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WEDNESDAY, APRIL 2

The past twenty—four hours of my life have been so disqustingly NAUSEATING that I'm aebually starting 4o feel like
a...puddle of ... um, eat. .. voMITII

Fivst | vuined my brand—new sweater with a PBJ and yickle sandwich (a |on5 sb\r"/).

Then | got hit in the face by a dodgeball during gym in front of the ENTIRE class and ended wp trapped in a
watky faivy tale (an even longer story!).

0&37, | ean handle the utter HUMILIATION of wa"(ing around sthool OBLIVIOUS o the §ac£ that a SANDWICH is
shuek B my abdomen like duet {2\78-

Hey, | ean even handle a mild contussion. However, what | CAN'T handle is the faet that “someone” started an
AWFML rumor abou{: me_’

| overheard two CCP (Cute, Cool & Fopular) girls gossiping about it in the bathroom.

Rumor has it that my CRUSH kissed me (at a charity event last weekend) on a DARE merely to snag a FREE large
pizza from Queasy Cl\eesy_’

of course | btally FREAKED when | heard it Not only is a dare like that vude and insensitive, but it's a very
truel Joke {0 play on a person like . . . well . .. ME!

| was SURE the whole thing was a big fat LIE! Sowy,’ But everyone knows Queasy Cheesy pizzas ave just NASTY!
Had it been a dare for a yummy Crazy Buraer, [d TOTALLY believe W

Hey, [l be the Lirst 1 admit, that vumor tould have been A LOT worse. But STILL. ... I | Just wish “someone”

would stay out of wy pevsonal business. And by “someone,” | mean wy mortal enewy . . . MACKENZIE HOLLISTER
Il

| don't know why that gil HATES MY QUTS! It wasn't MY fault Printipal Winston gave her a three—day detention
for “uns\?dr‘{;manlil(e behavior” for s|amm'm5 me in the -(:aCe with that dodgeball

Pm veally LUCKY I'm not in @ COMA vight now! O undergoing life—threatening surgery . . .



SHE'S 0INg TO DIE UNLESS WE DO
AN EMERGENCY REVERSE-DODQEBALL
FACIAL-SLAM-ECTOMY . . . Il

DEFLATED
N DEJMD&EBHLL

Anyway, as punishment for what MatKenzie did 1o me, she has 1o elean the bug-infested showers in the girls’ locker

‘room.

Mn(:wbwbely, | learned today that the bug problem in there is REALLY bad!!



| was sitting behind MaeKenzie in Frenth lass finishing up my homework when | noticed there was something stuck
in hev hair-.

At First | thought it was one of those fanty designer barrettes she loves fo wear. But when | fook a tloser lock, |
vealized it was attually a giaantic dead STINK BUG! EWW ®”

That's when | 4apped her on the shoulder. ‘Um, MaeKenzie! Excuse me, but | just wanted o let you know that—"

“Nikki, WHY are you even talking 1o me?! Just mind your OWN business!” she said, glaring at me like | was something
hev spoiled poodle, Fifi, had lef+ in the grass in her backyard.



AN



“Okay! Then | won't tell you theve’s a huge dead STINK BUG in your haiv!” | said very calmly. ‘Besides, it kinda
locks like an ualy barrette! And it totally complements your eye color!”

‘WHATZP MatKenzie gasped, and her eyes got as big as saucers.
She whipped out her makeup mivror.

‘ovg! V4! Theve's a big black . . . INSECT with prickly legs tangled in my golden tressesl EEEEEEEEEEEKII
she shrieked. Then she started jumping around hysterieally and shaking her haiv % get it out She had a complete
melfdovm_l

“You've making it worse. Now it's even more tangled in theve. Just sit down and ehillax!” | said as | grabbed a tissue
and veathed for her hair.

“GET AWAY FROM MEIP" she sereamed. | dont want TWO disqusting CREATURES in wy beautiful haiv/”

“Stop acting like a spoiled BRATY” | shot back. f'm just vemoving the bug for you! See?!”



ME, REMOVING THE STINK BUUG FROM MACKENZIE'S HAR

“That is DISGUSTING! Get it avay from me!”
“You've weltome!” | said, glaring at her.

“Hmph! Don't expeet a thank—you from mel s all YOUR fault that bug was in wy haivl s probably from those
nasty showers [m being foreed t clean.”



Suddenly she folded her arms and narvowed her eyes at me.

“Or maybe YOU put it in wy hair 4o try o vuin my veputation! | bet you want everyone to think my house is overrun
with disausﬁhs bvgs' Ag&in."

“MatKenzie, | think your lip gloss must be leaking into your brain. That's vidieulous!”
“How tould You Pu{ that nad:y BMG in ™y kair.?! "m geH:ing SIcK \)us(: H\ihk'mg about it MéH”"

Then she tovered her mouth and mumbled something. But | ¢ouldn’t understand a word. . . .



HALP! AR TINK UM
GUNNA TOE Upll

ME, TRYING TO FIGURE OUT WHAT MACKENZIE WAS SAYING!

Although we weve in French elass, it definitely didn't sound like she was speaking Freneh!
By the time | FINALLY figured out what she was saying, it was TOO late.
Desperate, she took off vunning toward the wastebasket at the front of the voom.

But, un‘wﬁm&le‘[. she DIDN'T make it



| eould NOT believe that MaeKenzie Hollister, the QUEEN of the CCPs, actually theew up in front of the ENTIRE
F\rend\ Class!

She was like a bad ¢ar attident! | veally DIDN'T want 4 see her covered in puke from head b toe ®’ But |
touldn't hel? S‘.’H\ring @I

| have never seen her SO embavvassed. SO humiliated. SO vulnerable. SO um . . . MESSY!
| was both shotked and surprised when | was suddenly overeome with overwhelming emotion.

| had NEVER, EVER felt move SORRY for a human being in my ENTIRE |hcel N






It seemed like such a grave irjustice that HE had 1o clean up the horrible mess that MacKenzie had made.

Sometimes life is SO UNFAIR ®"

But he ook his job very seriously because he attually put on one of these paper mask thingies that dottors wear
during surgery.

['m guessing it was probably because of the very noxious and excessive . . . STINCAGE!

Anyway, our French teather immediately sent MatKenzie down 1o the office 1o call her parents 1o go home for the
vest of the day.

And instead of having ¢lass in our smelly, contaminated voom, our teacher took us down o the library 1o quietly
study our Frenth votabulary words.

Whith was PERFECT for me because | was able o work on my spetial project for National Library Week later this
month.

My BFFs, Chloe and Zoey, and | held a book dvive for our sthool batk in September, and it was a HUGE suceess.
So now we're planning an even bigger one for National Library Week!

We'll also be traveling NYC for a book festival and will get b Weet-n—Greet” some of our favorite authors.
SQUEEEEEEE!!

Anpway, | can't believe MacKenzie ACTUALLY thinks | put that stink bug in her hair!

Unfor-tunately for her, it looks like the kids in our elass are already GOSSIPING about what happened.
One girl had her cell phone out She showed it 1 a quy, and then they started snickering like erazy.

[ quessed that she was probably texting the ENTIRE sehool

But this whole thing is all MacKenzie's fault!

She totally OVERREACTED and FREAKED OUT even after | offeved 4o help her.

MatKenzie is suth a VOVIT QUEEN!

OOPS! | meant . . .



DRAMA QUEEN!

Sorry about that, MaeKenziell



THURSDAY, APRIL. 3

['m SO upset vight now | ean barely write ®” | was at wy locker, minding my own business, when MacKenzie
tapped me on my shoulder and sneeved, ‘Why are YOU always hanging avound heve?!! PLEASE! Just g0 away!”

“Sorry, but | hang around here because, uh‘Cor'bma{'d\/, MY lotker is vight next 1o YOURS,” | said, volling my eyes at
hev.

| still ean't believe you put that bug in my haiv! [Il NEVER speak 1o you again as long as | live!l”

‘Whatever, MatKenzie!” | muttered as | counted down in my head for her 1o start blabbing at me again. Five . . .
‘our.“ﬂ\ree...{wo‘..

“You're MAD at me because | spilled the beans that Brandon kissed you on a DARE just to get a free pizzal And
now everyone is gossiping about it So f get even, you PRETENDED b be injured in gym class just & get ME in
trouble! . . "
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“NIKKI, YOWRE JUST A PATHETIC FAKE!

Sorry, but | eould only take so muth of Miss Thang talking TRASH right t my face like that! So | got all up in HER
face and said . . .



“Really, MaCKenLie?,’ ‘{ou Hhink "M Faking?” Does this BRWSE look FAKE b ‘/ou?,’ ' don’{: think so! The ONL‘{ «Cake
hings around heve, girlfriend, are YOUR bad hair extensions and tacky spray-on tanll”

ME, SHOWING MACKENZIE MY BRUISE



“Poor baby’ So, f'm suppesed b Leel quilty when | achually did you a big FAVORZ" MatKenzie snarled. “That eute
litHe bruise | gave you dvaws attention away Lrom your hideous Lacel”

“Unm, MatKenzie, have you locked at YOUR face lately? What brand of makeup did you use this morning? Paint-by-
number?,’"

I wouldn't 90 theve if | were you. My designer lipstick eost MORE than your entive ualy outfit So don't HATE me
because [m BEAUTIFULY

Well, you need to EAT some of your designer lipstick- Then MAYBE you'll be BEAUTIFUL on the INSIDE!” | shot
back.

Suddenly MaeKenzie 9ot SUPERserious and stared at wy forehead.

“Nikki, fm veally worried about that bruise. [t looks like gangrene might be setting in. | need to vun down 1o the
nurse’s office and get some bandages for You. Wéit vight heve, okay, hon?”

But | alveady knew what was going on in that TWISTED litHe BRAIN of hevs. . ..



MACKENZIE, PUTTING A BANDAGE ON MY BRUISE!

When she got done with me, | was going 1o look like a . . . totally messed up . . . middle sehool, um . . . mammy!
And | was NOT about f let MaeKenzie ?ublicly HMMILIATE me! Again!

It was bad enough that she was spreading a nasty vumor about me. But now | was worvied she was going to vuin my
{riendship with Brandon.



Anpway, | was getting my books out of my lotker and still FUMING about everything she'd done o me, when | felt
ANOTHER tap on my shoulder!

JUST GREAT ®” The last thing | wanted t deal vith vight then vas a setond round of harassment from
MatKenzie. | was so NOT letting her put bandages on my bruise!

That's when | fotally lost it/ | wanted 1o shove her bandages vight down her throat But since | don't believe in
violente, | decided o just tell her off in a very RUDE yet friendly vay. . . .



I'M REALLY SICK AND TIRED OF YOU GOING OUT
OF YOUR WAY TO MAKE MY LIFE MISERABLE!
SO PLEASE JUST 40 SLITHER BACK UNDER
A ROCK AND LEAVE ME ALONE, OKAY?!







Wﬁ" When | turned around and saw it was BRANDON; | {u&ally FREAKED WT"

His mouth dvopred open and he looked hurt and confused. | guess | was in shotk or something, because when | tried
1o explain why [d said those things and apologize, all that came out was . . .

W just stood theve. Very avkwardly. Staring at each other for what seemed like FOREVER!

“Okay, Nikki. 1€ that's what you veally want,” he finally said quietly. | quess | was ttally out of line last weekend
when [ . . . you know. Anpway, [ owe You an apology. 'm very sorvy.”

“WHATZ! Brandon, | don't want or need your apology. What [m trying to say is that | made a big mistake. Acbually, |
owe YOM an a?o|o—"



Witake?! Really?! s 4hat all it was 4o you?”

“OF tourse it was a mistake. ['d never do anything like that o you on purpose. It was a brief moment of shupidity
and ['m sorvy it happened. But it will NEVER happen again, | promise. You did NOT deserve that”

Brandon looked even move hurt than before.
It was almost like he didnt undevstand a word [ was saying.
After another long silence, he took a deep breath and let out a sad sigh | veally don't know what b say. . . .”

“Acbually, Brandon, You don't have & say anything at all. | was veally angry. And, as erazy as it sounds, | thought

you vere someone else.”
‘I know | ¢ould have been more honest with you. But | didn't mean to mislead you Just don't be mad at me, okay?”
“You don't understand! | was attually mad at—"
“1 DO understand, Nikki, anl | van:you 4o be happy. So Ml jusk back off, if tha's what you veally vant”
He nervously brushed his shaggy bangs out of his eyes and glaned at his wateh.

“Anpway, | think we BOTH better get 1o tlass. Later.” Then he shoved his hands in his pockets and quiekly walked
away. . .-



1L /

ME, TOTALLY CONFUSELY ABOUT WRAT JUST HA D BEY % NANDME®.’

[©



MUAST. NOT. PANICH

Did | veally just ACCIDENTALLY tell Brandon | was sick and tived of him making my life miserable and % go
slither under a vock?ll

Yep! [ think | actually DIDI

Okay, time 1 PANICI . .

AAAAAAAAAAAARRR ®.’.’.’

(That was me sereaming))

OMG! Like, WHO does that 4o their CRUSHZ!

I sighed, callapsed aaainst my locker, and blnked back 42avs of frusbration.

A massive wave of insecurity hung over me like a dark storm ¢loud as | cavefully contemplated my next move:

| Just “Shake It of” and ge-(: b my 5eome+ry tlass since | had a Quiz S‘.’A\r‘hhg in less than two minutes (and [ still
needed o shudy) ®’

2. Follow Brandon around the sthool “stalker—style” and apologize profusely until he finally accepts and agrees that
we've best buds again.

3. Rush 1o the girls’ bathroom, lock mysel«c in a stall, and have a meltdown until Chloe and Zoey come and restue me
(AGAIND.

4. Climb into my lotker, slam the door shut, and Sl'ﬂ\/ in there SMLK'N& until the last day of sthool or until | DIE
of hunger, whichever oteurs Liest!

| am the WORST! FRIENDI EVERII

And now HTHHME BRANDON HATES MVE!!



FRIDAY, APRIL 4

TBday we only had a half day of sthool due & teather training. Whith means | didn't get a chance 4o alk 4o Chloe
and Zoe\/ about that big Ho‘m\? | had with Brandon yesbevday

The evazy thing is that | think f'm more upset about it foday than | was yesterday. Go Figure.’
| stopred by Brandon's locker a eouple of times t try 1o falk 4o him, but he was never around.
So now ['m starting to suspect that he might be avoiding me. I£ | were him, [d avoid me tpo!

[ veally want & believe MacKenzie made up that stupid vumor about the Prank—4—Pizza—but what if all (or
some?) of itis ac{mally TRUE ®?"

NONE of this makes sensel So in spite of all the eraziness with Brandon \/esl'zrda\/, Pl still consider him a Hrue
friend. He desevves it

The Brandon | know would NEVER, EVER aCCeF{‘, a dave like that And | REFUSE & waste arly more of ™y time
OBSESSING over it

An\fway, aﬂ-zr sthool | was do'm5 my biology homework when my braH',\/ litte sis’cer, B\riavma, tame sl(i??'mg into y
voom, singing o herself.

“Pve got a surprisel [ve got a surprise!”

She poked her head over my shoulder 1o see what | was doing,
“Don’t you wanna know what it is?” she asked.

“Nore,” | answered indifevently, and continued veading,
Well, ' gonna show you anpway!”

That's when Brianna orinned and slammed a fishbowl on fop of my biology book. Water splashed everywhere. My
homework was completely soaked! . . .



BRIANNA, SPLASHING WATER ON ME AND MY HOMEWORK!

Briannall” | yelled. ‘What are you doing?! Now wy book and homework are soaking wet! Go away!”
| {pok another look at the fishbowl and vealized theve was achially a goldfish in it

‘Where did THAT come from?”



“My teacher!” she veplied. “She's letting ME babysit the ¢lass 5old(:ish, Rover, for the entive weekend! We've gonna
do lots of fun shuff together since we've best friends!”

A" ' tou|d do was shal(e my head.

Well, [ think you need to be more caveful with him. And more vesponsible. You could've eracked the Fishbowl!”

“Responsible? What does that mean?” she asked.

“Let's see . . . how do | explain this in Nick Jr. terms?” | tapped my chin in thought ‘Tl use Mom as an example.
Mom feeds You, drives you o sehool, takes care of you when you've sick, and makes sure that you've always safe. That's
¢alled being vesponsible.”

“Ohl NOW | undevstand. So, | need o be Rover's mommy!” she said eagerly.

“feah, something like that,” | said. “Bke him & your voom and vead him a story. | don't want any more water on my
homework.”

“Okeydokey!” she veplied, and picked up her fishbowl. ‘Rover, your mommy is taking you to see hev bedvoom!”
[ was olad she had that fish, because | fiqured it would keep her oceupied and out of my hair.

But £ifteen minutes later she came bounting back into my voom.

‘Wheve's Rover?” | asked her.

“He's 42king a bubble bath,” she answered.

‘WHAT?! Did you say BUBBLE BATHZ [ shrieked.

“fep- He smelled veally fishy, so | thought 'd give him a rice, warm bubble bath! That's what Mommy would do,
vight?”

“Brianna, are You serious?! Rover's a FISH He's SUPPOSED 1o smell veally Fishy!”

‘Well, he DOESN'T smell -(:isk/ ahYmdre,’ Come take a sniff! | gotta g0 FLinish his bubble bath now. And d\r'y him with
your haiv dvyer. Bye!”

Oh ... CRUD! | slammed my book shut and sighed. So much for homework!



| vushed down the hall and then peeked into the bathroom o theck on poor Rover.
And, sure enough, it was just as | had feared.
He was covered in soap suds and bubbles and FLOATING in the bathroom sink/

Brianna was busy adding even more water- . . .



BRIANNA, GIVING HER-GOLDEIST A Dwiisintmiiyif




“‘ovg! You veally gave your 5o|d£ish a bubble bath? Ave you erazy? P | extlaimed. “Brianna, you eocked the davn
H\ingl.’"

‘What are you talking about? Rover's veally having fun. See how velaxed he is?”

Brianna stuck the dead fish vight in my face. That's when | threw up in my mouth a litte.
“Ye's FAR from velaxed!” | tld Brianna. ‘He’s not moving because he’s . . . DEAD

“Fm his mommy, not you! And | say he's sleeping! So thevel” she said, sticking her tongue out at me.



But when she asked me if Rover could borrow MY {pothbrush so they could brush theiv teeth together at bedtime,
[d heard enough!

Obviously, something had 4o be done. If | let her learn the 4ruth on her own, she'd probably need therapy for the
vest of her life. Then again, Dad wasn't exactly the expert on topics like this. He'd probably just flush poor Rover down
the toilet, which would be even more traumatizing 4o Brianna. | detided 4 talk +> Mom about the dead fish situation
{omorrow evening, as soon as she veturned home from hev visit vith my grandma.

Sometimes having a NUTTY little sister is veally challengingl! @”



SATURDAY, APRIL 5

“Mom, do you know about Brianna's goldfish, Rover?” | asked.

“es, | dof And | think he'll teach her a lot about vesponsibility,” she answered with a smile.
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“Well, last night he was doing a bak float in the bathroom sink,” | exclaimed. “In a bubble bath”

Mom let out a deep sigh and vubbed her temples.

"Briam\a, BriAm\a, Brianna . ," she mutteved in exhaustion. ‘What am | going © do with that Child?"



“Mom, she didn't believe me when | told her Rover was dead. She loves that fish like it’s her own baby! She's going
o be traumatized when she Finall\/ {igures out she eooked him in a bubble bath.”

| vemember when | had a goldfish at hev age. His name was Mr. Fish-n—Chips.

All the kids in wy ¢lass brought their pets 1o show-and—tell, so | wanted % do the same.

| put Mr. Fish—n—Chips in a box with holes in it so he tould breathe, and earried him o sthool.
Mell, you can imagjne what | discovered when | opened up that box for show-and—tell

‘| know it’s going 1o be sad when Brianna learns the truth. | wish there was another option,” Mom said, shaking her
head.

Suddenly her eyes it up.
‘| have an ideal And if we hurry, we can get there before they close at rine pm.!”
[ looked at the elock and back at her in eonfusion. [t was 843 pm.
Normally,she'd be naaging me 4o {inish my homework and gt veady for bed.

‘| don't get it! WHERE are we going?” | asked.

“‘Hurry!” she exelaimed as she grabbed her coat. VIl explain everything in the car on the way.”



MOV, ABOUT TO TAKE ME ON A MYSTERY ROAD TRIP!

V\éjuMRd info the eav and she Floored it
Um, MOV, tan you - - - SLOW DowNell’

Y eant Ve only have ten minutes before they tlose!” she yelled back.

The vest of the vide was a blur.



Before | knew it, we were parked in the middle of an empty Pets-N-Stuff parking lot. As ve were getting out of
the car, we saw a store tlerk lotking the doors.

“Oh. No. They. Didn' " Mom yelled. Ve still have a good six minutes lef£ 4o shop! They tan't tlose early_l”
She Jumyed out of the tar and stormed up 1o the Pets—N-Stuff door. | seurried after her.

Inside, an employee was sweeping the floor. He saw us standing there but completely ianored us. Then he volled his
eyes and furned his back % us.

HEY!” Mom banged her fist on the glass door. “YOU DON'T CLOSE TILL NINE! WE STILL HAVE FIVE
MINUTES TO SioP! OPEN UPIP
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The dude looked fotally annoyed. He muttered some shiff that | was probably glad | eouldn't hear and kept

sweeping:

So Mom just kept pounding on the glass door. | was praying that it wouldn't break and shatter into a million pietes!
Finally, the guy dropped the broom, unlotked the door, and poked his head out, scowling angyily.

‘When the doors are locked, that's a hint for cusomers & get lost!” he snapped at Mom. ‘We've ¢losed, lady! Deal
VA.H\ .I H’)

He was about o slam the door shut, but Mom sbuek her -COO‘E in the way-

“Listen here!” she growled, waving her £inger in his face. ‘e have a dead goldfish emergenty at home, so [ am NOT
in a very good mood! Now, YOWRE going 1o let us in so we can buy a new one, because | am NOT doing another fish
Lureral! Do You have any idea how traumatic a FLish funeval is for a ehild? WELL? Do Yozl

“N-no, ma'am!” the guy shittered nevvously, his eyes as big as saucers.
He mustve kugH: we had )us{: broken out of a mental hosyi{'al or someﬂ\ingl

“That's rigH:_l You DON'T know!” Mom continued. ‘So let us inl Or so help me, [l g0 sbraight Pets—N-Shuff
national headauarters fo complain about how horrific your tustomer sevvice is! Do | make myself clear, young man?”

VERY ¢lear, ma'am'” he said, vith a fake smile plasteved acvoss his face. ‘Please come inl”

“Hemph!” Mom shuek hev nose in the aiv and walked info the stove like she owned the place. | serambled after her.
[ have 4o admit, it was kind of fun watehing hev tell off H\akjerk-o(:—a4|erk!

We searthed all the aquariums for Rover's identieal 4uin, but no luek.

Then, just as we were about 1o give up, | spotted a fish the exact same size and orangey color as Rover hiding
behind a small castle.



////77

ME AND THE NEW GOLDFISH, GETTING TO KNow EACH OTHER!
Mom and | weve so happy o have «cimall\/ found our fish that we gave each other a high five.

While she was at the thetkout counter paying for the brand—new Rover, | notited a poster for a tontest o win dog
{ood near the front door.



ENTER TODAY AND WIN A
FREE ONE-YEAR SUPPLY OF

DOGGY DINER

DOoG FooD!!

NO PURCHASE NECESSARY!

Just fill out your entry form and
deposit it in the box.

Of course | immediately thought of the Fuzzy Friends Animal Restue Center, wheve Brandon volunteers! A free
one=year supply of dog food could veally help out the center. And, who knovs, [ might just win!

Any money saved on food expenses would mean additional dollars that Brandon could use 4o care for even MORE
homeless animals. That would make him SO happy! A big smile spread atross my fate just thinking about him.

| Suddenly vealized Jus{: how muth our -(:\riendshi‘? meant to me. So | detided o text him a huge aFolog\/ as soon as |
got back to the car.



| filled out the little eard with Brandon's name and address, kissed it for good luek, and then dvopped it into the
big box with the vest of the entries.

| was standing at the front door, waiting for my mom, when | noticed a SUPEReute quy walk out of the shop next
door, listening 1o his tunes. Only, it waSh,{JMSt ANY SUPEReute 9uy- - - -
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And he had a PIZZAl

But it vasn't just ANY pizzal

It was a QUEASY CHEESY TAKEOUT pizza '@[!

| gasped and stared in disbelief with my face pressed against the door-
Then | sereamed, “NOOODOOO!I”

Only, | just said it inside wy head, so no one else heard it but me.

As | watthed Brandon disaprear around the torner, | felt like my heart had dvopped info my sneakers and
splattered all over the floor.

a@y; NON ' was S‘.‘A\rﬁng 'b wor\r\/ ‘Hla{: ‘Bte rumovr Ms brue,’

Which also meant | had & ask wyself a very diffieult and potentially heartbreaking QUESTION about that
KISS.. ..

Were Chloe and Zoey going 1o be so ANGRY at Brandon that they'd THREATEN 4 give him a BEATDOWN like
they did at the Sweetheart Dante back in February??ll

oMG! That fiasto was CRAY-CRAY! Especially when Chloe totally lost it and went all Karate Kid in her acancy ball
gown! OF course | was also DYING 4o know the answers b a few other questions. Had Brandon:

I. kissed me on @ DARE just to get a free piz2a, as MaeKenzie had alleged?

2 kissed me only because he vanted 1o help vaise money for charity 1o help the needy childven of the world?
Or

3. kissed me because he considered me MORE than just a good friend?

Suddenly | felt SO eonfused!

It was quite obvious that | didnt know Brandon as well as [ thought | did.

Aryway, by the time my mom and | £inally made it back home, Brianna was fast asleep.



We tiptoed into Brianna's voom and made the swap-

And as we were leaving, | could see the new Rover happily swimming around in tivtles.

Mission. Atomplished!!

By then | was so exhausted by the whole Brandon dvama that | went straight to bed.

But | just lay awake, staring at the teiling and brying 1o figure out what went wrong in our velationship.
Then | got up and started writing in wy diary.

Suddenly it made perfeet sense why Brandon had been so defensive on Thursday and seemingly eager 4o back off

and give me some space.
It was probably his GUILTY conseiente!
Or maybe he jusk vanted o stark hanging vt vith MacKenzie.
Which is pevfectly £ine with me/ MISS DIVA and VR. DARE totally deserve each other!!
Right now [ s0 OVER Brandon!
[ wouldrt cave if he ook a bite of his stupid pizza and CHOKED on a PEPPERON]!

| just want OFF this erazy emotional voller coaster!

&)



SUNDAY, APRIL &

B\r‘iAHna snuek in{b my room while I was s|ee\7in5-
“BOOY" she shouted into wy ear, and giggled.

“Good morning, Brianna,” | answered without flinching (after the hundredth time, it doesn't even stave me
anymore). ‘Why don't you go somewhere and pick your nose so | ean sleep?”

‘Rover wanted 4o say hil” she said, holding the Fishbowl up 4o my face. ‘tte Finally woke up from his nap! See?”
The new Rover was STILL happily swimming around in irtles. Thark goodness!
“And he still smells nice and elean from his bath!” she chivped. “You wanna sniff2”

“Nol What | WANT is for you and Rover 4o get out of my voom. Please!” | arumped, and threw my blanket over my
head.

‘V\é’\re gom\a Pla\/ do"s and w&lﬂl TV. Ahd ‘{‘}\er\ "m 5onna feed Rove\r' a \pmm\/ breakl—'ash"

When Brianna said ‘breakfast,” | assumed she'd be ‘Feed'mg him FISH FOOD! NOT . . .
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PRINCESS SUGAR PLUM CEREAL!
V4! [ was SO disqusted with Briannal
Mom and | eould be sitting in jail for practically breaking and entering a closed et stove.
All beeause Brianna didn't know how 1o 4ake ave of her shupid Fish/

But one thing was clear/ e needed 1 get poor Rover back 4o sehool before Brianna KILLED him. AGAIN!



Mom ¢alled Brianna's teather 4 apologize and let her know that we had 4o veplace the goldfish.

But appavently, not even the Rover that Brianna had brought home was the original Rover.

Her teather explained that, unfortunately, other children before Brianna had also had similar “aecidents.”
Which meant the Rover we'd just bought was actually Rover the Ninth!

| was veally shotked and surprised to hear that news.

Mom and | both agreed that Brianna was nowhere near veady for a veal, live pet goldfish yet

Although, | could always buy some of those Goldfish snack eratkers and dump them in the Fishbowl vith a litte
bubble bath.

As long as they floated upside down on their backs (like the original Rover), Brianna would NEVER know the
difference!

Aryway, since she has {o return Rover f her ¢lassroom tomorrow, she’s detided she wants o buy a pet fish vith
arms so it tan play dolls and bake chotolate cupeakes with her.

| was like, ‘Sorvy, Briannal But fish DON'T have arms!”

But she said, ‘Uh—huh, they do! | saw one on the Internet and f'm alveady saving my allowance!” . . .
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Well, one thing is Lor suvel

If Brianna gives her NEW pet fish vith arms a bubble bath and feeds her Printess Sugar Plum Cereal like she did
with Rover, things could get a whole lot MESSIER veally fast! 'm just sa\/in' .

With all the Rover drama, | completely forgot o mention the MOST important thing that haprened today!

| 9ot frantic texts from both Chloe and Zoey about a erazy vumor they'd Just heard about ME that involved
Brandon, a pizza, and a kiss @!!

Of ctourse | told them EVERYTHING. They both vushed over fo my house and we talked for what seemed like
hours.

Now 'm feeling a lot better. Maybe my life isn't a bottomless pit of despaiv after all

Chloe and Zoey are the BEST friends EVER!! | don't know what ['d do without them! ®”



MONDAY, APRIL 7

It was another typical day in gym ¢lass. The exereises were pointless, the CCP kids were slacking off, and the gym
teacher was yelling at them.

| was still -("uming about the Brandon situation.
I CAN'T believe it! s like ['ve been bought and sold for a evuddy pizzal” | vanted.

Sinte it was still a bit tpo chilly to play tennis outside, we practiced inside by hitting tennis balls against the gym
wall

It vas actually very thevapeutic for me since | needed something to help burn off all the negative eneray | had pent

up inside.
B put it bluntly, | was so TICKED OFF, | wanted t SMACK something!

But on a move \vosi{ive note, my BFFs and | locked SUPEReute in our thie tennis outfits. . ..
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‘| thought Brandon was a veally rice quy. But | didn't veally know him at all” | fumed.

“Nil(ki, Jus{: talm down!” Zoey said. “' know it looks like the vumor migH: be Hrue. Bu‘{: ma\/oe Brandon bough{: the
pizza with his allowance?”

‘Really? What IDIOT would spend a dime on a eruddy Queasy Cheesy pizza?” [ shot back.
“A veally HUNGRY idiot?” Chloe answeved. | got a great deal on a shrimp pizza there last week.”

‘But he said he owes me an apology, so that must mean the vumor is truel And WHY did he Just walk avay when |
was trying fo falk to him?” | asked.

“P'm pretly sure it was probably because you were sereaming at him about RUINING your life,” Zoey veplied. ‘But |
¢ould be wrong."

“Maybe he walked away t g0 look for a votk. You DID tell him % 90 SLITHER batk under a votk, vight?” Chloe
t‘uiﬂ?ed»
“Okay, [l admit it That part was my fault! | just wish | knew for sure if all the shff MacKenzie said about a

DARE is truel” | said, and whatked my ball even harder. ‘Betause now [l NEVER know if my very first kiss was juta
big JOKE! And it's DRIVING. ME. CRAZYII

[ slammed my tennis ball in anger, and we barely managed to duck as it vicotheted off the wall and shot atross the
gym at what seemed like a hundred miles an hour.

Chloe vaised an eyebrow at me. “CRAZY is an undevstatement! Nikki, you're BEATING your poor tennis ball like it
owes You money!” she snarked.

"Sorr\/.’" | muttered.

Suddenly Zoey's eyes lit up. “Listen up, auys! | have an ideal And yes, | know it's erazy! But why don't we just eall
Queasy Cheesy and ask them 1o send us a copy of Brandon's veceipt?! Then we can see if he personally paid for the
Pizza or if someone bought it for him betause of a dave like MaeKenzie said.”

“Sorry, Zoey, but Queasy Cheesy would NEVER send a eustomer veceipt 4 a bunth of silly, nosy girls like US!” |
grumbled.

‘I bet they would if they thought the silly, nosy girls were CUSTOMERS!” Chloe squealed as she did Jjozz hands. “All
we have o do is pretend o be BRANDON



“ovG! That would Btally work,” Zoey agreed excitedly. ‘We'll eall and say he lost his veteipt and needs a new eopy.
We ean ask them 1 text a copy b us.”

“Ave you quys NUTS?!" | practically sereamed at my BFFs. ‘e ean't pretend & be Brandon! Aven't theve laws
against that kind of thing?!”

That's when Chloe and Zoey aave each other “the look.”

ME, VERY SUSPICIOUS THAT CHLOE AND ZOEY ARE PLOTTING TO BAMBOOZLE ME!

And | knew from experiente that “the look” meant ‘HIB\/ were going b ‘bry  SWEET-TALK me inb doing
something | DIDN'T want do!



[ absolutely HATE being BAVMBOOZLED ®!!

“Okay, Nikki. Just forget about it} Zoey said, suddenly looking extremely bored as she bounted her tenis ball on
her vacket, BAUNCE. BOUNCE. BOUNCE. BOUNCE. ‘I you want 1o live your life and then DIE not ever knowing if
Your Livst kiss was Fossibly TRUE LOVE, 9o right ahead!”

Chloe yawned and picked at hev nails. ‘Well, Nikki, the aood news is that when you've old and lonely, you ean always
spend Your last days pondering whether or not Brandon bought his pizza vith cash or won it from a dave. Cash or
dare. Cash or dare. Cash or dave. Cash or—"

“Okay, quys! STOP [T! Just STOP!” | yelled at them.
Unfortunately, their BAVBOOZLING was working,
As usual.

‘You've made Your Yoiv\{:," | eontinued. “This 'H\ing tould haunt me Fo\r the vest oF my l'nce. | DO want B know the
truth. But | DON'T want 1 end up in jail trying 1o find out And most important, | don't want 1o give MacKenzie the
satisfattion of RUINING my fiest kiss! So what fm 4rying 4o say is that I'd veally appreciate your help on this, quys.”

Ve happily did a three-way fist bump 1o show our solidarity as BFFs and our commitment 1o untovering the truth
behind the vumor-.

“Okay, my biggest worry is that Queasy Cheesy would never believe us,” | explained. “WHY would Brandon suddenly
need an emergenty eopy of an old pizza veceipt from two days age?!”

‘Vell, | dunno. Maybe he needs it for, um . . . tax purposes?” Zoey said.

“Bx purposes?! Hmm, that DOES sound veally legit,” | said, tapping my chin, deep in thought “You know what, Zoey?!
| think |'{:Ju$(', migH’, wo\rl(_I"

b agree,’ [€s brilliant! Pure genius_l" Chloe said excitedly. ‘Um, what does “for tax purposes’ mean?”

“Actually, | don't have the slightest idea.” Zoey shrugged. “But whenever my parents lose a reteipt or important
paers, people always send them new copies whenever they say it's for tax purposes.”

“Yeah, ['ve heard wy pavents use that exeuse to,” | agreed. “And it works like a tharm!”



‘%W,’ | think "m 3oih5 ® bry that the next time | bomb on a {:es{:_" Chloe snitkeved. “r" Jus{: £ell my teather | lost
the test paper with the bad avade and vequest a new fest for tax purposes. Getting a do—over on a fest for tax
purposes tould veally boost my arades.”

‘Sorry, Chloe, but [ don't think il £ix bad grades” Zoey giggled.
“Hey, it wouldn't hurt o try!” Chloe arinned.

“Aryway, | think we should make the ¢all from the library phone so that it appears more official Then Queasy
Cheesy won't be as quitk 1 blow us off since we've not adults,” Zoey explained.

‘Why don't we call during lunch fomorrow?” | sugaested. “Hardly anyone hangs out in the library during lunch on
Tuesdays.”

Chloe insisted on being the one to make the ¢all as Brandon. She veasoned that sinte she'd vead the most teen
novels vith hunky guys in them, she eould veally “3et inside their heads.”

Whatever that means!

Ve also decided o have the veceipt texted to Zoey's cell phone since it has better veception in the library than
Chloe’s and mine.

My assignment is fo pick up three library shelving assistant passes from the sthool office so we ¢an leave the
eafeteria during lunch 1o hang out in the library.

And \/esl ' Feel a litte guiH:\/ about geHjng LSA passes B work in the Iibrary when we don"(: admally ?|av\ on shelv'mg
ary books.

But making that phone call t Queasy Cheesy and getting fo the botlom of all the vecent dvama is a WAY more
important fask as far as 'm conterned.

Betause honestly, l\')us{: don’t know if | ean trust Brandon arymore.

And the fact that our «Griendshiy is ending like this is absolute TORTURE!!

&)



TUESDAY, APRIL 8

[ve been a nervous wreek all morning! Very soon [1l know if that vumor MatKenzie has been spreading about
Brandon is true.

| also had this veally uneasy feeling, like | was foraetting 4o do something SUPERimportant
As soon as gym ¢lass was over, Chloe, Zoey, and | vushed to the cafeteria and quickly snarfed down our lunches.

We were about to dump our trays and head for the library when | FINALLY vemembered what [d forgotten!

Our LSA passes 1o the |ibrary!_’! Oh, CRUD @"

Unfortunately, we had o either tantel our seevet plan or visk an after—sthool detention by SNEAKING 1o the
Iilw-ar\/ vithout ary passes.

Althoush | had messed hings up, Chloe and Zoey STILL insisted on making that phone call

But the diffieult task of sneaking out of the cafeteria suddenly became [VPOSSIBLE when . . .






PRINCIPAL WINSTON PARKED HIS BUTT RIGHT AT OUR TABLE AND THEN JUST STOOD THERE,
LIKE, FOREVER '@.’.’

Of course we didn't dare make any moves. We didn't want o RUIN our vep as quiet, studious, rule—abiding dorks.

| bet Winston would NEVER guess we vegularly hung out in the 3ani{vr's eloset, which was strietly off timits B
students.

Hey! It was our LITTLE setret @’

When | texted this to Chloe and Zoey, they touldn't stop igaling. Chloe texted back that our BI§ seevet was that
we made prank ¢alls from the library phone @’ And Zoey texted that owr HUMONGOUS seevet vas that we'd
snuek into the boys’ lotker voom @I

Lucky for us, Winston finally wandered over b the other side of the cafeteria t eyeball a table of foothall
players who were having a eontest to see who tould shove the most mac and cheese up their nose.

Ve quickly dumped our trays and snuck out the door . . . behind a very smelly garbage can.
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Since we had been delayed by Printipal Winston, by the time we made it to the library we had less than three
minutes to make our Phone eall and 5e+, o elass.

We excitedly huddled around the phone as Chloe dialed the number.

‘What's up, brol s this Queasy Cheesy? Cooll Y6, wy name is Brandon and | was in there a few days ago snagging a
piz2a and, dude, | lost my veceipt And |, like, veally need that veceipt for, um . .. tax purposes. . . . Huh? | said tax
yw\?oses! -+ No, NOT tatks porpoises. Hey, bro, this has nothing 1o do with thumbtacks or those big Fish that look like
dolphins, okay? | said TAX! PURPOSES! . . . Yeah, that's it/ Cooll . . . Do | remember what | ordered? Of couvse | dol
Not all guys are stupid. We an remember lots of shuff. | ordered . . . um ... | Could you hold on a setond? [ have
B burp? s a quy thing, ya know?”

Zoe‘/ and ' both cringed-

Chloe put her hand over the veceiver and whispered frantically, “Nikki, he wants £ know what my order was! Do you
know what Brandon ordered?”

“Aetually, Chloe, f'm not sure what his order was” | whiser—shouted. ‘| never saw him attually eating it But
whatever it was, it was in the pizza box he was carrying, f'm quessing it was probably a lavge pizza. Oh, | almost foraot,
he also had a soda bottle on top of the pizza box.”

Chloe ¢ontinued intp the phone. ‘Well, DUDE! [¥s like this. Actually, 'm not sure what | ordeved since | never saw
myself eating it But whatever it was, it was in the pizza box | was carvying! fm quessing it was probably a lavge pizza.
And | drank a soda that was on top of wy pizza box. Did you get all that, bro?”

ZOE\/ and | both did a 5ian+, eye voll.

| was worvied sick that at some point the Queasy Cheesy guy was going t assume Chloe was a prank call and just
hang up on hev-

CHoe wev\{; on. “So you wan{ fo know ﬂ\e da{e and {jme? Mm, oc Course l know {}\a(; Bu{ kold on, l have {p 90 sFi'{;
Most foothall players spit, and | play a lot of foothall, o' sure Be vight back!”

It was like Chloe had lost her mind. Why was she saying all that evazy shuffel
“Nikki, he wants the date and {ime!” Chloe whispered nervously.

‘Um, okay. Brianna accidentally killed her fish on Friday, and we pitked up a mew one Saturday might | saw
Bvahdor\ ‘Fvom H\e Peh—N—S’brgF door a Ii{:{‘Je a“;e!r nine p-m Bu{‘, ?lease! You don'{; have b '{:e" him every li{:ﬂe defail



sinte it’s none of his business.”

Chloe ¢leared her throat “Okay, listen up, dude. My best friend’s little sister killed her fish on Friday and my
{riend pieked up a new one Saburday night Then | saw um - - . myself from the Pets—N-Stuff door a little after ine
p-m. But [ don't have 1o fell you every little detail since it's none of your business. Got that, bro? Great! . . . Okay, [l
hold.”

Zoey and | shook our heads in disbelief.

My fear was that Chloe had probably been placed on hold so that the manager could call the FBI t veport a
suspitious ealler ﬁry'mg b 9din attess ) yvivahe Customer info t commit idenﬁ{\/ H\eﬂ, or someﬂ\ing»

The call would be trated 1o us in the sthool library and a SWAT team of twenty—rine officers would come erashing
through the windows 1o take us info tustody.

Then after what seemed like forever . ..
“OVG! You attually found the veceipt and ave going & send itl SRUEEEE!" Chloe squealed.

Then, assuming her phory identity, she quickly added, WHOA! | don’t know what tame over me. THAT was weivd/
Sorvy, dude. What | actually meant fo say was, you found my veceipt and vill text it fo me?l That's oo, bro, very

¢ool ,’"



CHLOE, ZOEY, AND ME, HAPPY AND RELIEVED THAT QUEASY CHEESY AGREED TO SEND THE

RECEIPT!



Chloe 9ave the quy Zoe\/'s Fhome number and then tontinued. “Thanks a lo‘h dude! | love You, bro! ) iwcini{‘,y and
beyond! Later!”

Then she hung up the phone and gushed, ‘We did it! He's texting the veceipt t Zoey right now”
| eouldn’t believe that Chloe had actually pulled it off.

She was absolutely HORRIBLE and tervibly HILARIOUS, all at the same time.

We were SO happy that we did a group hug @’”
| eonsider mysel veally lueky 4o have great BFFs like Chloe and Zoey.
We waited nevvously for the text 4o arvive, and when it finally did, Zoey handed her cell phone 1> me.

My hands were practically shaking as | vead over Brandon's veceipt. . . .

QUEASY CHEESY TAKEQUT

THE WORLD'S BEST PIZZA SATURDAY. APRIL 5 8:04 P

**RECEIPT*~

1 LARGE MEAT LOVERS PIZZA $9.99

1 COLA DRINK $1.21




TAX § DEPOSIT

TOTAL

CASH

QC GIFT CARD

CHANGE DUE

$0.80

$12.00

$0.00

$12.00

$0.00




“THANK YOU!*

| blinked in shoek and disbelief and vead the veceipt over several fimes.

Brandon had NOT purchased the pizza from Queasy Cheesy vith eash ®!!,’
Which meant that MaeKenzie WAS ‘be"ing the ‘br'uﬁ\l

[t had been paid for vith a 5’:“: eavd! A gi‘c{c card that, atcovding {o MaeKenzie, had been won from a DARE that
involved ME!

That litte veceipt ld me a lot more than just the tye of pizza Brandon had ordered.
ft vevealed that . . .

The vumor was TRUE!!

MatKenzie was RIGHT!

Brandon was NOT My FRIEND!

And my very first kiss was a complete and wbter SHAM!

AAAAAAAAAARI

(That was me sareamingl_lb

®



WEDNESDAY, APRIL 9

Bday | had a meeting with Mr. Zimmerman, the adviser of our sthool newspaper, about the advice column |
set\reﬂy write, Just Ask Miss Know—t-All.

Sinte my week has been a complete rightmare, | half expected him 1o FIRE me on the spot!

[ nervously poked my head into his office. ‘ti, Mr. Zimmerman, you wanted to see—"

N | dor't vant any?” he yelled. “NOW GET OUT OF MY OFFICEIP

“Pm SO sorvy!” | aasped, and turned 1o leave.

‘Wit a minute, Nikkil YOU ean eome inf But NOT those kids who smell like Doritos and video games,” he mutteved.
Mr. Zimmecman is atually a vice teather! He's just VERY . . . um, WEIRD!

It took me a while t get used t his high-strung personality and the fact that he spirals through at least five
different moods daily. Which means | never quite know whith one ['m going o have 1o deal with.

| slowly peeked inside his office again to find him slumped over his desk vith sunglasses on.
His office was messy, vith stacks of paper piled everywhere.

He gestured for me b have a seat; so | timidly walked over and sat down.

‘PLEASE! DON'T WALK SO LOUDLY!! | HAVE A SPLITTING HEADACHE!” he grumbled.
Y-tm veally sorvy” [ sammered. I didn't know!”

“Yes, you DID! | just TOLD you a few setonds ago. | said please don't walk so loudly, | have a splitting headathe.
Don't You vemember2/”



- ZIMMERMAN FOR TAEEING WALKING ToO LOUDLY!



“Unm, okay then,” | said, and quickly changed the subject “Anpway, f'm heve because you wanted o see me about wy
Miss Know—t-All eolumn. | kofe every{:}\ing is olta\/?"

“Actually, your advice eolumn is more popular than ever! You've on your way t betoming the next Oprah! Keep up
the go0d workl”

Then he explained that 4o make it easier 4o answer the lavge volume of mail | was veceiving, he had arvanged for
the computer tlub 1o desian a Miss Know—{t-All website.

So now students needing advice ¢an either leave a handwritten letter in one of wy help boxes lotated around the

sthool or e-mail me,’

Thanks & Mr. Zimmerman, | have wy very own Miss Know—t—All website.

This is attually great news. Although, it's about time SOVETHING went vight, for onte in my life.

@gng_?
?? Miss °9

Know-IT-ALL!
? 2

o
[
| | |
I |
I |
L ] A )

MY BRAND-NEW MISS KNOW—|T-ALL WEBSITE @)’



Mr. Zimmevman said that Lauren, his intern, would also stan the handwritten letters and e—mail them fo me f be
stored on the website.

This will make my \')ol) A LOT easier!
Then he veathed into his potket and handed me a erumpled—up Rost-it note.

“Now, he\re's the in‘co 1ccr Your site. ‘{ou\r' usevr [D is on the setond |'me, and Your ?asswo\rd is on the third Iine-”

TO=DoO LIET:

/ Bu% milk

| yc:a(rﬁ class AT 7 Pm

“This is highly sensitive information! So guard it with your life! And if you don't, you've automatically FIRED" he
said solemnly.

FIRED?P | qulped. ‘Really?”

“es, veally! £ took me almost four hours o set up that user [D and password! And now | can't find my fo—do list
Il be easier and less time—tonsuming for me 1o just FIRE you than spend another four hours setting up new ones. So
please! Don't mess this up!”

| wanted fo mention that it locked fo me like my user D and Passwo\rd WERE his to—do list



But sinte Mr. Zimmerman was already having a vouah day with his headathe and all, | didn't want 4o visk upsetting
him again.

So lJus{: smiled, thanked him, and stuck the note in my Focke{:
Then, using wy new user [D and password, we logged into the website and he explained how everything worked.

| ean’t wait 1o start answering letters using the new site. Working on wy advice olumn is aing fo be more Lun than

ever!
“Is there anything else?” he finally asked, glanting at his Nirja Turtles tlock on the wall.
“No, | don't think so,” [ answered. ‘But [ want fo thank You again for vy new Miss Know-tt-All sitel”

“You've very weleome!” Mr. Zimmerman said, ad\)us(:ing his sunglasses and slumping back down in his chaiv. “NOW GET
OUT OF MY OFFICE! fve wasted enough time talking & you! And | STILL have 4o find my missing to—do list!”

Anfway, after our mee{‘ﬁmg. | was ahsolu'beh/ eevtain about ONE 'B\in&’
The man is more NUTTY than a Reese’s Peanut Butter Cup ®”

But you gotta love him @.’.’

Anyway, ['m veally happy that my advie column is going so well, even though the vest of my life is in SHAVMBLES.
OVG! | just got the most brilliant ideal

[ should write a letter & Miss Know-tt-All

Then maybe [ll give MYSELF great advice on how | tan solve all my OWN pevsonal problems!

®

NOTE To SELF:
FKEXTREMELY IMPORTANT INFOlldek

Miss Know-It-All adviee eolumn website:



User [D: IBuymilk
Password: Z%gaclassaﬂym
Remember 1o quard this with your life

Or You've AUTOVATICALLY FIRED!

&)



THURSDAY, APRIL 10

[ arvived at sthool early t work on my Miss Know—tt-All advice column. It was the perfect distrattion from all the
drama [ve been dealing with lately.

lJus{: hoyed | wouldn't vun info \/ou-l(how-wka Sinte our big -FigH: last week, he and | have basiaally ignored eath
other.

When | walked into the newspaper office, the first thing | saw was a group of kids laughing hysterically at a video
they were watthing on a cell phone.

Apparently, the quy showing it had gotten it from a girl who'd vecorded a elassmate.
Sinte | love funny videos as muth as the next kid, | detided 4o stop and cheek it out

OVIG! I vas so SHOCKING, | almost lost the oabmeal | ate for breakfast! 1t was a video of . . .



X5t

HAIR!



There she was in our Frenth elass, streaming, jumping up and down, and shaking her head like she’d lost hev mind.

And get this! Someone had added MUSIC 1o the video. So it looked like she was doing that wacky dante that was
all the vage for a hot minute called the Harlem Shake!

It as veally painful 4o wateh ®’ But | did wateh. Because it was HILARIOUS @”

I€/when MaeKenzie finds out kids are passing avound that AWFUL. video of hev, she’s aoing 1o have an EPIC

meltdown.
And itll be ten times WORSE than the one she had over that stupid stink bug;

[ have to admit, that video is just . . . CRUEL!

Although MacKenzie is NOT my favorite pevson, | feel veally, veally SORRY for her ®’

NoT @!!

Hey, fm STILL traumatized from the time she ook that video of me danting and singing onstage vith Brianna at
GQueasy Cheesy.

And then POSTED [T ON YOUTUBE ®!.'



g [l

A VERY EMBARRASSING VIDEO OF ME DANCING AND SINGING ONSTAGE WITH my LITTLE
SISTER!

Maybe now MatKenzie will know what it feels like o be so utterly RUMILIATED that all you want o do is dig a
very deep HOLE . . .

CRAWL inbo it . . .

And DIEN ®!.’

| veally hope this experience teaches her a valuable lesson.

But she tan tonsider hevself LUCKY!



At least no one has put HER video on the INTERNET for millions of pecple 4o watth.

YET!

@l’



FRIDAY, APRIL I

Dear Nily,

Sorry, but | think Jou've Aust LOST somcthin% very MPORTANT @!

(Weld, other than your QTE but ADORKABLE crush, Brandon! And
Maybe. your PRIDE™

Hmm . . . now, WHAT could it be?V

Jour backpack? Nope!

Jour %ome_’crat textbook? Nope!

Your French homework? Nope!

How about something drom that super-tacky wardrobe of yours?

| WISH! The world would be a much better place without your HIDEOUS
polyester pants ®!!

And where did you get those cheapo shoes? let me quess. They were
the FREE prize in your McDonald's Happy Meal?

Anway, fet me start by explaining exacty how | got my hot Lttle
handgy\;r?’ JOUR most cherished TREASURE. Y Y

Like aQ\qus, | %O‘t up at e%qctQaL 6:I5 a.m., showered, and did ten
minutes of Joga.

Then | had a continertal breakfast with o‘\‘"c&hfld. squeczed orange juice,
half a ba'jd with %oa’c cheese, and a green smoothie, alll served on a
siver traa. by My maid, Oan. riﬂh’t in My bedroom.

BTW, green smoothies are vital in thZpin% me maintain My FLANLESS
complexion. Along with weekly visits to the U-PA} WE-SPRA} tanning



safon.

Then | had to decide which of my FAB designer fooks | was going to
ROCK in schoof today. . . .



ASHIONISTA?!









}c&, | now! As aQWaaa, | fooked super GLAMFABULOUS in ALL my
ensembles’

But after trdjn? on afl three and coﬂ&u%iqﬁ with my  personal
s’c&ﬂi&t Via Skype (she's currcntﬂat on tour with adllor SwiFt), | chose
Weet Chic-n-Sassy.

Since  Daddy was in Europe (az:in‘.) and Mommy had an extra-ea
appointment at the spa for a docial, our driver, Nelson, dropped me
ofif at school in our black Limo.

Which, BTW, does NOT have a &i%—&ot-flon% plastic ROACH ’Chin% on
top of it"

Like SOME people | know.
Scriousﬂad How HUMILIATING is that?

Sorry, but if | had to ride around in a JALOPY with a ?anjc INSECT on
top of it . . .

OM&! | CANT EVEN . . . W

Id BLINDFOLD myself, strike o FERCE POSE, and PAY Nelson to RUN
OVER me with my MO.



ME, BLINDFOLDED, GETTING RUN OVER BY My LIMO

I'd put a PAPER BAS over my head and THROW myself into the Grand
Cand.on!‘.
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ME, THROWING MNSELF INTO THE GRAND CANYON!

Or I'd smear DOUBLE CHEESEBURGERS ol over my. body and then JUMP
into the SHARK TANK at Sea Wordd!



gu' o

ME, ABOUT TO JUMP INTO THE SHARK TANK AT SEA WORLD!

chcuauat, I'm Aus’c \Liddin%, fhon @‘.!

That GINORMOUS plastic roach is aPParcnU@, an important member of
your family. Because YOUR Qitthe sister told MY little sister that his
name is MAX and he's the o“‘amiQ& PET



Nk, you ob/iou&ﬂat have an e_x’c\*e_mdl& WEIRD famiﬂad! | feel SO sorry
For MAX

Argway, as | wos sac\iéin?{i&affcr Nelson dropped me off at schoof |
headed &tmi@h{ to my Jocker to put on more fip %Qo&s and-

OOPSE! Someone is coming down the hall!

So, unfortunately, | have to stop writing now.

And, Nikki, youd NEVER quess who that “someone” ish

it's YOV, hon @‘. You and Jour silly driends, Chlbe and Zoey, are

i99ling oand scampering down the hall ke a pack of social
?Ih% Qc?\%cd CHIPMUNKS! ¢ Q&

Jou ob/iousﬂgt have o idea that your precious fittle DIARY is missing!!
Yes! | said DIARY!

| can't wait to see Jou have a BI& FAT HISS} AT when Jou \ﬁnauat
reafize it's gone!

But for now ' 3&4&{ hide it in my new Verna Bradshaw designer
handbag that | bou%h’c ©on sale for 20% off) at the mall g{&’cerdaat.

Next period | plan to %ct a bathroom pass ffom our French teacher.
And whife Jou're bu&iﬂat conaugatin% verbs, 'l be READING Jour diary @
!

TOODLES!






SATURDAY, APRIL 12

Dear Nily,

| have no idea why Jou spend hours and hours Wri’cin% n this stupid
Uittle diary of yours.

But fet me Yuess! It's because Jou &rious!g, need to GET A LIFE!

When | want to share my {ie experiences or vent about wmcthin%, l
‘&43{ tall- to Mommy and Daddy.

Of course, sometimes Mommy is super busy being a socialite and doing
charita, worl.

And sometimes Daddy is super busy building his multimillion-dolfar
business empire.

But when rni very dedicated parents can't spend quality time with me
(Which | have to admit happens far too frequently these days), | can
always refy on Dr. Hodley, my therapist.

He wild Zisten to me patiently for an ENTIRE hour as fong as Dodd
Pogs him §180 a session. AND |'get to go TWICE a week if | want tol!

How COOL is that? Im a VERY fucky gl @! But please don't be
}ea!lous of me, okay?

| deel rca!UZaL S0RRY for you, Nk, because ALL you have dor
emotional support are your very WERD porents. And this” STUPD Qittle
diard,.

And nobody else cares about you! Except maybe your bratty Little

sister, Brianna. Oh, and Chloe and Zocd,. And Probab!@. Marca,, Violet, and
Jcnnd,. Of course, there's also Theo and Marcus.



But Brandon? Rumor has it that he's so OVER Jou @! Sorry, hon,
but Jour BOO has moved on.

My point is that YOU have no REAL ftiends WHATSOEVER!

And you're insanely JEALOUS that the CCRs practically WORSHIP the
ground wadl on!!

And,\/\lqaL, | need to make one Jc\nm% PCR&C{Q& clear:
| DID NOT STEAL JOUR DIARY!

| have way too much intearity to stoop that fow. Besides, Daddy
would buy me an entire DIARY FACTORY in some poor third-wordd coun’crbt
i | really warted one! Just soyin’.

He most Nes me e\/crdthin% | want, especially if | throw a temper
tantrum about it. And Mommat S04 I'm an even bigger DRAMA QUEEN

than SHE is @‘. The_at both SO adore me!

Yo, yesterday | was on my way to my focker to dreshen up my p
3&0&5. My styllist says you can NEVER wear too much lip %Qoss‘.

U had just rushed off to class, when | witnessed a very
CATASTROPHIC event. . . .
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ME, f\/TOT OCK. THAT

YOUR VERY



That coat of yours was so HDEOUS that it gave me hives. | seriously
contemplated diafling Il for an ambulance.

But not for ME' | wanted them to transport your puke-colored coat
to the city DUMP. And then BURN it as a public health hazord.

And YES, Nidd, | smccrcﬂat did try to afert Jou to the foct that
sour coat sfeeve was stuck in Jour Jocker door.

But due to my. Severe aJUZergjc reaction to gour coat, all | could
muster was a Weak and Very hoase whisper that you apparently didn't
hear.

Of course, ALL of this was totally JOUR dault! WHY any rationad
HUMAN BEING would wear a PUKE-COLORED coat to schoofl s bed.ond
explanation, Qogic, and reason!!

Scriousﬂat, [ CANT EVEN . . . W

Anyway, by the time | started to recover fom the HORROR I'd Au&t
experienced, you had afready hopped happily down the hall fke some
CLUELESS ittle bungy and disappeared.

That's when | became so worried about your open focker that | went
into a Full-blown PANIC AT TACK!

What if someone stofe Jour textbooks? Our school would sufifer a
Fnancial foss'

What if someone stofe Jour house keys? Your ocqmiQaL‘& sao%taL would
be ot risy

What if someone stole your coat? Theyd feave it in the woods so
that a pregnant stroy cat could have her kittens on it!

So, Nicki, in spite of the fact that | bascally WATE YOUR GUTS (ust

kidding, hon @!), | decided to do the responsible Jc\r\ir\% and take
measures to protect your most valuable and treasured personal



possession.






As you can see, | did not STEAL %:ur diary!! Actually, you should
THANK ME for what | did' Because otherwise, ?he_ Pages confaining our
deepest, dorkest secrets would be plostered alll over the hallways by
Now.

| had every ntention of returnin% Jour diary to Jou before sociaf
studies. But 1 barefld. 10{ to class on time since | had to stop by the
gjrﬂs' bathroom to brus my. hair.

And then | planned to give it back to you after gym class. But our
teacher made me run three extra laps for talking to Jessica about
Jour di&gustin% puke-colored coat during exercises.

And Qa&tﬂ%. | was inz to aive it to Jou in bio. But | was
precccupied FLRTING with BRANDON, whife Jou watched and pretended

that Jou WEREN'T in&andat (}eaQous @!

So at the end of the day | was FORCED to take Jour diary. home with
me Jor sadekeeping!

To be \lcrgt honest, Nikd, I've vever Liked Jou becouse | didn't re_aJUZal
know you! And I'm guessing that jou probably don't ke me because
Jou don't rcaJUZa, lnow me.

So the fact that I'm reading your diary is acjcuaJUZa. a 600D JC\nin%! I'm
Qcarnin% about your hopes, dreams, and fears, and alll your deepest,
darkest secrets.

And so that JOU can get to know ME better, I'm 9oing to write some
entries in Jour diary about me and my Qife!

I'00 afso DRAW in Jour diary so that sou can see what a Fabulous
talented artist | am .do ¢ & T

But please! Don't belleve for one minute that you oare actually os
pretty as | om sketching you on these pages. | refuse to draw uglly
people because they Qi’cemﬁ; make Me nauseous'






TOODLES!



SUNDAY, APRIL 13

Dear Nily,
Today was so . . . totally FREAKY Wiy?
Because | had a dull-blown FASHION EMERGJENC}‘.

OM&! | got a Qittle dizzy and my palms actually storted to sweat.
EWW!

MaL Joshion styllist (Who, BT'W, is now on tour with Ariana Grande) 5045
one should NEVER sweat! One should ('}ust L. 6low

Ay, it was vital that | rush out to the mall to find the
PERFECT blouse to wear to school on Monday.

K needed to be:

Cute, but not too immature.
Classy, but vot too boring.
Bold, but rot too tocky.
Trendy, but ot too daddish.

Finally, after shopping for what seemed Qike FOREVER, | found not
one, not two, but THREE dobulous designer blouses!

And since | couldn't make up my mind which one | foved best, |
decided to bu all THREE of them for onﬂa. $689.32!

WHY?! Because | COULD!

Yoy ME ©

Mease don't HATE me because I'm rich!!



Then | rushed home and focked mdacﬂf in My bedroom.

| had to make the very difficult decision of which blouse would best
complement sotr My diary!

ME, TRYNG TO DECIDE WHCH FABULOUS BLOUSE BEST MATCHES 304k
My DIARY

However, the fast thing | needed was for some CRAZY g at schoof



%)

to SEE me with HER DIARY and accuse me of STEALING it!

Of course, initialdy no one would believe her because of my reputation
for being a very kind and honest individual.

But if she told Principal Winston, there was a chance | could get
BUSTED with it in my purse.

Which would mean an automatic suspension from WCO!

And what if | was forced to attend a PUBLIC school? Just ke the
ones | see on television?

EwWW @‘.‘.

Was this diary worth ALL that?

| took a fong, had fook at myself in the mirror and decided ri%h’(
then and there 10 do the ONLY thin% that made sense.
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ME, VERY INCENIOUSLY COVERING THE DIARY WITH FABRIC SO NO ONE
WILL RECOGNIZE IT!

JES I know! I'm - a BEAUTIFUL GENIUS @‘.!

it took me TWO whofe hous to cover the diary with the feopord-
print fabric from my- brand-new designer blouse.



And when | Fnally Finished, | was totaldy blown oway by how
FANTASTIC it QOO\Lcd.Qd’ Qd' ¢

The entire experience Was &0 O«:HCW\% and  inspiring that | qc{uqﬂ@
started to sweat GLOW!

That's when | rushed right bock to the mall (thank goodress it
hadn't closed yet!) and purchased another designer blouse, black feather
pants, boots, and sungllasses.

Because tomorrow | plan to show ofif Jour MY vew diory. to EVERYONE
at schoo!

YA} MEY ©

Arpjivay, even ’chou%h Jour charaL onlg covered nine days in April, one
thing " is abundantly clear, Niki. .



JOU ARE ONE. SICK. LITTLE. COOKIEY

ScriousQaL, | can't believe | wasted hours of my fife reading afll this
whingy, Jobricated garbage.

E\/crd!chin% Jou wrote was fQike, ‘MacKenzie did THS to me!" and
‘MacKenzie did THAT to me!" as if IM the dd&\ﬁmctionqll one!

Are you for reaf? #Gi&bdc‘.
You are DELUSIONAL if you Hhink Jou're the victim here!



Just foce the truth!

Jou've been INSANELY JEALOUS of me dfom day one and are ORSESSED
with Jcrd']“?r to RUN my Qie!

Brandon and | would be an item by now if you hadn't made him deel

SORRY dfor Jou with afl Jour "QTE -DORKY" Little antics.
Jou are BEYOND evid, Nikki MarwelQ!

And ﬁou LIE so much, Jou shoulld se_riousllat consider a career in
politics!

| think JOU need my. therapist, Dr. Hadley, WA} more than | do!

| realize afl the stufif I'm &qdmo% to Jou may sound cold, crued, and
mean. But I'm (‘)us’c being ’cotaJUZaL HONEST with Jou, Nikki.

Sorrd, I'm NOT sorry @‘,‘_
TOODLES!
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MONDAY, APRIL. I

Dear Nk,

Today Was a super BCITING doy} for me!
How was YOUR day, hon?

NOT very good? | thought so!

Especially ofter | sow %ou MOPING around school fike a sad fittle
PUPRY chh Jour pathetic BFfs, Chloe and Zoey, trailing behind you. You
iy fooked rcanZg— worried and appeared 1o be searching for 80mCJChI(\%

| wonder what?

But enough about JOU! Let's talk about ME @‘.‘_

Didn't Jou (')us’c LOVE the brand-new designer outfit that | wore to
schood Jcodo\d.?

It qctuqllﬁa. matched ot My diary!
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| think My new {eopard-print cover fooks ten times better than YOUR
tac\aa, bJZuc-d'mn cover.

And that cute Qittle pocket was SO immature!

Anyway, Nikki, when sou and Nour BFFs walked up to sour focker, |
Was gﬁar%in% Aust inchcgoanaL &gﬁl Jou, writin% in your M}ddoiqrd)

OM&! it was SURREAL!

But because | am a Very compassionate person and you were obviousy
super upset about something, | asked Jou if anything was wrong.

‘Excuse me, Nk, but WHY are Jou Jc\nrowir\% %Lour JUNK ol over the
hallway? This is NOT Jour bedroom! WHAT is WRONG with d.ou?!" | asked
sweet{y.

Yorry, MacKenzie. We'lll clean up my stuff in a miute,” you said,
rofling” your sod ejes at me. ‘But right now we're busy fooking for
something really important, okay?"



=
—
oo

5 — \ =
=) S@8e [
~ )
= | 1
—/\ . <
(ITm) S >
AN L
o
& b3 WS &
o)) =8 12 >
, ()4 A AT
( o 7 e

Ry

ME,



‘On, really? Maybe | can help you find it. So, what did you fose,
Nikki?™ | a&‘fg;l, ttgii% my best to g:hdpﬁ!l. &

That's when Jou, Chioe, and loey nervousQaL %Qanccd at each other and
started whispering.

'So now it's a big secret?” | asked, %ct’cin% a fittle impatient.
“Weld . . . WHAT did Jou fose?"

Then the three of you answered at exoctly the some time. . . .
"Homewori!" said loey.

“Sweater!” said Chioe.

"Cel phone!” you said.

“Wait a minute!" | exclaimed, Jco’ca!UZg. confused. “WHAT CXac’cQaL did you
fose?"

“Sweater!” said loey.
"Cefl phore!” said Chioe.

"Homeworid” Jou said.

Jou were obviously LYNG to me, but | just ployed along with
Jour fli’?jc‘iS ¢ a o 4

charade..

So you fost homework, a sweater, AND a cell phone?" | asked
&&Piciouslla,.

Chioe and Zoey answered “No!” at the exoct same time that Jou
ansWered }]c&‘

Tren Chioe and ZocaL changz,d THER answer to “es!" at the same
exact time that Jou changed JOUR answer to “No!"

And get this! THEN you afl gave each other dirty fooks and started
whispering again. But | just played rignt afong.



‘Listen, you idiots!” | sad impatiently. 'l was going to offer to help
u FIND whatever it is that you fost! But since Jou oinou&Qd. don't
aiow WHAT Jou're Jloo\u'n% Jor, I won't bother!”

MacKenzie, thanks. But please, just mind your OWN business!” Chloe
said all &no’CJca»-Qi\éc.

“eah, we GOT this"” Zocd, added, %Qarin%k at me.
Sorrd,, but | coulldn't resist it any Jlongf_r.

Fice! Then | WILL just mind my OWN business! | just hope you didn't
fose Jour stupid little diary, Ni! Because if it ever %ts into the
wrong hands, alll your DRTY Uittle secrets willl get out and this entire
school will know What a big PHONY Jou are! Especially Brandon!”

OMG, Nikd! When | said the "D word-DlAR}—gou fooked fike Jou'd Aust
seen a ?{host!! I reanZg— wish Jou could have seen Jour foce! It was
PRICELESS!

The three of you just stared at me in complete shock with your
mouths danglling open.

| wanted to pull out My cell phore and toke a snapshot of Jou
e



And then post it at: *YouHaveNoldeaHowStupidjoul ookRigntNow.
And,\NaaL. Jou and your BffFs comp!lctdld. TRASHED Jour focker!
But you STILL didn't find your diary, did you?

POOR BABY S\

Well, | better get to closs!

| complletely fost track of time, and the bell just rang.

| have to admit, this diary stufif is starting to get kind of addicting!



TOODLES!



TUESDAY, APRIL 15

Dear Nily,

'm having a HORRIBLE day Jcoda\ad.! And it's alll YOUR foult ®!!

Today at funch | was completely torn between the tofu safod and
the tofu burger since | am very particufar about what | eat.

| finally decided on the teriyald tofu salad with hons?t 'naer dressing
and a chilled bottle of Mountain's Peak spring water. H\E ecause the

tofu burger had a hugc \ﬂlat buzzing around it. EWW @!

Ar?Naa.. Just as | was about to sit down at the CCP table, | soaw ol
my driends laughing Iysterically at a video of some stupid gid freaking
out because she had a bug in her hair.

| was going to wateh it and Qau%\n too. Until | realized SHE was MEY






SuddchaL my stomach started to fel Very sick- and QUEASY. Not from
the video, but ffom the lashback to that £y buz2ing around the tofu

burger | afmost ate! YUK ®!

| could NOT believe m& friends would acJCuanlaL stab me in the back
Qe this. Even my- s0-called BFF, Jessica.

| have rnever been so utte HUMILIATED in my ENTIRE LIFEY My
reputation at this school is RUNED!

I'm so upset rif[}h’c now | coufd 3“‘9JC C.

(’H)
SCREEEEEEEEAM! 2 !

Yo, Nitki, would you fike to aow wiy | HATE you so much?!

NO, you DON'T want to know? Well, Miss Smarty-Pants, I'm g0ing, to
tell Jou ANYWAY! So Au&‘c deal with it! Here's M fist! The SHORT one!
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10 REASONS Wity | HATE oU!
. You CHEATED to WIN the avant-garde art competition!!

2. You totally RUNED my birthday porty by SABOTAGING the chocolate
Fountain!!

3. You competed in the TALENT SHOW and fanded a RECORD DEAL even
Jc\nou%\n Jour application was INCOMPLETE (like, WHO names their band
Actually, I'm Not Really Sure Yet?)!

t. You WON the "HoQidqd. on lee” show, and EVERYBODY knows that Jou
CAN'T ice-skate!

5. Jou TOILET-PAPERED my house!!

b. Jou tricked me into DIGEGING through a DUMPSTER filled with
GARBAGE in my designer dress at the Sweetheart Dance!

1. You ac’CuanZH- KISSED my. FBF (future bodﬁiend), BRANDON!

8. Jou pretended to be &criou&!ld. HURT during dodaeball so that |
would %c’c DETENTION (Which, BTW, could ’cota!l@ RUI my chances of
getting into an Ny League university)!

. Jou put a nasty STINK BUG in my. hair!
And the HORRIBLE THING that | au&JC found out TODA} C.

10. Jou've completely RUNED my reputation and HUMILIATED me, because
now the ENTIRE school is passing around that ANFUL video of me having
a meltdown about the bug that YOU put in my hair.

| am so NOT making this stuff up!

It's %ui’(e_ obvious you're ’cryin% to comeeteJZaL DESTROY my iRl
Things are §0 bad at this schoo that ONE of us has to &0!
it's either JOU . . .



Or . . .MM

And if Principal Winston won't KIK you out of this school for
RUNNG MY LIFE . . .

I'M TRANSFERRING TO ANOTHER SCHOOL

And | mean ith I've had it up to HERE with you, Ntk Maxwell. You
are NOT going to get away with this.

Just admit it!

if YOU were ME, Jou'd HATE yourself TOO @‘_
TOODLES!

©



WEDNESDAY, APRIL 16

Dear Nild,
I'm so upset right now | could just . . .

(H)
SCREEEEEEEEAM! ~ !

The ENTIRE schoof has seen that video! And now everyone is Qaughmg
at me behind my back.

The CCP gids are gigglling.

The CCP guys are chucklling.

The cheedleaders are snickering.

The football team is snorting.

The cooks in the cafeteria are cacklling.

| hate to admit it, Nikd! But nﬁht now I'm an even bigger JOKE ot
this school than JOU are!

| was rcaQ shocked to see sNou and Mour BFFs in school today.
thougnt o ?s Were supposed to be in New York City, hanam och
chh JJour d-”a\/on authors in cefebration of National L|bmtat Weeld

According to the fatest gossip, ot the \/crg fast minute Jou qnd Syour
Bffs decided to give your trip to Marcy, Violet, and Jenny so

could &’cqat n town and work on the big book drive r the SChOO,Q
!Zibmrd..

Sorry! But | don't believe that LAME excuse dor one minute!

Tlan TRITU ta tandasl AL Aiinitan ban aisitbiia ctalds 40 Aaniiadla AL
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the most FAB city on this earth, JOU chose to stay at school moping
around  hopelessly depressed, digging through trash cans, scouring
bathroom staflls, and searching evers nook and cranny in a desperate
attempt to find that precious ittle DIARY of yours!

ome! | &% 0 sorry dor you | ALMOST shed a tear. Until |
remembered my mascara might run, and goopy black tears streaming
down my normaJUZg, Flowless foce wouldn't foolk very QWTE.

Undortunateds, Nikdd, sou're NOT going to find Nour diary antime soon.
WHY? Because m sittin%o ri%ht nextﬁﬁco%dou in cQadis WRIT%@ %ﬂti’c!

Like, how IRONIC is that @?‘.

And since Jou're Par’cquUZaL responsible for me having such a ROTTEN
and MISERABLE day, | thought it was only fair that | do something
speciall for YOU s0 you can feel the same way.

That's wiy. | tapped Jou on your shoulder and whispered, "Nikd, | just
saW a book that fooked exact{y like sour diary in the Jlibrarat‘. | thin?f it
was on a bookshedf. Or near a pile of books'






IX HOURS



And yes, | reafize that JCFIC\LIV% Jou into spending countless hours
searching in Vain for your diary in the Qibrard. wWas a cofd and heartless
prank.

But do | need to remind YOU of all the SHADY thin u'Ve done to
humiliate ME?W & &

For storters, you CHEATED to win the ovant-gade art competition.
You're definitely an artist-a CON artist ®!

That sorry. di&PQad, of the tattoos that Jou drew was hardfld, what I'D
call art.

Everyore knows | should have won fist place!

My bri liant entr&L could have changed the fashion wodd as we \now
it

My cuttingedge concept would have alfowed YOU and other fashion-
chaﬁcn%ed BS to undergo INSTANTANEOUS MAKEOVERSH



FAB-1-EVER
Artist: MacKenzie Hollister
(SlMPL} INSERT }OUR HEAD IN HOLE)

.............................................................




My doshions are PERFECT for the cute and Jcrcndgt 34& who was
Viciou(s% PRANKED into di%jjn% Jc\rurou%»h a FIlTH umpster for a
nonexistent piece of designer (}eWcJZrBL during the Sweetheart Dance!

A gl Qke ME @!H

And if she's smellling ke three-week-ofld Dumpster juice and has a
slimy, rotten banana peel stuck to her foce, both SHE and her fob
fashion can easily be splashed with faundry detergent and sproged down
with a water hose riﬁh’t in her own backyard!

| could have made MILLIONS on this idea and become one of the
hottest dashion designers in the wordd! But | didn't! And it's ol JOUR

Foult, Nikd @‘.!

And:/va%t. I'e noticed that you and Brandon barely speak- to each other
now that you've become totally obsessed with dinding your fost diary.

[t must be heart-wrenching to see your wondedful friendship with him
}ust shrive up and DIE Qike a &J&imd. snail on a hot sidewall.

lt's no wonder Jou fook 50 sad and depressed.

Mere words cannot express the intense emotions I'm deelling rignt now.

Except maybe . . . JA} ME @!‘.
Sorrd. I'm NOT 5orrad

But please don't gc’c too frustrated about not finding. your diary. |
have fots of ?”ca’c ideas Jor where you can fook for it.

TOODLES!






THURSDAY, APRIL 17

Dear Nk,

Great news

Ve finally found the PERFECT school

AL | have to do now is corvince My parents to fet me tronser!!

| can't believe this could actuaJUZaL be my very fast weel at this
CRUDDY schoo!

YAY ME ©.

North Hampton Hills Iaternational Academy is ore of the most
prcsti%ious private schoolls in the nation!

And it's only twenty-seven minutes dtom my house. Or ten minutes, if

Daddy fets me ﬂat by private helicopter.

Instead of sweaty, smelly sports Qe football and basketball, it has
VERY cQaasaL ores, like &aiﬂin%. horseback- riding, dencing, and pofo.

And most of the students travel abroad every Jear. PMease don't be
}eaQous, but ' probabﬂat be spending the summer in PARIS @!

YA} ME ©\

And since I'm going to have fots of cool new diends, | can't wait to
throw a big birthdaat bash at the countrat cfub and ivite them afl.

Thank- goodness YOU won't be around to SABOTAGE my party fike last
time!!

| was the fist person EVER at school to invite a SEWER MUTANT Qe



you to a party!

And how did you repay my generosity @?‘.‘.

| can almost forgive you Jor scarfing down all the hows d'oeuvres
fie a starvin% barnyard animad.

| know you fove wing-dings because they L that empty void in your
miserable i'i?c’dlc Lfe. e J J &

But the coup de grice was that stunt you pulled with the
chocofate fountain.

| know there was a nq&Jca. rumor going around at school that My ex-
BFF, Jessica, PurposeQaL knocked sour plate of Fruit into the chocofate
fountain and splashed chocofate alll over Jour rew Partd. dress Aus‘c to
be MEAN!

But that is so NOT true!

Jessica went so far as to PINKIE SWEAR that she saw NOUR dress %ct
splottered while YOU were secretly dumping TRAH into the fountain to
sabotaga it so it would malfunction



d

o
=]
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Jou, AT My PARTY, PUTTING TRASH IN THE CHOCOLATE FOUNTAINY

WHY? Because you were in&aneﬂi icalous that | fooked Wy cuter in
my Dior dress than Jou did in tha recaLQe_d DISHRAG Jou were wearing.

But, Nikki, HOW could Jou be so CRUEL as to DRENCH me with
chocolate at the moment™ | was taking my picture for the SOCETY
PAGE?!



ME, FREAKING OUT BECAUSE 30U RUNED My BIRTHDAJ PART !

| had s0 much chocofate on me that | £t fike a Godiva trufifle with
LEGY

Then everyorne started LAJGHING at me and ta\u‘n% PICS with their cell
phones!

it was HORRIBLE" For once | was ALMOST as UNPOPULAR as JOU!



| was so FURIOUS, | wanted to . . .

(’H)
SCREEEEEEEAM! ~ I

Jou were Quc\cat Jou Qeft my par’cét when you did!! Otherwise, Jou
would'Ve experienced what ‘death by chocolate” reallly means )]

Now, can | ask you a personal question about something you wrote in
Sour dlard.’?

WHY on earth would %,ou write Jour USERNAME and PASSWORD in Jour
DIARY? Do g.ou realize that some very cmotlonaJUZaL disturbed individual

could stea ur diary, read it, and see this h%hQaL confidential
indormation s %D&ltjcm% r%hjc there on the page”

And if the person is real CRA}} (RAY}, she could break into the Miss
Know-It-AQL advice cofumn #ou SECRETLY write for the schood
newspaper (according to ur dla\"d, She could Wre_a\(— TOTAL HAOC on the
entire  student body! Wl st a fw cllicks, the entire wodd as Jou
now it could be comp!lctcf; dcs’crodzd“

Then JOU'D %c’c blamed for cd,be.rbuugin%, cked out of schoof, and-

JOURE the real MISS KNOW-T-ALL??!
And THS is your real PASSWORD777!!
OMG! | CANT EVEN . . . !



ME, ON MISS KNOW-IT-ALL, SECRETLY VOLUNTEERING TO HELP WITH
JOUR ADVICE COLUMNY

Anyway, Jou should be thankdul | WARNED Jou that some PSNCHOPATH
could s?caﬂogour username and Password, break into sour Miss Know-It-
AL website, and WREAK HAOC on the entire student body.

Jou're very LUeKy that |, MACKENZE HOLLISTER, stumbfed across Jour
indormation.

And NOT some deranged, vindictive, diqg.-&na‘cchin% DRAMA QUEEN!



TOODLES!



FRIDAY}, APRIL 18

Dear Nik,

*WN!—%

'm really tired todgy!
Wanna know whyy, hon?!

Because | stoged up half the nignt answering fetters drom the LOSERS
who write to your Miss Know-t-ALL advice column.

| must admit, | was a bit surprised by what | read. | had no idea that
the students at this schoof fed such PATHETIC {ives'

Anyway, I'm super excited because on Monday, April 28, | have a big
SURPRISE for Jou @‘_‘.

And when Principal Winston reads the Miss Know-t-AQL cofumn that |
é}ccrc’CQaL helped Jou write, he's 9oing to be FURIOUS!

Jou're going to ?a’c SUSPENDED  for CYBERBULLYNG so fast it will
male Jour head spin!

Acywiay, Iere are copies of my two favorite fetters and the advice |
Jove:

kS x x X * ES ES ES ES kS kS x x * *

Dear Miss Know-It-All,

| worked really hard to make the eighth-grade cheerleading team this
year, but the other cheerleaders treat me like | don't belong. | never get to
do much cheering or dancing like they do.



The only time the team captain needs me is when we do the human
pyramid, and she always puts me at the bottom! | have to hold the most
people on my back, which is totally excruciating, and if | lose my balance,
the whole pyramid collapses and everyone bullies me about it!

I'm tired of those girls walking all over me. Literally! I don't know what |
did to deserve this kind of treatment, but it's pretty obvious they all hate

my guts. @!

I'm majorly frustrated! | don't know if | should quit the team, confront
my teammates, or just keep quiet so | don't make things worse. | really
don’t want to give up my dream of making varsity! What would you do??

—Cheerless Cheerleader

Dear Cheerless Cheerleader,

Hon . . . | think youre kidding yourself if you think you made the
cheerleading team based on your awesome moves. My reliable source on
the team told me your tryout routine was HOR-REN-DOUS. She said she
couldn't tell if you were trying to dance or going into convulsions!

Your backflips were BACKFLOPS, your cartwheels were FLAT TIRES,
and your dismount was totally DISGUSTING! Get the picture?

You were chosen for one reason, and one reason alone—you look like a
sturdy ogre who can carry a lot of weight! It's been a long tradition for
cheerleading captains to hand-pick strong, ugly girls for the bottom of the
pyramid. Didn’'t you know that??



Quit taking everything so personally! Just accept that the bottom is
where you belong, sweetie! You should hold your green, Shrek-looking
head high that someone actually wants you for something. Bet that doesn’t
happen often! Yay you!

Sincerely,
Miss Know-It-All

P.S. My source wants you to stop dancing. She says you're giving the
squad NIGHT TERRORS!

x x X X * ES ES ES kS x * x X X *

OMG! My fetter was so MEAN! OUCH! @‘.‘_

Now, this next fetter rcaﬂg qu%%ed at My heartstrings. It was hard
to be cruel to this poor 9uy becouse he seemed Genuine. di&’cmugb’c.

| &t so sorry for him that | actually e-mailed my advice response
to him fast ni%hg.

Dear Miss Know-It-All,
| have a good friend, and she’s smart, funny, and kind.

But lately we haven't been getting along and it's all MY fault. Between a
nasty rumor at school and me not telling her much about my personal life,
she doesn't trust me. And | don't blame her one bit.

Whenever | try to talk to her in class, she just seems down and kind of
distracted, like something is really bothering her. 'm starting to worry
about her, and | really miss our friendship.



What can | do to fix things?

—Massively Cruddy Friend

Dear Massively Cruddy Friend,
It sounds like you really messed up big-time, bro!

By the way she’s acting, it might be too late to rescue this relationship. It
looks to me like she wants you about as much as she wants a week-old
bowl of moldy oatmeal.

You need to let her know that you care about her ASAP! But NOT with
a quick and impersonal e-mail or text.

Since she obviously doesn't feel comfortable talking to you, don't push
her. | suggest you write a sincere apology letter and tape it to her locker
right before class so that you can see her reaction. Also, make sure you ask
her to meet you after school someplace classy so you can talk. Hint: Most
girls LOVE the CupCakery!

If she shows up, she truly cares about you and you can consider yourself

L]
lucky that you have a very special friendship! Awwww @!!!

However, if your friend doesn’t show up, it means she’s still pretty ticked
off at you and possibly never really cared to begin with. If that happens, my
advice is to just get over her and move on!

Because, dude, there are plenty of fish in the sea! Including ME @!

Sincerely,



Miss Know-It-All
oMeN Nikd, are jOU Jdnir\\Lir\% what I'M Jdnir\\Lir\%?!
It's Ve_\épossibk that this fetter came from HYOUR crush, Brandon!
O
A} you (&

And if it did, ' admit that I'm a Lttle A&aQou& that Brandon wrote
to Miss Know-it-AQL about JOU and not ME!

Undortunately, he seems to genuinedy care about Mou in spite of the
fact that gotfé; a total LOSER?( Y &

But sometimes {ie is NOT fair and people get things that they DON'T
deserve!

Most students work really hadd to be successful.
And some are naturally ’gio”ccd, Qe . . . Mg
Then there are people who CHEAT their Woy to the top, Qike . . .

Jou!
Jes! I'm STILL troumatized by that tafent show!

My dance troupe, Mac's Maniacs, WON because of my mad skifdz, ed%at
styling, and phenomenal choreography!

We KILLED IT!

Jour DORKY band, Ac’cual&d,, 'm Not RcaJUZaL Sure Yet, wos a big Jot
JOKE!

Seriousfy, Nk, sour singing sounded ke a screeching cat with a
viofent cjtzgc of dia\“d\*f\tq! " ¢



But in spite of the fact that | kicked your butt onstage, it was YOU
who became a focal celebrity, teen pop princess, and star of your very
OWN reallity tefevision show!

BCUSE ME?! How did THAT happen?!

ure definitely NOT pretty enough to get be on st your fooks
!Zi\aéomoat of theQaL’cone-dea\f \feaanaJZc pﬂ:p m?; JcodaaLaL. yet o

But | know your {ittle secret!
Jou're a MASTER MANIPULATOR!
You BRAINWASH peoplle to make them give you whatever you want!

Or you make them feel so SORRY for Jou that ’chcatrc overcome with
&UIT and give you whatever Jou want.

So just en ur fifteen minutes of fame while you can, Nou
CHEATIg‘é, NO-T{?A\OELE T POSEUR! & &

One thing is for sure . . . you will NEVER get ivited to attend the
ERANITY AJKRON & «

Unless it's to EXTERMINATE the FLIES, FLEAS, and HEAD LICE on those
passed-out ROCK STARS who haven't bathed in two Jears!!






Just Jdnir\\ain?r about all of this makes me so mad | could (‘)u&’c -

(’H)
SCREEEEEEEAM 25 I

But I'm not going, to %ct MADY

'm going to get EVEN! @!!
By hellping JOU with your Miss Know-t-AQL cofumn!

And to show you what a great job I'm doing, every das 'l share a
few of my \fa\/oriiz SUPER-MEA ch’c’cg?s. ¢ Y

TOODLES!

o



SATURDAY, APRIL 19

Dear Nily,

OMG' Nesterdas | thougnt | was going to EXPLODE with excitement! Nou
wil NEV%% beQigc what j:ctuaflf@- h?\zp?ncd! £

No, | didn't 9o to the mall and buft Jou a new wordrobe to replace
the tacky clothing you purchased on cllearance at Rite-Aim.

Don't LEE to me, Nkl

| swear! | saw YOUR JEANS right next to the adult diapers disploy
when | stopped by there to pick up more fip gloss!

O\Lad,, 50 remember that advice fetter | wrote and sent to MASIIVELY
CRUDDY FRIEND?

Well, Nivl, zuc&& what | saw toped to Jour focker riﬂh’c bedore
biology class™ And quess WHO it was from?



OMG!' Brandon (}u&t feft a fetter
For Nikki? How sweet and romantic!

D!

=




Okay, 'L admit that it makes me a—fittle—irritoted REALLY FURIOUS

that Brandon seems to adore you so much.
But can Jou blame me?!
He's supposed to be MY boydtiend!!

And d{&‘. | was Jco’caJUZd, DEWASTATED winen | saw Brandon Viss you at
that charita- event!

But then | had an epiphany and JcoJcaJUZaL understood why e did it.
Brandon is a ind, caring, and compassionate person.

Which is probabJZaL wiy e ’coJcaJUg IGNORES ME and instead hands out
with all of those pesly, flea-infested Uttle furballs at Fuzzy (jFiicnds
every. day after school!

He's also very coof, super cute, and ex’cremc!g. mature for his age.

Like, how many quys woulld Jli’ccraIUZd, FORCE themselves to kiss a
DONKEY FACE fQike Jours in order to save the needy children of the
wordd?!



BRANDON, KISING JOUR DONKEY FACE JUST TO SAE THE NEEDY
CHILDREN OF THE WORLDM

Then | s4arted HEARD the nastat rumor that Brandon Wissed Jou on a
DARE just to get a Queasy Cheesy pizzal

So, Nikk, | hope Q.ou understand that his Wiss qc’cuq!Uld. meant no’chin%
at all. Brandon and | were made for each other! He (}u&t doesn't know

it 5&.

And even Jdnoug)n ?ou don't deserve it, | DO plan to invite Jou to OUR
Wedding when we get married in ten yeors!

Brandon and | would be VERY horored if youd agree to be a special
?ue&t and participate in our ceremony.

ANA AL . [l . A~



oMet 1t's ?oin 10 be YU romantic When we release a hundred doves as
a sd.mbo!l of our fove soaring to new hciﬁhts in the infinite s\cd,‘_

And, Nitki, we'l need JOU up dront with us on our speciaf day . . .






Yes, Nikk! On my wedding day | will FINALLY get even with you dor
ma\an%T me scrub abdno&c Q’chataL Showers in dcte(jrjcm! They Wé\ioe the
LONGEST three days of my entire LIFE!

SERIOUSLY That place was an ICKY mildew-and-bug-infested NIHTMARE!
There were more species of INSECTS in there than in the Amazon rain
Jorest!

| pulled enough HAR out of the drains to stort my own weave
business' And | almost puked when | found a hairball the size of a
chubby rat!

Sorry to break the news to Jou, Nikkd, but MacKenzie Holister DOES
NOT CLEAN!

Pease don't be jealous, but Ive had a MAD cleaning up after me
since | was three months ofd.

| thought all | had to do was sproy stuff with that \ﬁ)qm\% clearer
and then ol of those smiling Scrubbing Bubbles thingies dtom the
commercia would show up and do all the na&’cd. grumt worl!

But that DION'T happen!! | was SO confused!

o of couse | spent, fike, two hours CRYNG into my MOP BUCKET
bedore my EVIL %M teacher came in and YELLED at me!!

And when | explained that the Scrubbing Bubbles Jchinﬂjcs never showed
up to help me clean, she said | was “talling cmz%“ and sent me down
to the nurse's ofifice for possible overexposure to Toxic fumes!

Even now, | can STILL smell the duint stench of ammonia, mildew, and
"Qcmona,-\ﬁ‘c&h scent” on my hands. And it's all YOUR dault, Nikk

So after seeing that fetter Brandon feft on your focker, | did what
any poor did would do who was sufifering drom”a very severe case of
Post-Detention Stress $yndrome. . . .



Too bad Nikki won't %tet to read it

PN
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SNATCH!
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Argwia, while we were in class Qi&te_nin% to our bio teacher ramble on
and on about, um . . . 777

Actually, | don't have the SLIGHTEST idea what that stupid teacher
wos rambling about. | didn't hear a single word she said because | was
JcoJca!UZa. distracted READING the fetter Brandon wrote to Jou.

OMG It was so DISBUST INGLY SWeet, sincere, and aPoQo%e’Cic, | almost
threw up the todt burger I'd eaten for funch!

It was very difficult for me to sit in class and watch Jou and
Brandon act fike two LOVESICK Qittfe LOVEBIRDS!

He stared at you the ENTIRE time, wondering if youd read his fetter.

But, of course, Jou st totally IGNORED him ke he was a huge WAD
OF GUM someone had chewed and then stuck under Jour desk.
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OM@! Tre entire situation made me so ANGRY and FRUSTRATED that |
wonted to . . .

(‘H)
SCREEEEEEEEAM! 2 !.'!

But of course | couldn't, because then | would have gotten ANOTHER
detertion! And Principal Winston would have dorced me fo clean those

na&td— showers AGAIN @‘_!

BOUSE ME! But M'm STILL sufifring ffom a very severe case of Post-
Detention Stress $yndrome from my” LAST detention, which was all JOUR
foult!

Anyuay, Nikk, the good news is that everything worked out just as |
had planned!! YA ME @‘_!

Brandon was so desperate to make up with you that he followed
every fost detail of my Miss Know-lt-AQQ advice fetter!

And becouse you never got the fetter he feft for you on your
focker . . .



HE PATIENTLY WA{fED KERY QR TWO HOURS,
AN R Up!



When Brandon dinal ve up and feft, he Looked absofute
MISERABLE. g} ¢ Q&

| et SO sorry. for the poor !
it was quite obvious he was DEVASTATED.

Probably because my Miss Know-lt-AQL advice fetter stated that if his
friend ) didn't bother to show up at the CupCakery after getting
his fetter, it meant . . .

I. She was SO over him! Or . . .
2. Sre NEVER re_a!UZaL cared about him to begin with.
Jes, | know!! You never 0T his Letter!

OOPS!t MY BAD @‘.‘.

Sorry I'm NOT sorry!

But don't worry, Nikki.

The hurt and anger he's feelling right now won't fast forever.

And mogbe one day he'l forgve you Jor ripping out his heart,
Jco&&in% it in the dirt, and then é}aéompin% ol over it with Jour dorky
pink- high-top sneakers.

TOODLES!

V)



M} MISS KNOW-IT-ALL MEANEST LETTER OF THE DA}
Dear Miss Know-It-All,

Could a popular boy ever fall for a nerdy girl? | have a huge crush on a
boy in my chemistry class, but we hang in different circles. His friends are
jocks and cheerleaders, and my friends and | are in the chess club.

He’s actually really nice and shares some of my interests. But when his
friends are around, things just get awkward. They bully me and try to
convince him I'm a loser. Although he stands up for me, I'm just afraid one
day he'll believe them!

Yesterday he asked me if | wanted to study with him at the library, and |
almost DIED! | think he likes me okay as a friend, but it makes me wonder
if he LIKE likes me! | really want to believe it's true, but my friends are
skeptical. They say popular boys never date outside their clique.

Are they right, or do you think | have a chance?

—Geek Girl

Dear Geek Girl,

Are you kidding me?? Wake up and smell the caramel macchiato! He'’s
not interested in you, Boo Boo!

You need to get your head out of your Lord of the Rings book and

learn that reality and fantasy are two different things. Love is not blind, and
popular kids and nerds do NOT mix! If they got along, we wouldn't need



cliques! Can you imagine how horrible the world would be without them?
Who would | make fun of?!

Anyway, your friends are right to burst your bubble. Boys think you're
gross! As for your library date with your crush, he’s just studying with you
to improve his grades. Lemme speak in Nerdese so you understand:
You're getting played like a pawn in chess! #Checkmatel!

Sorry, but there’s no romance in your future. If you're so smart, why
couldn’t you figure it out on your own?! | have better things to do than
waste time on these stupid letters! Now if you'll excuse me, I'm off to get a
manicure.

Toodles!

Miss Know-It-All



SUNDAY, APRIL. 20

Dear Nily,

| am 30 excited! Daddy will be returning home ftom his business trip
tomorrow cvenin%.

Yo | plan to ask BEC my parents to fet me transfer to North
Hampton Hills International Academy.

| arranged for Nedson to take me to the mall todaat to buy My new
school uniform.

My problem was that | only had $29 feft over drom my $500

mon’chﬂat cllothin% alfowance ®‘.! And | ALSO needed to buy a handbag,
}CWCQ‘EL' and hair accessories to mateh.

o when Mom gave me $100 to babusit my bratty fittle sister,
Amanda, whife she went to the countraL cfub QL: brunch with driends, |
decided NOT to have my usual hi&&at fit.



MB, yTAKING THE LIMO TO HOP FOR My
NEW SCHOOL UNI -

AMANDA



We arrived at the mall and took the escalator down o the huge,
upscale department store that sofd school uniforms.

‘I fove, fove, fove ahoppin%!!“ Amanda 596ucaflcd. ‘I'm gonna buy a
Princess Sugar Pum purse!”

No, you dont understand, Amandal YOURE rot shopping! | AM |
corrected her.

‘But | wanna shop TOO!" she said, stomping her oot angrily. "Or
you'l be SORRY . . .V

‘Excuse me? WHAT oare you going to do? Wet Jour pants?" | asked
Mrca&{’icaﬂd..

That's  when Amanda wdden!ld, started  breathin rcaIUld. hard,
hiccupping, and twitching. Did | mention that my Jli’ctﬁc sister is the
QUEEN of \iddie tantrums?

As her shrild voice reverberated through the mafl, everyone stopped
what Jchch Were doin% to STARE at us.
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OM&! | was SO EMBARRASSED!

‘Amanda!” | hissed. "Sut up before they call security and kick us out
of the malll" But that only made her scream LOUDER!

Luckel dor me, | knew c%ac’dld» how to deal with the Qttle BRAT |
abbed her hand and rushed past the food court, Toy City, and Puppy
aface to KANDY KINGDOM PQad.Qand. As soon as Amanda saw it, she
stopped screaming and squealed with delight! Thank goodness for short
attention spans!

ou can play here while | shop, Amanda. If you need me, I be right
next door {rying on clothes in those fitting rooms with the pink
curtains,” | said, pointing about twenty-fe yards away. "And don't you
dare feave leaa.Qand. 'm going to be keeping an eye on you drom my
drc&sin% room."

‘Okay}, bye!” Amanda said, and ran off to goin a group of kids on the
sllide..

Before you judde me dor feaving Amanda at plasland, put yoursels in
My shees cﬂf ¢ ¢ o &

How could | concentrate on finding the uniform and cute accessories
with her screaming. her bmJCJCaL fittle head off like that?

| could NOT risk- a dashion misstep, especially when | have a new
schoof to impress.

Anyiiay, once  inside the store, | discovered a ton of new summer
arrivals'

| couldn't resist trdin% on (')u&’c a f&w of them!
Before | knew it, my dressing room was ovcrﬂowmfj with clothes.
it was hard to stop because | fooked so FAB in EVERYTHING!



‘Miss . . . | think Jou've tried on evertthing we have in the juniors,
designer teens, prom n%ovw\, swimsuit, and shoe departments” the
exnausted safles assistant muttered. "Willl you be purchasing any of
these items today?

No thanks! That was just a try-ona-thon!” | replied. AU | need is
the North Hampton Hills school uniform. You can put all this stuff
back!”

| don't know what the lady's problem was, but she storted doing the
same. angry twiteh JC\r\ir\% that Amanda does.

‘Of course, miss,” she said throu itted teeth. TR0 fom
moving truck and be ri%ht back." " T Pl

Note to self Get her fired and sue the store!
Suddcnﬂat a disembodied head popped into My dressing room.
OM&! It allmost SCARED the Mountain's Peale spring water out of me.
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HELP! K's a big, haicy RAT | screamed, and jumped onto a chair. “Oh!
It's a’u&t Jou, Amanda. Jorry!’

"Welll, IM sorry YOU fook fike a PI& in &p gloss wearing a schoof
uniform!” she snickered.

“Why don't sou back to Kandy Kinadom and accidentaldy fall off
the slide? | giz, t rowing a sock aa’tc hcr%.d Q&

‘| came to %ct a tissue dor my 5nottat nose,” Amanda snififed. ‘l need
to get one from Jour purse, okay?”

'Go right ahead. Just please stop BUGEING me!" | replied. "ARL this
stress is gNing me premature wrinkles!” | checked my face in the mirror
and qushed. * allse afarm. I'm STILL gorgeous!”

Amanda grabbed my purse and turned it upside down, dumping all my
stuff onto the floor.

"Seriou&QaL?‘. WHAT are you doing?!" | a&fUle_d.



I'm ’Crd,‘m% to
find a tissue in
all of this Sunk-

in our pursell




| igoored the brat and went back to admirin m%t new uniform in the
mirror. There was no doubt about it! | was KILLIN'® TV

Don't HATE
me because
I'm beautiful
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“Thanks, MacKenzie!" Amanda beamed as she Jave Me a big hu%. "jou'rc
the BEST big sister EVER! | LOVE you! Have dun! Bye.”



Now, that was a {ittle odd. Amanda seemed REALLY thankdul to et
that tissue.

| found a feather-and-plaid purse that matched my skirt PERFECTLY |
also 50a9ged the cutest AE_WCQrd— and hair accessories' The best part
was that e_\/crdfchin% was on safe.

YA} ME ©\

The salesfody ot the register was super driendly. "M% niece  and
nephew both to North Hampton Hills. You're going to LOVE it there!”
she soid ofter | exploined that | was transferring.

She wrapped ald M items in tissue, placed them in a huge. shopping
bag, and then handed it to me.

"Okay, miss! Your total Jcodaat is $357. Wil that be cash or charge?”

"Cash, please,” | said a5 | dug through my puse to retrieve my wallet.
But for some reason, | couldn't find it. | ?%%ch nervousfy at the
saJle_lead?L and placed my puse on the counter. Then | very caredully
fooked through it again. Sti no wallet.

ln a panic, | turned it upside down and dumped it. E\/cra,’chin? Was
there but my wallet. "OMG!" | finally cried. "I can't dind my wallet!”

The saleslody gave me a dirty ook and snatched the shopping bag
from me Like | was going, to sneak out with it or &omethin%.

TR just hold on to THS untill you find your, um . . . fost wallet,

or whatever,"” she snififed.

"Excuse me? Seriously! MiDAD could buy me a UNIFORM FACTORY if |
wanted one!” | snapped at Ter.

The cashier glared ot me. "Well, | don't know how your dad can buy
%ou a factory if he can't offord to pay #3571 for the items you were
g to take out of this store. | have a go0d mind to call SEQRITY"



Note to self Get THIS Jladd, fired aJlon% with that other Qadat. Then
sue the store!

‘Um, masbe it LU out in my dressing room?" | muttered as | started
tossing sTUF back into my. purse.

When | grabbed a cofd, 509%h USED tissue, | cringed. ‘GROSS! How did
that get in my-"

‘OH. NO. SHE. DION'T” | screamed as | rushed out of the store.

Amanda was 8ittin% inside the castle tower with a smug grin on her
Jace.

“‘Amanda’” | azQch. “Cet Jour butt down here! NOW!'

As she slowdy climbed down | noticed that she was carrying a Qargf,,
blinged-out dufifel bag.

‘Give me back My wallet!" | screeched.

Se 2ipped open a pocket on her new bag, took out my wallet, and
threw it at me.

‘If dou weren't my sister, I'd have %ou arrested! And where did Jou
gdc t money for hat thin%? Jou befter tell me that Jou broke into
Jour Pigay bank.. Again!"

Amanda §olded her arms and %Qarcd at me.

| opened my wallet and stared at it in shock. AL that was feft
wos three dollars!

"OM@ Amanda, | can't believe Jou STOLE my wallet and SPENT all of
my money!t You bratty Gttle . - . THER!

| borrowed it! 'L just pay %-ou back on my next birthday when
people give me ots of money.” She shrugged. ‘Or | coulld quque %e’c



some cash by scMin% my. Barbie dofl collection on eBay! Again!”

Your birthda gt is ten months ffom now!" | df.!UZe_d ‘l need to pay for
my umﬁ)rm TO

But, MacKenzie, just ook at my dfabulous purse!” she said, Pomtm% to
it. “What do Jou gu hink-? Do you fove it, or do Jou LOOOVE it

"Even thou?g:» | admire your sophisticated taste in Joke Halian
handbags, whic u obviously inherited ffom me, Joure in SO much
troubfe right now! | snaded. ‘Here's my wallet! You're going to return
ur bqva; t a refund, and put My money BACK inside it. Or I'W telll
addy Jou did and he' W ground Jou untif your tenth bﬁhdaau Do

Jou understand me?!”
ypv
| frowned at her. "WHAT?! Was that a yes?"
No! Um . . . I mean . . . 3es!" Amanda stammered.
NN
| narrowed my. eyes at her.

“Actually, sometimes | make strande sounds when I'm vnervous,” she
explained. "Y' means ‘Jes.' So, yip, | understand!”

"JP-yP e

| head it adain. OnQd. this time | knew it wasn't her. It qctuqJUZat
seemed 10 be coming. drom her new purse.

Um .o Yip! ! Yt Amanda barked as her bag started to move.

Suddenly the §lop opened and a white furball crawled out and
Wagged its tail.



Now, what do
Jou have to sa
about this?!

N




"0M& A REAL puppy? | exclaimed. "Amanda, WHY is there a PUPPY in
your ba%?‘."

‘Because all the gids at school are getting o puppy-in-a-purse! So |
wanted one too!”

‘But, Amanda, we ALREADY have a do%! Jou can Au&t put Fifi in a
purse!”

Of course | made Amanda take that PupPPy and pet carrier back to
Puppy Paface to 3{{ a Full refund. And boy, Was she mad!

We were passing the toy store wien Amanda went into another Sull-
blown temper tartrum. | just grabbed her arm oand tried to drag her
toward the department store so | could pay dor my uniform and get
the heck out of there.

And yes! It was SO00 embarrassing! But | Aust to’canld. IGNORED her!
Until she started sereaming ha&’ce_ricaJUZa,.
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That's when everyone in the mall turned around and started E,qum
at me ol suspicious-Llike. | plastered a fake smile on my foce an
Amanda o Uttle hug. “Just calm down, hon!" Then | whuspere_d nto her
ear, "“Jou spoiled Uittle BRAM You better SHUT UP or else!”

But | want My PupPPy-in-a-purse! NOOOW!

Yorry! It's NOT happening! | don't have enough to pay dor my uniform
and a puppy!”

That's when Amanda &l on the floor and started Wrijchin? around
fike a SNAKE. "Get away from me, Jou KIDNAPPER! HELP' HELP' Tm be_inﬂ
KIDNAPPED! Someone call the cops'

I | got oarrested, it could totally RUN my chances of ?e’c’cm into
North Hampton Hills' Luc\Ld, for me, | nobccd a clearance TOY sale! |
qﬁmc\cﬂa. offered Amanda a nice bribe if she'd stop screaming Qon% enough

for me to Pay fOr my uniform and stufif. She accepted @!‘.



ou're the
best sister
;ﬁj ever!!
- \l@
AT W) )
( X
A
./
0 Q "’
0f000hal0 .
£ \
3 N5
(\“,%,
TRTEC )7
ME, WITH M} NEW/ISCHDOL UNIFORM, N,

0 PP NALY P



In spite of all the drama with Amanda, I'm fically all set for my
fist day of school at North Hampton Hills Internationad Academy!

l Aus’c LOVE My new uniform!
And I'm going, to fook ab&oQutcﬂbt FABULOUS!

YA} ME ©\
TOODLES!



Mal MISS KNOW-IT-ALL MEANEST LETTERS OF THE D&l
Today | have TWO Letters:

kS * * * * * ES ES * * kS * * x *

Dear Miss Know-It-All,

There is a guy at school who | like. He is an athlete, very cute, cool, and
popular. When we are alone he is super nice. But when he is with his
friends, he acts like | don't exist. Is he really into me?

Thanks,

Invisible Girl

Dear Invisible Girl,
If this guy isa CCP, he is obviously out of your league!

He may ignore you when he is with his friends because he is ashamed
of you. Guys like him want a smart, beautiful, and rich trophy girlfriend.

I'm sure he is just using you because you are smart and helping him
with his homework. Or he’s always really hungry and you let him eat the
best stuff off your lunch tray every day.

My advice to you is to send me his photo and name because he sounds
like my type and we could have alot in common!

YAY ME!!@!!



—Miss Know-It-All
* * * * £ £ E3 E3 E3 * * * * * X

I'm VERY sure this rext fetter is dfom M ch\féfabbin% ex-BFF,
Jessica.

Dear Miss Know-It-All,

| have a major BFF problem! Okay, so if | choose popularity over my BFF
and toss her out of my life like a piece of moldy, two-week-old pepperoni
pizza, does that really make me a bad person? | still secretly adore her, |
just don’t want to be seen with her in public anymore.

She used to be queen of the CCPs. And when she chose me over all the
other girls in school to be her BFF, my coolness factor instantly increased
from 6 to 100! | gained lots of cool friends, invites to all the hottest parties,
and access to her penthouse-sized SHOE CLOSET!!! | felt like I'd won the
BFF lottery!

Then suddenly things changed! Popularity is as fickle as shoe trends—
one day it's all about open-toed booties, and a week later they're out of
style and everyone is rocking diamond-encrusted ballet flats. Well, the
same thing happened with my bestie. She made one little slip-up! And
suddenly she’s LESS popular than a pair of ugly, scuffed-up plastic rain
boots at a designer shoe sale. She has lost the special quality that made me
want to become her BFF in the first place.

Now the CCPs are looking for the next It Girl, and this is finally MY
chance to be the girl everyone envies and wants to be. But hanging out
with my BFF could make ME as unpopular as she is. I'm even having



second thoughts about inviting her to my upcoming birthday bash at the
country club.

So should I dump my BFF and pursue my dream of becoming the next
CCP Queen Bee (and just live with the guilt)? Or should | be the loyal

friend who sticks by Maetken my BFF (even though she’s a complete

embarrassment) and give up the opportunity to finally have any REAL
happinessin my life?

—CCP Princess

Dear CCP Princess,

Excuse me?! You REALLY should be thankful your AMAZING BFF
allowed you to stuff your stinky, SASQUATCH-sized FEET into her
designer stilettos!

Seriously, she DIDN'T have to be nice and show PITY to an unpopular
WANNABE like YOU! You're lucky she didn’t put you on blast when you
showed up at Justin’s party in that hideous, fluorescent-orange dress your
(obviously senile) grandma made for you.

And was that crusty lime-green BOOGER in your nose supposed to be
your statement accessory? Or didn't you see that massive, beach-ball-sized
thing dangling in the wind when you looked in the mirror? Instead, your
very loyal BFF rushed home and returned with a super-cute designer
dress for you to wear at the party AND a tissue for that humongous
booger.

You should be happy your BFF didn't dump you as her BFF when she
caught you pretending to be her online just to chat with cute guys! | get it



—you want to be her SO BADLY because you can't get a hungry, UGLY
dude to look at you even with a FREE bologna sandwich tied around your
neck.

Your BFF also could've told everyone your deepest, darkest secrets, like
the fact that you wet the bed until you were ELEVEN YEARS OLD!
Instead, she upgraded you from a frumpy NOBODY to a CCP socialite, and
THIS is how you repay her generosity?! By stabbing her in the back so
YOU can become the new CCP queen?!

Sorry! But youll NEVER, EVER steal her crown as the smartest,
prettiest, and fiercest diva of them all! So do yourself a big favor and don't
waste your time trying! And don't let me catch you talking mess behind

fy your BFF’s back again!

—Miss Know-It-All



MONDAY, APRIL 2|

Dear Nily,

I'm sure gou‘Ve afready head alll the gossip about me and my BFF,
Jessica. Welll, | should soy my EXBFF, Jessica.

Ever since | cau%h’c her and my CCP driends ma\ain% fun of me in that
Video, | have been so ANGRY that | could Au&t e

(]‘f )
screzezezeean N 1

And then Jessica had the NERVE to ac’(uaf&a— write that fetter to
Miss Know-lt-AQl TRASHNG me fike that!

Like, WHO does that kind of thing to another person?

Weld, okay! 90 admit that maybe | do those kinds of Jchin%\& to
other people.

But ded’ini’cdd, NOT to my BEST dtiend!!

| was in the gidls‘ bathroom, iust minding my own business and pujctin%
on a new foyer of fip gloss. Tm’c‘s When Jessica came strutting in with
some other CCP girds. | could NOT believe she actually had the nerve to
ROLL her eyes q? me Qe that.

So | was Qike, “Jessical Excuse me, but | really DIONT appreciate you
making fun of me in that video. But HATERS ARE GONNA HATE!

And she was fike, "MacKenzie, serioua!@.! | have no idea what Jou are
JCaJZ\Lir\?)» about!”

Aod | was Qie, "On, really! Well, | heord iou‘\/c been talking trash
behind my back (')us’c 50 Jou can toake over M hrone as Queen Bee!



Then it got really, real iet, and afl the CCP aifds were just
staring at ?JZ&&ica. \j!\lda'itin% ’fg é}gguc what fame excuse 8\0? Wos %oin%au to
give g%r \liciou&fld, stabbin% me in the back fike that.

And Jessica was fike, "MacKenzie, | CANT EVEN . . . W\
| could NOT believe she ac’cuaﬁg said that to me! So | told her ofif.



ME, TELLING JESSICA OFF IN THE GIRLS' BATHROOM!!

Right now I'm so OVER Jessical I've aQrcadd, unfriended her butt on
Facebook. | don't even care if I'm NOT invited to her stupid bir’chdaat
partat‘.

Anyway,  if all of THAT wasn't enough DRAMA for one day, | was
Jorced to wateh part two in bio.



[t was very obvious that you and Brandon were still upset with each
other in closs today. He was completely ignoring JOU, just lke you
Were compllc’ceflat ignoring. HIM.

That's when | decided to take matters into my own hands.

Ma%be if Jou actuanla. READ Brandon's fetter, | wouldn't be forced to
sit There and watch the two of Jou giving each other the cold
shoulder.

Yo after bio today, | took responsbility for my actions and did the
riﬂh’t Jchin%!



| PLACED BRANDON'S LETTER BACK ON HOUR LOCKER @‘.

| was just hanging out at my focker, writing in MY diary when |
saW you a:top star? at his Qet?;r in surprise, ;‘:wd ’c?:waomc\dl& ngen it:

Hi Nikki,

)
Ta e RPrandan Rofars vas hall in dhic wado And dace i A .au



4L 2 AT UNUUNL S lU S JUU VU U U2 (UL UHG WD 1L UwWU,

please read it to the end.

T'm still not sore what happened exactly, bot T ve been really
bommed since we quit hanqing ovt. Biology isn 't the same withoot vs
qoofing off doring class and you laughing at my lame jokes. T miss
washin d035 at Fozzy Friends with you, even thoogh we end op
qetting more d03 shampoo on ourselves than on them. And the doas
Miss yoo too!

Was it because of that ... om well, what we did &t the Kissing
booth, at the end of the party? And the romor that came oot
afterward? T'm sorry if T made yoo feel bad. T definitely wish
T hadn t done anything to me@ss vp oor friend ship.

You sdaid something about how you don %t cven know me. So what
it we meet at the CopCakery after school today and qrab some
red velvet copcakes—my treat! T'll +ell yoo anything yoo warnt +to
know about me (and not worry that yoo Il think. T'm weird). T ve
learned that honesty and trost are vitdl in @ troe friendship.

T{ yoo decide NOT 4o hanq oot today, T totally onderstand. T
vess that will mean T don't really deserve yoor friendship. Bot it
woold make me happy it yoo woold pledse gve me another chance.

Yoor Fozzy Friend,
Brandon
OMG, Nk After J?,ou read that fetter, Jou were SO happy you Went
"SQUEEEEEE"" Qike a {ittle mouse! Then Mou started ?%%Qin% and doing a
Very Weird dance ri%ht there in the hall.

You texted the news to Chloe and Zoey, and they ran up, screaming
their heads off like Jou Were Toxallor Wift or somebody.

Then the three of you did a group hug

| was a f{ittle confused when | overhead sou guys Planning to meet



at Jour house after school to pick out Winaf &ouu Were. goin%u’co Wear .

Then, after you feft, | ANALLY realized that you thought you were
supposed to meet Brandon after school . . . TODAM

I admit the mixup was partly MY fault!
Scriousﬂat. Nikdd, | could NOT believe . . .
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| don't blame you one bit for being even more FURIOUS with him dor
5’mndm<;fZ ?ou up ke that! Especially after he wrote you that very
soppy letter pouring his heart out to” you.

| understand Wiy Jou feel more CONFUSED than a CHAMELEON in a bag
of SKITTLES }our refationship with Brandon is DOOMED! And it's NEVER,

EVER going to work out @‘.

W ME @U Sorrd. I'm NOT &orrad

Ar?Wa , even though ?ou re Vcr% disappointed that you and Brandon
are Y0 over, please don't throw a fuge pity party for yourself:

Some people have WAJ more serious problems than you do! And by
"people,” | mean gidl& Qe ME ®‘.‘.
Rignt now 'm so MAD at my PARENTS | could just . . .

(‘H)
SCREEEEEEEEAM! 2 !

After dinner | tried to have a heart-to-eart tall with my parents
about me transferring to North Hampton Hills laternational Academy!

And as usual Jc\r\ca. were proctically IGNORING every word | said. Dadd
was reading the newspaper. And Mommy was checking her hair and
applying, like, her ninth layer of fipstick (she's ADDICTED to lpstick).

And in case you were wondering, Amanda was upstairs ha\/m% a temper
tantrum. WHY?' "Because when she was pot ?\»ctmmm her new toy PuPRy,
she qcuder‘rtaﬂg, DROPPED it, and cQO%ﬂtd the TOILE

Jes, | know!! That child has SERIOUS issues!
Ana»l\laa,. | be%ﬂd. | screamed, and | cried.



| put on such a theatrical pecformance that | should receive an
Academy  Award nomination Jor Most ODramatic Meftdown in a Famiﬂat
Corvo.






| was Qike, "Mommy! Doddy' dou don't understand. The Wds at mi
school HATE me!t Every day T see them V\/zchC\ruir\?I that video of me wit!
that bug in my. hair! And Jchca. LAJCH and make fun of me Qe I'm an
UNPOPULAR  person or something!”

‘Honey, it can't be THAT bad! Just fast weel Jou Were saing how
many. driends you have and how much Jou LOVE Jour school! The \dds
just think it's a harmless lttle joke. I'm sure” they dont mean to
upset 3’0“’" My mom said.

“es, they DO! Going there every day and dcaJZin% with that video is
TORTURE! T need 1o transfer 1o North Hampton Hills International
Academd. ASAP! ke tomorrow! PLEEEEASE

‘Now, MacKenzie, just calm down. t's only a silly Little video that
kids oare passing around on their phones.” And by tomorrow thcaL'JUZ
probaanL be Watchin% &omefchin% else,’ my dad said atcrnQaL.

"But it's RUNNG my LIFE" | sobbed hysterically.

‘No, it's NOT ruining Jour Qige!" my dad argued. "Now, if this bufUlah
Nicholos, had . . ."

‘Dad! HER name is NIKKI' | screamed.

"Okay . . . NKKI, then! Now, if this bullly, Nitki, had posted the video
onfline, it would be a completely different situation. Then we'd know for
sure she had hostile intentions. | wouldn't consider it a’u&t a harmfess
Uittle prank.

"Sne's obviously upset, Marshalll Maybe we should set up a meeting
with Principal Winston,” My mom  said, Jloo\ain% at her watch. 'l have a
mectin% in twenty minutes about our annual dund-raiser for the children's
hospital. So we'T finish this discussion fater, MacKenzie, dear. Nelson is
afready waiting for me in the car,” she said as she kissed my forehead.
“Tood{es!"

‘But, MOMY" | groaned. "Please! Don't feave!



‘Okay, so here’'s the plan,” my dod said as he turned to the stock
market’ page and frowned at the rumbers. ‘let's give it another month.
If things don't improve by then, we'll schedule a Qittle chat with your
principal to get to the bottom of this.”

‘BUT WHAT AM | SUPPOSED TO DO UNTIL THEN?" | shrieked at the top
of my Qunga.

That's when both of my parents fooked at each other ncr\lousQa, and
sod four Qittle wods. And NO!' Those words werent "JES, you can
transfer!”

Trey said, "LET'S CALL DR. HADLEY"

| was Qke, 'BXCUSE ME" SORRY But | don't NEED a Jc\ncro\pd, Session
riﬁh{ now!!”

if | wanted ADVICE on how to deal with my problems, I'd just write
Miss Know-it-ARL hack into the website, and send a response to MYSELF!

“What | NEED is dor you to earoll me at North Hampton Hills
lnternational Academy! NOW'"

OMe! | was so FURIOUS with my parents.
That's when | totally fost it and screamed . . .



ME, TOTALLY LOSNG IT AND JELLING AT My PARENTS!

Then | ran upstairs to my. room and slammed the door!
8ER|OUS[§! Md. parents are such IDIOTS!

They expect me to stoy at WCD and ROT while the Wids there faugh
at me every doy like I'm some kind of unpopular LOSER!

| CANT EVEN . . . W

HOW CAN MY VERY OWN PARENTS ACTUALLY BELIEVE THS VIDEO IN'T A
SERIOUS PROBLEM UNTIL SOME HATER POSTS IT ONLINE7ZM



Weld, Mommy. and Daddy!!
Buess What?

THAT can be ca&iﬁd, ARRANGED! . . .
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Now that My imaginary ¢ erbully has placed that disqusting video
onfline, my parents Wil feel 30 SORRY for me that they U FNALLY fet

me transder!!

e &
North Hampton Hilds International Academy, here | COMEN!
TOODLEY

o



MY MISS KNOW-IT-ALL MEANEST LETTER OF THE DAY

I'm pretty sure this next fetter is from Marcy, that shy and very
5tranga fittle friend of Jours. Sne has BRACES, ri t?

kS * * kS * * ES * ES * * * x * *

Dear Miss Know-It-All,

| haven't been my normal, happy self since | was told | needed to get
braces.

I'm embarrassed to say this, but when my orthodontist gave me the
news, | burst into tears right there in the chair. The truth is, 'm already
insecure and this whole braces fiasco is just making me feel a lot worse.

Now whenever | look in the mirror, | imagine an ugly freak with barbed-
wire teeth staring back at me. It's a big struggle to get through the school
day without crying.

I'm sure you've heard all the horror stories about kids with braces being
relentlessly teased and called cruel names. Why do people have to kick a
girl when she’s already down??

| feel frustrated, depressed, and alone. | haven't told my friends about
any of this because lately they've been dealing with problems of their
own.

But | know you're the perfect person to give me the encouragement
and advice that | need to get through this! Please help!

—Blue in Braces



Since this ﬂjrﬂ (qu{() sounds fike a complete BASKET CASE, | plan to
e-mail her my advice tomorrow.

WARNING: This fetter is so MEAN, it's probabllat worth at feast a
Jchrec—dqaL detention! Sorrd,, Nilki @‘_

Dear Brace Face,

Did | get your name right? Or was it Zipper Mouth? Maybe it was
STUMP GRINDER! Sorry, sweetie. 'm so forgetful sometimes! Anyway,
having braces isn't all that bad. Let’s look at the pros and cons, shall we?

PROS:

#1: You can get a job at the Olive Garden restaurant grating cheese
with your teeth!

#2. Your mouth also multitasks as a paper shredder and chain saw!

#3: With all the food you're going to have stuck in your braces, you'll
have yourself a portable, FREE all-you-can-eat buffet!

CONS:
#1: People will follow you around to get a better cell phone signal.

#2, A boyfriend with braces could become the kiss of death, literally. If
your braces lock up during a smooch, you'll both have to go to the
orthodontist together to get it surgically terminated!

#3: On a very clear day, you can pick up interstellar signals from ALIENS
on Mars!



Wait a second!! ALL of those sound like CONS, don’t they?
Oh well! Too bad for you!

Thank goodness I've ALWAYS had perfectly straight pearly whites!

YAY ME@!!

—Miss Know-It-All



TUESDAY, APRIL 22

Dear Nily,

l ’chough’c this moment woufld never come!

Today is my FINAL DAY at Westchester Countrat Day Midd{e Schoof @
|

W

YA} ME ©\
Everything worked out just as | had planced.

My parents saw that video of me on the Internet that was posted by
fhag HORRIBLE BULLY at my school.

Namd&. Jour

| was so upset by what you did that | cried myself to sleep lost
ni%ht.

My parents £t SO sorry. for me!

So fist thing this moraing they contocted North Hampton Hills
International Academy and arranged Jor my transfer. YA ME @!!

l JCo’co\fUZaL impressed the headmaster at My admissions interview. She
qctuaJUZaL said I'd be an asset to their academic institution.

Yo on Thursday | take the plocement tests for alll my closses.

As I'm writin% this Mommy and Daddy are in the WCD ofifice \ﬁnaQizinE
paperwork and I'm chqnin% out my focker and Packing up my persona

chon@jng&.
Well, actuallly, 'm supervising the mover quy.



When | feave, | KNOW you and Jour BFfs will be &tandin% n the hall
ruddd, STARING at me and wondering what's going on.

But ' A’ugt IGNORE you Qike | aQqus do! . ..
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And yes! | know there will be a ot of unanswered %uc&tion& about
my. sudden departure. But please don't believe any nasty rumors.

The truth is, I'W probaanL be in Hawai, on a ninet&-\foot dm'ht' Wearing
a super-cute designer sundress with matching sandals, sipping on a
pineapple-mango  smoothie, while working on ‘my. “Voleanoes in  Howaii
report with t very smart, rich, and posh students in my 5’cudaL group
from North Hompton Hills International Academy!

A} MEN ©\

Did | mention that most of the students there are the children of
cefebs, politicians, business chaoons, and roanQJcaL?‘_

| afmost forgot to mention that there's been a slight change in plans
rcgardin% Jour iarat.
First, I'm JcochJUZa. addicted to Writin% n it

And second, | think Jour diary entries should be shared with the
entire WORLD!

Also, don't \ﬁsrgdc that my final GFT will be delivered to Jou on
Mondaat, Aprid 28.

After youre EXPELLED from WCD dor ca.bcrbuﬂa—in%, Joure going to

need a new schoof too!

And whatever you do, PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE don't transfer to North
Hompton Hills International Academy @‘.

TOODLES!



PS. | Reft you a Qittlhe good-ye note and stuck it on my old
focker!
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MY MISS KNOW-IT-ALL MEANEST LETTER OF THE DAY

Undortunately, with the transfer and all, today was way too hectic
for me to answer any advice fettess.

And sicce I'm going to be super busy at my new school with ol my
new ftiends, Jou can consider this my official RESIENATION!

l rcaJUZaL enjoyed being Miss Know-H-AL Saving a few hopeless weirdos
from themselves was a fot Qe charitqt work. But most important, it
made ME feel alll warm and fuz2y inside!

l honc&tlla. think this whole experience has changed my fife for the
better and made me a nicer, more compassionate person.

NOT!



WEDNESDAY, APRIL 23

ove!

YOW'LL NEVER BELIEVE WHAT HAPPENED TO ME YESTERDAY!


















AN
AN

| NEED TO 4ET
A NEw JoBll

AN
)
» .
RN \_»
. S ':ff.; P I :' )
















SAUEEEEE!!




THURSDAY, APRIL. 24

[ FINALLY FOUND My DIARY! SQUEEEEE I

M SO HAPPY RIGHT Now, | THINK IM G0ING TO GIVE [T A BIG FAT . ..

«K|SS!

[t's been missing for

TWO. WHOLE. WEEKSH!

And the entire time, [ve been an emotional

WRECK!!

My BFFs and | looked EVERYWHERE for it] | had pretty much given up hote of EVER finding my diary again.

And poor Zoey blamed herself for losing it She thought it had somehow Lallen out when she'd gone info my
backpack 1o get some gum.

[ told her that even if it had, it was totally an aceident and | wasn't mad at her.
But Zoey STILL felt vesponsible and insisted that she was the Werst. Friend. EVER!
She’d been moping around, like, FOREVER, and Chloe and | have been worried about her-

But when [ showed Zoey my diavy, she was so happy she attually burst into tears of \')o\/!



Now [ have wy diary AND my BFF Zoey back @’
SGUEEEEE!
The WEIRDEST part is that my diary looked completely diffevent when | found it

The SNEAKY DIARY SNATCHER had gven it a SUPEReute MAKEOVER vith a FAB new LEOPARD print

Lover!
It looked exattly like an extensive designer blouse that Id seen at the mall for $220!

The day wy diary disappeaved, | had my suspicions. | wanted 4o plaster posters of wy PRIVE SUSPECT all over the
sthool. . . .



fwﬁlRN’Hﬁ Cute buf dangemus!’J

But, unfortunately, | didn't have any proof she was the STICKY-FINGERED SCOANDREL who'd stolen it
Aoy, | could NOT believe all the b MaeKenzie wrote in MY diary

[ stayed up past midnight and vead every last entry. TWICE! She achually gave me a glimpse into her brain.
In spite of her beauty and popularity, her life is not nearly as perfect as everyone thinks.

She ‘)us{: pretends that it is.



fAnd yes, | know MaeKenzie is stressed out Leom all the dvama in her life including (1) the detention, (2) the bug
video, (3) losing her BFF, Jessita, (4) her insane jealousy of wy friendship with Brandon, and (5) wanting to transfer
1 a new sthool.

But STILL! As my grandmother always says, “Everything happens for a veason. And sometimes that veason is you
make BAD choices!”

MatKenzie eveates a lot of her own problems and then blames them on othevs.

However, the most SHOCKING thing | distovered was just how DIABOLICAL she is.

HOW diabolical IS she?!

When life gjves her LEMONS, she squeezes the juite in other people’s EYESH f'm just sayin'
Pd achually feel sorvy for her if she wasr't so CRUEL-

Anpaay, this Hhing gets even more UNBELIEVABLE!

MaeKenzie found wy user ID and password in one of MY earlier diary entries and BROKE inb wy Miss Know-It-

All website @!!

Fm so NOT lying!

Then she wrote a bunth of MEAN and NASTY advice letters to unsuspecting shidents.
Her plan vas & get ME kicked out of sthool for CYBERBULLYING!!

Like, WHO does that?!!

ﬂ\anltfuu\/, my Miss Know—[t-All newspaer tolumn doesn't ?uHish undil Monda\/, Awil 28, so | have ?len{\/ of time
1 fix any damage she's done and delete her letters.

In spite of that, f'm STILL a litte worvied about hev THREAT that she has a SURPRISE for me on Monday, April

28 @!

But heve's the most SHOCKING news of alll

MACKENIZE HOLLISTER TRANSFERRED TO A NEW SCHooL!



And yesterday was her last day at WCDI
YES! | know it's veally hard 4 believe! But it's TRUE/! The entive school is GOSSIPING about it; even the teachers.

That DRAMA QUEEN is achually gone from my lifell FOREVER! wpo-HoO! . . .

ME, DOING My SNOOPY HAPPY DANCE BECAUSE MACKENZIE IS GONE!!

Sinte MatKenzie is out of the way, | can FINALLY try 1o patth things up with Brandon without HER interfering

®

He's been SUPERbusy lately, doing photoaraphy for both the newspaper and yearbook.
We've basically ignored eath other and have barely spoken since that big blowp at my lotker a few weeks ago.

Then things went from bad 1o worse after Brandon wrote that veally sweet apology letter inviting me fo hang out
with him at the CupCakery. | waited there for him, like, FOREVER, but he never showed up !

| was mad at HIM because | {'}\ng‘, he'd stood me up sinte HE was still mad at ME. And yes,’ | know it sounds Crazy.

But ateording 1o MatKenzie's diary entries, HE was behind the scenes, MANIPULATING everyone and ereating all
the DRAMA.

[ have 1o admit, ['ve veally missed Brandon these past few weeks. | need 1o talk & him tomorvow and apologize for
everything that's happened.



finyway, now that ViatKenzie has transterred to a new sthool, my lite at WLL is FINALLY 9oing to be LUKAMA
FREE and absolutely PERFECT!

SQUEEEEEE!

@.’.’

NOTE TO SELF:

Chloe wasn't in sthool yesterday or today, and she hasn't answered any of wy text messages.
Which is very STRANGE!

Hopefully, Zoey has heard from her!

Butif NOT ...

I. Call Chloe tonight o make sure she's okay!

2. Bl her the FANTASTIC news that | FINALLY found my diary @”

3. Let her know that we don't have 4 worry about Zoey anymore betause she’s back 4o her normal happy self.
SQUEEE!

ALSO:

Don't forget o explain everything 4o Brandon and apologize!



FRIDAY, APRIL 25

AAAAAHHHHH @!!.’

(That was me sereaming)

[ thought things would be a lot better with MacKenzie gone.
But foday is urning out 1o be the WORST day EVER!!

fd already made up my mind that if Chloe was absent again today, Zoey and | were gcing t stop by her house
a-F‘&\r sthool.

The two of us had been ¢alling, texting, and e-mailing Chloe almost nonstop since Wednesday, but we hadn't heard
anything from her.

Not even a PEEPI!

What's up vith THAT?!

Fivst Zoey was atting strange, and now Chloe?! JUST GREAT ®”
| was worvied that something BAD had happened t> Chloe on her way 1o sthool on Wednesday.

You know; like maybe she ot kidnapped by some teen zombies. And they were holding her hostage betause they
wanted { make her their teen zombie QUEEN.

YIKES @!!

He\/. it tould l\a\?yen!

We FINALLY spotted Chloe oming out of the office after setond period, Zoey and | were SUPERhappy and
nearly HYSTERICAL-

W van vight up & her and shrieked, ‘Chloe! Chloe! OVI§! WHERE have You been?! We tried fo contact you,’ Didn't
You et any of our ¢alls, e—mails, or texts?l Ave You oltay?,’ Were you siek? We veally missed \/oul Quess what?! We've
been DYING 1o tell you the big news! WE FOUND THE DIARY!! SQUEEEEE"



But then the sbrﬂnges(: H\ing ha\?rened,’ e



CHLOE?! | ?
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We stood theve in shotk, staring at our BFF vith our mouths hanging open!

Chloe acted like we weven't even theve. | could NOT believe she just totally DISSED us like that

Zoey and | weve hurt and confused! But more +han anything, we were frustrated by all the unanswered questions.
Why hadn't Chloe bothered 1o return our millions of phone calls, texts, and e-mails?

What was she upset about?

Why had she been absent?

Was she mad at US?

And if so, why?

But we never got a chante fo ask her anything because she SULKED during gym class and was so GLUM at lunch
that she vefused 1o even talk o us

However, Zoey and | were DETERMINED. We weve NOT about 1o give up on owr BFF.
So we made a SECRET PLAN.

Later in the day, when the three of us worked in the library together as shelving assistants, we'd be SUPERnite
and kind 1o Chloe t theer her up.

Then, onte she was in a better mood, we'd get her 1o open up and talk 1o us about what was bothering her.
And by the end of the hour we'd do a group hug and be BFFs onte again. SQUEEEEE!!

More very soon . . ]

®u



SATURDAY, APRIL. 26

When [ lef4 off, Zoey and | vere abot 4 implement our setret plan 4o vesalve the CHLOE CRISIS
“Ave ou guys as bored as | am?” | muttered, dusting the clean library tables again just o stay awake.
“Well, we could always erase pentil marks from the dietionaries,” Zoey suggested.

T not THAT bored?” [ arumped: ‘Do you have any ideas, Chloe?”

Zoey and | looked at her hopefully. But she staved straight ahead and didn't say a word.

“Chloe, what's up? You've been SUPERquiet all day. s anything wrong?” Zoey asked.

Chloe bit her lip and shook her-head o

‘| have an idea. Sinte we've bored silly, let's play Chloe’s favorite game!” | exclaimed. ‘Charades!”
“That sounds ke fun® Zoey aapeed:

“And it beats evasing pentil mavks out of dictionaries any day,” | said. ‘Chloe, you ean go first”
Chloe folded her arms and just stood there vith an unamused lock on her fate.

“Hem .. .," | said, seratehing my head. “No movement and blank stare. You've a . . . ROCK?”

Chloe seowled at me and shook her head.

‘Well, how about a TREE?” Zoey guessed.

Chloe volled her eyes for the tenth time today and stood pevfeetly still That's when a eveative guess popped into wy
head.

‘I know! You've a very ANGRY STATUE?!" | exclaimed. ‘Right?!”

WRONG!! Chloe gave me an ity stave that was so eold, | almost got frosthite! OUCHI . . .



How ABOUT | KNow!
ATREE...? YOWRE A VERY
—— ANGRY STATUE?!
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| think my very eveative quess must have ticked Chloe off or something, because she elenthed her fists and stormed

atvoss the voom.
‘Woit! Wheve are you a0ing?” | called after her. “Zoey and | haver't had our burms yet!”
Chloe shot me a divty look and violently slammed the library door behind her. BAMI!
‘What just happened?” | asked, tally confused. “Did | miss something?”
| think we both did,” Zoey answered solemnly. ‘Chloe is obviously anary and giving us both the silent treatment!”
“But why?! | asked, Flabbergasted. ‘What did we say or do & make her so upset?”

‘[ don't have the slightest ideal” Zoey shrugged. “She’s usually so sweet and bubbly. Maybe she’s Jjust having a bad

»”

day.
‘It feels more like a bad WEEK!" | said vith a sigh.
Well,leks jusk back ofF and give hev some space. Hofehully, sh'l feel better morvow” Zoey said
U ou sy so- Buk it Feel ke she's HATING us MORE: every minad,” | complained.
Zoey shook her head and gave a long, sad sigh.

‘W both need 4o be there for Chloe when she's veady 1o talk. Just vemember . . . ‘A friend is someone who knows
the SONG in Your HEART and ean SING it back & You when You FORGET the WORDS! —Author unknown.”

OMG! That was the most kind, thoughtful, and sympathetic thing d ever heard.

Zoey is the BEST friend ever!

And when it comes o sorking ot complicated emofions, she's like a tzen Dr. Phi in sparkle lip gloss and. skimy jeans.
We did't have the slightest idea why Chloe vas upset

Betause, unforbunately, our secvet plan to theer her wp . .. DIDN'T.

Zoey and | left the libvary feeling more worried than EVER.

'@.’!






SUNDAY, APRIL 2.7

The situation with Chloe was emo‘(:iona"y d!raining-
But it wasn't the ONLY DRAMAFEST | had to deal with on Friday.

The other one began when | distovered the cafeteria was serving what looked like deep—fried hoekey putks
smothered in a diarrhea gravy.

And smelled like it po ®! Ewww!!
So [ detided {bJus{: have a banana -For Juneh.

| was obviously very distracted about the Chloe Crisis, because when | went to throw away my banana peel, | had a
very unfortunate and slightly traumatic ACCIDENT ®’

With his GUy!

Q\l\/, it wsn'fjust ANY ouy. - -
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| could NOT believe Brandon actually said that

| NEVER, EVER said he was GARBAGE!!

Now, maybe | TREATED him like garbage '@!

But [ never actually CALLED him that

Blg! DIFFERENCE!

After my apology evashed and burned, we just stood there staring at eath for what seemed like FOREVER!
“So, Brandon, um . . . how are thinas goina?” | asked awkwardly, and plastered on a smile.

Brandon locked down at the slimy banana peel slowly sliding down the front of his shivt, then looked batk at me and
vaised an eyebrow.

“OMG! SORRY Let me take cave of that for you! Don't move!” | said as | dashed 4o the neavest lunch table like my

hair was on five.
| snatehed a fisthul of napkins from a dispenser and vushed back 4o Brandon.
11 hve you eleaned up in o tme,” | aid, atthing my breath.
[ peeled the banana from his shit and 4pssed it into a (eal) garbage ean. Then | dabbed at the slimy stain.
“Don't worry about it,” Brandon said, looking rather embarvassed. “No big deal. You veally don't have —"

“Yes, | DO | intervupted. ‘Festly, it was my fault And setondly, 'm your FRIEEND! Although, with everything that's
haprened lately, it probably doesn’t seem like it,” | admitted sheepishly.

“Friend? Really, Nikki?! You yelled at me for no apparent veason. Then, after | wrote you an apology letter, you
stood me up. Sow\/! But with friends like you, who needs enemies?!” he said, obvicusly a little ticked off at me.

“Aab.ally, | didn't mean & yell at you,’ That day | syau.ed out, MaeKenzie was be'mg a major pain, and | seriously
thought YOU were HER when | said those things,” | explained. “And | DID try o meet you at the CupCakery. But
tharks to MatKenzie, | got there THREE days late! That girl is so hopelessly DERANGED, she achually SABOTAGED
our velationship vith ved velvet CUPCAKES! Like, WHO does that?!” | vanted.



“So you've saying all of this is MacKenzie's fault? And she was 4rying 1o undermine our friendship again?” Brandon
asked skeptically.

“Yés! That's exactly what [ Sa\/ing! [ts at least partially her fault Brandon, she’s CRIMINALLY INSANE! She
started that nasty pizza vumor about \/ou’ And | won't even tell you what she’s done 1o me lately, because you'd never
believe it She needs fo be locked up in a high—security UNDERGROAND PRISON. In CHAINSP | fumed. “Thank
goodness she transferred to another sthool!”

P sorey, Nicki . .. buk after all 4his . . . DRAMA, | dor’t know what 4o believe arymore,” Brandon said grimly.
‘Maybe | don't know YOU a5 wel as | thought”

V\é", TH‘AT litte comment sounded vaguely Familiar.
[d said the exact same thing 4o HM during our last arqument | could NOT believe that dude was stealing MY lines!
Suddenly | noticed that the room seemed unusually quiet

That's when | turned 1o see the ENTIRE cafetevia GAWKING at us. Like we weve a stene from one of those
overdramatic teen vomante blockbuster movies.

OMG! | was SO embarvassed. . . .
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As the bell vang signaling lunch was over, Brandon sighed and silently staved at me. He looked like he was deeply
pondering everything [d Just said. Or trying b Figmre out who was more CUCKOO, me or MatKenziel

“Nikkc, honestly, | think we should just . . .” He hesitated and glanced at his watch

[ held my breath and prayed he would give owr friendship another chance.

S| Hhink ve should just get b BIO before we've late. Ave you coming?” he asked as he dumped his lunch tray.
That's when | fotally PANICKED!

Did this mean our velationship was OVER?

Obviously, we WEREN'T givlfriend and boyfriend. And for the past few weeks we HADN'T even been very good
FRIENDS.

So what exaetly WAS our velationship?/
And why did it feel so overwhelming? And (.onfusing.? And exhilarating? And special? All at the same time.
Then it Finally hit me! Maybe Brandon wanted 4 4alk about H\ings on our way ) bio,’

You know, privately. Without the entive cafeteria eavesdropping on our conversation.

How ROVIANTIC would that be @?ﬂ

[ tuened again 1 lock ot all the faces STILL staring at us.

Suddenly, | fett a TINY vay of hore! Maybe ve could aet our friendship back on track after al
That's when | smiled and finally ansvered his question. Unm . . . OKAY! Lets get o class”

But when | turned avound . . .
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BRANDON WAS GONE!
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MONDAY, APRIL 28

[ eame fo sthool early fo do a complete veview of my Miss Know-It-All letters and seareh for possible elues about
“Surprise” MacKenzie had mentioned.

She had answeved about a dozen letters and saved them to my “New Letters” file.

All letters are stored theve until | e-mail my advice f students and/or place a topy in the “Auto—Rublish” file,
which automatically publishes my letters in the sthool newspaper every Monday at 1230 pm.

VG Her letters weve SO evuel, | evinged Jjust veading them.

And the bad news is that she'd ALREADY e-mailed her advice letters 1o three shudents ®’

After veading about their problems, MatKenzie had guessed that ‘Massively Cruddy Friend” was Brandon, “CCP
Princess” was Jessica, and ‘Blue in Brates” was my friend Marcy.

The letter she sent Brandon had ¢veated a eupeake nighbmare, but he'd managed 1o survive.

And that backstabbing WANNABE, Jessica, totally deserved the nasty letter hev ex-BFF, MacKenzie, had sent
hev!

But | was a little worried about Marey.

| made a mental note 1o talk 1o her and make sure she hadn't been traumatized by that awhul letter she'd veceived
Srom Miss Know—t-All.

[ didn't have a thoice but & explain it as a very bad joke and apologize for sending it 1o her.

[ printed copies of MacKenzie's letters just in case | ever needed them!) and then completely DELETED them
from my ‘New Letters” file.

PROBLEM SOLVED @!
MatKenzie's Reign of Brror as the FAKE Miss Know—Ht-All was o(-'«cicially OVERI!

It was a big fat cointidente that Marty just happened 1o walk into the newspaper office as | was £inishing up.



And get this! She didn't seem upset at all!

As a matter of fact, she thanked me (again)) for the trip fo New York City for National Libravy Week and gushed
nonstop about what a BLAST it had been for Violet, Jenny, and her.

But heve's the WEIRD part! When | tried b apologize for the advice letter from Miss Know—{t—All about her
brates, Marey claimed she didn't have the slightest idea what | was talking about She said she HADN'T written a
letter & my advice column! Recently, anyway.

Marey went on to say that her braces weren't so bad onte she got used 1o them, AND she was happy and exeited
betause H\ey weve F'NALL‘/ Loming o(:-(: n Juﬂz THREE monﬂ\s,’

0&&){’ THAT convo was veally AWKWARD ®"

So, MatKenzie was wrong! It appeared that the ‘Blue in Brates” letter had been written by one of the other
dozens of students with brates at our sthool. JUST GREAT @”

| gatheved my shuff and vushed off +o meet Zoey at Chloe's lotker with my fingers evossed that things would
{inally be back 4o normal.

But no such luck! Chloe slammed her lotker and walked vight past us without saying a word.
[ was oﬁ:icially Day Four of the Chloe Crisis/

By lunchtime Zoey and | had come up vith the brilliant idea to leave a note on Chloes locker asking her to meet us
in the jani“pvls tloset dw'mg lunch to talk.

The three of us always met theve when we wanted 4o diseuss important shuff in private.

Zoey quickly stribbled a note from us. . . .

Dear Chloe,

What's wrong?! Are you mad at us? We've been super worried about you
these past few days. Do you want to talk about it?

PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE meet us in the janitor’s closet ASAP! We don’t mean to
bug you or anything. We just care about you because you're our BFF!




ZOEY and NIKKI

P.S. We're really sad and miss you IE:;'!!

Then we folded our letter and taped it o Chloe’s locker.

As the bell vang for lunh Zoey and | exthanged nevvous glantes and vushed off 1o set up camp in the janitor's
tloset

We waited and vaited, b it ocked like Chloe vas aoing o be @ no—show
That had NEVER, EVER happened before.

Almost overnight it seemed our BFF had turned into a BIGGER drama queen than MacKenzie.
Jusk 35 ve veve about 45 gve up hote, the door clieked and slovly ofened.

We were velieved 4o see Chloe standing there.

She looked veally sad, and her eyes were ved like she had been ¢vying or something,

“Guys, I've 9ot veally bad news!” she said, sniffing,

These were the first words she'd actually spoken o us in what seemed like a year!

Zoey and | jusk staved ot hev silently.

[ a0k a big hmp in my Hhwadt, and wy hear pounded so loudly | could hear i€ in my ears.

[ was afraid Chloe was acing o say her family was moving away 1o Timbuktu o somewhere!
ovel!

What would Zoey and [ do vithout our BRFel

| didn't even want o think about it ®’

Chloe just stood theve, kind of trembling like she was going to burst into teavs.



Finally, she took a deep breath, pointed at hev lips, and then slowly stretehed them into what locked like a pink
gloss—tovered grimace.

“So, you vefused 1 speak o us for all this time because you've been hating on your lip gloss eolor?!” | extlaimed in
disbelief. "Really?," g

Zoey gave me a swi‘("i\)aB with her elbow and shot me a dirty look.
“OUCHY” | whimpered under my breath.

“Acbually, we love that eolor on you, Chloe” Zoey veassured her as she plasteved a fake grin on her face. “Its
SUPERewte! Right, Nikki?”

“Yeah, Zoey, REALLY eute! s aetually the same pinkish—ved eolor as the BRUISE you Jjust gave me. You know,
before it swells and furns black, blue, and purple,” | mutteved.

Zoey shot me another dirty look.

WHATZI | sheugged at her-

Chloe gave us a massive eye voll.

Then she very dramatically showed us hev ¢lenched teeth.

Zoey and | eould NOT believe our eyes. . . .



ZOEY AND ME, STARING AT CHLOE’S TEETH!

As we both leaned in for a ¢loser look, Chloe smiled shyly (for the first time in days!) and blurted out . . .






| was so shotked and surprised, | had f vestrain myself from TOTALLY freaking out! Chloe was ALREADY
traumatized, and | didn’t want 1o make her feel even WORSE.

As she stood there nevvously smiling at us, it was quite obvious that Chloe looked adorable ADORKABLE in her new
brates.

“OV4! You look SOO0 eute in them,” Zoey squealed, like she was admiring a new puppy-

‘Wowl! Those hot—pink wires veally bring out the warmth in your skin tone. And . . . um, the purple brackets
tomf|emen+‘ Your eye COlor!" | gushed, )ust like those anho\/ing Salesg'nrls at the mall.

Only, [ veally meant what | said. Kind of.

“Come onl You quys ave jusk saying that 45 make me feel better?” Chloe sniffed. “Ave you suve | don’t look ke a
metal-mauthed . .. FREAKZ!

“OF eourse NOT!" | yelled.
“Grl, ave you KA-RAY-ZEE?!" Zoey streamed.

That's when Zoey and | grabbed our BFF, gave her a big hug, and gushed . . .



CHLOE, YOU'RE BEAUTIFUL/ |

ZOEY AND ME, GIVING CHLOE A BlG Hug!

Chloe explained that she was absent from sthool on Wednesday and Thursday because she was aetting her brates.
(And 1 think that | vas worvied that she had been kidnapped and foreed o betome a zombie queen))

“Chloe, why didn't you just TELL us you weve getting braces?!” | asked.

“At{nally, l dld’ Kind o'(:," she explaiv\ed. “Bu{: ' wanted Your HONEST opinion. So l wrote in b Your Miss wa—ﬂ;—
All column.”

“Ave you sure? | never got a letter from you,” | answeved, slightly eonfused.



‘Well, actually, | didn't use my own name. | wrote in anorymously that | was freaking out about getting brates and
asked you for advice. | signed my letter—"

“BLUE IN BRACES" | practically sereamed. “OVG, Chloe! That letter was from YOU2

“es! | got YOUR letter Tuesday morning, but | didn't get a chance to vead it until after shool. B be honest, Nikki,
your letter made me Leel a lot worsell” Chloe sniffed. “It sounded like you HATED pecple with braces. That's why | kind
of freaked out and stopped talking. | was afraid that if you found out about my braces, you guys wouldn't want 4 be
my friend anymore.”

Zoey stowled at me. | quickly stooted away Lrom her, Jus{: in tase she tried t elbow me a93in.

“OMG, Chloe! | am SO sow\/_’" | apologized as a wave of sadness washed over me. | feel just AWFUL! You did NOT
deserve that horrible letter! [t probably won't make you feel any better, but . . . | DIDN'T write i

‘WHATZ" Chloe and Zoey gasped. “Then WHO did?!”

MF until now, | had been SUPERworvied about Chloe and {D“:a"\/ distracted b\/ the Prohle'ns with my Miss Know—t-
All eolumn. So this was actually the PERFECT time ﬁnally tell Chloe and Zoey all the nitty—gritty details about
MaeKenzie.

Starting vith the shotking fact that not only had she STOLEN wy diary, but she had actually WRITTEN a dozen
entries in it

“Okay, guys, ['ve been DYING o tell you this! You'll never believe how | actually found my diary! s a very long and
complicated sbry”

| ook a deep breath and quickly vehashed everything, intluding how MaeKenzie had sabotaged my Miss Know—H-All
eolumn by writing nasty letters to students and how she had posted her OWN bug video on the Internet All b get me
exye"ed for cybevh»"ying.

Chloe and Zoey shook their heads in disbelief.
| think we should veport MACKENZIE for eyberbullying!” Chloe said angyily.

“feah, | agree,” Zoey added. ‘Wb can't let her get away vith this! You should tell Rrincipal Winston and M.
Zimmerman ASAP. Othervise, you tould end up looking like the guilty person and get suspended Lrom sthool.”

Well, if [ tell Mr. Zimmerman, | ean kiss the newspaper good-bye!” | groaned. ‘He alveady threatened 4o FIRE me
if | tom\?\romised the secwri{\/ of the Miss Know—t-All website.”



“But you DIDN'T compromise its security!” Chloe asserted. “Your diavy was STOLEN!"

“And it wasn't your FAULT!” Zoey insisted. “You've the VICTIM here!”

“‘Maybe. But STILL! They'd NEVER believe mel” | arqued. ‘How can | convinte them that MatKenzie is vesponsible
for sabotaging wy Mss Know-lt-All site when she doesnt even attend this sthool anymore? | have no proof
WHATSOEVER!

‘Sure you do” Chloe smiled wickedly. “And it's in MacKenzie's ONN handwi{-jngf"

“That's vight!” Zoey agreed excitedly. “Your DIARY is all the proof you need!”

“Okay, quys, let me aet this straight!” | said, 4rying not 1o freak out ‘m supposed 1 just hand over wy diary, which
is filled with my deepest feelings, darkest seevets, and most embarrassing moments?! B Principal Winston and M.
Zimmerman?! As evidence aainst MaeKenzie?!”

“YES! Chloe and Zoey answered emphatically.

“E's the ONLY way we ¢an stop hev!” Chloe argued.

“And the ONLY way you tan protect YOURSELF from being expelled for eyberbullying!” Zoey veasoned.

“ARE YW BOTH 'NSANE?_’" | seveamed at my BFFS- "Sowy, but | can"c Jus{: turn over my DIAR‘/ t sthool
officials. Theve’s way {po much personal shuff in thevell”

“fes, | know it's going o be a bit embarvassing, but it's for the areater GOOD!” Zoey ¢laimed.

“Jusk do the vesponsble thing and protect shudents from the veal ¢yberbully—NaeKenziel” Chloe exclamed.
“But what if it backfives and | get in TROUBLE for all the things | wrote about in wy diary?!”

“Come on, Nikki, how bad ¢an it be?!” Zoey asked.

Well, | wrote that | thouaht Mr. Zimmerman was evazy!”

“Yeah, Mr. Zimmerman is pretty wacky!” Zoey snitkered. ‘But 'm sure he tan take a little joke.”

“And even if he aets mad at you, so what?” Chloe giggled.



“And vemember that time Rr‘inciPa| Winston was eyeballing us at lunch and we s‘:ar{zd “.’E‘Rbhs eath other? I wrote all
of that in wy diavy {pol That Rrintipal Winston would never believe we seeretly hung out in the Jani{ov's tloset Whieh,
ateording 4o our sthool handbook, is an unauthorized entry by a student and a three—day detention for eath
octur\rem:e," !

That's when Chloe and Zoey stopped laughing, Their eyes got big as saucers.

My BFFs suddenly locked kind of worried.



“‘Actually, theve's more,” | eontinued. *| also wrote shuff about you guys Chloe, you said we didn't lock like people
who would make prank call from the Hbrary phonel And, Zoey, you sid ve deFiitely didw't look like shudents who
would sneak info the boys’ lotker voom! | also mentioned how the three of us snutk out of the tafeteria without any
passes. That's at least FOUR sthool vules we've broken, some of them multiple times! But as long as you guys don't mind
Reintipal Winston veading all of that shuff, then FINE! [l veport MacKenzie and turn in my diary as proof.”

‘MG, Nikkil You wrote all the things WE did in Your dia\r\/ ToRP Zoey sereethe 4
“SORRY"” | answered sheepishly.

“ARE YOU KIDDING ME?!" Chloe shrieked. ‘W&'ve looking at YEARS of detention! Our elassmates vill be seniors in
high sthool and WE'LL still be in eighth grade, sevving DETENTION! Do you have any idea how EMBARRASSING that
is going t be?!”

“Yeah, and isn't there a vule that after an extessive number of detentions, they just give up on you and KICK you
out of sthool?l” Zoey 5roaned-

‘Sorry, Nikki, but there’s NO MY\/ou ¢an hand over your diary to Principal Winston” Chloe vanted.
“Btally BAD ideal” Zoey fumed.

“Now, wait a minute! Let me get this straight,” | said, narroving my eyes at my BFFs. ‘What about the areater good
and being vesponsible? NOW you've saying | CAN'T furn in my diary just because it has a pile of DIRT on you quys?!”

“EXACTLY! Chloe and Zoey answered, glaring at me.

“V'm veally disappointed in you two,” | tomplained. ‘What do you have 4o say for yourselves?!”
‘We've DOOVED!” Chloe moaned.

“Our lives are SO over!” Zoey groaned.

At least we were FINALLY in complete agreement; Seeking help from Reincipal Winston and Mr. Zimmerman was
NOT an oﬂjon.

If they vead wy diary, theve was a veally good chante my BFFs and | eould end up in as much trouble as
MaeKenzie!

YIKES! ®.’.’



“Listen, quys, maybe we've worvying for no veason,” | said- ‘As long as MacKenzie doesn't make a move, we won't
need my diavy, \rigH:? And b\/ now she's yvobably in Pavis wdrl(ing ona reyor{ on the E.(—'Fel Tower with her Fos\n new
‘Griends -From No\r'ﬂ\ Hamykm Hills ln{:e\rnaﬁonal Academ/."

“eah, but didn't she say something about you getting a surprise on Monday, April 282! vell, that's TODAY! And
after stealing your diary and breaking into your website, shes capable of ANYTHING!” Zoey said.

Chloe tapped her chin, deep in thought “Now; if | were a evazy, jealous, spoiled, high-strung, vith drama queen like
MatKenzie, what would [ do to get revenge?,’ Hone ... 2

‘Well, & be honest, fve been veally worried that she somehow sabotaged my advice eolumn before she left,” |
explained. “But as soon as | found out what she'd done, | immediately changed wy password so she couldn't log in £ my
Miss Know-H-All aceount anpmore. And this morning | deleted ALL of her letters and checked everything AGAIN
sinte my advice eolumn is stheduled Publish in the newspaper {bda\/ dw'mg luneh. N}\/ new website has this ool auto-
publish featuve. | just plate my advite letters in a special file and theyll publish on & date in the fubure. But now that |
Hhink about it, | FORGOT 4o theck that file.”

Suddenly a little light bulb went off in my brain. That's when | ttally panicked, and shrieked . . .



Oh, CRUD! What if MacKenzie stheduled
HER lettevs to au{‘,o-—\?ubhs}\ in the
newspaper a|on5 with my /V”NE?’







“‘Maybe THAT'S the surprisel” Zoey exelaimed. ‘What time does the newspaper publish today?”
Ve all checked the time.

‘At 1230 pml" | said. ‘Whith is in exaetly . . "

FIVE MINUTESZIP ve seveamed in horror.

Chloe, Zoey, and | strambled for the door like we were on our way to a five—alarm five.

Pm going 4o my lotker t get my laptop so we ¢an log on 1o Miss Know—It-All 4o seareh for MaeKenzie's letters,” |
yelled over my shoulder. “‘Could you quys stop by the newspaper office and grab my red folder out of my mailbox? It
has hard copies of her letters. Then [l meet you in the library.”

“Okay. But hurry! PLEASE! Zoey pleaded. U MaeKenzie's letkers publish in the sthool newspaper and you've
aceused of eyberbullying and forted 4 hand over your DIARY o Rrincipal Winston . . .”

‘WE'RE DEAD MEAT! Chloe muttered.

It vas attually a good thing MaeKenzie transferved 4 a new sehooll Betause if she hadn't . . . | swearl SHE'D be
dead meat! That's Jus(: how ANGRY we were at hev vight then.

MatKenzie had lef+ a tieking TIME BOVB at our sthool in the form of her Miss Know—H-All vesponses.

And now we had o find the bomb and defuse it before it EXPLODED!!

®!!



TUESDAY, APRIL 29

When | left off, my BFFs and | weve ttally SPAZZING OUT over MacKenzie's letters.
That gl has done a lot of HORRIBLE things, but THIS stunt was the WORST!

Not only were her prank letters going o HURT a lot of innotent students, but there was a ehante WE eould end
up EXPELLED from sthooll 82411

By the time we met batk at the library, we had less than three minutes 1o £ind all MacKenzie's letters and vemove
them before the newspaper published at 1230 pm.

As Chloe and Zoey vead over the printed eopy of eath letter and gave me details, | searthed for it in wy April
28 auto-publish file and quickly deleted it

We were so stressed out, we were sweating bullets. | was typing as fast as ny little fingers would go. . . .
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The good news was that we'd -C'ma"y made it down f the last TWO letters @" But the bad news was that we
had less than H\l\r{\/ setonds ﬁind and delete them ®” The situation was WELESS’

That's when Chloe said, ‘Remember, Nikkil [ You £ail, Brandon and this entive sthool eould be veading your diary
next week! So stay fotused!”

“Thank you for veminding me, Chloe! But now | feel like throwing upll” | muttered.

Zoe‘/ did a tountdown like she was mission eontrol 1co\r a NASA votket launth. “Bn. Nine. EigH’, Seven. Six. Five.
Four. Three. Two. Onel And we have publication of Miss Know—tt-Alll"

Then my BFFs waited anxiously for me 1o tell them the fate of those last two letters.
[ sighed and aave them wy saddest puppy-dog eyes, and their faces fell in disappointment.
It was so quiet, you tould hear a pin drop.

Then | streamed - . . ‘WE DID [T’ and my BFFs went BANANASH



SQUEEEEEEE/N |

\
| AWESOMIE/!J Q}z‘?" WOO-H00!

YES! Somehow we'd managed to delete all of MatKenzie's letters seconds before the eolumn posted! We weve so
happy, we did a group hug,

| was SUPERsurprised when [ a0t a text:

“Chloe and Zoey just trashed the newspaper office and van off with a folder from your mailbox. Is everything
okay? BTW, does Chloe have BRACES?”



It was from Brandon @’ And sinte he was actually texting me for the first time in WEEKS, it appeared he

wasn't mad at me anymove. SUEEEE @” | was stll pretty ticked off at MaeKenzie for torturing Chloe like that
So | veplied:

“Everything's fine. And yes, Chloe has brates! But before MaeKenzie left, she traumatized the poor girl by eruelly
teasing her.”

| was SUPERsurprised when minutes later Brandon vushed into the library vith a photo. He said it was a litte
present for Chloe that he hoped would make her feel betker. . ..






OMG! Apparently, MacKenzie's ‘perfect early whites” hadn't always been SO, um, PERFECTY . ..

SIXTH-GRADE PHOTO OF MACKENZIE WITH BRACES?!

‘Why would MacKenzie say all those nasty things about ME wearing brates, when she had them o2l Chloe
exelaimed. “Go figure!”

“Probably because people who g0 out of their vay fo make others feel MISERABLE ave SUPERinseture and
miserable THEMSELVES! Zoey explained.



Chloe and | agreed. Soon the bell vang, signaling that lunth was ending and ¢lasses would be starting in five minutes.
We couldn't vesist gossiping about MacKenzie's braces as we gathered up our shiff.
“Um, Nikki, ean we talk for a minute?” Brandon asked, and kind of blushed.

| eouldn't believe that Chloe and Zoey were clowning avound and making kissy fates behind Brandon’s back. They
ave SO immature!

[ was g0ing fo DIE of embarrassment if he turned avound and caught them doing that!

As soon as Chloe and Zoey lef4, Brandon pulled up a ehaiv. But | was so nervous that | ttally forgot b sit in a
chaiv. Instead, | plopped my behind vight on fop of the table like an idiot and stared vight into his beautiful brown eyes.

Brandon nervously brushed his shaggy bangs out of his eyes and then gave me a big smile.

OF tourse | blushed and smiled at him. Then he blushed and smiled back at me. All of this blushing and smiling went
on, like, FOREVERI!

“Actually, | just wanted o thank you for helping me out vith that . . . um, banana peel sibuation yesterday. And |
wanted t apologize for not ateepting Your - . . um, a?ology."

Well, | owe YOU an apology for not aceepting YOUR apology toof” | qushed, and batted my eyelashes at him all
livty-lke.

‘I meant everything | said in my letter, Nikki.”

‘Really? Well, Pm veally glad you wrote it. Even though it g0t stolen by a evazy drama queen and went missing for
three days,’" | blushed.

“Anyway, | wanted 1o talk 1o you alone because I'm thinking about asking this very special givl fo hang out with me.
But after everything that has happened, 'm veally worvied that she might say no. What do you think?”

Okay, that's when [ a0t REALLY ticked off and thought, WHY is this dude even bothering 1 talk & ME if he is
CRUSHING on some OTHER gjrl?!

Hey, what am [? Chopred liver?!

And then he has the NERVE 1o ask ME for advite on his LOVE LIFE?! Like, WHO does that?!



| eouldn’t help wondering if the girl was MaeKenzie. Brandon probably thought she was SUPER¢ool now that she
went 1 that veally faney sthool.

“Brandon, if she likes you, WHY would she say no?” | asked quietly.

NOT that | veally cared ®”

Then he brushed his banas out of his eyes and shot me a megawatt smile. But, personally, | didn't see what was so
ding—dang funny.

“So, Nikki, would you like 4o hang out after sthool on Wednesday?” he asked, staring vight into the murky depths of
my fortured soul

OVG! When he asked me that, | was SUPERshotked and surprised.

And happy! SQUEEE @.’”
OF course [ said YES! The whole thing was SO vomantic!l

That's when | noticed my BFFs were standing right outside the door with their faces pressed against the window,
shamelessly SPYING on Brandon and me. . . .
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The good news is that it looks like Brandon and | ave f'mally {riends again.

SQUEEEEEE ©”
And thanks t wy BFFs, | managed + THAART yet another one of MaeKenzie's evil, tuisted, diabolical plans!

Even though MaeKenzie has been gone Lor almost a week, she has somehow managed 1o treate more DRAMA in my
life than when she was physically present at WCD!

Thank goodness everything worked out just Line with my BFFs, my CRUSH, and my adviee column.

Starting today, | plan 1o start living a happy, stress—free, drama—Ffree, MACKENZIE-FREE lifel

@.’.’



WEDNESDAY, APRIL 30

Losing a diary tan be pretty TRAUMATIC!
It almost feels like you've lost a piece of YOURSELF.
Believe me, | know from expevience.

| rea"y vanted 1o tell MacKenzie that [d found MY HER dia\r\/ when it accidentally Lell out of her moving box
that day she left

| also wanted to encourage hev to get a diary of her own and 1 continue writing in it

Betause sometimes a diary can help you vent frustration, fate your fears, £ind your courage, embrace your dreams,
and learn 1o love \/oursel(:.

And its always better 1o vip intp a page than another human being.

But most important, | vanted 1o tell MacKenzie that | FORGIVE her for everything she's done to me in the past
few weeks.

Betause OM4! She's WAAAAAAAAAAY more MESSED UP than | am ©”

Pm just SUPERhappy 1o have FINALLY aotten my DIARY back!

SQUEEEEEE @”
And ['m lucky to have the BEST FRIENDS ever!

We'll be hanging out after sthool today 4o celebrate our friendship.

SQUEEEEE I
Sorvy, MatKenziell

In spite of our beauty, popularity, wealth, and killer wardvobe, | veuldnt want f be you.



Why?
BeCause, um . ..

rm SUCH a DORK”

YAY ME!

@.’!



D) [ BRANDON,
S| EVERYTHING Is
PERFECT!




What does MacKenzie have up her designer sleeves?
And why is her FAVE lip gloss color Ready-for-Revenge Red?

The saga continues! Don’t miss my next diary.

Book 10

COMING THIS FALL!
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Nikki Maxwell’s diaries?

MOST IMPORTANT TIP EVER FROM Nikkl MAXWELL:

Alwa3$ let your inner \

:( )
DORK shine through! g

gochel Renbe Russqyy anchel Renée Russey
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TIP #I:
DISCOVER YOUR DIARY IDENTITY.

0M6, my wovst nightmare tame true—
| lost my diar\/!!
What if MaeKenzie finds it before | do??
Chloe and Zoey are helping me search,
so ['m g0ing to help YOM by sharing all of my tips
on how to keep a Dorky Diary/

EBOOK EDITION ALS0 AVAILABLE
From Aladdin » KIDS.5imonand5chuster.com



Nikki asks and YOU answer!
- JULY 16: If you were 90ing to be

~Stramded on a desert island for two Jags,
what three things would you bring

. with you (other than food and wa\t?r)?
¢ R / :

ANSWER:

\ T~ \”_\.~\\“\ ~-

Y
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EBOOK EDITION ALS0 AVAILABLE
From Aladdin ¢ KID5.5imonandSchuster.com
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