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To my mom, Doris, for ALWAYS being there for me










FRIDAY, OCTOBER 11


I can’t believe this is happening to me!


I’m in the girls’ bathroom FREAKING OUT!!


There’s NO WAY I’m going to survive middle school.


I’ve just made a complete FOOL of myself in front of my secret crush. AGAIN [image: ]!!


And if that wasn’t bad enough, I’m still stuck with a locker right next to MacKenzie Hollister’s [image: ]!


Who, BTW, is the most popular girl at Westchester Country Day Middle School and a total SNOB. Calling her a “mean girl” is an understatement.


She’s a KILLER SHARK in sparkly nail polish, designer jeans, and platform Skechers.


But for some reason, everyone ADORES her.



[image: Image]



MacKenzie and I do NOT get along. I’m guessing it’s probably due to the fact that she HATES MY GUTS [image: ]!!


She is forever gossiping behind my back and saying supermean stuff like that I have no fashion sense whatsoever and that our school mascot, Larry the Lizard, wears cuter clothes than I do.


Which might actually be true. But STILL!


I do NOT appreciate that girl BLABBING about my personal business.


This morning she was even more vicious than usual.


[image: Image]


I could NOT believe she actually said that to me!


I mean, how can a COLOR clash with a FLAVOR?! DUH!! They’re like two TOTALLY different, um… THINGS!


That’s when I lost it and yelled, “Sorry, MacKenzie! But I’m REALLY busy right now. Can I IGNORE you some other time?!”


But I just said it inside my head, so no one else heard it but me.


And if all of that isn’t enough TORTURE, the annual WCD Halloween dance is in three weeks!


It’s the biggest event of the fall, and everyone is already gossiping about who’s going with who.


I’d just totally DIE if my secret crush, [image: Image] BRANDON [image: Image] asked me to go!


Yesterday he actually asked ME to be his lab partner for biology class!


I was SO excited, I did my Snoopy “happy dance.”


[image: Image]


And today I had a sneaking suspicion Brandon was going to “pop the question” about the Halloween dance.


The school day seemed to drag on FOREVER.


By the time I got to biology class, I was a nervous wreck.


Suddenly a very troubling question popped into my head and I started to panic: What if Brandon only thought of me as a lab partner and nothing more?!


That’s when I decided to try to impress him with my charm, wit, and intelligence.


I gave him a big smile and went right to work drawing all these teeny-tiny lint-looking thingies I saw under the microscope.


[image: Image]


Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Brandon staring at me with this urgent yet very perplexed look on his face.


It was obvious he wanted to talk to me about something SUPERserious… [image: ]!


[image: Image]


Those thingies in the microscope really WERE just LINT! OMG!! I was SO EMBARRASSED!!


I knew right then and there I had pretty much blown any chance of Brandon asking me to the dance.


But the good news was, I had made a startling scientific discovery about the biogenetics of my intelligence and even reduced it to a working formula.


[image: Image]


Then things got even WORSE.


I was in the girls’ bathroom when I overheard MacKenzie bragging to her friends that she was practically almost 99.9% sure she and Brandon were going to the dance together as Edward and Bella from Twilight.


I was VERY disappointed, but not the least bit surprised. I mean, WHY would Brandon ask a total DORK like ME when he could go with a CCP (Cute, Cool & Popular) girl like MacKenzie?


And get this! As they were leaving, MacKenzie giggled and said she was buying a new lip gloss JUST for Brandon. I knew what THAT meant.


I was SO frustrated and angry at myself.


I waited until the bathroom was empty, and then I had a really good SCREAM.


[image: Image]


Which, for some strange reason, always makes me feel a lot better [image: ].


Middle school can be very TRAUMATIZING, that’s for sure!!


But the most important thing to remember is this: Always remain CALM and try to handle your personal problems in a PRIVATE and MATURE manner.




ME, HAVING A PRIVATE SCREAM-FEST!
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SATURDAY, OCTOBER 12


Today has been the MOST exciting day EVER!


I still can’t believe I actually won first place and a $750 cash prize in our school’s avant-garde art competition [image: ]!


Last week, without even telling me, Chloe, Zoey, and Brandon entered photos of the tattoo designs I had drawn for kids at school.


So I totally freaked out when I found out I had won! Who would have thunk I’d beat out MacKenzie’s awesome fashion illustrations?


And boy, was she ticked! Especially after bragging to everyone that she was going to win.


I can’t wait to get my hands on all that money.


I had originally planned to use it to buy a cell phone. But I decided it would be more prudent to save it for art camp next summer.


I’m investing in my dream of becoming an artist so I can spend all day curled up in bed in my fave pj’s, drawing in my sketchbook, and actually get paid for it. SWEET [image: ]!


[image: Image]


Although, it would be kinda cool to use the money to fix up my very drab locker.


Adding a little bling would guarantee me a spot in the CCP clique.


[image: Image]


Anyway, practically the entire school was at the avant-garde art awards banquet today.


I was very shocked when MacKenzie came over and gave me a big hug.


I think she only did it to make a good impression, because what she said to me was not very sportsmanlike at all.


“Nikki! Congratulations on winning first place, hon! If I had known the art show judges wanted talentless junk, I would have framed my poodle’s vomit stains and entered it as abstract art.”


OMG! I couldn’t believe she said that right to my face.


She should have just scribbled “I’M SO JEALOUS!!” across her forehead with a black marker. That probably would have been LESS obvious.


I was like, “Thanks, MacKenzie. You’re such a big BABY. So cry me a river, build yourself a bridge, and GET OVER IT!”


But I just said it inside my head, so no one else heard it but me. Mainly because I’m basically a nice person and I don’t like negative vibes.


It had absolutely nothing to do with me being a little intimidated by her or anything.


Chloe and Zoey sat right next to me during dinner.


And as usual, we were acting really silly and having random giggle attacks.


When Brandon came over to take a picture of me for the school newspaper and yearbook, I thought I was going to DIE!


He suggested that we go to the atrium across the hall, where the lighting was better.


At first I was happy that Chloe and Zoey wanted to tag along because I was supernervous.


But the entire time he was snapping pictures, they were standing right behind him making kissy faces at me and acting all lovesick.


OMG! It was SO EMBARRASSING!!


[image: Image]


I was so angry I wanted to grab them both by their necks and squeeze until their little heads exploded.



[image: Image]



But instead, I just gritted my teeth and prayed Brandon didn’t notice them goofing around behind his back like that.


Chloe and Zoey are really nice and sweet friends, but sometimes I feel more like their babysitter than their BFF.


Lucky for me, when they heard that dessert was being served, they rushed back to the banquet to pig out some more.


Which meant Brandon and I were all alone!


Only it was kind of uncomfortable and a little embarrassing because instead of talking, we just stared at each other and then the floor and then each other and then the floor and then each other and then the floor.


And this went on for what seemed like FOREVER!!


Then FINALLY he brushed his shaggy bangs out of his eyes and smiled at me kind of shylike. “I told you you were going to win. Congratulations!”


I gazed into his eyes, and my heart started to pound so loudly my toes were actually vibrating. Kind of like standing near a car blasting your favorite song, but with the windows rolled up. And you can’t really hear the melody part, but your innermost soul can feel the vibrations from the bass part going Thumpity-thump!! Thumpity-thump!!


And my stomach felt all fluttery, like it was being attacked by a huge swarm of very… ferocious… yet fragile… butterflies.


I immediately realized I was suffering from a relapse of RCS (Roller-Coaster Syndrome).


I clenched my teeth and mustered every ounce of strength in my entire body to keep myself from gleefully shouting, WHEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!


But instead, I uttered something far, far worse.


“Thanks, Brandon. Um… have you tried those cute little barbecued wing-dings? They’re actually quite delicious!”


[image: Image]


“Did you just say… wing-dings?!”


“Yep. They’re at the front table right near the punch. They also have honey glazed and hot-’n’-spicy. But the barbecued ones are my favorite.”


“Um… actually, no! I haven’t tried them.”


“Well, you really should.…”


“So, I… um… want to ask you something.…”


“About the wing-dings?”


Brandon’s face was intensely serious.


“No. Actually, I want to know if… you…”


I was holding my breath and hanging on to his every word.


“… I mean, it would be totally cool if you would—”


“BRANDON!! There you are!! OMG! I’ve been looking for you everywhere!”


MacKenzie barged into the room and lunged straight for Brandon like an NFL linebacker trying to recover a fumbled ball.


“As the official school photographer, you really need to get a picture of me posing with my Fab-4-Ever fashion illustrations. They’re about to take down my display!”


Then she just stood there smiling at Brandon all GOOGLY-EYED, twirling her hair around her finger.


Which was obviously a DESPERATE attempt to HYPNOTIZE him into doing her EVIL bidding.


“Brandon, please hurry! Before it’s too late!” she whined breathlessly while glaring at me in total disgust like I was this huge pimple that had suddenly popped out on her nose or something.


Brandon rolled his eyes, sighed, and gave me this very goofy but cute smile.


“So… we’ll talk later, Nikki. Okay?”


“Sure. See ya.”


As I walked back to the awards banquet, I felt very light-headed and a little nauseous.


But in a really GOOD way!


More than anything, I was now totally consumed with a burning curiosity.


Brandon had been about to ask me something really important when MacKenzie had rudely interrupted him.


Which left me with one very obvious and compelling question:


WHY AM I SUCH AN IDIOT?!!


Wing-dings?! I could NOT believe I had rambled on and on about the variety of delicious wing-ding flavors!


No wonder he didn’t ask me to the dance.


At least my picture came out okay.


[image: Image]


Brandon is such an AWESOME photographer!










SUNDAY, OCTOBER 13


I’m in the most HORRIBLE mood right now! I’m SO totally dreading school tomorrow.


If I hear one more girl mention that stupid dance, I’m going to SCREAM!! I keep hoping someone will ask me, but I know it’s NOT going to happen.


What I need is a MAGIC love potion or something!


[image: Image]


I would definitely use it on Brandon because that’s the ONLY way he’d ever like a LOSER like me.


Then I’d share it with girls all over the world who are suffering from the same problem.


Just one spray and your crush will fall madly in love with the first person he lays eyes on!


[image: Image]


Or maybe… NOT!!



[image: Image]



Okay, so maybe my love potion idea is really STUPID!!



[image: Image]



My life is HOPELESS!! [image: ] !!


Tonight Mom and my little sister, Brianna, were putting up decorations for Halloween.


I knew what was coming next because it happens every single year.


Brianna sneaks up on everyone and tries to scare us with this big stupid-looking plastic spider.


It’s almost like a Maxwell family Halloween tradition or something. Mom and Dad always put on this big act and pretend to be superscared just to humor her. And of course Brianna gets a really big kick out of it.


Personally, I don’t think it’s healthy to encourage her like that. What’s going to happen when she gets older and starts attending middle school?


Hey! I already KNOW what’s going to happen!


Brianna’s going to take that plastic spider to school and shake it at people because she thinks it’s appropriate behavior.


And everyone at her school will think she’s NUTZ!


Then I’ll have to go through all the trouble of changing my last name so no one will know she’s my sister.


My parents need to realize that raising an impressionable child like Brianna is a big responsibility.


Anyway, I was up in my room studying for my French test.


I was feeling a little grumpy because I was having a hard time remembering which nouns in French are masculine versus feminine.


Sure enough, Brianna showed up just like I expected:



[image: Image]



I TOTALLY FREAKED!!


And that poor spider seemed a little traumatized too.


Brianna thought the whole thing was SO funny.


HA HA HA, Brianna!!


I don’t know HOW I thought that real spider was Brianna’s fake one.


Hers is purple with little pink hearts on it and is wearing high top sneakers and a big cheesy smile. It looks like the type of spider you’d find living in a Barbie Dream House or hanging out with SpongeBob SquarePants.


After that experience, I’ll never forget that “spider” in French is araignée.


But, is it a masculine noun OR a feminine noun?!


OH, CRUD!!


I’m SO going to FLUNK this stupid test [image: ]!!










MONDAY, OCTOBER 14


When I arrived at school this morning, I was surprised to see a note on my locker door from Chloe and Zoey:


[image: Image]


The janitor’s closet is our secret hangout.


We meet there to discuss very important PRIVATE and HIGHLY CONFIDENTIAL personal stuff.


As soon as I stepped inside, I could tell Chloe and Zoey were superexcited.


“Guess who’s going to the Halloween dance?!!” Zoey giggled happily.


“Um… I dunno. WHO?” I asked.


I was pretty darn sure it WASN’T one of us. We were the three biggest dorks in the entire school.


“SURPRISE!! WE ARE!!” Chloe screamed, jumping up and down and giving me jazz hands.


“And we’ve already arranged for three guys to be our dates! Sort of!” Zoey squealed.


“Sort of? What do you mean by ‘sort of’?” I asked.


I was already starting to get a really bad feeling about this guy thing.


That’s when Chloe and Zoey explained their crazy plan for how we were going to snag really cool dates for the Halloween dance.


All in just five easy steps:


STEP 1: We sign up to be volunteers for the Halloween dance clean-up crew.


STEP 2: We arrive at the dance a half hour early, pretending like we’re there to inspect for cleanliness. But instead, we secretly change into our fabulous costumes.


STEP 3: We quickly spread the rumor that the three cutest guys onstage with the band are our dates (even though they’re really NOT).


STEP 4: Since the band is going to be busy performing the ENTIRE night, the three of us will dance, eat, and hang out with one another.


STEP 5: We’ll have FUN, FUN, FUN while everyone (including the CCPs) RAVES about our SUPERcute, SUPERtalented, SUPER-pop-star dates.
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