

  who appears to have grave developmental problems, because at ten months he still cannot walk without holding on to someone’s (usually my) fingers (and while it is true that he has shown

  markedly advanced verbal skills for his age, knowing two words, ‘tuck’ – truck – and ‘kee’ – kitty – he uses them indiscriminately for all objects,

  not just trucks and cats) – hasn’t helped much either.




  But that isn’t all. How about the fact that I have been elected president of the student council of my school . . . but am nevertheless still one of the most unpopular people

  in said school?




  Or that I’ve finally figured out that I do have an actual talent (writing – in case you can’t tell from this letter), but I won’t be able to pursue a career

  in my field of choice, because I will be too busy ruling a small European principality? Not that, according to my English teacher, Ms Martinez, who says I have a problem with the overuse of

  adjectives in my descriptive essays, I’m ever going to get published, or even get a job as an assistant writer on a situation comedy.




  Or even that I finally won the love of the man of my dreams, only to have him so busy with his History of Dystopic Science Fiction in Film course that I hardly ever get to see

  him.




  Do you see where I’m coming from with all this? Every time self-actualization seems to be within my reach, it is cruelly snatched away by fate. Or my grandmother.




  I’m not complaining. I’m just saying . . . well, exactly how much does a human being have to endure before she can consider herself self-actualized?




  Because I really don’t think I can take any more.




  Do you have any tips on how I might achieve transcendence before my sixteenth birthday? Because I would really appreciate some.




  Thanks.




  Your friend,




  Mia Thermopolis




  PS Oh, yeah. I forgot. You’re dead. Sorry. Never mind about the tips thing. I guess I’ll just look some up online.




  





  Tuesday, March 2, after school, Gifted and Talented Room




  Bimonthly Meeting of the AEHS Student Government Officers




  Meeting Called to Order




  Attendance –




  Present:




  

    

      

        

          Mia Thermopolis, President




          Lilly Moscovitz, Vice-President




          Ling Su Wong, Treasurer




          Mrs Hill, Student Government Advisor




          Lars van der Hooten, personal bodyguard of HRH M. Thermopolis


        


      


    


  




  Absent: Tina Hakim Baba, Secretary, due to emergency retainer refitting after her little brother flushed her old one down the toilet




  (Which, by the way, is why I’m the one writing the minutes. Ling Su can’t, due to having ‘artist’ handwriting, which is very similar to

  ‘doctor’ handwriting, meaning it is actually indecipherable by the human eye. And Lilly claims she has carpal tunnel syndrome from typing out the short story she sent in to

  Sixteen magazine’s annual short-fiction contest.




  Or, I should say, the FIVE short stories she sent into Sixteen magazine’s annual short-fiction contest.




  I don’t know how she found the time to write FIVE stories. I barely had time to write ONE.




  Still, I think my story, ‘No More Corn!’, is pretty good. I mean, it has everything a short story SHOULD have in it: Romance. Pathos. Suicide. Corn. Who could ask for more?)




  Motion to Approve the Minutes from 15 February Meeting: APPROVED




  President’s Report: ‘My request that the school library remains open on weekends for the use of study groups was met with considerable resistance

  by school administration. Concerns raised were: cost of overtime for librarian, as well as cost of overtime for school security guard at entrance to check IDs and make sure people entering were, in

  fact, AEHS students, and not just random homeless people off the streets.’




  Vice-President’s Response: ‘The gym is kept open on the weekends for sports practices. Surely the security guard could check IDs of both student

  athletes and students who actually care about their grades. Also, don’t you think even a moderately intelligent security guard could tell the difference between random homeless people and

  AEHS students?’




  President’s Response to Vice-President’s Response: ‘I know. I mentioned this. Principal Gupta then reminded me that the athletics budget was

  determined some time ago, and that there is no weekend library budget. Also that the security guards were mainly hired for their size, not their intelligence.’




  Vice-President’s Response to President’s Response: ‘Well then, maybe Principal Gupta needs to be reminded that the vast majority of students

  at Albert Einstein High are not involved in sports, need that extra library time and that the budget needs to be reviewed. And that size isn’t everything.’




  President’s Response to the Response of the Vice-President’s Response to My Previous Statement: ‘Duh, Lilly, I did. She said she’d look

  into it.’




  (Why does Lilly have to be so adversarial during these meetings? It makes me look like I don’t have any authority whatsoever in front of Mrs Hill.




  I really thought she was over that whole thing about me not stepping down from office so that SHE could be President. I mean, that was MONTHS ago, and she seemed to forgive me once I got my dad

  to go on her TV show so she could interview him about European immigration policies.




  And, OK, it didn’t give her the ratings bounce she’d been hoping for.




  But Lilly Tells It Like It Is is still the most popular public access programme on Manhattan cable television – after that one with the Hell’s Angel who shows you how to

  cook over an exhaust pipe, I mean – even if those producers who optioned her show still haven’t managed to sell it to any major networks.)




  Vice-President’s Report: ‘The recycling bins have arrived and have been placed beside every regular trash can throughout the school. These are

  specialized bins that are divided into three sections – paper, bottles and cans, with a built-in mechanized crusher on the can side. Student use has been high. There is, however, a small

  problem with the stickers.’




  President’s Response: ‘What stickers?’




  Vice-President’s Response to President’s Response: ‘The ones across the lids of the recycling bins that say Paper, Cans and

  Battles.’




  President’s Response to Vice-President’s Response: ‘They say Paper, Cans and BOTTLES, not Battles.’




  Vice-President: ‘No they don’t. See?’




  President: ‘OK. Who proofed the stickers?’




  Vice-President: ‘That would have been the secretary. Who isn’t here.’




  Treasurer: ‘But it isn’t Tina’s fault – she’s been super-stressed about midterms.’




  President: ‘We need to order new stickers. Paper, Cans and Battles is unacceptable.’




  Treasurer: ‘We don’t have the money to order new stickers.’




  President: ‘Contact the vendor who supplied the stickers and inform them that they made a mistake that needs to be rectified immediately, and that

  because it was THEIR mistake there should be no charge.’




  Vice-President: ‘Excuse me, Mia, but are you writing the minutes of this meeting in your JOURNAL?’




  President: ‘Yes. So what?’




  Vice-President: ‘So don’t you have a special student government notebook?’




  President: ‘Yes. But I sort of lost it. Don’t worry, I’m going to transcribe the minutes into my computer once I get home. I’ll give

  you all printouts tomorrow.’




  Vice-President: ‘You LOST your student government notebook?’




  President: ‘Well, not exactly. I mean, I have a pretty good idea where it is. It’s just not accessible at this time.’




  Vice-President: ‘And why would that be?’




  President: ‘Because I left it in your brother’s dorm room.’




  Vice-President: ‘What were you doing with the student government notebook in my brother’s dorm room?’




  President: ‘I was just visiting him, OK?’




  Vice-President: ‘Was that ALL you were doing? Just VISITING him?’




  President: ‘Yes. Madame Treasurer, we are ready for your report now.’




  (OK, seriously. What’s with the, Was that ALL you were doing? You so know she was talking about S-E-X. And in front of Mrs Hill too! As if Lilly doesn’t

  know perfectly well where Michael and I stand on that subject!




  Could it be that maybe she’s nervous about ‘No More Corn!’ being better than any of her stories? No, that’s not possible. I mean, ‘No More Corn!’ IS about a

  sensitive young loner who becomes so distressed over the alienation he feels at the expensive Upper East Side prep school his parents send him to, as well as that of the school cafeteria’s

  insistence on putting corn in the chilli, ignoring his frequent requests to them not to do so, that he eventually jumps in front of the F train.




  But is this really a better plot than any of the ones in Lilly’s stories, which are all about young men and women coming to terms with their sexuality? I don’t know.




  I do know that Sixteen magazine doesn’t tend to publish stories with explicit sex scenes in them. I mean, it has articles about birth control and testimonials from girls

  who got STDs or had unwanted pregnancies or got sold into white slavery or whatever.




  But it never picks stories with stuff like that in it for its fiction contest.




  When I mentioned this to Lilly, though, she said they would probably make an exception if the story was good enough, which hers definitely are – according to her, anyway.




  I just hope Lilly’s expectations aren’t TOO unrealistic. Because, OK, one of the first rules of fiction is to write what you know, and I have never been a boy, hated corn or felt

  alienated enough to jump in front of an F train.




  But Lilly’s never had sex, and all FIVE of her stories have sex in them. In one of them, the heroine has sex with a TEACHER. You KNOW that’s not written from personal experience. I

  mean, except for Coach Wheeton, who is now engaged to Mademoiselle Klein and wouldn’t even LOOK at a student, there isn’t a single male teacher in this school anyone could remotely

  consider hot.




  Well, anyone except my mom, of course, who apparently found Mr G’s alleged hotness – EW – irresistible.)




  Treasurer’s Report: ‘We have no money left.’




  (Wait. WHAT DID LING SU SAY????)




  





  Tuesday, March 2, the Plaza, princess lessons




  Well, that’s it, then. The student government of Albert Einstein High is broke.




  Busted.




  Bankrupt.




  Tapped out.




  We’re the first government in the history of Albert Einstein High School to have run through their entire budget in only seven months, with three more still to go.




  The first government ever not to have enough money to rent Alice Tully Hall at Lincoln Center for the senior class’s commencement ceremony.




  And it’s apparently all my fault, for appointing an artist as treasurer.




  ‘I told you I’m no good with money!’ was all Ling Su kept repeating, over and over again. ‘I told you not to make me be treasurer! I told you to make Boris treasurer! But

  you wanted it to be all about Girl Power. Well, this girl is also an artist. And artists don’t know anything about balance sheets and fund revenues! We have more important things on our

  minds. Like making art, to stimulate the mind and senses.’




  ‘I knew we should have made Shameeka treasurer,’ Lilly groaned. Several times. Even though I reminded her, repeatedly, that Shameeka’s dad told her she is only allowed one

  extra-curricular activity per semester, and she’d already chosen cheerleading over student governing in a decision sure to haunt her in her quest to be the first African-American woman to be

  appointed to the Supreme Court.




  The thing is, it really isn’t Ling Su’s fault. I mean, I’m the president. If there is one thing I’ve learned from this princess business, it’s that with

  sovereignty comes responsibility: you can delegate all you want, but, ultimately, YOU’re the one who is going to pay the price if something goes awry.




  I should have been paying attention. I should have been more on top of things.




  I should have put the kibosh on the uber-expensive bins. I should have just made them get the regular blue ones. It was my idea to go for the ones with the built-in crusher.




  WHAT WAS I THINKING??? Why didn’t anyone try to stop me????




  Oh my God. I know what this is!




  It is my own personal presidential Bay of Pigs.




  Seriously. We learned all about the Bay of Pigs in World Civ. – where a group of military strategists back in the nineteen sixties came up with this plan to invade Cuba and overthrow

  Castro, and talked President Kennedy into agreeing to it, only to get to Cuba and find out they were outnumbered and also that no one had checked to make sure the mountains they were supposed to

  flee into for safety were actually on that side of the island (they weren’t).




  Many historians and sociologists have blamed the Bay of Pigs on an incidence of groupthink, a phenomenon that occurs when a group’s desire for unanimity makes them reluctant to actually

  check their facts – like when NASA refused to listen to the engineers’ warnings about the space shuttle Challenger, because they were so adamant about launching it by a certain

  date.




  This is clearly EXACTLY what went on with the recycling bins.




  Mrs Hill – who, if you really think about it, could be called a groupthink enabler . . . I mean, she didn’t exactly do a whole lot to try to stop us. The same could be said for Lars,

  for that matter, although ever since he got his new Sidekick he hardly ever pays attention in class anyway – refused to offer any workable solutions to the situation, such as a loan of the

  five grand we’re missing.




  Which, if you ask me, is a cop-out, given that, as our advisor, Mrs Hill is at least partly responsible for this debacle. I mean, yes, I am president, and ultimately the responsibility lies with

  me.




  Still, there is a reason we have an advisor. I am only fifteen years and ten months old. I should not have to shoulder the burden for ALL this. Mrs Hill should take SOME of the

  responsibility. Where was she when we blew our entire annual budget on top-of-the-line recycling bins with built-in crushers?




  I’ll tell you where: fuelling her American-flag-embroidered sweater addiction by watching the Home Shopping Network in the Teacher Lounge and paying absolutely no attention, that’s

  where!




  Oh, great. Grandmère just yelled at me.




  ‘Amelia, are you paying the slightest bit of attention to what I’m saying, or am I just speaking to myself?’




  ‘Of course I’m paying attention, Grandmère.’




  What I really need to do is start paying attention more in my economics class. Then maybe I might learn how to hang on to my money a little better.




  ‘I see,’ Grandmère said. ‘What was I saying, then?’




  ‘Um. I forgot.’




  ‘John Paul Reynolds-Abernathy the Fourth. Have you ever heard of him?’




  Oh, God. Not this again. Because Grandmère’s latest thing? She’s buying waterfront property.




  Only of course Grandmère couldn’t be happy just to own ordinary waterfront property. So she’s buying an island.




  That’s right. Her own island.




  The island of Genovia, to be exact.




  The real Genovia isn’t an island, but the one Grandmère is buying is. An island, I mean. It’s off the coast of Dubai, where this construction company has made a bunch of

  islands, clustered together into shapes you can see all the way up in the space shuttle. Like they made a couple of island clusters shaped like palm trees, called The Palm.




  Now they’re making one called The World. There are islands shaped like France and South Africa and India and even like New Jersey, which, when viewed from the sky, end up looking just like

  a map of the world, like this:
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  Obviously, the islands are not built to scale. Because then the island of Genovia would be the size of my bathroom. And India would be the size of Pennsylvania. All the islands are basically the

  same size – big enough to put a humongous estate with a couple of guest houses and a pool on – so people like Grandmère can buy an island shaped like the state or country of

  their choice, and then live on it, just like Tom Hanks did in the movie Castaway.




  Except that he didn’t do it by choice.




  Plus his island didn’t have a fifty-thousand-square-foot villa on it with a state-of-the-art security system and central air-conditioning and a pool with a waterfall in it, like

  Grandmère’s will.




  There’s just one problem with Grandmère’s island: she’s not the only bidder.




  ‘John Paul Reynolds-Abernathy the Fourth,’ she said again, all urgently. ‘Don’t tell me you don’t know him. He goes to your school!’




  ‘He goes to my school? But didn’t you say he’s bidding on the faux island of Genovia? That seems kind of hard to believe.’ I mean, I know I have the smallest allowance of

  anyone at AEHS, since my dad is worried about me morphing into someone like Lana Weinberger, who spends all her money bribing bouncers to let her into clubs she’s not old enough to get into

  legally yet (her rationale is that Lindsay Lohan does it, so why can’t she? Plus, Lana also has her own American Express card that she uses for everything – from lattes at Ho’s

  Deli to G-strings at Agent Provocateur – and her dad just pays the bill every month. Lana is so LUCKY).




  But still. Someone getting enough allowance to buy his own ISLAND?




  ‘Not the boy who goes to your school,’ Grandmère said tiredly when I remarked on this. ‘His FATHER.’ Grandmère’s eyelids, with their tattooed black

  liner, have squinted together, always a bad sign. ‘John Paul Reynolds-Abernathy the THIRD is bidding against me. His SON goes to your school. He is a grade ahead of you. Surely you know him.

  Apparently, he has theatrical ambitions – not unlike his father, who is a cigar-chomping, foul-mouthed producer.’




  ‘Sorry, Grandmère. I don’t know any John Paul Reynolds-Abernathy the Fourth. And I actually have something a little more important to worry about than whether or not you get

  your island,’ I informed her. ‘The fact is, I’m broke.’




  Grandmère brightened. She loves talking about money. Because that often leads to talking about shopping, which is her favourite hobby, besides drinking Sidecars and smoking.

  Grandmère is happiest when she can do all three at the same time. Sadly for her, with what she considers to be the fascist new smoking regulations in New York City, the only place she can

  smoke, drink and shop at the same time is at home, on the Net.




  ‘Is there something you want to buy, Amelia? Something a little more fashionable than those hideous combat boots you continue to wear, despite my assurances that they do not flatter the

  shape of your calves? Those lovely snakeskin Ferragamo loafers I showed you the other day, perhaps?’




  ‘I’m not PERSONALLY broke, Grandmère,’ I said. Although actually I am, since I only get twenty dollars a week allowance and out of that I have to pay for all my

  entertainment needs, and so my entire allowance can be wiped out by a single trip to the movies, if I splurge on ginkgo biloba rings AND a soda. God forbid my dad should offer ME an American

  Express card.




  Except that, judging by what happened with the recycling bins, I guess he’s probably right not to trust me with an unlimited line of credit.




  ‘I mean the student government of Albert Einstein High School is broke,’ I explained. ‘We went through our entire budget in seven months, instead of ten. Now we’re in big

  trouble, because we’re supposed to pay for the rental of Alice Tully Hall for the seniors’ commencement ceremony in June. Only we can’t, because we have no money whatsoever. Which

  means Amber Cheeseman, this year’s valedictorian, is going to kill me, most likely in a long and extremely painful manner.’




  In confiding this to Grandmère, I knew I was taking a certain amount of risk. Because the fact that we’re broke is this huge secret. Seriously. Lilly, Ling Su, Mrs Hill, Lars and I

  all swore on pain of death we wouldn’t tell anybody the truth about the student government’s empty coffers until we absolutely can’t avoid it any more. The last thing I need right

  now is an impeachment trial.




  And we all know Lana Weinberger would leap at any chance to get rid of me as student body leader. LANA’s dad would fork out over five grand without batting an eyelid if he thought it would

  help his precious baby daughter.




  MY relatives? Not so much.




  But there’s always the chance – remote, I know – that Grandmère might come through for me somehow. She’s done it before. I mean, for all I know, maybe she and

  Alice Tully were best friends back in college. Maybe all Grandmère has to do is make a phone call, and I can rent Alice Tully Hall for FREE!!!!




  Only Grandmère didn’t look as if she was about to make any phone calls on my behalf any time soon. Especially when she started making tsk-tsking noises with her tongue.




  ‘I suppose you spent all the money on folderols and gewgaws,’ she said, not entirely disapprovingly.




  ‘If by folderols and gewgaws,’ I replied – I wondered if these were real words or if she’d suddenly begun speaking in tongues, and if so, should I call for her maid?

  – ‘you mean twenty-five high-tech recycling bins with individual compartments for paper, cans and bottles, with a built-in crushing device for the can part, not to mention three hundred

  electrophoresis kits for the bio lab, none of which I can return because, believe me, I already asked, then the answer is yes.’




  Grandmère looked very disappointed in me. You could tell she considered recycling bins a big waste of money.




  And I didn’t even MENTION the whole cans and battles sticker thing.




  ‘How much do you need?’ she asked in a deceptively casual voice.




  Wait. Was Grandmère about to do the unthinkable – float me a loan?




  No. Not possible.




  ‘Not much,’ I said, thinking this was WAY too good to be true. ‘Just five grand.’ Actually, five thousand, seven hundred and twenty-eight dollars, which is how much

  Lincoln Center charges campuses for the use of Alice Tully Hall, which seats a thousand. But I wasn’t about to quibble. I could raise the seven hundred and twenty-eight dollars somehow, if

  Grandmère was willing to fork out the five thousand.




  But alas. It was too good to be true.




  ‘Well, what do schools in your situation do when they need to raise money fast?’ Grandmère wanted to know.




  ‘I don’t know,’ I said. I couldn’t help feeling defeated. Also, I was lying (so what else is new?), because I knew perfectly well what schools in our situation did when

  they needed to raise money fast. We’d already discussed it, at length, during the student government meeting, after Ling Su’s shocking revelation about the state of our bank account.

  Mrs Hill hadn’t been willing to give us a loan (it’s doubtful she even has five grand socked away somewhere. I swear I’ve never seen her wear the same outfit twice.

  That’s a lot of Quacker Factory tunic sweaters on a teacher’s salary), but she’d been more than willing to show us some candle catalogues she had lying around.




  Seriously. That was her big suggestion. That we sell some candles.




  Lilly just looked at her and went, ‘Are you suggesting we open ourselves up to a nihilistic battle between the haves and the have-mores, à la Robert Cormier’s The

  Chocolate War, Mrs Hill? Because we all read that in English class, and we know perfectly well what happens when you dare to disturb the universe.’




  But Mrs Hill, looking insulted, said that we could have a contest to see who was able to sell the most candles without experiencing a complete breakdown in social mores or any particular

  nihilism.




  But when I looked through the candle catalogue and saw all the different scents – Strawberries ’n’ Cream! Cotton Candy! Sugar Cookie! – and colours you could buy, I

  experienced a secret nihilism all my own.




  Because, frankly, I’d rather have the senior class do to me what Obi Wan Kenobi did to Anakin Skywalker in Revenge of the Sith (i.e. cut off my legs with a light sabre and leave

  me to burn on the shores of a lava pit) than knock on my neighbour Ronnie’s door and ask her if she’d be interested in buying a Strawberries ’n’ Cream candle, moulded in the

  actual shape of a strawberry, for nine ninety-five.




  And, trust me, the senior class is CAPABLE of doing to me what Obi Wan did to Anakin. Especially Amber Cheeseman, who is this year’s senior class valedictorian, and who, even though she is

  much shorter than me, is a hapkido brown belt and could easily pound my face in. If she stood on a chair, that is, or had someone to hold her up so she could reach me.




  It was at that point in the student government meeting that I was forced to say, queasily, ‘Motion to adjourn,’ a motion which was fortunately unanimously passed by all in

  attendance.




  ‘Our advisor suggested we sell candles door to door,’ I told Grandmère, hoping she’d find the idea of her granddaughter peddling wax fruit replicas so repellent

  she’d throw open her chequebook and hand over five thousand smackers then and there.




  ‘Candles?’ Grandmère DID look a bit disturbed.




  But for the wrong reason.




  ‘I would think candy would be much easier to unload on the unsuspecting hordes in the office of a parent of the typical Albert Einstein High School student,’ she said.




  She was right, of course – although the operative word would be TYPICAL. I can’t really see my dad, who’s in Genovia at the moment, since Parliament’s in session, passing

  around a candle sales form and going, ‘Now, everyone, this is to raise money for my daughter’s school. Whoever buys the most candles will get an automatic knighthood.’




  ‘I’ll keep that in mind,’ I said. ‘Thanks, Grandmère.’




  Then she went off on John Paul Reynolds-Abernathy the Third again, and how she’s planning on hosting this huge charity event a week Wednesday to raise money in support of Genovian olive

  farmers (who are striking to protest new EU regulations that allow supermarkets to wield too much influence over prices), to impress the designers of The World, as well as all the other bidders,

  with her incredible generosity (who does she think she is, anyway? The Genovian Angelina Jolie?).




  Grandmère claims this will have everyone BEGGING her to live on the faux island of Genovia, leaving poor John Paul Reynolds-Abernathy the Third out in the cold, yadda yadda yadda.




  Which is all very well for Grandmère. I mean, she’ll soon have her own island to run away to. Where am I going to hide from the wrath of Amber Cheeseman when she finds out

  she’ll be giving her commencement address not from a podium on the stage of Alice Tully Hall, but in front of the salad bar at the Outback Steakhouse on West 23rd Street?




  





  Tuesday, March 2, the Loft




  Just when I thought my day couldn’t possibly get any worse, Mom handed me the mail as I walked in the door.




  Normally I like getting mail. Because normally I receive fun stuff in the mail, like the latest edition of Psychology Today, so I can see what new psychiatric disorder I might have.

  Then I have something besides whatever book we’re doing in English class (this month: O Pioneers! by Willa Cather. Yawn) to read in the bathtub before I go to sleep.




  But what my mom gave me when I walked through the door tonight wasn’t fun OR something I could read in the bathtub. Because it was way too short.




  ‘You got a letter from Sixteen magazine, Mia!’ Mom said all excitedly. ‘It must be about the contest!’




  Except that I could tell right away there was nothing to get excited about. I mean, that envelope clearly contained bad news. There was so obviously only one sheet of paper inside the

  envelope. If I had won, surely they’d have enclosed a contract, not to mention my prize money, right? When T. J. Burke’s story about his friend Dex’s death-by-avalanche got

  published in Powder magazine in ‘Aspen Extreme’, they sent him the ACTUAL magazine with his name emblazoned on the front cover. That’s how he found out he’d got

  published.




  The envelope my mom handed me clearly did not contain a copy of Sixteen magazine with my name emblazoned on the front cover, because it was much too thin.




  ‘Thanks,’ I said, taking the envelope from my mom and hoping she wouldn’t notice that I was about to cry.




  ‘What does it say?’ Mr Gianini wanted to know. He was at the dining table, feeding his son bits of hamburger, even though Rocky only has two teeth, one on top and one on the bottom,

  neither of which happen to be molars.




  It doesn’t seem to make any difference to anyone in my family, however, that Rocky doesn’t actually have the ability to chew solid food yet. He refuses to eat baby food – he

  wants to eat either what we or Fat Louie are eating and so he eats whatever my mom and Mr G are having for dinner, which is generally some meat product, and probably explains why Rocky is on the

  ninety-ninth percentile in size for his age. Despite my urgings, Mom and Mr G insist on feeding Rocky an unmitigated diet of things like General Tso’s chicken and beef lasagne, simply because

  he LIKES them.




  As if it is not bad enough that Fat Louie will eat only Chicken and Tuna Flaked Fancy Feast. My little brother is turning out to be a carnivore as well.




  And one day will doubtless grow up to be as tall as Shaquille O’Neal due to all the harmful antibiotics with which the meat industry pumps its products before it slaughters them.




  Although I fear Rocky will also have the intellect of Tweety Pie, because, despite all the Baby Mozart videos I have played for him, and the many, many hours I have spent reading such classics

  as Beatrix Potter’s Peter Rabbit and Dr Seuss’s Green Eggs and Ham aloud to him, Rocky doesn’t show any signs of interest in anything except throwing his dummy

  very hard at the wall; stomping around the Loft (with a pair of hands – usually mine – to hold him upright by the back of his OshKoshes . . . a practice which, by the way, is starting

  to cause me severe lower back pain); and shrieking ‘Tuck!’ and ‘Kee!’ in as loud a voice as possible.
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