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“What do you think of my new glasses?”
“They’re nice,” Ellen said.
But that’s not what the screen hovering beside her said. They’re hideous.
I stared at her, frozen. My glasses
could read people’s thoughts.
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Calliope Meadow Anderson (“Callie”) wishes her life could be more of a fairy tale—just like the stories she writes. Her best friend, Ellen, is acting weird, her parents’ marriage is falling apart, and to top things off, she’s found out she needs glasses— hideously large and geeky glasses.


But Callie soon learns they aren’t just any glasses–they are magical and let her read people’s thoughts. For the first time ever she’s answering all the questions right in math class, and gets to see what Ellen–and her longtime crush–really think of her.


As if dealing with these crazy glasses weren’t enough, Callie has to deal with a new girl who definitely has something to hide, a secret admirer, a best friend stealer who isn’t what she seems, and a ton of drama with the school production of Cinderella.


Can this supporting actress learn to be a leading lady in her own life? Or will she stay in the background forever with her super–freaky magic glasses?







Meet the author, watch videos, and get extras at KIDS.SimonandSchuster.com
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If you liked Seeing Cinderella, then you’ll love The Hot List.
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[image: image]
ALADDIN M!X
Simon & Schuster Children’s Publishing Division
1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020
www.SimonSchuster.com


First Aladdin M!X edition March 2012 Copyright © 2012 by Jenny Lundquist All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.


ALADDIN is a trademark of Simon & Schuster, Inc., and related logo is a registered trademark of Simon & Schuster, Inc.


ALADDIN M!X and related logo are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.


The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event. For more information or to book an event contact the Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau at 1-866-248-3049 or visit our website at www.simonspeakers.com.


Designed by Jessica Handelman


The text of this book was set in Mrs Eaves Roman Library of Congress Control Number 2011922407


ISBN 978-1-4424-2926-0 (pbk)
ISBN 978-1-4424-4550-5 (hc)
ISBN 978-1-4424-2927-7 (eBook)




To Ryan, who sees me





Acknowledgments


This book wouldn’t exist without the love and support of so many others. A big thanks to my rockstar of an agent, Kerry Sparks, for believing in me and picking me out of the slush.


Tremendous thanks to Alyson Heller for her amazing editorial input, and to everyone at Simon & Schuster.


Thanks to my parents, Pam and Tom Carroll, for always believing in me, and being a safe place for me. A heartfelt thanks to everyone who read drafts of this book and offered encouragement or advice: Lisa Allen, Nancy Winkler, Doug and Sarah Coleman, and to my critique group at Inspire Christian Writers. To Bryan Allen, who pushed me to submit my work. I appreciate you all so much!


This book would not be what it is without the help of Nancy Butts, an incredible writing instructor. A special thanks to Nancy and Gerry Winkler, for their willingness to let my boys play at “Nana’s and Papa’s,” when I had a deadline to meet. Thanks to Ruth and Steve Gallo, Jason and Kristen Hickey, and Cory and Farah Lundquist, for their generous tech support.


To my Journey Girls, and my friends and family who have supported me, I am so thankful to have you in my life. To God, my creator, and the author of every good and perfect gift, and to my husband Ryan, who makes me feel like a princess. To my wonderful two sons, Noah and Thomas: It is an honor to be your mom.




[image: image]





Chapter 1
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Once there was a girl with hair the color of dead leaves, teeth the size of piano keys, freckles as big as polka dots, and eyes that couldn’t see squat. Everyone laughed at her and called her Polka Dot. Poor Polka Dot felt like a total weirdo, and always wished a fairy godmother would appear and cut her some slack.




But that was just too darn bad, because fairy godmothers only care about beautiful girls with wicked stepmothers. So when Polka Dot spotted a fairy godmother resting on a park bench, she kept her wish simple and begged for better eyesight. Sweet naive Polka Dot, no one ever told her some fairy godmothers have ginormous attitude issues.


“I’m on a coffee break, kid,” said the fairy godmother. “Get yourself some glasses and stop pestering me.”




“Could you please stop writing in the car and talk to me?” Mom asked, flicking the turn signal and heading into the left lane.


“There’s nothing to talk about,” I answered, putting the finishing touches on my new story, “Polka Dot and the Cranky Fairy Godmother.” “I don’t want glasses. People who wear glasses get made fun of.”


“Callie, we’ve been over this already. Your headaches are happening for a reason. It could be that you need glasses. A vision test won’t take that long.”


“You’re right, it won’t.” I closed my journal and tucked it under my seat. No way was I showing up to Pacificview Middle School—my new prison, as of tomorrow—with nerd-tastic glasses on my face. With my freckles and crazy-frizzy hair, it would be like painting a target on my face and handing out bows and arrows to the student body. So last night, I’d come up with a plan—a way to make sure I didn’t get stuck wearing glasses, no matter how bad my eyesight was.


I shifted in my seat and looked at Mom. “Dad said I should get contacts instead of glasses.”


Mom’s lips stretched so thin they practically disappeared. “If your father were around—other than via his cell phone—maybe we could afford contacts. But he’s not.”


“Mommy, when’s Daddy coming home?” Sarah, my four-year-old sister, asked from the backseat.


Usually when Mom kicked Dad out only a couple of weeks passed before they made up. But he’d been gone for a month already. He was staying with a friend up in northern California until they worked things out.


“Mommy’s not sure,” Mom answered.


Sarah started singing to herself, and Mom and I were silent. These days it seemed like if we weren’t fighting, we didn’t have much to say to each other. Our conversations were usually limited to arguing about chores or exchanging phone messages. I thought about holding my breath until she asked me something—like how I was feeling about starting seventh grade, or if there were any boys I liked—but I figured I’d pass out first.


Mom turned the car into a weathered strip mall. Squished between a dry cleaners and a doughnut shop was a tiny store with the word OPTOMETRIST painted in white block letters across darkened glass.


“It looks creepy. Are you sure we’re in the right place?” I asked as we got out of the car.


“It’s not creepy. And I need to pick up a few things for my classroom.” Mom pointed to a teacher supply store on the other side of the dry cleaners.


Mom handed me a blank check. Then she took Sarah’s hand and headed toward the supply store. I stared at the optometrist sign. I’d been to this strip mall a million times with Mom and never noticed an eye doctor’s office before. Hadn’t the dry cleaners been next door to the doughnut shop? And what was up with the tinted windows?


A small bell jingled when I opened the door, and the inside was seriously weird-looking. Heavy purple drapes hung behind red velvet couches in the cramped waiting area. Beaded lamps cast shadows on the walls. A single dusty display case housed a small selection of glasses frames.


A plump woman sat behind a large wooden desk. Thick glasses hung from a beaded chain around her neck. “Are you Callie Anderson?” she asked, smiling.


“Yeah.”


“I’m Mrs. Dillard. Dr. Ingram is running late. Why don’t you pick out some frames—just in case—and we’ll finish up after your exam?”


I nodded and wandered over to the display case. After trying on several dorky-looking frames, I handed the least gross ones (caramel colored with rhinestones dotting the sides) to Mrs. Dillard. I tried not to think about all the weird looks I’d get if my plan didn’t work and I had to actually wear them.


I did not want attention. I got nervous around people about as often as a mouse got nervous around a hungry cat. I didn’t know why. Neither of my parents were shy. Mom taught fifth grade; Dad said she spent her days bossing people around. And Dad sold industrial vacuums to businesses and stuff like that; Mom said he spent his days turning on the charm. So who knew where my shyness came from? Maybe I was just a genetic mutant.


“Callie Anderson?” a male voice asked. I turned. A man with a shiny bald head and a bushy gray beard smiled at me. He wore a white overcoat and thick black glasses. “I’m Dr. Ingram. I apologize for the delay.” He motioned to his office. “Follow me.”


After I settled into the examination chair, Dr. Ingram spent the next several minutes trying to blind me by flashing a white light into my eyes and asking me to blink.


“Do you like wearing glasses?” I asked.


“What, these?” Dr. Ingram tugged on his thick black frames. “Of course. They’re quite useful. They help me see who merely needs eyewear and who requires vision correction.”


“Aren’t they the same thing?” I asked, but Dr. Ingram didn’t answer.


“Excellent.” Dr. Ingram switched off the light. “Your eyes seem quite healthy. Now we shall check your vision.”


“I’m ready,” I said, smiling. “Bring it on.” I might have been a C-plus student (and that plus was only because of my A in English), but I knew how to study when it really mattered. Last night, I Googled the eye chart and memorized the whole thing—from the ginormous E at the top, to the microscopic D at the bottom. Twenty-twenty vision, here I come!


Dr. Ingram flipped a switch, and a projector turned on showing rows of increasingly smaller letters. But instead of the E, there was a G at the top. As I scanned the rest of the chart—the rows I could actually see, anyway—I realized the letters were completely different from the chart I memorized.


“Isn’t there another chart we can use?” I asked. “Like maybe one that starts with an E?”


“Do you mean the one with an E, F, P? Followed by a T, O, and S?” Dr. Ingram asked.


“Yeah, that’s the one. Except it’s not an S, it’s a T. There’s no S on that chart.” I clapped a hand over my mouth, realizing what I’d just said.


“You’re very observant,” Dr. Ingram said, grinning. “But I think we’ll stick with this chart today.”


“Oh, okay,” I said, swallowing hard and wiping my sweaty palms on the leather seat.


Dr. Ingram quizzed me on the eye chart and my stomach knotted up like it always does when I take a test. And as the letters grew smaller, my answers grew unsure.


“Um . . . Z?” I said, squinting. “No, wait. S? No. G?”


“It’s not a spelling bee,” Dr. Ingram said kindly. “Though I’m sure you’re quite competent in that subject. But alas, your vision is impaired. We shall have to find a suitable solution. I’m afraid you require glasses.”


Dr. Ingram pushed a metal machine in front of my face. He loaded it with different lenses until I could read the bottom row of letters without squinting. Then he switched off the projector, and I started to rise from the exam chair.


“Not so fast. We’ve only begun to check your vision. We’ve still got quite a ways to go.”


Dr. Ingram flipped the switch again. This time, instead of letters, I saw really funky black-and-white pictures. My dad, who liked to paint, would’ve said they were abstract.


“What’s that?” I asked, pointing to a picture that looked like a spotted lump of nothing.


“You tell me,” Dr. Ingram said. “There’s no right or wrong answer. Tell me what you see. Better yet, tell me what that image reminds you of.”


“Um, okay.” I wondered if there was an answer that would get me out of his office without glasses. But after thinking about it for a minute, I decided to just tell the truth. “I see Charlie Ferris.”


“You see Charlie Ferris?” Dr. Ingram repeated, raising two bushy eyebrows.


“Charlie Ferris, yeah. He used to tease me last year—and the year before that—and call me Polka Dot. Because, well, you know.” I tapped my freckly cheek. “Almost everyone called me Polka Dot.”


The next picture showed an image of what looked like a swan fighting off a dragon.


After I told that to Dr. Ingram he said, “And what does that remind you of?”


“Um . . . I guess it reminds me of my best friend, Ellen Martin. She’s fearless. She wouldn’t care if anyone made fun of her. Not like anyone would. She’s really pretty. And really smart.”


Dr. Ingram showed me a few more pictures. The last one looked like a group of stones on one side, and a larger, solitary stone next to a square object on the other side.


“I see Ellen making a bunch of friends at middle school. Then I see me”—I pointed to the larger stone—“reading a book or writing a story in my journal.”


“Do you find that easier than making new friends?” Dr. Ingram asked.


I shrugged. “Books and journals can’t make fun of you or call you names.”


“I see.” Dr. Ingram switched off the projector. “I think that’s quite enough.” He scribbled on a slip of paper. “Here. Give this to Mrs. Dillard and she’ll take care of the rest.”


“Whatever.” I stuffed the paper into my pocket.


“Is something wrong?”


I stared at Dr. Ingram, and something in me snapped. I’d spent all summer dealing with thoughts about middle school the same way I dealt with chores, fights between my parents, and zits: ignore them and hope they’ll just go away. But now those thoughts crashed into me like a tidal wave.


I wanted to tell Dr. Ingram all the things I couldn’t say to anyone else. That I missed my dad, and wished he’d come home soon. That I felt nervous about starting middle school—especially since I’d gotten stuck with drama for my elective. How I worried that, just like elementary school, Pacificview would be a place where I didn’t fit. How I felt like there was some all-seeing eye fastened on me—just waiting for me to screw up so everyone could laugh at me.


I wanted to tell him those things—but instead I said the same thing I told Mom whenever she asked me that question.


“Nothing’s wrong. I’m fine.”


Dr. Ingram peered at me through his thick black glasses and said nothing. He stayed silent for so long I thought he’d fallen asleep with his eyes open.


“Dr. Ingram,” I said. “Are you—”


“Do you want to see?” Dr. Ingram interrupted. “I mean, really see.”


“Uh, yeah,” I said, confused. “That’s why I’m here, isn’t it?” Duh, I wanted to add but didn’t.


“Wonderful. I’ll be right back.” Dr. Ingram disappeared through the door and returned a couple minutes later holding a small black case. “I spoke with Mrs. Dillard. Regrettably, there is a back order on the lenses we’ve selected. They should arrive in a few weeks—”


“That’s okay. I don’t really care when—”


“In the meantime, it just so happens I have a pair with your exact prescription that you may borrow.” He opened the black case and held up what had to be the ugliest glasses in the entire world. They were huge. Their thick black frames looked like they’d survive a bomb blast. Actually, they looked a lot like the frames Dr. Ingram wore.


Except he wasn’t wearing them anymore, I realized. Now Dr. Ingram’s glasses were thin silver frames.


“Hey, weren’t you just—”


“These glasses are very valuable.” Dr. Ingram interrupted, placing them back in the case. “So please be careful.”


“Okay,” I said, thinking he’d probably tell my mom if I refused. “I’ll take them.”


I grasped the case, but Dr. Ingram didn’t let go.


“You realize these are just loaners? You must return them when the time is right.”


“When my other pair arrives, yes.” Out in the waiting area the bell jingled, and I heard Mom ask Mrs. Dillard if I was almost finished.


“You’re sure you want them?” Dr. Ingram asked. “You never know what you’ll see when your vision is corrected.”


“I’ll take them, if you’ll give them to me.” I looked down at his hand.


Dr. Ingram let go. “Use them wisely, Callie.”


“Of course I’ll use them wisely,” I said.


Whatever that meant.





Chapter 2
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Super Freaky Glasses Rule #1


Don’t get upset if someone secretly thinks your glasses are ugly. They are ugly.


PACIFICVIEW MIDDLE SCHOOL REMINDED ME OF A SCIENCE experiment gone wrong. A maze of gray metal lockers snaked in all directions, making me feel like a lost lab rat. Six hundred other rats also crowded the halls, some looking as nervous as I felt.


Ellen and I had been blessed with two classes together: math for first period and drama for seventh period. Just thinking about drama made me want to barf, but I figured I was really lucky to have two classes with my best friend.


I found my locker without too much trouble. After that, I needed to run an errand for Ellen. She wanted to join the yearbook club. Since my locker was closer to the English hall, she said it made more sense for me to pick up the application. Applications, actually—Ellen wanted me to join too. Ellen’s goal was to throw herself into middle-school life. She thought we should join as many clubs as possible, which was a serious problem for me. Because my goal was just to survive middle school. By being as unnoticeable as possible.


Even if I didn’t plan on joining any clubs, I was happy to pick up an application for Ellen—if I could just get my locker open. But after ten minutes of spinning, twisting, begging, and pleading with the attached combination lock, my locker sat smugly shut.


“What are you doing at my locker?” said a rough voice behind me.


I spun around. A pale-faced girl with midnight- colored hair glared at me. She wore all black. She also wore a dog collar. Really. Around her neck hung an actual dog collar, black with silver spikes.


“Um, well.” Visions of getting stuffed in a trash can, locked in a janitor’s closet, and a number of other scary images ran through my mind.


“I said what are you doing at my locker?”


“Th-this is my locker,” I squeaked.


“No. It isn’t.” The girl shoved her locker assignment slip in my face. “I’ve been assigned to three twenty-three. This is number three twenty-three.”


“I know, but there’s a shortage. So they had to double up on some of the lockers. It says so right here.” I pointed to her slip.


She looked at the slip, rolled her eyes, and glared at me. “Mess with my stuff, and you’ll be deader than the Doberman who used to wear this.” She tugged at her dog collar necklace. Then she shoved past me and started spinning the lock. After five spins, three nasty words, and two punches, the locker finally sprang open.


While I waited, I fished my shaking hand into the plastic baggie in my jeans pocket and popped a couple of Red Hots (my favorite snack when I’m nervous) into my mouth. Then I unzipped my backpack and looked for my locker slip. Maybe by some miracle I was at the wrong locker, and I could just walk away from this angry girl.


My hand closed around my glasses case and I figured if there was ever a moment when I needed to see clearly, this was it. I put my glasses on, grabbed the locker slip, and noticed two things. The first was that the words were a lot sharper than when I read them earlier this morning without my glasses. The second was that the slip did say locker 323. Rats.


I popped a couple more Red Hots into my mouth. Their cinnamon smell didn’t cover up the stinkosity of the hallway, which reeked of floor cleaner and sweaty gym socks.


Then something totally weird happened.


I’d heard about people hallucinating when they’re stressed out, but this was worse. Way worse. All of a sudden, the air became wavy and shimmery, and computer screens the size of textbooks appeared out of thin air and hovered next to each student in the hall. Something that looked like a commercial played on one screen. On another, white words scrolled across a blue screen like those teleprompters newscasters read from.


My mouth dropped open and I felt dizzy from staring at the screens. I stepped backward to get a better look, and collided with a group of students.


“Hey, watch where you’re going!”


“Outta the way, Curly,” said a boy who’d smacked into my shoulder.


“Don’t you see the floating computers . . . ?” I said, staring at the strange screens.


“Move it,” said my locker mate from behind me.


I turned around, and read the words scrolling across the screen hovering next to her:


Why is that four-eyed loser staring at me? I still need to find my class. At least it’s just gym. No reading. I freaking HATE reading.


“How could anyone hate reading?” I asked, mesmerized by the screens.


Her gaze narrowed. “I didn’t say I did. And what’s the matter with you? Are you stupid or something?”


I stepped backward, bumping into even more students. Soon I was surrounded by a sea of people staring at me like I was captain of the freak squad.


Not that I could blame them. Normal people don’t see floating computer screens in the halls of their middle school.


“Those glasses are, like, seriously geeky.” I heard one girl whisper to another.


“Is everything all right?” A man who looked like a teacher waded through the crowd.


“What are your names, young ladies?”


“Callie Anderson,” I said, while my locker mate answered, “Raven Maggert.”


“Well, Callie and Raven, we don’t want to start a fight on the first day now, do we?”


A screen appeared by the teacher’s head and words scrolled across: What horrid glasses. What were her parents thinking?


It was the stress, I knew it. Middle school and my dorky glasses were a deadly combination.


“Anyway,” the teacher was saying, “the bell is about to ring. I suggest you all move on and get to class.”


“No problem.” I slipped off my glasses, shoved through the crowd, and ran away.


First period hadn’t even started yet, and already people thought I was a weirdo.
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