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Well, I was getting one thing straight, I decided as I walked to the 
cafeteria. I was getting across the fact that I wasn’t sweet little Alice 
McKinley anymore—a generic type of girl with no imagination or style.







 


NOW THAT SHE IS SETTLING INTO EIGHTH grade, the class she used to envy, Alice McKinley is discovering that it isn’t all that exciting. But maybe it’s up to her to make this year as thrilling as she thought it would be. Out with the old, plain-Jane Alice, in with the new, stylish, creative Alice. She’s sick of being boring. It’s time to be outrageous!


But what if outrageous isn’t all it’s cracked up to be? What if Alice finds herself in situations that are more embarrassing than they are wild and fun? Is Alice destined to be the same boring girl forever?
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Here’s what fans have to say about Alice:*


“I love your books! Now, I’m sure everyone says that, but it’s way more when I say it.… Long live Naylor!”—SoccAllis


“Every one of your books makes me laugh, cry, blush, feel embarrassed and just plain silly at points. They are as real as life is now.… Thanks for writing such great books!! I’m not just saying that. I really mean it!”—Zoey


“If I have kids when I grow up, I think I’m going to force-feed them Alice (just joking … sorta).”—Tanya


“I want to say thank you very much. I introduced [my daughter] to Alice years ago, and she became addicted. I was amazed because my daughter wasn’t into reading until she started reading Alice.”—A Happy Mother


*Taken from actual postings on the Alice website. To read more, visit AliceMcKinley.com.







PHYLLIS REYNOLDS NAYLOR includes many of her own life experiences in the Alice books. She writes for both children and adults, and is the author of more than one hundred and thirty-five books, including the Alice series, which Entertainment Weekly has called “tender” and “wonderful.” In 1992 her novel Shiloh won the Newbery Medal. She lives with her husband, Rex, in Gaithersburg, Maryland, and is the mother of two grown sons and the grandmother of Sophia, Tressa, Garrett, and Beckett.
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FACING UP


ABOUT THE THIRD WEEK OF OCTOBER, I decided it was turning out to be one of the weirdest months of my life. Not that there have been that many of them—Octobers, I mean. Thirteen, to be exact. But here’s what had happened so far:


Lester, my twenty-one-year-old brother, who has been juggling two or more girlfriends for several years, just got word that one of his main girlfriends, Crystal, was engaged to be married at Thanksgiving. And I was to be a bridesmaid. Now that’s weird.


And of course I was still holding my breath to see whether Miss Summers, my English teacher last year, would marry Dad or our vice principal, Mr. Sorringer, who’s in love with her too.


Then Elizabeth, my friend who lives across the street, got a baby brother. At last she found out what a boy looks like naked. Is that weird, or what?


And finally, the student council at our junior high voted to create a haunted house for Halloween in the school gym to raise money for our library. What the school was going to do, see, was charge a buck fifty apiece to scare little kids half out of their minds. Patrick, my boyfriend, who’s vice president of the student council, asked if I wanted to help out.


Well, why not? I thought. October couldn’t get any crazier than it was already.


I was wrong. It got even crazier. Crystal Harkins’s maid of honor invited me to a bridal shower—a lingerie shower—and I’d never been to a shower before.


But you know what? All of these things—the engagement, the bridal shower, the baby brother, the haunted house—were happening to somebody else. I was just on the outside looking in. Not much that is really dramatic, outrageous, and wonderful has ever happened to me— something to remember forever and ever. If there was a prize for the girl with the most boring life, I thought, I’d win it, hands down.


Here’s where I miss my mom. If Mom were alive, she could have told me how to keep from being ordinary. She’d know what you take to a bridal shower, too. But because she died when I was four, I have to ask Dad and Lester, who don’t know diddly, all my questions, and if I’m really desperate, I call Aunt Sally in Chicago. This time I tried Dad and Lester first.


“I’ve been invited to a lingerie shower for Crystal,” I said at dinner that night. “Any ideas about what I could get her?”


“A chastity belt,” Lester mumbled.


“What?”


“He’s joking, Al,” said Dad. He and Lester call me Al.


Lester just glared down at his tuna and noodles. I guess he figured his girlfriends would go on waiting all their lives for him to make up his mind, and it was really a shock that one of them got engaged.


“What is a chastity belt?” I asked, curious.


“A metal device that some medieval men bought their wives when the men were going to be gone from their fiefdoms,” said Dad. “Only the husbands had the key. It was to insure that their wives would be faithful while they were away. Now you know how ridiculous this conversation is getting to be.”


I couldn’t believe it. “You mean it fit around their …?”


“Exactly,” said Lester. “Now shut up.”


“But how did they go to the bathroom?” I have to know things like that.


“With difficulty, I imagine,” Dad said.


I looked from Dad to Lester. That was so unfair! “What about the men? Did they have to wear chastity belts while they were gone to make sure they weren’t unfaithful?” I demanded.


Lester winced.


I was indignant. “What about a metal pipe that fitted over their …?”


“Okay, okay! Just drop it, will you?” Lester snapped. He’s been pretty touchy these days. Ever since Crystal returned all the things he’d ever given her and told us she was getting married, he’s been a real grouch.


I’m not sure why I was asked to be one of her bridesmaids, but I think it’s because her fiancé’s younger brother is going to be in the wedding party. He’s seventeen, and Crystal needs someone young to walk back up the aisle with him. Or maybe Crystal’s still mad at Lester and is trying to rub it in. Whatever, I’m prepared to enjoy myself.


“I don’t see how you can buy Crystal anything without knowing her sizes,” Dad said, trying to be helpful.


“Big,” said Lester. “Big hips, big boobs—a narrow waist, though.”


“Do you want to buy it for me, Lester?” I asked.


He glared daggers at me. “What do you think?”


I went up to my room after dinner and tried to figure out what would look nice on Crystal Harkins. If she were to step out of the bathroom on her wedding night and present herself to her new husband, what would look best on her? She has short red hair in a feather cut, and I imagined her in a sheer white nightgown with lace over her breasts so you could see her nipples.


I took the invitation out of the envelope again to see if they gave Crystal’s sizes on the back. They didn’t. But there was a little card enclosed that said the shower was being given jointly by Betsy Hall, Crystal’s maid of honor, and Fantasy Creations, which, it said, for eleven years has been making the kind of lingerie “every woman dreams of possessing, but only a few will dare.”


“Huh?” I said.


I went straight to the phone and dialed my cousin Carol in Chicago. She’s Aunt Sally’s daughter, and I always try her first. Carol’s a couple years older than Lester and, having been married once to a sailor, she knows everything there is to know in the sex department. The phone rang eight times at her place, though, and she didn’t answer, so I had to call Aunt Sally.


“Is Carol there, by chance?” I asked when Uncle Milt answered.


“Why, Alice, sweetheart! How nice to hear from you!” he said. “No, she’s on a business trip, but your aunt Sally’s right here. Just a minute.”


“Alice?” said Aunt Sally. “What’s wrong?”


I come from one of those families where if you call long distance, they figure someone just died.


“Nothing! I just wanted to ask a question.”


“Oh! Certainly!” said Aunt Sally, sounding relieved. She’s Mom’s older sister, who took care of us for a while after Mom died, before we moved to Maryland.


“I’ve been invited to a bridal shower, and I’m wondering what to buy.”


“Not Pamela or Elizabeth!” Aunt Sally gasped. Pamela’s my other best friend, and we’d all three gone by Amtrak to visit Aunt Sally last June.


“No. An old girlfriend of Lester’s, actually. She’s marrying someone else.”


“Good for her!” said Aunt Sally, who thinks it’s time Lester settled down himself. “Now what kind of shower is it to be? Kitchen? Linen?”


“Lingerie,” I said. “The kind every woman dreams of possessing, but only a few will dare.”


There was a soft noise at the other end of the line. I think Aunt Sally had just sat down.


“Pajamas,” she said finally. “Alice, you can’t go wrong with pajamas. If I were you, I’d buy a pretty pair of pink pajamas, and I promise she’ll thank you.”


Crystal would thank me, all right, but would she wear them? I thought not. So after I’d talked to Aunt Sally, I dialed the maid of honor herself, who told me that I wasn’t supposed to buy anything in advance.


“Just come,” Betsy said, “and you can order from the Fantasy Creations catalog when you get here. We’ll have Crystal’s sizes, and she’ll choose the things she likes. You might like to buy something for yourself, too.”


Now that was the weirdest idea of all, because I don’t have much of a body yet. I suppose that will come. At least I hope so. But what I really want is a life, not a new bra. I want to do things. I want people to notice me.


Elizabeth Price is beautiful, she takes ballet and piano, and she has a little brother to take care of, even though his poop is yellow and Elizabeth says she’ll never eat mustard again. Gorgeous Pamela Jones, my other best friend, is taking tap and gymnastics, and Patrick’s on the track team, the debate team, the student council, and the school newspaper. He’s also in the band. Me? I’m just not a joiner, I guess.


When Patrick came over later, we walked to our old elementary school and fooled around on the jungle gym. He chased me over and under the bars but never did tag me, and finally we sat on the swings, turning around and around until the chains wouldn’t wind anymore, and then we’d let go and spin the other way.


Patrick was talking about how busy he was going to be this year, with track meets and all, and suddenly I said, “Patrick, is it possible to get through life without joining anything?”


“You mean … like a church or a political party?”


“A band, a chorus, a club, a group, Girl Scouts, Boy scouts, Triple A, anything?”


Patrick dug his feet into the ground to stop the swing. “I suppose, but why would you want to? You allergic to people?”


“No! I like people! I just don’t want to end up being like everybody else. Like a … a piano key, that’s all.” I thought that was pretty original, but Patrick thought I was nuts.


“Well, I guess you can have a full and interesting life without joining anything, but what do you do for excitement, Alice? Besides me, of course.” He grinned.


Suddenly it seemed like one of the most embarrassing questions I’d ever been asked.


“I guess I figured I was busy enough,” I murmured.


“A college might not think so,” said Patrick.


“What does college have to do with it?”


“You have to list all your hobbies and extracurricular activities on your application, Mom says. And if you don’t have any, well …”


I don’t know how Patrick could even stand to kiss me later. I was a zip, a zero, a zed, a zilch. If someone were to take my pulse, I’ll bet I wouldn’t have one.


I marched straight upstairs to Lester’s room, where he was working on his senior philosophy paper, and burst through the door. “I need a life!” I bellowed.


Lester jumped a foot. “Good grief, Al! Knock first! You want to see cardiac arrest?”


“Lester,” I wailed. “I have no body, no personality, no hobbies! I’ve got to join something quick. What should it be?”


“The army,” said Lester. “Now scram.”


I went downstairs to talk to Dad, but he’d gone out for the evening, so I lay on my stomach on the sofa, turning the pages of our school newspaper there on the floor, looking at photos of girls who had bodies and lives—cheerleaders, basketball players, singers, skaters …


On the last page, along with the ads for Hamburger Hamlet, Pizza Hut, Putt-Putt Golf, and Cineplex Theaters, was a boxed announcement:


JOIN THE CROWD! JOIN THE FUN!


Students: It’s still not too late to join a club. Get the most


out of your junior high experience. Don’t let another


week slip by without signing up for something extra.


These clubs need new members:
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