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CHAPTER ONE

Click
click click, clack clack click.

Sam’s fingers were flying around the old laptop
keyboard. She was way too focused on her writing to hear her mom
yelling at her from the other side of the apartment. After the
third “Samantha” (each one a little louder and more intense), Rose
pounded forcefully on her daughter’s purple bedroom door.

Sam was so jolted that she flew out of her chair. She
landed on a pile of T-shirts she had yet to put into the moving box
with the words “Sam’s Stuff! Important Clothing – Don’t Even Think
About Touching” written in big red letters.

“What? What?” she yelled out.

Rose opened the door and popped her head in. “I said
we have to leave for the concert in exactly fifteen minutes.
Honestly, Sam, when you’re at that computer, it’s like nothing else
exists.”

Sam, having heard this many times before, rolled her
eyes. “I got it, Mom. Fifteen minutes. I’ll be ready.”

Rose leaned in a little more. “I’m not kidding,
Little Bit. Finish your blagging and get ready to go.”

Rose turned and closed the door without seeing Sam’s
face scrunch up in annoyance.

“It’s called a “blog’, Mom!” she yelled out. “A blog!
I’m a blogger! I do blogging! Blog, not blag, blog!”

There was no response, only the clicking of Rose’s
heels on the wood floor as she hurried off. Sam mumbled to herself,
“And now that I’m twelve, everybody needs to recognize that I’m
almost a teenager and stop calling me ‘Little Bit’.”

Sam sighed. Lately, it felt as though nobody had time
for her. She was used to being ignored and overlooked by lots of
people, like Mr. Wattabee, the grumpy manager of the stables where
she worked, or Inga, the snotty little sister of Sam’s best friend
Olga, but the lack of attention from her mom and her sister had
really become a super sore spot for Sam over the past weeks. Oh,
well. She had to finish tonight’s blog before leaving for the big
show. Sam jumped back into her chair, cracked her knuckles, and got
back to her thoughts.

 


This has to be the most exciting night of my entire
twelve-year-old life! Danni’s tour is finally ending, and it’s our
last night here in the apartment! I’m excited about moving, but I’m
also kind of sad

 


Sam froze. She thought for a moment, came up with a
better word, deleted “sad”, and resumed typing.

 


melancholy, I’m very melancholy to be leaving this
place.

 


Sam stopped typing. She took a massive slurp of
orange cream soda from the bottle on her desk. As she looked up at
a photo of herself and her big sister Danni, Sam let out a little
burp. She giggled in embarrassment, until she remembered she was
alone in her room; no sense being embarrassed when there’s nobody
around to laugh at it. She returned to her typing.

 


This will be a short blog entry ‘cause I have to get
ready for Danni’s concert, her last one! I’m so happy that

 


Sam stopped again; since anyone anywhere with access
to the Internet could read her web-log, she always had to use the
most interesting words. She thought, deleted the word “happy’, and
resumed typing.

 


ecstatic that my big sister is finally coming home!
One year may not sound like a big whoop, but it feels like for
ever. I’ve missed having Danni around. I know that it’s totally not
cool to say, but it’s officially stunk not having her home. At
first it was fun getting letters from all the different places she
visited, but the last couple of months she’s been too busy and I’ve
only gotten one stinky postcard. And I can’t even remember the last
time Danni called just to talk to me. Who knew I could actually
miss her snoring and her making fun of me? Anyway, starting
tomorrow, we get our normal life back; no more tours or TV shows
(after that stupid interview thing later tonight), no more Mom
flying off to make sure Danni is doing her school work, just our
little family, and our amazing new home! I borrowed Olga’s
cellphone (remember Olga – my best friend – I’ve blogged about her
before) because it can take pictures (how wicked is that?). So, my
next blog entry will have a bunch of cool photos of the new house,
my HUGE new room, and me and Danni.

 


Sam looked up again at the photo taped to the top of
her laptop. She smiled as she remembered her and Danni posing in
front of the cruddy old tour bus with that ugly yellow banner that
read “Danni Devine’s Malls Across America Tour”. Hard to believe
that had been a whole year ago. Sam took another sloppy slurp of
soda and let out a bigger burp. She thought about how completely
not normal it was to have her sister suddenly be famous. She began
typing again.

 


Robert (Danni’s agent, I’ve blogged about him
before) keeps snidely telling me I have no idea how popular my
sister has become, and not just here in the United States, but all
over the world! I can’t imagine folks in Canada or Mexico or China
talking about Danni. I never realized how freaky it would be to
have everyone on Planet Earth know my sister. Seriously, it seems
like everybody knows WHO she is, but they don’t know HER, the
everyday, nail-chewing, bulldozer-snoring person.

 


Sam smiled at her witty writing, but suddenly a flash
of thought hit her hard. She bit her lip and scrunched up her
forehead the way she always did when she was worried about
something. She began typing again very slowly.

 


I wonder if I should erase everything I’ve written
here over the past year. Maybe all the personal stuff I’ve shared
on this blog is going to cause trouble. This is a very strange
situation. Before Danni was famous, I had no problem putting
anything in my blog because it was just another online journal by
just another nobody. Don’t get me wrong, I know that I’m still just
another nobody, but now that my sister isn’t, is it bad to have so
much stuff about us (me, Mom, and Danni... and Robert) open for the
whole world to read? Of course, I’m making a pretty big, fat
assumption that people are actually reading all this. For all I
know the only person who’s ever seen this has been Olga (Hi
Olga!).

 


Sam heard Rose’s heels clicking down the hall, coming
towards her room again. She couldn’t go now, not when she was in
the middle of such an important blog entry. Sam ran to her bedroom
door and stuck her head out into the hall.

“I’m exactly ten-point-two minutes away from being
ready to go, Mom!”

Rose opened her mouth to respond, but Sam had already
slipped back inside her room and closed the door.

Sam leaned against her door with both hands covering
her mouth. If Rose heard her giggling, she’d be busted and forced
to leave immediately.

Rose yelled back, “Sounds good. Don’t forget your hat
and top,” and clicked back to the other end of the apartment.

Sam leaped back into her chair, focused on the
computer screen, and frantically looked for the button that would
let her search the list of all her old blog entries. She found it,
clicked it, and a huge list of dates appeared on the screen. As she
scrolled through the long list, Sam gave herself a mental pat on
the back for using such entertaining titles for her entries. She
smiled at some of her wittier writing, “Somebody Please Tell Me I
Was Adopted”, “My Family is Nuttier Than a Snickers Bar”, and her
favorite, “I Vote Robert Ruebens off My Island”.

Sam drew in a sharp breath as she spied one of her
earliest entries, entitled, “The Facts of My Life’. She gritted her
teeth as she remembered writing a lot of personal stuff in that
particular blog. Her hand trembled as she reached out to click on
that link.

The page popped up and the very first line made Sam
cringe. Oh, man, I’d forgotten I wrote that, she thought as she
read her entry from a long time ago.

 


Sam Devine’s Blog

Entry #2: The Facts of My Life

After having a very frustrating argument with my
sister last night (not even worth mentioning... but she was
wrong!), I hunkered down and reread one of my favorite books (The
Diary of Anne Frank). It got me thinking that my blog might not be
very interesting because I haven’t told you anything about me, and
it’s hard to be interested in a story when you don’t know the main
characters, so this might be a long blog, but it should be a
particularly interesting one!

 


I am Sam, Sam I am (LOL). Seriously, my name is
Samantha Sue Devine. I love to read and I love to write. Someday I
will be a great author, but for now I’m happy to practice writing
by keeping this online journal. In this blog, I plan to write about
my life, my dreams, and (at least for the near future) how much I
wish Robert Ruebens would get a clue and quit being so evil to me
(more about that later).

 


I love horses and plan to also be a famous
equestrian. My family nicknamed me Little Bit (a name I used to
love but now I’m thinking is way too “little kid’) because I used
to run around the house pretending to be a pony. I’ve been working
my whole life (okay, since I was eight) at the SuAn Stables, over
in the fancy part of town. Mucking out stalls is pretty gross, but
each wheelbarrow of horse poop I remove gets me a whole hour of
riding time. For a kid with no money, that’s been a great
set-up.

 


But I’m not a kid with no money anymore. This is
where I need to introduce you to the rest of my family, my mom Rose
and my big sister Danni.

 


My mom is beautiful. Sometimes it’s hard to believe
that she’s so old (she’s, like, 37) because she looks so young and
wears clothes you’d never expect somebody’s mom to wear. I don’t
look a thing like her. Mom has shiny dark hair; I have average
brown hair. Mom has blue eyes; I have green eyes. Mom adores the
color pink; I despise it; I love purple. Mom is very petite and
graceful; I’m always tripping over my own two feet. Mom tells me
all the time how much I look like my dad, but he died a long time
ago, so I can only try to find the resemblance through a bunch of
old pictures.

 


Mom grew up winning all the beauty pageants her
mother entered her in, and there were a lot of pageants! In fact,
Mom was supposed to be in the Miss America contest, but she ran off
and got married instead. This is why I’ve never met my
grandparents; they weren’t too happy about my mom “throwing her
life away”, so they disowned her. Mom didn’t care, she was really
happy being married to Mr. Daniel Devine. He was a soldier, so he
and Mom got to go and live in Guam (it’s a tropical island that’s
owned by the United States — but since it’s only a territory, the
people who live there can’t vote for president!). That’s where
Danni was born.

 


My big sister Danni (Danielle Ann) was a pretty,
blue-eyed, bald, baby girl who grew up to be a beautiful,
blue-eyed, blond kid. (She did eventually get some hair.) Today, my
sister is a wicked gorgeous sixteen-year-old! She’s the girl other
girls seem to want to be... at least, that’s the way it looks from
my perspective. Danni isn’t brain-surgeon smart, but she’s not
dumb, either. She just has a tough time thinking things through and
making decisions for herself. I’ve never understood that. If
somebody tells me something, I don’t immediately accept it; I take
a minute to consider if it makes sense. Danni pretty much believes
whatever you tell her. I worry that if she does become famous, this
will make it easy for people to take advantage of her.

 


Anyway, back to my life story. So my mom is living
in Guam with my dad and sister, when she finds out she’s going to
have another baby (me). This is where the story gets sad.

 


My dad told my mom that she should make up with her
parents, so he bought a ticket for her and Danni to fly back to the
United States mainland to see my grandparents. He took Mom and
Danni to the airport and kissed them goodbye. That was the last
time they saw him. He died in a car crash that night. Mom got the
news when her plane landed. She says she sat down in the middle of
the airport, hugged Danni, and cried for about two hours.

 


After she stopped crying, Mom decided she wasn’t
going to run home and let her parents rule her life again. She
opted to stay on at the local army base until I was born, but she
had no idea what she would do next.

 


See, my mom had graduated high school, but she
hadn’t gone to college. She could ride a motorcycle (that was how
she and my dad met) and she could look pretty, but neither of those
things could lead to a well-paid job. Mom decided that, once I was
born, she would become a model – not one of those skinny,
fake-looking models strutting down a runway, but the smiling mom
model you see in washing powder ads.

 


So I grew up on that army base. Mom got a job in the
daycare center there, so we got to live in one of those cute little
base houses. Between her widow’s pension, her daycare salary, and
the little extra she brought in with those “smiling mom” modeling
jobs, Mom made sure that me and Danni grew up never knowing how
tough things really were, money-wise, I mean.

 


Danni was always bugging Mom to let her go on one of
her modeling shoots, but Mom didn’t think it was a good place for a
kid to be hanging out. Finally, when Danni was ten, Mom caved in
and took her to her next modeling gig. The photographer took one
look at Danni, with her big blue eyes and long blond hair, and
demanded that she be in the pictures, too. Mom protested, but Danni
made it clear that she wanted to do it, and the photos were really
amazing!

 


Danni began to get her own modeling jobs and made
enough money to enter a small beauty pageant. Mom was none to
pleased with this, but she figured that one good loss would end
Danni’s fascination with the whole pageant thing. Besides, Mom had
always told us that “you don’t know if you don’t try”, so she
wasn’t in a position to tell Danni not to try.

 


And wouldn’t you know, but Danni wins that pageant!
Along with a trophy and a tiara, Danni received a check for five
hundred dollars! Danni begged Mom to let her enter another pageant,
then another, and soon Danni was the reigning beauty queen in her
age range. Even better, Danni was bringing in enough money to allow
Mom to quit her job at the daycare center and focus on helping
Danni continue in the pageant world.

 


I never gave a hoot for any of that beauty stuff.
One time Danni dragged me along to a class at a beauty salon where
I managed to irritate the instructor so much that he whipped a
handful of curlers at me and kicked me out of the class and the
salon – for ever.

 


Here’s the part of my life where I have to talk
about Robert.

 


Robert K. Ruebens is a music agent. He has made a
lot of money helping other people make their musical dreams come
true. Robert is okay-looking, but he spends so much time and money
on his hair, teeth, and fancy clothes that he seems more handsome
than he really is. I think Robert is a rat. Mom says that Robert is
not a bad guy; it’s just that he’s so focused on his job that if
you aren’t directly related to what he’s doing (making money), then
he doesn’t see you, hear you, or acknowledge your existence. In
other words, he’s rotten to me.

 


Mom likes to tell people it was fate that brought
Robert into our lives; truth is, it was a clapped out car with a
lame transmission and bad brakes.

 


Me, Mom, and Danni were in Los Angeles, California,
so Danni could compete in the Miss 15-and-fabulous beauty pageant.
Mom was driving up a steep hill when the transmission slipped and
our car began to roll backwards. Mom tried to brake, but the car
kept going. It was scary; we all screamed, but the car didn’t go
very far. It only rolled a couple of feet — what stopped it was the
car behind us. We rushed out of the car and found Robert sitting
behind the wheel of his now-smooshed 1962 Mercedes Gull-wing
convertible (it was a really cool car... was). Robert was shocked.
Mom apologized over and over again. She was babbling about how
sorry she was when reporters and television cameras began to
descend on the scene. Suddenly a reporter shoved a microphone in
Mom’s face and asked her how it felt to have almost flattened one
of the most powerful men in the music industry. Robert was pale and
just kept repeating, “My baby, just out of the shop,” in a
trembling voice.

 


Not to brag, but it was me who saved the day. I
walked over to Robert and told him that he should be grateful that
he wasn’t hurt. When he began to wail about how much it was going
to cost to fix his car, I calmly explained that we had no money
yet; however, Danni was going to be a superstar singer someday and
if Robert were to represent her he’d get his car money, and a lot
more.

 


Robert was so stunned by a little kid talking
business that he stopped whining. He looked at Danni. She was
pretty enough to be a pop star, but how did he know that she could
sing? I convinced him to attend the pageant that night so he could
see Danni up on stage and hear her sing in a real, live
performance. Robert did, and the minute he heard Danni sing, he
knew he’d found his next big star. Mom signed a big fat contract
that very night.

 


For the past three months now, Danni has been
working with the best producers to record the perfect CD. She just
turned sixteen and Robert is about to release her music and send
her on the road for a tour of every big mall in the United States!
He keeps saying that Danni will be an immediate smash! Radio
stations around the world will play her music. Her videos will be
shown day and night. Her CD will fly off music-store shelves. If
everything works out the way Robert has planned, by the time she
turns seventeen, Danni Devine will be a worldwide sensation and the
number-one superstar pop princess on the planet!

 


I don’t know about all this. It sounds way too good
to be true and I don’t like the idea of Danni being gone for so
long. If it all does happen, will it make our lives perfect? I
mean, everyone dreams of being rich and famous, right? But what I
wonder is, will it really work out that way in real life? Guess
I’ll just have to wait and see.

 


Sam sat very still. Wow, she thought, he really did
make it all happen. Robert may be a creep, but the man can do his
job.

She mulled over the blog entry. It did have an awful
lot of personal stuff, but that’s what journals were supposed to
contain. Her thoughts were swirling around in her head. She could
always leave it for now and discuss it with Olga in the morning.
Yeah, that might be the best thing to do. As she continued thinking
through the situation, Sam absent-mindedly reached out and grabbed
her bottle of soda. She took her biggest, sloppiest slurp yet, and
let out an immense burp, the kind that makes the walls shake and
the windows rattle.

“Samantha!”

Sam slammed her hands over mouth and tried not to
giggle; she’d been busted!

 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 Slowly
Sam turned in her chair to see her mom in the doorway. Rose had her
hands on her hips and a very disgusted look on her face. It was
hard for Sam to take her annoyance all that seriously when Rose was
teetering dangerously on such high, spiky heels. Even so, Sam could
see that she wasn’t going to be able to joke her way out of this
one.

“Sorry, Mom.”

Rose wobbled into Sam’s room, trying to appear
parental while also trying not to trip over any of the boxes on the
floor. “Young lady, what have I told you about drinking that junk
before you go out in public? Now you’ll be all gassy.”

Sam didn’t do a very good job of looking apologetic.
“I said sorry, but come on, it was one little burp.”

“Honey,” Rose said gently, “now
that your sister is a big star, we all have to be careful. People
will be watching us all the time, no matter where we are or what
we’re doing. From now on, we have to be our best selves at all
times.”

Sam turned back to her computer. “Okay, Mom, but
remember, Danni is the beauty queen. I’m the beauty-school
dropout.”

Rose cracked a little smile. “Sam, all I ask is that
you try. Don’t forget, we don’t know what we can do until we
try.”

Sam gave a big, slow nod with each phrase. “I know. I
hear you. I’ll try.”

Rose leaned over and gave Sam an appreciative hug.
“Sweetie, I understand it’s not easy. We all have to learn to
adjust, but it’s worth it. For the little bit of privacy we give
up, we get the freedom of not having to worry about needing rent
money. And let’s not forget how nice it will be for you to be able
to go horseback riding without having to shovel horse poop for
three hours beforehand. Hmm?” Rose smiled and playfully tapped
Sam’s nose, “You can’t tell me that’s a smell you’re going to
miss.”

Sam looked up at her mom. “I’ve never complained
about it. Besides, I really like having a job. I don’t see why I
should have to quit just because we aren’t poor anymore.”

There was a momentary pause as Rose struggled to find
a way to respond.

“Sweetie,” she said softly, “I applaud your work
ethic, but it doesn’t make sense for you to spend hours shoveling
manure to earn the opportunity to ride horses, when we can easily
pay for it now. You have to grasp how awful it would look for the
little sister of a famous celebrity to be seen carting around
wheelbarrows of pony poop. People would think you were being
neglected. Imagine the headlines of those gossip magazines:
‘Singer’s Sister Stuck in Muck’. Everyone will think I’m a terrible
mother.” Rose noticed Sam staring at the ground with a glum
expression; it was time to lighten the mood. Rose pinched her
nostrils closed so that her voice resembled that of a little kid
who had sucked in the helium from a balloon. “Maybe you don’t
recognize how horrific you smell when you come home, but believe
me, Little Bit, anyone within a ten-mile radius sure does!” She let
go of her nose and leaned over to give Sam a good-natured poke in
the arm. “There are days when I think you secretly take pleasure in
making me gag.”

Sam opened her mouth to protest, but there was enough
truth in that statement to keep her quiet. She batted her eyelashes
and gave her mom an overly sincere grin.

Rose let out a big guffaw. “Don’t waste that
Little-Miss-Innocent face; you never know when you’re really going
to need it.” She looked at her enormous turquoise bracelet that had
a tiny timepiece hidden among all the big blue stones. Once her
eyes focused and she realized how far behind schedule she was, her
demeanor completely changed. She stood straight up, ran her fingers
through her hair, and let out a determined sigh. Without looking at
Sam, Rose headed towards the door.

“Time to fly, Little Bit. Get your hat and top.
Robert is waiting to take us to the concert.”

The mention of that name completely tweaked Sam. She
grimaced. Her arms flew out in exasperation. “Why, Mom? Why can’t
we have one evening without him and his big old white teeth?”

The outburst shocked Rose to the point where she
almost fell off her heels. She turned slowly back to face Sam.
“Excuse me? Have you forgotten everything that Robert has done for
this family?”

“But, Mom, he hates me!”

Rose’s face registered such shock that Sam was sorry
the words had slipped out. She’d been doing a pretty good job of
not whining about her dislike for Robert, but with all the chaos of
Danni coming home, her emotions had gotten control of her tongue.
It wasn’t fair of Sam to be such a drama queen, at least, not
tonight. She tried to tone it down. “Okay, okay, maybe not ‘hates’,
but you know he doesn’t like me.”

Rose stared at her daughter. Sam was not the kind of
kid to stir up trouble for no reason, and Robert wasn’t exactly
warm and fuzzy with her. Unfortunately, this was not the time to
deal with the situation. Rose gazed at Sam with genuine care and a
bit of guilt. She wanted to make Sam feel better, but if they
didn’t get moving, they’d hurt Danni by arriving late at her
concert, and as Rose had been having enough problems getting along
with her eldest daughter lately, she certainly didn’t need to
create any more tension between the two of them.

“Sugar, I know Robert sometimes runs rough-shod over
you. This very morning I told him that it was awful not to have
pulled a fourth concert ticket for your friend Olga. But, Sweetie,
you have to remember that he’s not family. He is Danni’s agent. He
is the reason she has a career and we have a beautiful new home to
move into tomorrow. Yes, he can be a bit rude and overbearing, but
he’s a great agent. Please, Samantha Sue, please try to get along
with him, for Danni’s sake, for my sake.”

Sam wished she’d never brought it up. Stupid Robert,
she thought, even when he’s not in the room he’s messing up my
life. Sam nodded and gave Rose a weak, but genuine, smile.

Rose picked up Sam’s new hat and top (the ones that
matched Rose’s outfit) off a box near the door. “Your ten-point-two
minutes are up. We have to go.”

Sam turned her chair and attention back to her
computer. “Two minutes.”

“Now, please, Samantha.”

Sam begged while typing, “One minute, Mom. I need
just one more minute.”

“Samantha, now!”

Sam kept typing. “Tell you what, I’m willing to work
with you on this. How’s about... I’ll come now, if you don’t make
me do the interview after the concert.” Sam looked up at Rose. “I
really don’t want to be on TV or talk into a microphone or, you
know, be on TV.”

Rose was stunned
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