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1


First Day Blues






Hi, Diary,


Today Im kind of blue. Not blue as in Mackenzie Blue, which I always am. (Ugh! I cant believe I just made that joke.) This kind of blue is so not even funny. Not even a little.


First, my BFF Ally moves ALL THE WAY to PARIS, which is incredibly great for her. Who wouldnt want to live in France? The French have the most fabulous food, trs chic fashion, and THE CUTEST guys. (Oooo la la!) Mom says Allys move could be good for me, too. Im not sure.





A ding! from Mackenzie Blue Carmichaels computer interrupted her. She slipped her diary and pen off her lap and rushed over to her desk. Awesome! An IM from Ally!




[image: image]SPARKLEGRRL: R u there?




Zee typed quickly.





[image: image]E-ZEE: Yes. I was just thinking of u!






[image: image]SPARKLEGRRL: Help! I h8 school!






[image: image]E-ZEE: Whats wrong??!






[image: image]SPARKLEGRRL: Everything. I cant sleep. No 1 here wants 2 talk 2 me. Maybe its because I have NO idea how 2 dress like a French person. Did u know they have a thing against sneakers here?






[image: image]E-ZEE: Making friends isnt easy, especially in a new country!





So true. Zee became great friends with Jasper Chapman after he moved to Brookdale from London, England, over the summer. Jasper told Zee he had been lonely before he met her at the pool. Even with Jasper, Zee still missed Ally. They had been best friends and had gone to Brookdale Academys lower school since preschool. And Zee needed Ally more than ever now that she was a seventh grader in Brookdale Academys upper schoolin a different building with different teachers.




[image: image]E-ZEE: I m nervous about my 1st day of school 2.






[image: image]SPARKLEGRRL: Y?






[image: image]E-ZEE: What if I cant find my way around? What if I 4get my locker combo? What if my life ends bc all I have time 4 is homework?






[image: image]SPARKLEGRRL: I know how u feel. I got lost AND 4 got my combo. No hw yet tho.







[image: image]E-ZEE: Ugh! Being a 7th grader in Upper is like being a kindergartner in Lower. U r 1 of the little kidsexcept no 1 thinks u r cute.






[image: image]SPARKLEGRRL: At least you are not alone. Like me.






[image: image]E-ZEE: No, u r not. U have me. BFF!!!!




Zee looked at the clock on her computer.




[image: image]E-ZEE: OMG! G2G! Time for school!







[image: image]SPARKLEGRRL: OK. LYLAS.




Zee grabbed her diary and dropped it in the black book bag that shed decorated with pink and yellow felt flower cutouts. Ill finish writing in my diary on my way to school, she decided. As she walked downstairs, she texted Jasper on her Sidekick, which shed covered with a bright blue skin that had a big pink Z in the middle.




>Want 2 meet up outside b4 school?




she typed on the keypad. Zee was new to the upper school, but Jasper was new to Brookdale Academy. He didnt know his way around at all.





His response came back right away.




>Sure.


Im leaving now.


C u soon.




As Zees dad drove her to school, Zee began a list of what was good and bad about Allys living in France.






Good



1. I get to visit my BFF in France! (My parents already promised!)


2. Ill get a sneak peek at the newest French fashions before they come to LA!!


3. She can teach me French, and we can talk in code when I dont want my parents to know what Im saying.


[image: image]




 




Bad




1. Im miserable without my BFF here.


2. Allys in a completely different time zone. What if I need her when shes sleepingor she needs me when Im at school?


3. What if Ally finds a new best friend in France?



Unfortunately, thanks to that last bad, I think Mom might be wrong. Allys move is still AWFUL!!


And then theres my other big problem. But in this case, not so big. Thats what makes it a problem. You know how most girls my age start getting boobs? Well, my body has decided to put all its energy into adding freckles to my face instead.


I probably just got three more freckles while I was writing that.


Zee

[image: image]





 



Zee closed her diary, slid the clasp into the latch, and put it back in her book bag. Then she looked out the SUV window.


Dad, you can just stop the car now! she said a little louder and more panicked than shed meant to.


But were still a block from school, Zee, her father said. I cant just leave you here on your first day.


But I want you to. J.P. Carmichaels right eyebrow rose up on his forehead, the way it always did when he was suspicious. Why? he asked.


I dont want you to go out of your way.


Its no problem, Zees father said. In fact, its easier for me to just turn around in the schools drop-off circle.


Zee let out a deep sigh. Dad, please stop the car.


Mr. Carmichael slowed down and steered to the curb. Come on, Zee. Whats going on? he asked.


Its your car, Dad, Zee explained. Its kind of embarrassing. Zee had hoped to get a ride in her older brothers sporty red subcompact, but as usual Adam had overslept and was still shoveling corn flakes into his mouth when she was ready to go.


Youre embarrassed to be seen in a brand-new SUV? he asked. Would you prefer an ancient clunker with duct tape holding on the bumper?



What kind of gas mileage does the clunker get? Zee asked.


Mr. Carmichael put his hand on his daughters arm. This isnt about the car, sweetie. Youre just nervous about school. Dont worryit will practically be the same as last year.


Well, last year it was still a green school. You know, save the planet and end global warming so that your children will actually be able to breathe without a gas mask when they get older? She opened the door, slid out of her seat, and planted her orange Converse high-tops on the sidewalk.


Mr. Carmichael sighed and ran his hand over the passenger seat. But its soooo comfortable.


Sorry, Dad. I have to protect the familys reputation, Zee told him.


But I am family.


Yeah. And youre kind of making the rest of us look bad. She shut the door and gave her father a smile.


Mr. Carmichael hit the button to lower the automatic window. Have a great first day, honey, he said.


Thanks, Dad, Zee said, turning toward the school.


She had taken only a couple of steps when she heard her father shout. Hey, Mackenzie! Zees dad called her by her full name only when he was working hard to stay calm.


Yes, Dad? Zee said super-sweetly, spinning around and preparing for whatever was coming. Her fathers eyebrow was up again.


I think maybe the school gave you the wrong size uniform, he said. Your skirt seems a little short.


Zee didnt bother to look down. She knew the exact length of her skirt. In the lower school, they had worn white blouses under blue plaid jumpers that hung nearly to their knees, but now that Zee was in seventh grade, she got to mix and match school-issued skirts, shirts, and sweaters. Although the pieces would never be trendy, they were way better than what she had had to wear to school before. And Zee planned to make the uniformand herselfstand out. That meant wearing her sneakers, cool patterned socks, colorful beaded necklaces, bracelets, and earrings that shed made herselfand shortening her hem.


My skirts fine, Zee said. It just cant be any higher than my fingertips. She held her arms by her sides to demonstrate.


Mr. Carmichael squinted. I think you might be bending your elbows a little, he said doubtfully.


Sighing, Zee stood at attention and stretched her arms down as far as they would reach. See, Dad? Nothing to worry about. Totally regulation length. Mom hemmed it herself.



At ease, soldier. Zees father blew her a kiss. Company dismissed.


See ya! Zee shouted with a big wave. She stuck her earbuds in, turned up her iPod, and made her getaway down the block before he could think of something else.


As Zee walked across the upper-school campus, she felt like an alien who had just landed on an unfamiliar planet (in her gas-guzzling spaceship). Sure, the upper-school kids were different, but it never mattered before. After all, they were the Others. Only, now she was one of them.


As Zee looked around, though, she didnt feel like one of them at all. For starters, she wore her red hair in a short bob. Most of the other girls had long blond or brown hair. Every single strand was perfectly in place and exactly the same length as the one right next to it. Sigh. How was she going to fit in here?

[image: image]


Just as Zee was about to run screaming to the wig store to cover her head, she stopped herself. Hell-o, she said silently. What am I thinking? My red hair is what makes me Zee. If she wanted to stand out in the crowd, her hair was a great way to do it.


Zee scanned the school grounds, looking for Jasper. He was nowhere to be seen, but Zee did spot another person she knewKathi Barney. Even though she was a seventh grader, Kathi was standing with a group of eighth-grade boyswhich made sense since she was about four inches taller than most of the boys her age anyway. Zee had always suspected whoever invented the word popular was thinking of someone exactly like Kathi. Also, the word pretty. And perfect. Perfect skin. Perfect brown hair. Perfect clothes. Perfect student.


Still, Zee decided not to go over to say hellobecause Kathi had one imperfection. A big one. Her personality. Actually she had two personalities when it came to Zeea nice one and a mean one. And the nice one came out only when she needed something.


Kathis best friend, Jen Calverez, was right next to her. Jen was smaller than Kathi, with thick, wavy black hair. Jen was usually nice, and Zee wanted to say hi, but Jen was too close to Kathi at that moment. She might as well have been surrounded by yellow tape with DANGER: KEEP OUT printed all over. Zee stayed away.


What do I do now? she wondered. Suddenly her phone rang. Jaspers number lit up on the screen. Thank goodness!


Where are you? Jasper asked in his British accent. Ive been looking everywhere.


Zee spotted a couple of juniors kissing as if their lips had been Krazy Glued together. From where she was standing, it looked like surgery might be the only way to get them apart. Im definitely not in Kansas anymore.


Huh?


Never mind, Zee told Jasper. Im by the main entrancenear the giant palm tree.


Dont move, Jasper said. Ill be there straightaway.


Great, Zee thought. There was only one thing worse than wandering around alone with no one to talk tostanding alone with no one to talk to. But she wasnt going to abandon Jasper.


Zee felt like the newest inductee into the Geek Hall of Fame, when suddenly a ninth-grade girl raced toward her. Zee remembered her from the lower school. Excellent! Someone she recognized who actually seemed excited to see her. Unfortunately Zee was spacing on the girls name. Lucy? Linda? Lorna?


Lana! a voice behind Zee shouted.


Thats it! Zee said to herself, delighted. She turned to see who had helped her out. Another girl was also running toward Zee. Thats when Zee realized they werent running to her at all. And they hadnt noticed that they were going to make a Zee sandwich if someone didnt move.


Zee stepped backwardbam!right into Landon Becks path! As she fell on to the ground, everything inside her bag spilled out. How could this be happening? Zee thought.


Landon was the most amazing guy at Brookdale Academy. Zee had had a crush on Landon for forever. Shed secretly daydreamed about eating lunch and doing homework with him. And shed super-secretly hoped that he might even be her first kiss one day. (Only Ally knew that.)


Hey, sorry, Landon apologized. His long bangs moved back and forth over his right eye in an I-dont-have-to-work-too-hard-to-look-this-good way. I didnt see you.


Zee wanted to say, No way was it your fault. Im the one who fell into you. But Landon was hypnotizing Zee with his incredible blue eyes. All she could say was Uhhh.


Are you all right? Landon asked, reaching out his hand to help Zee to her feet. Landon had spent the summer at surf camp. He was so tan next to her pale complexion.


Say something good. Please, Zee silently begged herself. But that wasnt going to happen. Uhhh.


Then out of nowhere, another familiar voice cut in. Zee, you should watch where youre going, Kathi said, pasting on a phony smile. Unless you bumped into Landon on purpose. Landon had been Kathis boyfriend on and off last year. Zee wasnt sure if they were onor offnow.


Are you hurt? Jen asked.


Before Zee could answer, Kathi said, Whatev. Then she glared at Zee behind Landons back and silently mouthed, Back off!


As if, Zee thought. She felt her face turn red and worried that her skin would soon match the color of her hair from all of the embarrassment.


Finally Jasper arrived. Whats going on? he asked. His white shirt was tucked into his dark blue uniform pants. The knot at the top of his blue tie formed a nearly perfect triangle, and the shoulders of his jacket were so straight you could have shelved books on them. His eyes, circled by silver wire-rim glasses, looked at Zee, at Landon, at the groundanywhere but at Jen and Kathisince Zee was just about the only girl who didnt make him completely nervous.


Ill tell you later, Zee said. Desperate to get away, she waved her hand in the air at Jasper, the friends signal to start walkingfast.


Wait! Landon called to Zee. You forgot your book bag.



Thanks, Zee said, taking it. Would she be able to escape with even a tiny bit of cool left? She bent over and gathered the contents, quickly shoving everything in.


Then Zee grabbed Jaspers arm and started to drag him inside the school. Lets get out of here.


Zee! Landon shouted.


What now? Zee moaned under her breath. Do I have toilet paper on the bottom of my shoe? She turned around.


Landon wore the biggest, dimpliest smile. He pointed his cell phone at Zee and said, Say cheese. Zee gave him a huge grin and posed while he took a picture. Ill email it to you.


Tugging Jaspers arm, Zee pulled him into the building.


Hey! Jasper protested. Youll wrinkle my jacket.


Sorry, she apologized, releasing her grip. I just want to get out of here as fast as possible, she explained.


What a daft way to start the year, huh? Jasper said.


Oh, it was okay. The cutest boy in school had a photo of her on his cell phone!
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A Sour Note



Good morning and welcome to Brookdale Academy Upper School, a cheerful woman said from the other side of a table covered with stacks of papers and boxes. Im Mrs. Sayles, the school secretary. And your name is?

Zee. Mrs. Sayles smiled expectantly as if she were looking at a toddler trying to say her first words. Duh! Sorry. Mackenzie.

The secretary just stared and waited. After a pause, she finally asked, And what is your first name?

Zee snapped out of her own trance, shaking her head. That is my first name.

[image: image]

Okay. Mackenzie what?

[image: image]

Mackenzie Blue, she said matter-of-factly. Mrs. Sayles began flipping through some cards in a file box.

Carmichael, Jasper added. Mackenzie Blue Carmichael.

Thanks, Zee mouthed to her friend. She knew she had been nervous about the upper school, but she hadnt realized how nervous. And falling down in front of everyoneincluding Kathidefinitely hadnt helped.

Mrs. Sayles pulled out a couple of cards and handed the first one to Zee. Heres your class schedule.

Zee took the card and looked at it. Seven classes! How did they squeeze seven classes into one measly day? Plus lunch! Plus time in between classes! And what if every teacher gave her homework every day?

Then Mrs. Sayles handed her the second card. And heres your locker assignment with your combination. Just follow the instructions at the topturn to the right until you get to the first number, then turn to the left, passing the number one time and stopping on it the second time around, then turn to the right to the third number.

Mrs. Sayles smiled, and Zee tried to reboot her brain. Umcould you repeat that? she asked.

No need, Jasper cut in. Ill show her. He spun Zee around. Look at the queue. The line had grown behind them.

Oops!

Then Jasper reached out his right hand to shake Mrs. Sayless. Im Jasper Chapman.

[image: image]


Zee couldnt believe what she was hearing! Jasper wasnt stammering or looking at the ground. He didnt sound nervous at all. Instead of being worried about information overload, he confidently pushed his glasses higher on his nose.

Mrs. Sayles smiled and handed Jasper his cards. Welcome to Brookdale Academy. Zee relaxed, happy that Jasper was there for her.

Zee looked at her schedule. Cool beans! she shouted. I have seventh-grade instrumental music first period. She loved music more than just about anything else. Over the summer, shed spent a huge amount of time writing her first real song. Her diary was full of cross-outs and scribbles and revisions, but Zee was finally close to finishing it. Then shed cut a demo, sign a record deal, and become a pop phenomenon. (So maybe it wouldnt be quite so easy, but Zee had no problem working hard for her dreams.)

My schedule says I have music first period, too, Jasper said, smiling.

Excellent! Lets go! Zee started to walk faster.

Hey! Jasper called to her. Youre going too fast.

I cant help it. This class is going to be so cool! she said. Mrs. Bradley is an amazing teacher. Brookdales music program is practically famous. They win all kinds of awardsmostly because of her. The symphony orchestra goes everywhere. Theyve even performed in Europe. Zee and Jasper arrived at the classroom door. Room 124. This is it. They stepped inside.

No ones here, Jasper said, scanning the empty room.

We can just hang out until Mrs. Bradley comes, Zee said, looking around. A big wooden teachers desk sat directly in front of the middle of a whiteboard. Two rows of chairs, arranged in semicircles faced that, and a shiny black grand piano sat off to the side. Then Zee noticed a bright red flyer on the wall. I dont believe it! she shouted as she read the sign. Teen Sing is going to hold auditions at Brookdale Academy!

Whats Teen Sing? Jasper asked.

Its this amazing singing contest for twelve-to sixteen-year-olds. They have a bunch of local competitions all over the country. If you win one of those, you get to go to the national competition. And if you win that, you get a recording contract! Zee was talking so fast, even she was having trouble keeping up. You didnt have that in England?

Ummaybe, Jasper said, biting his lip. Zee laughed. Teen Sing could have been the hottest British phenomenon since the Spice Girls, but since it had nothing to do with soccer, Jasper wouldnt have noticed. Hed rather read a book than turn on the TVunless a soccer game was on. But despite their differences, somehow Zee and Jasper clicked as friends. Are you going to enter the Teen Sing-along? Jasper wondered.

Zee pointed to the flyer. Teen Sing, she explained, wondering if it was actually too late to save Jasper. There is no way I am not going to compete. Its going to be so awesome. Brookdales auditorium is state of the art. It has the best equipment.

Zee paused and looked at Jasper. Am I talking too much? But before he could answer, she said, Im just excited. I really, really want to win.

Win what? a voice asked. Zee looked back and saw Kathi had entered the room with Jen.

Nothing, Zee answered quickly before Jasper could. She did not want to hear Kathis opinion on the topic.

Kathi looked around as if she were lost. I must be in the wrong room, she said. I thought this was instrumental music.

It is, Zee told her.

Then what are you doing here?

I play guitar.

I know that, Kathi said. I thought you had to play a real instrument to be in here. Guitar doesnt really count since you only have to learn, like, three chords.


[image: image]


I hope it counts, a voice said from the hallway. A man wearing a white button-down shirt that was only partially tucked into his dark blue pants appeared in the doorway. In one hand, he carried a mug with coffee sloshing over the side. Little brown drops splashed on to the disorganized stack of papers he had braced against his chest with the other hand. Guitars my instrumentwell, one of them.

Are you a student? Kathi asked. Zee thought he could be a student, too. He didnt look much older than her brother, Adam.

The man placed his coffee cup on the teachers desk. No, Im Mr. Papademetriou.

Kathi stared at him blankly. Mr. P, he continued. The teacher.

The teacher? Kathi asked. No way!

As Zee watched his papers slide down next to his coffee mug, she could see what looked like a jelly stain right in the middle of his tie. She also noticed that he was wearing a pair of Converse sneakers just like hers, only his were black.

Actually Im the substitute, Mr. P continued. Until they officially hire me.

Why would they do that? Kathi asked.

Mr. Ps face fell, and Zee decided she had to rescue him from Kathi. What happened to Mrs. Bradley? she asked just as Landon and his best friend, Marcus Montgomery, entered the room. Even with their loose ties, untucked shirts, and baggy uniform pants, they looked more like teachers than the teacher.

Mr. P leaned away from the crowd of students standing in front of him. Mrs. Bradleys husband was transferred to the East Coast for work.

Forever? Marcus asked. Zee was glad Marcus joined in. He was outgoing and friendly with everybody.

Mr. P nodded. Im the new music teacher.

The substitute, Kathi quickly added.

Thats cool, Marcus said.

The first-period bell rang loudly overhead, startling the young teacher. Relief washed over his face, though, when he realized he could begin class. Okay, everyone, Mr. P said, with a loud clap. Please find a seat.

As the seventh graders scrambled for chairs, Zee smiled nervously at Jasper. This was not the teacher she had promised him and raved aboutnot even close. Remain calm, she tried to telegraph to him mentallyalthough based on the way she felt inside, she was pretty sure it looked more like, EVACUATE THE PREMISES IMMEDIATELY! EMERGENCY!

Mr. P took roll. As he announced names, students responded, Here. But when Mr. P called out, Chloe Lawrence-Johnson, no one answered. Zee figured it was a new girl since she didnt recognize the name. Mr. P repeated the name as everyone looked around. No response.

How could anyone miss the first day of school? Zee wondered. That was like missing Christmas. There were no doovers for either one.

Zee and the others watched and waited to see what Mr. P would do after he finished reading off names. For a while he did nothingunless strumming his fingers on the desk counted as something. Then he circled around to the front of the desk. Some teachers leaned against the front of theirs, but Mr. P sat on his.

I guess I should tell you a little bit about myself, he said, looking from one face to the next. I just got back to the United States after living all over Europe for a few years.

Cool beans! Zee was dying to go to Europe. The new teacher might be interesting after all.

This is my first year teaching, but Ive been a musician since I was about your age, he trailed off quietly. Do you guys have any questions for me? No one raised a hand. Anyone? he said, although Zee was sure he looked at Kathi in a way that said, Except you. I dont want you to ask me a question.

Zee racked her brain, then stuck her arm in the air. Mr. P pointed in her direction. Yes?


Whos your favorite musician? Zee asked.

Bob Dylan, Mr. P answered immediately.

Kathi groaned.

You dont like Dylan? Mr. P asked her.

Before answering, Kathi rolled her eyes at Jen. But Zee could tell that Jen was only pretending to understand when Kathi heaved a dramatic sigh. I just expected a more original answer from a music teacher, she said.

Whos your favorite? Mr. P asked.

Anyone but Bob Dylan, Kathi said. Hes way over-rated.

Mr. P was silent. Zee knew he was trying to figure out what to say next. Finally he spoke to the class. Id like everyone to write down a little bit about yourselfwhat instrument you play, how long youve played He paused to think some more. Oh, and what you like best about music.

Everyone took out a piece of paper and began writingincluding Zee.

 


Name: Mackenzie Blue Carmichael

Instrument: Guitar

Number of years: 3


What I Like Best About Music


1. You can say what youre feeling without using words.

2. You can sing while youre doing just about everything else. Except sleeping. Unless you talk sing in your sleep.

3. Its a great way to become famous if you dont like sports.

4. It makes me happy.

5. It makes me Zee!


[image: image]



 

As Zee finished, Kathi walked to the front of the room and handed Mr. P her piece of paper. She had covered the entire sheet with information about herself.

Thanks, Mr. P said, taking the assignment.

No prob, Kathi told him, heading back to her seat. Im surprised you didnt ask us to write about what we did over our summer vacation, she mumbled to no one in particular.

One by one, the other students finished and gave Mr. P their papers. As Zee delivered hers, the bell rang overhead. The first periodor in Kathis case, the first roundwas over.
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The New Girl



Zee grabbed her book bag and turned to Jasper. Lets go! she said as she hurried past the other students toward the door. As much as Zee liked music, she couldnt wait to get out of the room. After only one class period with Kathi, shed had enough of her to last a week. Mr. P seemed nice but nervous. She hoped he got over it fast.

Just as Zee took a step into the hallCRASH!she slammed into another body. The two of them bounced off each other in different directions, and the girl barely missed ricocheting off a senior boy who could have been a body double for a gorilla.

Ohmylanta! Zee declared. How could this be happening again?


The girl looked at Zee. What did you say? Her dark hair was pulled back in a long ponytail, which made her green eyes stand out.

Zee shrugged. Oh, its nothing. Its just something I say when I get nervous or surprised!

The girl laughed. Thats funny! Im from Atlanta, Georgia. I thought maybe you knew that. Zee had never seen the girl before, but her Southern accent definitely told Zee she was not from Brookdale. As if the girl could read Zees mind, she said, But that would be totally weird since you dont know me. She paused. Im Chloe. Im sorry I ran into you.

It was so not your fault, Zee said. I think aliens abducted me last night and turned me into a human-size piece of metal. It turns out the rest of the world are magnets.

[image: image]

Maybe you just have a magnetic personality! Chloe suggested with a smile. Did the aliens name you?

Zee nodded. Mackenzie. You can call me Zee. Everyone doesexcept teachers. And sometimes my parents. And their friends.

Wow! Thats a lot of information.

Too much? Zee asked.


A teeny bit. Chloe laughed. Youre not the only one having a bad day. It took me forever to get my schedule figured out, and then I went to the wrong classroom. I sat in photography for fifteen minutes before I figured out my mistake. Now I have to find another class.

What class did you miss? asked Zee.

Music, Chloe replied.

Oh, I was in that class! Youre Chloe Lawrence-Johnson! What do you have second period? Zee asked.

Chloe looked at her schedule. English.

Me, too. Lets look for it together.

Maybe well find it twice as fast, Chloe said.

Zee rolled her eyes. Or get twice as lost. The girls started walking.

Behind her, Zee heard someone clear his throat. She looked up. Oops! Jasper. Sorry, Zee said. Sometimes he was soooo quietespecially around girlsthat it was easy to forget he was even there.

Zee introduced her two newest friends to each other. Hi, Jasper said quickly. Maths class is in the other direction. Ill meet up with you at lunch. He started to walk away, then added, Try not to forget about meplease.

I wont! Zee promised.

The girls began to search for their English room. I like your bag, Zee told Chloe as they wove in and out of the other students. The body was a diamond pattern with black, green, and red squares. Where did you get it?

I made it.

You made it? Cool beans!

[image: image]

I couldnt find anything I liked in the store. I wish Id seen yours.

Zee laughed. I didnt buy it like this, she said. It was plain, so I decorated it.

Oh, my gosh! It looks better than the ones in the boutiques in Los Angeles. Can I look at it?

Zee slipped it off her shoulder. If I can see yours?

The girls swapped bags. Zee couldnt believe how great Chloes looked. This would cost over two hundred dollars in a store.

Chloe looked down at herself. Next Im gonna try to do something about this uniform. She tugged on her pants and stuck out her tongue. Blech. I hope I can make it look as awesome as you did.


Really? Zee could feel herself blushing from the compliment. She couldnt believe that on the very first day of school shed found another friendone who liked to individualize her stuff as much as Zee did!



The rest of the morning went by in a flash. Every teacher explained the rules that must be followed, handed out forms that must come back the next day, and gave each student textbooks that must have weighed a ton. It helped that Chloe had been in all of Zees classes. But her new friend wasnt taking her next class with herFrench. Zee didnt know any other seventh graders who were.

When Zee found out Ally was moving to France, she had signed up for French right away. She wanted to visit her friend, and when she did, she wanted to be able to read and speak well enough to avoid total embarrassment. Like accidentally ordering frog legs instead of ice cream. Or asking for the kitchen instead of the bathroom.

Thinking about it made Zee miss Ally more than ever. She pulled out her Sidekick and stared at it. Because it was too expensive, she wasnt allowed to text or call her best friend without permission. But I need to talk to someone, Zee thought. Then she remembered someone who might be even lonelier than she was.


Zee tapped out a message to Jasper.


>K?



Jasper wrote back,


>Brilliant!

My maths teacher sez my accent is charming.

G2G.



Zee giggled as she turned the corner of the foreign language hall. Jasper may have been a brand-new student, but he was already fitting in.

When Zee got to the French room, she discovered she wasnt alone. Jen was already there. Hey, Zee! she shouted, motioning for Zee to sit next to her. Ugh! If Jen was there, it wouldnt be long before Kathi was, too.

Dont you want Kathi to sit there? Zee asked.

Shes taking Spanish.

Then why arent you?

Mam y Pap me estn haciendo tomar francs, Jen explained. Even though Zee didnt grow up speaking Spanish like Jen, she had studied it since kindergarten, so she knew Jens parents were making her take French.


I guess its adios, easy class, for you, Zee said.

Bonjour! Marcus greeted the girls as he slid backward into the chair in front of Jen. Just the people I want to see.

Why? Jen asked, leaning forward.

Look for a text message from me later today. Im having a party.

A party? Whats the excuse this time? Jen asked, grinning. Set against her dark hair, Jens smile was incredibly bright.

Marcus looked up at the ceiling as if he were deep in thought. Beginning of the school year. End of summer. Finally making it to the upper school. First day of the rest of your life, he rattled off. Take your pick. Marcus had so many parties, he never needed an excuse. They were always amazing. He usually had a DJsometimes even a live band.

Ill take first-day-of-the-rest-of-your-life party, Jen said, giggling.

Im definitely going to the finally-making-it-to-the-upper-school party, Zee said, laughing.

Who knew Jen could be so funand funny? It was just another bit of first-day-of-school weirdness. But this time it was a good thing.








4

(Not So) Hot Lunch



Zee zigzagged through the cafeteria crowd, clutching her lunch tray so hard her knuckles ached. The lentil loaf was so soggy it almost looked like stew. She figured she would just survive on the organic apple until she got home. Each time another student whizzed past, Zees plate slid close to the edge. Somehow her bottle of water slid the opposite direction. Just as she got everything in place, it happened again.

What had Zee been thinking? She had decided that buying hot lunch on the first day would make her feel more like a mature upper schooler. Bad idea. She felt more like a kindergartner whod wandered into the wrong lunchroom.

It didnt help that she was still carrying around her book bag, now completely loaded with the textbooks shed collected that morning.
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It wasnt as though Zee had never felt out of place before, but usually Ally was thereand feeling just as out of place. Together they had always managed to figure everything out. Now Zee resembled the main character in an Animal Planet special. Without the other members of her group to guide her, the young chimp looks for a safe place to eat her lunch. Will she find it? Or will she be eaten first?

Zee took a deep breath and scanned the room, trying to find a friendly face.

Hi, Zee.

Aaaaaa! Zee jumped, her plate taking a dive off the side of her tray. Her brother, Adam, who had snuck up behind her, grabbed it before it hit the ground. Adam! You scared me! Zee cried, chasing after her water bottle. Were you sent by the chimp leader? she asked when she returned to where Adam was standing.

Huh?

Never mind.

Actually I came over to save you, so you dont sit in the wrong place and end up with your underwear flying from the flagpole, but if you dont want my help, he said, then turned to walk away.


No! Wait! Zee called out a little too loudly. When Adam turned around, she said in a normal voice, What do I need to know?

Adam pointed across the noisy room to an area all the way over to the farthest corner. Those are the seventh-grade tables over there.

I thought there was no assigned seating, Zee said.

The administration doesnt assignthe seniors do. Great. Another reminder that Zee was on the bottom rung of the upper-school ladder. She glared at her brother.

Adam held his hands in the air. Dont blame me. Id let you sit at a better table, but this is the social order.

Just what I thoughtthe seniors are like chimps, Zee said.

Youre weird, Adam said. Then he pointed at the senior table. Just dont make the mistake of sitting therelike that girl.

Oh no! That girl was Chloe, eating at the end of the forbidden table. Zee rushed over to get her. Lets sit over here, she said, swooping in to save her new friend. As the girls switched tables, Zee realized her work wasnt done. Jasper was reading a book at the eighth-grade table.

She tapped Jasper on the shoulder. Want to sit with us?


Jasper had just bitten into his apple. Pffwmph, he said as he stood.

As the three of them finally made it over to the right place, Marcus waved and motioned for them to sit across from him. Excellent! Marcus was next to Landon. Zee could sit close to her crush without even trying.

Of course, Kathi was on the other side of Landon, and as Zee got closer, she could hear her talking to Jen. I mean, I know lots of upperclassmen, but I would never sit at their tablesunless they invited me, which they eventually will. She laughed. But not the first day.

Zee dropped her tray on the table. I think they should just be honest and start calling it lukewarm lunch from now on, she said to let Kathi know they could hear her talking about them.

Unfortunately for Kathi she had failed to make Chloe feel bad about sitting at the wrong table. Hi, yall, Chloe said cheerfully. Im new herein case you couldnt tell. Then she looked right at Kathi. You sound like you know what youre doing. If I have any problems, Ill come right to you!

Kathi looked like someone had just told her she had a giant piece of spinach on her front tooth.

Hi, Im Marcus. Behind his black glasses, his eyes lit up as he spoke. Im having a welcome-to-Brookdale party. Ill text you the information if you give me your cell phone number.

I have to check, Chloe said. I just got a phone, and I dont know the number yet.

Kathi made a miraculous recovery from her stunned condition. You just got a cell phone? she exclaimed. Whered you move from? The last century?

Not hardly, Chloe said with a friendly smile. Atlanta, Georgia.

Marcus unwrapped his sandwich, then held half up to Chloe. Want some? he asked. Its tuna fish.

No, thanks, Chloe said. Im a vegetarian.

Kathi forced an incredibly loud laugh, then looked around as if she expected everyone to join her. Of course, Jen followed her lead, but no one else did.

Whats up with that? Kathi asked.

I dont eat meat.

I know that. Why not?

Chloe shrugged. I guess cause I just dont want to.

Zee thought Kathis head might explode when Landon said, Cool. Ive been thinking about becoming a vegetarian, too.

Kathi shook her head so furiously you could hear her earrings jingle. Oh, you dont want to do that, she told him. The fury in Kathis eyes looked like it would burn a hole through Chloe. Itll make you look smalland kind ofsick.

Well, Ive always looked this way, Chloe said. But I just became a vegetarian last year. And I love animals, so it was sort of natural for me.

Whatev, Kathi said, defeated.

Whoa. This girl knew exactly how to get to Kathi.

For the rest of lunch, Kathi was quiet. She practically didnt speak again until the other seventh graders began comparing schedules. Zee, Jasper, Chloe, Landon, Marcus, Jen, and Kathi all had seventh-grade scienceIntroduction to the Environmenttogether right after lunch.

Im sure were going to get another fat book for that class, Zee said. She lifted her heavy bag onto her shoulder. I guess I should make some room in here. I gotta go to my locker.

Ill go with you, Chloe volunteered.

Jasper looked from Kathi to Jen, then stood up. Me, too, he said. Zee guessed Marcus and Landon werent enough protection against the girls for Jasper.

As the three of them crossed the noisy cafeteria, Zee dropped her water bottle in the plastic recycling bin. Then she waved to Adam, who smiled back.

Is that your boyfriend? Chloe asked.

Shocked, Zee stumbled. No way, she said. Hes my brother.
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Oh, Chloe said, biting her lower lip and glancing back at Adam.



Zee entered the science room and glanced around. It didnt look like any of her other classrooms. Instead of separate desks arranged in rows, high tables were spaced evenly throughout the room. Each one had a sink in the middle and two tall chairs behind it.

Ms. Merriweather, the science teacher, looked up and smiled. Welcome. Just take a seat anywhere. Zee grabbed the closest chair, and Jasper climbed into the chair next to her as Chloe sat on the other side.

About halfway into the period, Ms. Merriweather began matching lab partners. Because her life was perfect, Kathi was with Landon. Zee and Jen were together. Zee wasnt thrilled, but since Jen had actually been nice to her in French class, she figured it would be okay.

Ms. Merriweather paired Chloe with Jasper. Zee was happy that they didnt have to sit with kids they didnt know.

Then their teacher began explaining the big project every set of lab partners would do. Brookdale Academy is a LEED-certified school, she began. LEED stands for Leadership in Energy and Environmental Design. Here at Brookdale, we find ways to conserve energy and water and to make less of an impact on our natural environment.

If your dad drives an SUV, I hope you dont have to work extra hard to make up for it, Zee thought.

Throughout the year, well be studying environmental issues, Ms. Merriweather went on. Each month, one set of lab partners will present a project that explores how this school can do even more to take care of the planet. She put a sheet of paper on the lab table closest to her and told everyone to sign up for the month in which they wanted to present their project. The first set of partners chose June, and the next picked May.

Jen and Zee sat at the third table, and like the students before her, Jen wanted to put off the project as long as possible. Lets sign up for April, she suggested. Zee was psyched to do the project in April. Earth Day was in April, and she knew they could plan something really awesome.

Jasper and Chloe were the last partners to sign up, so they got October. They had to present the first project. But they didnt seem to mind. They had their heads together and were talking a mile a minute.

Jen sighed. It looked as though it took all the energy she had to prop her head up with the palm of her hand. Why do we have to come up with ideas for the school? Isnt that the teachers job?


I think its cool that the students have a say, Zee answered.

What if we dont want to?

A pang of jealousy shot through Zee as she turned around again. Jasper and Chloe were busy sharing ideas about their science project.



After school, Zee hopped out of Adams car and tore through the front door. Hi, Mom! she shouted.

Im in the TV room, Ginny Carmichael called back.

Zee took a quick detour to greet her mother, dropped her book bag on the couch, and shot upstairs to email Ally. When she turned on her computer, she saw her best friend had already written. Yay!


Zee,

Guess what?!!? When I complained to Mom and Dad about not fitting in at school, they signed me up for French tutoring. GreatNOT. I hate being the new student!!! (In case you cant tell.) ARFN (Au Revoir For Now).

BFF (LYLAS),

 A




Boo! Zee quickly typed a reply.


Hey!

I know how you feel!!! Upper School is a new language. My survival depends on becoming fluent!!!

Zees Report Card

Subject: Landon

Grade: B-

Comments: Hes cuter than ever, but I totally embarrassed myself in front of him.






Subject: Kathi

Grade: F

Comments: She still wants to make everyone else miserableeven the teachers.





Subject: Friends

Grade: A+

Comments: Theres a new girl named Chloe. And she and Jasper get along. I cant wait for you to come and meet them. Theyre really cool.




BFFZ










5

Missing!



As soon as Zee hit Send, her Sidekick rang. A text message from Jasper.


>Can I borrow An Inconvenient Truth?




Zee sent back a message.




>Book or DVD?




>Book.




>Sure. Y?
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>Science project.



Zee laughed. Jasper was the only person she knew who would give himself homework on the first day of school.

Thirty minutes later, Jasper rang the doorbell.

You forgot to put on a tie, Zee said after she opened the door. Jasper had changed into a pair of khaki chinos with a navy blue polo shirt. Zee was certain it was the uniform for the Sprigg School, another private school in Brookdale.

I hope you amuse yourself, Jasper said, stepping into the foyer.

I do.

Zees mother placed a giant flower arrangement on to a table by the door. Hello, Jasper, Mrs. Carmichael said as she adjusted the stems. Would you like a snack? Ally always called her Brookdales Snack Queen. No one ever went hungry at Zees.

Yes, please, Jasper said eagerly. I am a bit peckish. If you dont mind.

Youre always so polite. Mrs. Carmichael turned to Zee. Why dont you two wait in the TV room, and Ill bring it in to you.

Zee shoved her book bag off the couch, dropped herself on to the cushion, and picked up a Wii game control. Wanna play? she asked.

Of course, Jasper said, picking up another remote and sitting next to Zee.

Big Brain Academy or Boogie?

Jasper gave her a sideways look. Big Brain Academy.

You just cant get enough school, can you?

I can get enough dancing, Jasper said. Now prepare for me to crush you with my enormous brain.

After a while, Mrs. Carmichael entered the room with a tray overloaded with pita chips, cheese, beans, and salsa. At the sight of the feast, Jasper forgot all about the video game and nearly dived on to the tray. Thank you, Mrs. Carmichael!

[image: image]

Bon appetit, Mrs. Carmichael said as she turned to leave the room. Given Zees mothers hostess obsession, that was one French phrase she already knew.

Zee watched Jasper as he scooped chips into his mouth, barely taking time to breathe. So much for proper English manners. Ill leave you guys alone and go get that book, she said, grabbing a gooey lump for herself.

Mmmphssst, Jasper replied as he took a swig of lemonade.

When Zee returned, Jasper was licking his fingers. Did you get enough to eat? she asked sarcastically, handing him the book.

I have a healthy appetite, he defended himself.

Sometimes I think youre just using me for my snacks, Zee said.

Oh! Thats a brilliant idea. Jasper looked at his watch. Id better go. I need to get started on my project. He picked up the tray and carried it into the kitchen. Thanks again, Mrs. Carmichael. That was delicious.

Youre welcome, Jasper, she said. As he walked away, Zee heard her mother mumble, What a nice boy. Zee rolled her eyes.




That night, Zee laid out her clean uniform alongside a pair of multicolored striped tights. To top it off, she chose a necklace with a peace sign pendant that shed made out of sparkly red beads. Then she put on her polka dot pajamas, pulled up her comforter, and sank into her pillow.

Ohmylanta! Zee sprang out of bed like a bird out of a cuckoo clock. I almost went to sleep on the first day of school without writing in my diary. She already had an idea for a listTen Reasons Its Going to Be an Awesome Year After All.

Zee reached into her book bag. There were pencils and pens, her new binder, and a couple of spiral notebooks. But no diary. Zee looked again. She took everything out, one by one. Still no diary. She looked in every compartment of her binder. Nothing. She put all the items back in her bag. Then she did it all again.
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The diary was gone!

[image: image]

Double ohmylanta! Zee shouted. But just as she was about to panic, her memory flashed. It probably fell under the couch when Jasper and I were playing video games, she told herself. She ran downstairs, got on her hands and knees, and searched the floor. A pen. A quarter. Three pennies. No diary. She pulled off the cushions. She looked in vases and on bookcases, underneath the rug, and behind throw pillows. She raced up to her room and searched in every imaginable space. She even checked inside the refrigerator.

Adam looked up from the kitchen table, where he was working on his MacBook. What are you looking for? he asked.

My diary, Zee told him.

I ate it, he said, then continued typing.

Ha ha, Zee said, eyeing her brother suspiciously. You wouldnt know anything about why its missing, would you?
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Hmmm. Stealing your diary? Well, that would be lots of fun, but right now Ive got more important things to dolike work on these college applications, he said. Now quit bothering me. Zee knew Adam was telling the truth. Hed been obsessing over college applications for weeks. Princeton and Berkeley were his top picks.

Zee had been only two places that dayher house and school. Oh no! If the diary was at school, maybe someone had found it and read it. Zee imagined the next days morning announcements:


Attention, students! Todays lunch is chicken salad and green beans. Mackenzie Blue Carmichael sometimes dreams that she shows up for school wearing only her underwear. Also, she has been crushing on Landon for years. Please stand for the Pledge of Allegiance.



The thought of public humiliation was unbearable. Zee had to find her diary. She went back to the TV room and searched again.

Whats going on? Mrs. Carmichael asked as a flying couch cushion nailed her in the face.


Sorry, Mom, Zee said, then quickly added, I cant find my diary.

When did you see it last? her mom asked, concerned. That was one of the great things about Zees mom. She understood that a missing diary was a real crisis.

Zee thought. On my way to school.

I bet its in Dads car.

Of course! Maybe she had accidentally left it on the seat.

Mr. Carmichael stepped into the room and surveyed the mess. Should we call the police? Theyll want to catch whoever did this before he hits another house.

I need to look in your car for my diary, Dad, Zee explained. Can I have your keys?

Mr. Carmichaels eyes grew wide. UmmmIll help you look, sweetie, he offered. Zee knew he only wanted to save his car from the same fate as the TV room. But she didnt care if he searched, too, since she could use the help.

Zee and her dad looked under the seats, in the glove box, and even where the spare tire was stored, but they couldnt find the diary. After having torn up both the house and the car, Zee had to admit, the diary wasnt at home.

That night, Zee had trouble sleeping. Her mind raced. When had she lost the diary? Before school? Lunchtime? Was it in her book bag when shed gotten home? It was no use. She just couldnt remember.

Zee climbed out of bed and reached for a notebook. On a piece of paper, she scribbled a new heading for her list:


Top Ten Most Embarrassing
 
Confessions in My Diary

or

Why I Should Consider

Being Homeschooled
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The Message




[image: image]E-ZEE: R u there?



Zee IMed Ally the next morning.


[image: image]SPARKLEGRRL is offline



Shes probably in school, Zee decided. Would she ever get used to the new schedule?

Zee pulled a piece of paper out of her printer.

 


Hi, Diary Piece of Paper,

I didnt think it was possible for me to miss Ally more than I did yesterday. Or the day before. Guess what? It is. Best friends and crises go together. But were so far apart. And I have no idea how to get through this without her.

Zee



 



Zee stared at the nothingness in her locker. Shed had her father drop her off in the exact spot as the day before, then slowly followed the same path to school from the SUV, past the giant solar tracking panels that helped power the school, up the front steps, and to her locker. Shed found a ruler, a hair clip, and a tofu-and-banana sandwichinterestingbut no diary.
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Zee pulled out the textbooks shed placed on the top shelf, and flipped through the pages for the hundredth time. Discouraged, she shut her locker with a soft thud. Like the other lockers at Brookdale, it was made out of boards from recycled wheat straw. She stared at the golden-colored door, trying to figure out what to do next.

Lose something? a voice behind Zee asked.

Iyeee! Zee screamed as she spun around, her heart pounding from the surprise. Chloe stared back at Zee, a bright pink cello case strapped to her like a backpack. Sorry, I didnt mean to scare you.

Zee put her hand on her racing heart. I didnt know anyone else was here.

My parents made me come early because I missed music yesterday, Chloe explained. They wanted my nanny to walk me to class todayuntil she convinced them I was too old for it. That would have been embarrassing.

Definitely not cool. Zee giggled. Ill go with you. She picked up her guitar case, which she had stenciled to look like a flag, from the floor beside her. The girls headed to their first-period class.

Whats your excuse for getting here so early? Chloe asked.

Actually you were right. I did lose something, Zee explained. She told Chloe all about the missing diary and how she was clueless about where it could be. Im scared that someone found it and read it.

Well, you shouldnt freak about it until you know, Chloe told her. Maybe someone already found it and will give it back today. Youre probably worried about nothing.

Everything Chloe said was pretty obviousand pretty positive! Chloes attitude was contagious, and Zee decided not to worry as they entered the classroom. Instead, when Chloe started pulling her bow across the cello strings, Zee tuned her guitar and then began practicing her Teen Sing song.

Zee strummed the song shed worked on at the pool over the summer. Jump in the waterits cooler, baby, she sang as Chloe played a classical piece. Dive in the waterits better, baby.

That note youre starting on is high. Someone else was in the room. Zee twisted around in her chair to find Mr. P. He looked only slightly less frazzled than he had the day before, and he was clutching his coffee cup like a drowning man holding on to a life preserver.

Im sorry, Zee said, bending over to put her guitar in its case.

Mr. P sat down next to her with his own guitar. You shouldnt stop, he said. Try this chord. He sang back the songs words in a different key. Somehow Mr. Ps gravelly voice made it sound like a totally different song. Zee got a little shiver when he looked at her. Your turn, he said.

Zee tried the song againMr. Ps way. She couldnt believe how much better it sounded!
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Cool! Mr. P said, getting up. Ive got to get ready for class, but you should keep practicing. He turned to Chloe. You must be my missing mystery student from yesterday. Id like to hear you play later, too. I bet you have some rock and roll in you. Everyone does.

Suuure, Chloe said, looking doubtfully at her cello.

That was unbelievable! Zee whispered as Mr. P walked to his desk. Chloe nodded but she wasnt smiling. Zee could tell something was wrong. Dont you like Mr. P? she asked.

Chloes expression changed to a forced grin. I dooo, she said hesitantly. Hes just not what I expected.

Considering Zee expected Mrs. Bradleya round, serious, fifty-five-year-old womanto be the teacher, she thought she understood what Chloe meant. As her new friend listened, Zee played and sang.


You know its too hot to be wearing a frown.

Just get off that towel and start splashing around.

Were already treading water

Just to breathe.

So stop



Zee adjusted her fingers and tried again.



Were already treading water

Just to breathe.

So come



Ugh! Zee sighed.

Whats wrong? Mr. P asked, looking up from his work.

I cant remember the next line.

Did you write it down?

Wellyes, Zee said. But I lost theumnotebookmaybe at school.

Mr. P stood up from his desk. You still have time to check the lost and found before the bell rings. Ill go to the office with you, he said, picking up a sheet of paper. I have to make some copies there.



Mackenzie Blue Carmichael! Mrs. Sayles cheerfully greeted Zee across the long counter in the main office. What can I do you for?

I think I lost something yesterday, Zee explained. May I look in the lost and found?

Mrs. Sayles motioned toward a box on the floor near her desk. Sure. Its right there.

Zee went behind the counter. As she rifled through the container, searching for her diary, Kathi came into the office.


Good morning, Kathi, Mrs. Sayles said.

Is Dr. Harrison here? Kathi asked. Dr. Harrison was the upper schools head of school. Most kids dreaded a trip to the principals office, but Kathi loved it. She always bragged about how much money her family contributed to Brookdale Academy and how that meant the administration had to pay attention to whatever she said.

Shes expecting you, Mrs. Sayles assured her. Go right in.

Zee held her breath, hoping Kathi wouldnt notice her as she walked to the private office door. She didnt! Whew! Unfortunately Zees trip to the lost and found was not so successful. The only items in the box were a couple of iPods, a Nintendo DS, a retainer, and a few phones. She gave up and returned to the music room.

By the time Zee got back to first period, all the students were there. Something was definitely weird. Everyone was staring at the front of the room.



MACKENZIE BLUE WONDERS WHEN

SHES GOING TO DEVELOP.

WE DO TOO!



Bold purple letters were printed on the dry erase board.


Mr. P stepped into the room behind her and rushed to erase the note while Zee hurried to her seat. She looked at the ground, but as she passed Landon, she caught his friendly smile out of the corner of her eye. Develop what? he said, shrugging.

Jen placed her hand over her mouth to hold back a giggle.

As Zee turned to Chloe, she could see the concerned look on her face. They were both thinking the same thing: Someone had Zees diary!

Kathi walked into the room and handed Mr. P a late pass. Then she sat in the seat Jen had saved for her.

Whats going on? Kathi whispered to Jen.

Ill tell you later.

Zee was sure they were not the only ones who would be talking about it.
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7

Rock-and-Roll Teacher



Okay! Mr. P got everyones attention. Lets warm up. He pointed to Zee, Jasper, and Landon. You threestay right there and form a group. Ill get you started.

Next, Mr. P pointed to Kathi, Chloe, Jen, and Marcus. You fourset up near the piano. Youll work on scales.

All the students took their places, and Mr. P moved between groups. As she played, Zee peeked over at Chloes group. Jen had set up next to Marcus. Kathis high violin notes and Chloes deep cello notes climbed the scales together perfectly. Kathi had been the lower schools star musician. In the talent show, Kathis amazing solo was always the final performancethe best was saved for last. Now Chloe would definitely be competition. Kathi knew it.


But Zee could see Kathi had a bigger problem. She couldnt decide what to be more upset aboutthe fact that Chloe was an awesome cello player or the fact that Zee was grouped with Landon. Zee could feel the heat of Kathis glare across the room.

It was all too much for Kathi. She lost her place and started missing notes. Marcuss piano and Jens marimba couldnt keep the students together. Before long, no one in their group was playing the same scale.

All right, everyone, Mr. P said. Nice job.

O-kay, Zee thought. Id hate to hear what a terrible job sounds like. She wondered if Mr. Ps clone was in the classroom while the actual teacher had taken a coffee break somewhere else.

Next, were going to sight-read, he said, passing out sheet music. It was a Coldplay song, and Mr. P had arranged the music for the instruments in the group.

Cool, Jasper said. He slid his left hand around his bass strings and strummed with his right hand. Zee joined in.

Oh, great, Kathi groaned, rock-and-roll oldies. She flicked her hair behind her shoulder and tucked her violin under her chin. I guess were lucky its not Bob Dylan.

Mr. P laughed nervously. I thought the class would like to play something by someone who isnt dead, he said.


Then why did you pick Coldplay? Kathi mumbled too low for Mr. P to hear. They were dead on arrival.

Why dont we just get started? Mr. P said.

Zee suspected the teacher quickly regretted that decision. With such bad timing and so many missed notes, the class sounded horrible. And Zee was a big part of the problem. She felt terrible about what had appeared on the chalkboard and couldnt concentrate. Who had her diary?

The violin typically led the musicians, but hoping to ruin Mr. Ps idea, Kathi was suddenly struck with an inability to play well, which made it hard for the others to keep up with their parts.

Luckily Marcus played the melody on the piano, so it wasnt completely a lost cause. Still, Mr. P kept interrupting the group, offering advice, then saying, Lets try it one more time. Which was actually fifteen more times. Finally
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