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  INTRODUCTION

  One day I decided to find a way to combine what I already knew as a girl with the knowledge I have as a psychologist. That decision led to a girl coming to life as the main character in the first book in this series: The Truth: Diary of a Gusty Tween. The girl kept a diary and had a lot to say. She knew a lot about important things that many adults brush aside or forget. Many readers told me that they identified with things that happened to the girl. Readers related to her honesty and to how real she was. Many shared her awareness of the truth.

  As The Truth ends, the girl’s life is changing drastically: she is moving to a new town, her mom is having a baby, and her crush on Paul is just about over. She has solved a mystery and has developed a secret way to hold onto the best of herself as she grows up.

  In Secrets: Diary of a Gutsy Teen, the girl is back with lots more to share in her diary—a new school, a new baby in the family, new friends; everything has changed for her. There is a new crush about to happen and lots of adventures. There are new best friends and some unsettling social dilemmas. Some of these dilemmas involve boys. There are secrets to share and secrets to keep to herself. There are problems to solve and . . .

  But I had better get out of the girl’s way. She really wants to begin.


  SECRETS

  Diary of a Gutsy Teen


  This is my secret diary. Not the one that says “My Special Diary.” I leave that around just to fool grown-ups. This is the real truth. This is where I will write all of my secrets that I don’t want to share with anyone but you!


  Date:   June 27

  Dear Diary,

  I can’t believe it. Today we moved, and I feel like I’m in a dream. I just keep walking around our new house and wondering when we will go home. It feels so different and strange. Everything is on one floor (that’s called a ranch house). The floors are all bare wood. My mom said our rugs would look terrible here so she let the people who bought our old house keep them. I think she was probably right. They were a dark maroon and the walls here are a light cream. I don’t think that would look good.

  I went to the bathroom three times since we got here and every time I used a different bathroom. I can’t believe it. Three different toilets in the same house! Only my friend Susan, my rich friend, had more than two bathrooms in her house. And four bedrooms! And a family room. I can’t believe we have this much space now.

  When I look out of the windows I expect to see the shrubs and the Hudson’s house which was next to us on the left, but I don’t. Instead, I see a big open field that will probably have houses built on it by next year. That’s what my dad said anyway. And when I look out to the right I expect to see our clothesline and the Dixon’s driveway, but instead I see rose bushes and a wooden bench under a tree that the last owners said we could have.

  Tonight, we had to eat supper off paper plates and use plastic forks, knives, and spoons because our boxes are still packed. My aunt made us a big picnic basket full of food and that’s what we ate for supper. It was delicious. There was fried chicken, potato salad and potato chips, cupcakes for dessert, and fruit salad. And at the bottom of the basket under the ice was a whole package of Hershey Kisses. Yum!
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  My brother already started to play with a kid next door who’s about a year older than he is. He’s so lucky. I have no new friends yet and that’s the truth!

  

  Date:   July 7

  Dear Diary,

  I feel so lonely. I can’t believe my parents made us move. Don’t they understand how awful it is for me? I don’t have anyone to share secrets with. I talk to Angela on the phone, but it isn’t the same. Sometimes when I’m on the phone with her I get the feeling that she is on her computer at the same time or maybe just thinking about other stuff. I don’t feel that closeness with her anymore. I want to feel it, but I don’t know how. I’m afraid to ask her if she is playing a game on the computer or chatting on Facebook at the same time as she’s on the phone with me.

  The only good thing that happened is I asked Angela if she wants to send selfies back and forth to each other. My phone is old and I don’t have FaceTime, but I can still take pictures and send them to her. She loved the idea, so I spent hours yesterday sending her pictures of me in different rooms in my house and in the backyard, too. It was a lot of fun. I dressed up as if I was putting on a play and each room was a new scene. I wore a velvet scarf and one of my mom’s fancy hats and put on an old long petticoat I used to dress up in as a kid and then I went outside and stood on the swing that is hanging from a tree. It was hard to keep the swing still enough to get a good selfie, but finally I did, and I sent it to Angela.

  She sent back a selfie of herself dressed up like a Flapper girl from the 1920s, posing with a long stick as if it was a cigarette in a holder.

  We laughed and laughed on the phone, and it was the best I have felt since we moved. The best part was that if felt like we were together again even though we are apart!

  

  Date:   July 11

  Dear Diary,

  I miss everyone and everything. Of course I miss Paul, even though I was feeling my love for him could never really last. I even miss Debbie down the street who I really hated. I’m so lonely. I feel like my whole world was taken away from me when we moved here. Everyone else in my family seems so happy. My mom is singing all the time–even though she throws up sometimes in the morning from being pregnant–and my dad keeps saying how glad he is that he took this new job and how successful he’s going to be. My brother is out the door and playing with Johnny (the neighbor boy) as soon as he’s allowed to in the morning. And here I am, stuck inside. I am miserable.

  I cried and cried last night into my pillow. No one heard me–at least if they did, they didn’t come asking what was wrong. When I fell asleep I dreamed that we had moved back to Springport and everything was just the same as it always was. In my dream Paul had grown about six inches, and I was so happy.

  When I woke up this morning, I was sad again.
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  I’ve been unpacking for days but I still can’t find a lot of my special things. At least I have my locket. I wore it in the car when we moved here so I wouldn’t lose it. Every night I put it on the night table next to my bed. I guess when I get a poodle dog I’ll have to put it away more safely so she doesn’t accidentally eat it. And when the baby is born I’ll also have to be careful. Angela has a little sister and she ripped and ruined so many of her things it was terrible. If the baby destroys any of my things I’ll hate that baby forever.

  

  Date:   July 18

  Dear Diary,

  I can’t find some of my favorite stuffed animals anywhere! I can’t find my stuffed toy poodle dog–the one that I’ve had since I was a baby. Fifi, where are you? I need to cuddle you. I’m too old to cuddle my baby dolls and they’re in a box in the back of the closet, but I could really use a good snuggle with Fifi right about now. I also can’t find five of my favorite Nancy Drew books or the cards that the kids in my class gave me the last day of school when they wished me well. I wonder if the movers left that one special box at our old house. I hope not!

  

  Date:   July 30

  Dear Diary,

  My mom just told me that the baby is a girl. I don’t know how I feel. On the one hand, I like the idea of a cute baby girl that I can dress up and put bows in her hair. On the other hand, I feel jealous. My parents already have a daughter–that’s me! Why do they need another one? Aren’t I good enough? What if she is prettier or smarter than I am? What if they like to be with her more than they do with me? I know we are going to be many years apart in age, but still I don’t like having these bad feelings. I wish she was a boy. My brother wouldn’t care. You know how he doesn’t care about anything as long as he gets to play and watch TV. His mind is so much easier to be inside of than mine. He is just as happy living here as in Springport. Of course he is so much younger than I am, too. Maybe things that bother me will bother him when he gets older.

  The only good news is that I found all my stuff. There was an extra box still left in the back of the garage. Fifi is back on my bed, ready to be hugged and cuddled when I get into bed tonight. I’m still hoping that I will have a real dog soon! Does anyone out there in the universe hear me? I need a dog that is alive. I need new friends. I need a life!

  

  Date:   August 8

  Dear Diary,

  My dad set up the computer, finally! I hope it doesn’t crash any time soon since it’s still pretty old. Me, Angela, Betty, and all my friends spent hours on Facebook writing back and forth to each other and posting selfies. It was such fun. We decided that we are going to have a task to do every day and send a picture to each other after completing it. Tomorrow we are each going to cook something and then post a picture of what we cook. I’m going to make spaghetti and sauce with sliced mushrooms. My mom helped me think of what to make that wasn’t too hard and we already have all the ingredients in the house. Then the day after tomorrow everyone has to take a picture of something interesting outside that we see and post it. I don’t know what to take yet. But it is fun to still be connected with my old friends this way, and I’ll figure something interesting to post. I guess when school starts we might be too busy to continue every day. But for now, it gives me something to look forward to when I wake up.

  

  Date:   August 25

  Dear Diary,

  We have another week before school starts. I’m scared about going to a new school and not having any friends and never having anyone to talk to or laugh with. Can you believe that my brother already has three kids on this block to play with and I have no one? I miss Angela so much, and I’m jealous that she’s hanging out with other kids. Maybe they are sharing secrets like she and I once did. Maybe she already has a new best friend? I’m so alone.

  I’m also scared that the homework will be really hard and I won’t like school. I’m scared that no one in my class will like me. I’m scared that I’m never going to feel like myself again and that’s the truth.

  

  Date:   August 29

  Dear Diary,

  Dad took us all to the movies tonight. He said we had to get out and get used to our new town. He drove us downtown and we parked near the movie theater. The downtown is pretty. There’s one small department store, named Epstein’s. It’s only about one fourth the size of the department store we had in Springport. There’s a big public library that looks nice and a lot of small boutique stores. I kind of like the downtown, actually. And the bus goes there from the end of our street, so I’ll be able to go downtown by myself, just like I did in my old town.

  We saw a great movie. It was a comedy and it was really funny. This guy said a lot of silly things all the time and got himself in trouble. At the end of the story he suddenly says everything right and becomes rich and everybody stops making fun of him. I liked the ending.
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