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THE BRIDE AND GROOM WERE FACING EACH OTHER! It was almost time for the vows! A hush fell over the room.


That’s when I opened my mouth. It couldn’t be helped—I absolutely had to let it out.


I’m sorry, I thought, tears welling up in my eyes.


And then I did it.


I interrupted the wedding of the century.


—from Cordially Uninvited









You’re invited . . .


ELEVEN-YEAR-OLD CLAIRE MIGHT LIVE IN sleepy upstate New York, but she’s about to be a junior bridesmaid in the wedding of the century! Claire’s cousin Belle is engaged to the Prince of England, and Claire and her mom are heading to London for the royal ceremony.


Getting whisked away on a trans-Atlantic jet and thrown into a whirlwind of wedding activities would be a dream for any other girl, but Claire isn’t sure this is a match made in heaven. To make matters worse, another junior bridesmaid seems determined to sabotage the event! Can Claire put aside her own misgivings to save the day? What if there’s no such thing as happily ever after?


From award-winning author Jennifer Roy, this is a hilarious, heartfelt story about a girl who discovers that fairy tales may not exist, but sometimes there’s still a little magic to be found in real life.









    Jennifer Roy 


is the author of Yellow Star, which won a Boston Globe–Horn Book Honor Award for Excellence in Children’s Literature and a Sydney Taylor Honor Award. It was a National Jewish Book Awards finalist, an ALA Notable Book, School Library Journal Best Book, and an NYPL Best Book for Reading and Sharing. She is also the author of Mindblind, which was named a YALSA 2011 Best Fiction for Young Adults book, and, with Julia DeVillers, the coauthor of the twin-tastic Trading Faces series. Visit her at jenniferroy.com.
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The whole world was watching. Waiting. And then, it was time.


The organist began playing the traditional wedding march, and the entry doors opened.


The audience gasped. Framed in the doorway was the most famous bride on earth. She glided in on the arm of her father. Her long, thick auburn hair was up in a loose bun, with small pieces curling out to frame her glowing face. Her bouquet of white irises and pale peach roses was in full bloom. And, of course: The Dress. The dress that everyone would be talking about for weeks afterward.


Wow, I thought. I sneaked a peek at the groom. He was wearing full military uniform, looking polished and handsome. He was grinning. The bride and her father were coming closer, making their way toward the altar. When they reached the front, the bride’s father lifted her veil off her face and over her head and kissed her cheek. The bride leaned over to hand her bouquet to her best friend, the maid of honor.


And then the bride looked straight at me . . . and winked!


I gave her a little smile. I was standing perfectly still in the line of bridesmaids, but on the inside? Total jitters. If I hadn’t been gripping my own bouquet so hard, I’d have been biting my manicured nails. Thoughts were exploding in my head like fireworks. The evil plot! The love curse!


The moment had come. Would it end up in disaster, with the “I dos” becoming “I don’ts”? Or would goodness prevail, with my lovely, funny cousin marrying her prince and having her dreams come true?


I focused back on the ceremony. The bride and groom were facing each other. It was almost time for the vows! A hush fell over the room.


That’s when I opened my mouth. It couldn’t be helped—I absolutely had to let it out.


I’m sorry, I thought, tears welling up in my eyes.


And then I did it.


I interrupted the royal wedding of the century.
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A Week Earlier




ROYAL WEDDING COUNTDOWN:
Seven Days to Go





Dear Claire-Bear,


Can you believe it is nearly here? it seems as if I have been waiting forever! The family and fam-to-be are going utterly mad about all the details, but I am trying to stay above the fray. It seems more THEIR wedding, actually. But it will be MY marriage . . . well, OUR marriage, and after all the fuss, THAT will be the reward.


Oh, I’m so glad you will FINALLY get to meet my fiancé and see my lovely city. After all my secret undercover visits to your town, I will finally be able to acknowledge you in public!!!


My secret, darling Cousin Claire, coming all the way across the pond . . . just for little old me! I adore our correspondence–the feel of the pen on stationery, the scented sealing wax. So old-fashioned, but it’s also quite fun, don’t you think?


Must go–Mummy is shrieking about some nonsense. Love to all! Especially you!


XOXO


B.


“No,” I muttered, carefully putting the letter back in the envelope and flopping onto my bed. No, I could not believe there was only one more week until the wedding.


Until a wedding that I couldn’t tell anybody about. Not even my BFF Evie, who would absolutely D-I-E.


Not to mention all the kids at school. I would become instantly, miraculously popular. Then I’d have to hang out with Fake Farrah and her Poser Posse.


Hmm . . . maybe it was a good thing it was all hush-hush after all. Because if everybody in this tourist-trap town found out, it’d be the biggest news since the three-eyed frog was found in the lake. (It turned out to be a genetic mutant, not the result of toxic chemicals or anything, so the lake is safe to swim in.)


Anyway.


The news.


That I, Claire Gross (I know, really?) am closely related to Belle—the commoner who is marrying the prince and future king of . . .


“Claire!” my mother called from downstairs. “Dinner!”


“Okay, Mom!” I yelled back, not moving. I stared at a thick ivory card I held in my hands. It was embellished with a gold insignia. The fancy black print said “Cordially Invited.” An invitation coveted by millions but granted to only a select few.


And on it in elegant script was my mother’s name . . . and mine! My mother was invited to sit among the privileged rows of guests.


I was invited to be in the wedding party.


One would think I would be out-of-my-mind excited to be a royal bridesmaid.


One would be wrong.


BTW, I was a junior bridesmaid. The senior bridesmaids were Belle’s friends from University who were like in their twenties.


I’m almost twelve.


But that has nothing to do with why I wasn’t excited about the wedding.


It was because I wasn’t sure that there’s ever a “happily ever after.”


“Claire!” my mom called. “Dinner’s ready!”


“Coming!” I yelled.


But not quite yet.


I was lying on my bed in front of my laptop. I clicked save and print and shut my computer down.


While my printer spit out pages, I began clearing my stuff off the floor. There were books about the British monarchy—kings and queens, princes and, of course, princesses. I also had a travel guide to London, England, and a folder filled with royal trivia—past and present.


No, I wasn’t doing a research paper for history class.


Sput. The last page popped out into the paper tray. I grabbed my latest research and put it in the folder.


This folder held all the information I’d been collecting. It was stuffed full. If Belle truly became a real princess, I wanted to know as much as I could about what her new life would be like.


“Claire Elizabeth!” Mom’s voice made me jump a little. “Downstairs, now!”


“Okay!” I called. I put the folder on my desk and headed for dinner.


Walking downstairs, I heard a familiar high-pitched voice.


“It’s all so thrilling!” it squealed. “Isn’t it, Fred?”


“Umph,” another familiar voice grunted.


Fabulous. Fab. U. Lous.


My grandparents were here.


Okay. I love Gram and Grandpa. I’m happy they live only twenty minutes away. But tonight, the dinner table was going to be especially hard to deal with.


I braced myself and went into the kitchen.


“Darling!” Gram exclaimed. “We were just talking about you and the wedding!”


“When aren’t you talking about it?” my grandfather muttered, shoveling food into his mouth.


“We brought spaghetti,” Gram said. “Now, sit down and tell us everything.”


I sat down and immediately bit into a dinner roll.


“Claire’s dress arrives tomorrow!” my mom said, as she poured water into our glasses. Except Grandpa’s glass. He had already opened a can of soda pop, which I eyed enviously.


“Hello? Earth to Claire!” Mom squealed, as she ladled sauce on top of my angel hair. “Don’t you want to tell Gram about your dress?”


“Er, yeah.” I focused on twirling my pasta. I’d had three fittings for that dress, and each time was a horror. Imagine being in your underwear and having a strange lady putting a measuring tape around parts of your body that you’d rather not think about. Like my “bust,” as the sewing lady had called it. My nonexistent bust that wouldn’t keep the dress up. Which is why there were three fittings. They had to “modify” it for my unusual shape.


My cheeks were probably as red as the sauce just thinking about it.


“I just hope everything is all right over there,” Gram said.


I stopped chewing. “What do you mean?” My stomach started to lurch, as I swallowed hard and peered over at Gram, who was fishing for something in the side pocket of her enormous purse.


“I mean this!” Gram said, slapping a magazine down on the table.


“‘Will They or Won’t They?’” My mother read the headline aloud. “‘Prince Caught Kissing Other Girl! Royal Wedding in Chaos!’”


“Guys,” I groaned. “That’s a tabloid. Just a ridiculous gossip magazine!” I did, however, lean over and peek at the cover photo. Hmm . . . probably Photoshopped. I hoped.


See, over the years that prince fellow had given me reasons to wonder if he was truly THE ONE for Belle.


I knew that my cousin could make her own decisions. I should probably mind my own business. But Belle was THE nicest person I knew, and I had seen her get hurt before. And heartbreak ain’t pretty. And when it became global gossip, it was downright humiliating.


Like the time he broke up with Belle, saying he was too young and needed some space. That lasted a whole month!


Or the second time he broke up with her, and they told the world they were just on a break. Yeah—a HEARTbreak, for my cousin. I saw the tears.


Okay. Those happened years ago. My mother said that people their age do dumb things. (Like her marrying my father. One more reason that I am skeptical about marriage.)


And to make it all worse—as they always do—the tabloids and gossip blogs came up with embarrassing things to say about Belle and the prince’s eight-year relationship: PRINCE TARRIES TO MARRY! SHE’S STILL RINGLESS AND KINGLESS! They nicknamed her NO-WEDDING BELLES.


If the prince really wanted to be with her, wouldn’t he put a “ring on it”?


And then . . . he did. And what a ring! A ginormous emerald (her birthstone) surrounded by diamonds.


Belle promised me that I would adore (her word) the prince, and that I could trust him to be a loyal and good husband.


“‘Prince’s Great-Great-Grandmum’s Ghost Nixes Nuptials!’” Mom interrupted my thoughts and held up a magazine. “Oh, no!”


“That’s bad,” Gram said grimly.


Hello? Duh?


“If the prince’s ancestors are against the wedding, it would be heartbreaking,” Mom wailed. “What could she possibly have against our Belle?”


“Ancestors can be difficult,” my Grandmother nodded sagely.


“And so can mothers!” I practically shouted. “And grandmothers!”


That got their attention.


“Respect your elders,” said Grandpa. Then he belched.


Right.


“Sorry,” I said. “But over half of marriages fail these days. How do we know the prince is good enough for her? What if he ends up breaking her heart?”


“Oh, Claire-Bear,” Gram said. “Everything will be fine. He’s a prince!”


“Claire is just being dramatic,” Mom said, “when she should just be enjoying herself. Why, a royal marriage is simply so romantic!”


“Not always,” I informed them. “Jane, the Nine Days’ Queen, thought so until she was executed at the Tower of London just months after she married Edward the Sixth in 1554. And Anne Boleyn? Beheaded by order of King Henry the Eighth in 1536? Or what about—”


“Pffft . . .” Mom said. “Ancient history.”


“And more recent history,” I reminded her. “Scandals and divorces and dysfunctional people . . .”


“And deadbeat Hollywood hippies,” my grandfather muttered.


“Dad, what on earth are you babbling about?” Mom said. I knew exactly who he meant. My mom—of all people—should be more cynical about weddings.


“Reality,” I sighed, spearing a meatball. Ooh. Spicy. I reached for my drinking glass.


“Oh, Debra,” Gram said. “All children go through phases.”


I sputtered, choking a little on the water I was chugging. “I’m just interested in royal families. Historically.”


“It was much sweeter when you were into Disney princesses,” Mom sighed.


I was a little kid then. What did I know? That was before I’d found out the truth about “happily ever after.” I had seen enough Lifetime Channel specials, with my mom sobbing on the couch next to me, to know the reality. The horrible real-life endings.


“It’s just that too many marriages start out so good,” I sighed. “And then end up so tragic. It’s like romance is cursed!”


“Claire-Bear,” Mom put a protective hand on my shoulder. “I know you think you know what you’re talking about. But there is no curse.”


“Because if there were,” Gram said. “It would be right here.”


She pointed at the tabloids.


“There has been no mention of any romantic curse in Star, the National Enquirer, or the Globe.” Gram said. “If it were real, it would be in the news.”


“I didn’t mean a literal curse,” I said.


I looked from my mother to my grandmother. Both reddish blonde, both blue-eyed, both in denial. They just didn’t get it.


I got my medium brown hair and brown eyes from my father. He’d left when I was a baby to go to Hollywood to “pursue his acting career.” Grayson Gross. Of course, eleven years later and no one had ever heard of him. And I rarely heard from him. Except when Belle and the prince had gotten serious. Then he’d wanted to use his connections with her to get publicity for himself. But the prince’s family would have none of that! They made him sign something that said he’d get in BIG trouble if he contacted a tabloid or blogger or anyone. I overheard Mom tell Grandma that they paid him off. I can’t really blame the royal family for silencing my dad. He didn’t act like part of their family until something was in it for him. Ugh. My father. All I’d ever really gotten from him was my last name, Gross. What a gift, right? Ha.


“Okay,” I said, and changed the subject. “What’s for dessert?”


Gram stared at me in horror. “Dessert?” she said. “It’s just mere days before the wedding! Sugar can mar a young lady’s delicate complexion.”


Gram patted my hand.


“Pimples!” Mom said with a gasp. “Claire, she’s right. No dessert.”


Pout.


“What? No dessert?” My grandfather said, suddenly awake. “We’re leaving. And we’re stopping at the ice-cream place on the way home.”
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ROYAL WEDDING COUNTDOWN:
Five Days





Dear Claire,


I admit it. I have gotten caught up in all the hoopla. When I first received my engagement ring (which I thankfully still have snug on my finger!), I vowed to focus on the traditional, historical aspects of the event. Britain’s past is so rich with its monarchies and fascinating figures. Truly, I want to uphold honor and dignity for our country’s future.


But, C-Bear, I can’t help it! Everything looks so beautiful and splendid, I’m now obsessing over floral accents and pastry fillings and the tiny decorative touches on The Dress.


I feel torn. The economy is poor, and our citizens are hurting, so to be so lavish seems inappropriate. But Mummy assures me that the viewers (viewers! I’m marrying before cameras!) want to see beauty and grandeur. That it will be a lovely escape from reality.


Well, it is my reality. Quite daunting, but also quite wonderful. I simply cannot wait for you to join us. You shall be here before you know it!


XOXO


B. (for Bride!)


Bzzzt. Bzzzt. Bzzzt.


My alarm jolted me awake. Ugh. Monday. School. I burrowed down with the Beast under my fluffy yellow duvet and contemplated hitting the snooze button. Just a few more minutes . . .


Oh, no. I suddenly remembered.


The kitty litter.


Ugh.


I’d forgotten to do it the night before (and the night before that), and my mother had said I absolutely had to change the Beast’s litter box before trash day.


Today was trash day. And the garbage truck came super-early.


I crawled out of bed, leaving the Beast in the cozy nest, and stumbled downstairs.


Yawn.


I tiptoed to the laundry room, dumped the contents of the litter box into a trash bag and quietly sneaked outside.


But first, I looked out the side door. No neighbors. The coast was clear. I ran out in my slippers and made it to the garbage bin without seeing Liam, the high school hottie next door. To be spotted in my ratty old pajamas carrying kitty litter would be the ultimate embarrassment. Ew. Ew. Ew.


Not that Liam ever noticed me. But still. I lifted the lid and dropped the bag with the other garbage. And that’s when I heard it.


Click. Click.


What the—?!? I jumped back from the bin of disgustingness and whirled around toward the sound. It was getting lighter, so I could make out a person farther down my street jumping into an SUV with a big red 9 etched on the side.


Too weird.


That clicking. It sounded like a camera! We had plenty of tourists taking photos during the summer season, and in the fall when the leaves changed color. But it was March. Gray, slushy, end-of-winter-not quite-spring off-season. Who would want photos of that?


Then I heard another noise. Liam’s family’s garage door going up and their car backing out.


Yikes!


I raced into my house, just in time.


Whew. Safety. And warmth.


With a sigh of relief, I turned the water-pressure in the shower to the maximum heat, and proceeded to get ready for school.


An hour later I was schlumping through the halls of school, half-hidden by my hoodie. I tried to convince myself I was embracing my individuality.


“Look!” somebody shouted, as I was walking to home-room.


“It’s something something gross,” another kid said, his voice partially drowned out by the usual morning locker-slamming chaos.


Yick.


I walked more carefully, scoping the floor for something gross, like vomit or old gum.


I dumped my stuff in my locker and peered into the tiny magnetic mirror. Same boring me. At least I’d had enough time to shower before school after cleaning up the Beast’s mess. Now that was gross . . .


When I walked into homeroom, everyone who was talking stopped.


My heart began to pulse. Huh? Nobody ever paid attention to me.


“Breaking news!” Farrah Harris stood up. When Farrah spoke, everybody listened.
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