
		

		
			[image: 001]
		

	
		

		
			[image: 001]
		

	
		

		
			DEDICATION
		

		
			 


		
			 


		
			To Frances Adams and Chloe Chatfield: Forever Full of Fabulosity!
		

	
		

		
			 ACKNOWLEDGMENTS
		

		Big fuzzy thanks to all the usual crew, who will never be “usual” at all, thank goodness. My darlings, I love you.

		
			 


		Special thanks to: Barry “Care Bear” Goldblatt, the snuggliest, just-gotta-squeeze-him agent ever; Sarah Mlynowski, for her willingness to drop everything in order to read an early draft, and then—with her characteristic warmth and generosity—telling me not to worry, it was adorable, all was good; Lisa Yoskowitz, for educating me about Hanukkah and gelt; Liza Kaplan, for stepping in so smoothly and facilitating details large and small; Rosanne Lauer, for her fearless copyediting flair; Scottie Bowditch, for her passion and her proficiency, though more for her passion; Allison Verost, for loving Winnie and telling me so; and EVERYONE at Penguin/Dutton/ Julie’s Private Boutique for being simply and plainly fabulous, especially—but not limited to—RasShahn Johnson-Baker, Irene Vandervoort, Steve Meltzer, Danielle Delaney, Eileen Kreit, Jennifer Bonnell, Linda McCarthy, and Casey McIntyre.

		
			 


		
			A ginormous dollop of icing-on-the-cake thanks to Ji Eun Kwak, for her *excellent* idea of sneaking Lars (as an adorable ten year old!) into the book; to ALL the sweetie-potato Winnie fans who emailed and wrote and said, “Please please please write another Winnie book!”; to the inimitable Beegee Tolpa, for bringing Winnie & Co. to life in beautiful color; and to Bob, for making me laugh, making me think, and making me shower and occasionally even take a day or two off. Well, an hour or two off. Well, for making me take at least twenty minutes to myself every so often, even when those twenty minutes seemed awfully hard to find.
		

		
			 


		And. Oh my goodness gravy. Above Winnie’s house flies a fabulous pink biplane, skywriting the following in an endlessly repeating loop: Julie Strauss-Gabel, you are a goddess, an angel, an editor of astonishing brilliance.

		Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.

	
		

		Table of Contents

		
			 


		
			Title Page
		

		
			Copyright Page
		

		
			Dedication
		

		
			Acknowledgements
		

		
			 


		
			March
		

		
			April
		

		
			May
		

		
			June
		

		
			July
		

		
			August
		

		
			September
		

		
			October
		

		
			November
		

		
			December
		

		
			January
		

		
			February
		

		
			March
		

		
			 


		
			Teaser from Eleven
		

	
		
		
			March
		

		
			
			THE THING ABOUT BIRTHDAYS is that they are shiny and sparkly and make the birthday girl feel special, no matter what. And guess what? Today I was the birthday girl! As of today, I was ten years old. As of today—oh my goodness gravy—I, Winnie Perry, was living in the Land of Double Digits.
		

		It was a sparkly land, the Land of D-Squared. The air shimmered, making the faces of my sister and brother glow. The smell of breakfast filled my nostrils. Somewhere, unicorns frolicked. Maybe they were invisible, fine. But they frolicked anyway.

		
			And even though today was a Wednesday, and my party wasn’t until the weekend, I still felt special. Specialer, even, because this way I’d get to have two days that were all about me—today and the day of my party! I didn’t have to feel guilty, either, because Ty and Sandra would get special attention on their own birthdays. Everybody in the whole wide world had a birthday, so it was totally fair.
		

		“Happy birthday, Winnie,” Mom said, cruising to the  table and sliding a plate in front of me. On the plate was a microwaved sausage biscuit with a lit candle stuck in it.

		“Aw w w!” I said.

		“Wish! Wish!” Ty said. Ty was three-going-on-four and loved wishes. He loved everything, pretty much, except lice and occasionally dust balls, if the dust balls were small and dark and tumble-skittered across the floor in a might-be-a-spider sort of way.

		“She can’t wish on a sausage biscuit,” Sandra told Ty. She turned to me, and her shiny hair did its Sandra-style swish. She had very pretty hair, my sister. “You can’t wish on a sausage biscuit, Winnie.”

		
			I gave her a look. Just because she had pretty hair didn’t mean she knew everything. Just because she was thirteen didn’t mean she knew everything. Sometimes she did. Lots of times she did. But other times she just plain didn’t.
		

		
			“Actually, you are wrong about that,” I said, and I screwed shut my eyes and made my wish: Please, oh please, let this be my bestest birthday yet.
		

		
			I opened my eyes, pursed my lips, and blew a whuh of breath at that bitsy dancing flame. It went out, and a wisp of smoke curled upward from the wick.
		

		“See?” I said.

		“I see that you blew out a candle,” Sandra stated.

		
			“On my birthday, so that means a birthday wish. So plop on your head, you poopy girl.”
		

		Chocolate milk splurted from Ty’s mouth. “Poopy,” he repeated.

		“Winnie, I hardly think that’s how a ten year old should be talking,” Mom said.

		“Yeah, Winnie,” Sandra taunted.

		“Sandra, hush,” Mom said.

		
			“Yeah, Sandra. Yeah, poopy mouth.”
		

		“Poopy mouth!” Ty said.

		“Both of you, hush,” Mom said, gesturing at Ty to remind us of his little ears.

		
			Ty raised his hand but didn’t wait to be called on. “Whales poop, and so do gorillas,” he said, only, gorillas came out as guhwillas because he hadn’t mastered his r’s yet. “And so do spiders. I think.” He pooched out his lips and twisted them to one side. “Do they?”
		

		
			Mom took a moment, which she frequently did, and which involved pressing her fingers to her forehead and being very quiet in a way that suggested very loudly that we better be quiet, too.
		

		
			She took a cleansing breath, signaling that she was done. “Winnie, you’re growing up, which is great. But growing up does mean acting grown up.”
		

		
			
			Pleh, I thought, scrunching my nose.
		

		“Being ten is a big deal. It means new responsibilities, new expectations—”

		“New opportunities to be even weirder than you already  are,” Sandra said, copycatting Mom’s loving-but-earnest tone. She leaned across the table and took my hand. “New chances for people to mock you and call you Weirdy Pants.”

		“Sandra, don’t call your sister Weirdy Pants,” Mom said.

		Ty giggled. “Weedy pants. Poopy pants. Plop on your pants, poopy head.”

		
			I fought not to let a grin sneak out. Sandra wasn’t being mean. She was just trying to be funny. And she was funny. But if I laughed, she’d be way too pleased with herself, and her head would puff up like the marshmallows Ty liked to microwave. And those marshmallows were jumbo-sized to begin with.
		

		
			Ty’s marshmallows grew and grew and GREW as they spun around in the microwave. They grew until they were trembling white blobs, and then they exploded, splattering the walls of the microwave with sugary glue. Every so often one didn’t explode, and on those occasions, the marshmallow said pluh in a sad marshmallow way and deflated. Pluhhhhhhhhhhh, until all that was left was a sad, flat marshmallow puddle.
		

		
			I didn’t want Sandra to explode or deflate. Usually. So I kicked her.
		

		
			
			“Hey!” she exclaimed.
		

		“Girls,” Mom scolded.

		
			“I think Sandra needs to remember that she’s three years older than me and should be more mature,” I said. “Don’t you, Mother?”
		

		“Indeed I do,” Mom said.

		
			I turned to Sandra and lifted my eyebrows. So there, my eyebrows said, because one of my many talents was my ability to hold entire conversations using nothing but the finely tuned squiggles of hair above my eyes.
		

		
			Unfortunately, Sandra possessed the same gift. She lifted her eyebrows right back to say, Oh, really? Like I care.
		

		Mom regarded me thoughtfully. “It might be worth addressing Sandra’s point, however. Since the subject was brought up.”

		“I made a point?” Sandra said.

		“No,” I said. I had zero memory of any points Sandra might have made. “Sandra didn’t make a point, did she, Ty?”

		“I don’t like spiders,” Ty said. “They are nature, and nature stays outside.”

		“What point did Sandra make?” I asked Mom.

		“Well, about . . .”

		“About what?”

		“About . . . well, about being . . .”

		“Oh! I know!” Sandra exclaimed. “About people mocking you for being weird.” She made a fist and drew it in to her side. “Score!”

		
			“Hush your piehole,” I told her crossly, because now my feelings were a little hurt. “Mom? You think people are going to mock me?”
		

		
			“No, honey,” Mom said. “No one is going to mock you.”
		

		“Other than me,” said Sandra.

		
			“But Winnie, it is true that you’re . . .”
		

		I waited for more words. More words didn’t come, so I filled them in myself. “Adorable? Spunky? The genius of the family?”

		“In a pig’s eye,” Sandra said under her breath.

		I looked at Mom, and my stomach flip-flopped as I caught a glimpse of Concerned Mom, who was closely related to My-Baby’s-Gotten-So-Big Mom, who was closely related to Oh-Sweetie-I-Wish-I-Could-Keep-You-Safe-in-a-Jar-Forever Mom.

		
			She smoothed her features. “You’re your own self, that’s all. You’re unique.”
		

		
			So much drama, for that?
		

		“Well, of course, I’m unique,” I said. “That’s why my name is Winifred.”

		“Huh?” Sandra asked.

		
			
			“Wi-ni-fred,” I said again. “How many other Winifreds do you know, huh?” I didn’t wait for a response. “None, that’s how many, because Winifred is an extremely unique name.”
		

		
			Ty clinked his fork on his plastic plate. “Tyler James Perry,” he announced, the Perry coming out as Peh-wee. “That’s my cave name.”
		

		“Your cave name?” Mom said. “What’s a cave name?”

		
			“You mean your whole name,” I told Ty. To Mom and Sandra, I said, “He doesn’t mean his cave name. He means his whole name.”
		

		They regarded me blankly.

		“Oh, come on,” I said. “A hole, like a hole that you dig? And when it’s in the ground, it’s called a cave?”

		
			
			“Ah,” Mom said. “Clever girl, my Winnie.”
		

		
			“That’s me: clever, unique, and weird. And for the record? I like being me.”
		

		
			“Which is lucky, since you’re stuck with yourself,” Sandra said. She chomped off a bite of bagel. “Though for the record, Mom and Dad named you when you were just a baby, before you turned weird. And then later, you consciously decided to be weird, which is, itself, weird.”
		

		“Nope, I was born this way,” I said.

		She considered, then shook her head. “Nah. For a brief while you were normal. It was before you learned to talk.” She shrugged. “But hey, I’m cool with your being weird. You might have to walk ten paces behind me at the mall, that’s all.”

		“Oh, blah, blah, blah,” I said.

		“I think I’ve made things more complicated than they need to be,” Mom said. She placed her hands on my shoulders. “All I wanted to say is that while being unique is wonderful, it can also be hard.”

		“But—”

		
			“I’m not saying it will be, just that it might be. On the other hand, growing up itself is hard.”
		

		“Not for me, it’s not. Growing up is awesome.”

		Mom chuckled. “Well, all right. And do you know what, Winnie? You are an amazing girl, and whatever comes your way, I know you can handle it.”

		
			“Finally, someone who’s making sense around here!” I exclaimed. “And you’re right, I can—and thank you for the lovely compliment. Thank you as well for my delicious breakfast, which you slaved over, and for my delicious chocolate milk, which you haven’t poured yet, but which I know you will. Most of all, thank you for making me be born, and for naming me Winifred, and for letting me be unique.”
		

		
			I paused, knowing there was something I was forgetting, but unable to put my finger on it. Then it came to me. “Oh. And I know Dad helped out, so tell him thanks, too.”
		

		“Yes, ma’am,” Mom said. She leaned over and kissed my cheek. “And Winnie? You are very welcome.”

		
			 


		
			On Saturday, everyone pitched in to make our house look haunted, because that was the theme of my party. It was a haunted house party, with spiderwebs clinging to the ceiling and a fake black rat out front and scary ooooo sounds coming from a scary sounds CD Mom and Dad gave me, along with my own CD player. I’d asked for an iPod, but Mom and Dad were like, “Uhhhhh, no,” so a CD player it was. Okay by me!
		

		The scary sounds CD was excellent, but the best part of the haunted house was in our basement. It involved dry  ice, extreme spookiness, and Sandra in an awesome black velvet witch dress with an even awesomer pointy black velvet hat.

		The whole caboodle was going to scare everybody’s pants off. I couldn’t wait.

		Amanda arrived first, because she was my best friend, and that’s the way it was supposed to be. And the reason she was my best friend was because she liked my ideas and laughed at my jokes and was willing to Rollerblade when the Rollerblading mood struck us, even though we were both pretty bad and fell a lot.

		
			She was also my best friend because she was purely and truly nice, from her skin all the way through to her bones. If she was a color, she would be daffodil yellow. If she was a flower, well, she’d be a daffodil. If she was anyone other than Amanda, then I would miss the real Amanda terribly without even knowing it. I wouldn’t laugh nearly as much, or be nearly as silly, and I wouldn’t have an adopted cat named Sweet Pea, who wasn’t mine and didn’t live at my house, but whom I got to share. It would be dreadful.
		

		
			Chantelle showed up next. While Amanda and I had been friends since forever, Chantelle had come onto the scene in third grade, and she’d quickly become our second-best friend. She loved things like clothes and purses and makeup, even though she wasn’t allowed to wear any yet except in her own house, just for fun. For me, clothes and makeup had  nothing to do with fun, and purses were downright antifun. Blech! Even the word purse made me grimace.
		

		
			But Chantelle was more than a purse-lover. She was funny and feisty, and when she disapproved of something, she cocked her hip and said, “Oh, nuh-uh.” She also said, “How rude,” if someone was being rude, and she huffed out the rude part with extreme huffiness. It made me giggle, even if I was the one who was supposedly being rude.
		

		Maxine arrived soon after Chantelle, followed by Louise and Karen. Karen was supposedly Louise’s best friend, but she was more like Louise’s pet, kind of. Even though she was a real live girl like the rest of us.

		
			The last girl to be dropped off was Dinah Devine. Dinah was round and oatmealy and never got a tan, even in the summer. I didn’t say that to be mean. Unless, yikes. Was it mean? I didn’t dislike Dinah. She was just nervous a lot of the time. Sometimes I worried that she might . . . break. Or cry. Or smile really big with her mouth, but not her eyes.
		

		But I had to invite her to my parties whether I wanted to or not, because Mom made me. Dad and Mr. Devine worked together, that’s why.

		Everyone deposited their presents in the TV room, and while they were there, they stopped by the tattoo station, which Dad was in charge of. He used a wet paper towel to apply either a tiny skull, a spider, or a black cat on each girl’s cheek—or, in Louise’s case, all three. That was Louise in a nutshell. She was the sort of girl who wanted it all.

		Then again, I made Dad put all three designs on me as well. I got him to do me early, since I was the birthday girl, and actually I sort of ended up with multiple tattoos of each, including ten spiders (because I was ten!) marching up my arm in a line.

		Like I said, I was the birthday girl.

		After tattoos, I led everyone to the top of the basement staircase. I glanced around and hollered, “Amanda, your presence is required!”

		I wanted her up front with me. It was another best-friend thing.

		“Burst my eardrum next time,” Louise complained.

		“Okay,” I said.

		
			Amanda weaved her way to me, and I took her hand. Even without additional party spookiness, the basement was already plenty spooky because of how old and unmodern our house was. The stairs were creaky and clompish, and sometimes there were dead roaches on them. Built into the wall along the side of the staircase was a hidden trapdoor, and if you opened it, all you saw was dirt. It was like peeking into a coffin . . . or peeking out of a coffin. Shudder.
		

		
			“Is everyone ready?” I said. “If you’re not, this is the time to speak up, especially if you have high blood pressure, extreme scaredy-cat-ness, or a tendency to faint. And if you’re pregnant, or think you may be pregnant, you’ll need to consult with your doctor before proceeding.”
		

		
			
			“Winnie,” Amanda said, hip-bumping me.
		

		“What?” I said. That’s what the signs said at the rides at Six Flags. If only I owned a wooden cutout of a person holding up his hand to measure how tall kids were—that would have been hilarious! I could have placed it at the top of the staircase and made everyone get checked!

		Oh, well. Next time.

		Louise raised her hand.

		“Yes, Louise?” I said.

		“First of all, no, I’m not pregnant.”

		“Thank you, Louise,” I said. “Thank you for clearing that up, even though I never actually thought you were.”

		“But I don’t understand this whole haunted-house thing. Haunted houses are for Halloween.”

		
			
			Then why did you ask for three tattoos? I was tempted to ask, and I would have if I, myself, weren’t also tattooed to the hilt.
		

		
			“Haunted houses are for Halloween,” I said. “You’re right.”
		

		“Then why—”

		
			“However!” I cried, whipping one finger high into the air. “They’re not just for Halloween, now are they?” I took that finger and pointed it dead at Louise. “Do you think ghosts just lollygag about for the three-hundred-and-sixtyfour days of the year that aren’t Halloween?”
		

		“Well—”

		Jab went my finger. “Are witches not allowed out except on October thirty-first? Isn’t that a little unfair?”

		“I just—”

		
			“Exactly,” I said. My finger was a sword, and I the swordsman. Swordsgirl. Whatever. “So let’s just keep our Negative Nelly thoughts to ourselves, shall we?” I waggled my eyebrows. “Unless you’re too afraid? Is that what you’re trying to say, Louise?”
		

		She gave me a look, because we both knew she wasn’t. Louise wasn’t as brave as I was, perhaps, but she was certainly no chicken. Once she faked being sick during PE because she didn’t want to play dodgeball. She said, “Oh dear, I feel faint,” and she collapsed on the floor and didn’t open her eyes even when people poked her. One girl even nudged Louise’s ribs with her sneaker, and Louise still kept her eyes shut. And the girl with the sneaker was me.

		I went back and forth between admiring Louise and finding her annoying. Often it was both.

		
			“You are so weird, Winnie,” she pronounced from her spot at the top of the staircase.
		

		
			Karen giggled, and so did Chantelle. My stomach muscles fluttered, because was this what Mom meant about how life might be hard for a girl like me? A girl who was her own self, that is, and thought haunted houses in March were fine?
		

		
			I glanced past my friends, anxiously seeking out Mom.  She was at the back of the group with Ty, and when our eyes met, she gave me a private, knowing smile. We prefer the term *unique*, don’t we? her smile said. Stand tall, my Winnie. You are fabulous, and I love you.

		My chest swelled. I stood tall. Shifting my gaze back to Louise, I said, “Of course I’m weird. You’re just now figuring that out?” I clapped twice. “Now, enough with the chitchat. This is serious business here, people.”

		I started down the basement stairs. We passed the secret trapdoor, and Amanda said, “Inside that door, there’s dirt.”

		“Yep,” I confirmed.

		A few feet farther, the stairwell curved to the left, and the inside edges of the stairs grew narrower than ever.

		“If you need to, you can hold onto the wall for balance,” I said, demonstrating. The deeper we went, the cooler it got. The air smelled different, too.

		
			At last I reached the bottommost stair. In front of me was the thick wooden door that led into the basement—or, as Mom and Dad called it, the furnace room. Because it wasn’t a basement like normal people’s basements. There were no Ping-Pong tables or flat-screen TVs or smooshy sofas. There was just . . . dum dum dum . . . the furnace: huge, ancient, and growly. And today, behind the furnace?
		

		
			
			Sandra, lying in wait in her full witchy glory.
		

		My heart pounded, and I already knew what was coming.

		I waited until everyone was clumped together. I put my hand on the brass doorknob. “Ready?”

		
			“You already asked us that, and yes,” Louise said.
		

		“I’m not,” Dinah said, squeezing up next to me and Amanda. Her skin was moist, and she had a big grin on her face. Her chest went up and down, up and down. “It’s not going to be bad, is it?”

		“Well, yes, I’m afraid it is.”

		“No,” Mom called from the back of the crowd. She held Ty in her arms since the stairs were so trippable. “Don’t worry, Dinah. It’s just for fun.”

		
			“If you consider terrible, scary things to be fun, she means.”
		

		
			“Ha ha,” Dinah said. She honestly said those two words—ha ha, like that—and she tried to worm her hand in with mine and Amanda’s. I shook her off, because three people can’t hold hands. It doesn’t work that way.
		

		“You’ll be fine, Dinah,” Mom called.

		“Here goes nothing,” I announced. I twisted the knob, and we stepped as a many-footed creature into the nearly pitch-black room. The walls and floor were made out of concrete, like an underground cell. The only light came from the hallway behind us. In the far back corner, the furnace hissed.

		“What’s that?” Dinah squeaked.

		
			“Oh . . . nothing,” I said, implying that it was far from nothing and might even eat her.
		

		I released Amanda’s hand and faced the group. I stared at them vacantly.

		
			
			“Come, leetle children,” I said in a floaty, spine-tingling voice. I stepped backward, beckoning with twiglike fingers. “Come and ssssssee what fate awaits you . . . if you dare.”
		

		“Mom?” Ty whispered loudly.

		
			
			“Shhh,” Mom said to Ty. To me, she said, “Winnie, take it down a notch.”
		

		She and Ty remained in the doorway as the rest of us moved deeper into the gloom.

		
			Karen bumped into someone and yelped, and I laughed creepily. “Yesssss. Yessssssss, my darlings, you are right to be afraid.”
		

		“She’s teasing,” Mom told Ty. “She’s still plain old Winnie. Right, Winnie?”

		I was Winnie, yes. But “plain old”? Never. My spine tingled, and I laughed again.

		Dinah hiccupped.

		
			Louise said, “Karen, ow. Let go.”
		

		“What, I wonder, might be behind such a terrible thing as that?” I asked, indicating the furnace. “Eees it . . . a ghostling? A zombie? A donkey?”

		
			“A donkey?!” Louise said.
		

		Chantelle giggled, and I scowled, irritated at myself. I hadn’t meant to say “donkey.” I didn’t know where that donkey came from.

		
			I shook it off. Re-widening my eyes, I said, “Or . . . could it be . . . just possibly . . .”
		

		
			
			“Rwaarggghh!” Sandra roared, flying out from behind the furnace. She did a banshee dance, squatting and hopping from one foot to the other. In one hand she held a fake iron kettle, which she swooped through the air. Misty, gray smoke curled up because of the dry ice inside it.
		

		
			
			“Rwaargh! Rwaargh!” she cried, lunging toward us.
		

		
			Dinah screamed. Karen screamed. We all screamed, and something winged through me that turned my giggle-scream into a real scream. The sound of it—coming from me, from my open mouth—made me scream even louder.
		

		Ty started wailing, and Mom said, “Oh, Ty.” I looked over to see Mom holding his body away from her. Her nice pants had a big dark spot on them, and Ty’s jeans were dark, too.

		He tried to muscle his way back against her upper body, burying his head between her head and shoulder.

		“It’s okay, buddy,” Mom said. “But I think we should head back up, huh?” To me, she said, “Winnie? Maybe you should wrap it up, too.”

		
			“But Mo-o-o-m,” I complained.
		

		
			Dinah hiccupped. She hiccupped again, and Sandra dropped her witchy posture.
		

		“Want me to scare you?” she volunteered matter-of-factly.

		Amanda giggled, and just as Karen’s initial scream had  made everyone else scream, Amanda’s giggle triggered a domino spill of giggle-giggle-snort-laughs. Even for Dinah, and even for me. Especially for me.

		
			 


		Later, after everyone had gone home, I flopped onto my bed and gazed at the ceiling. I was feeling a bit blue because of my birthday being almost over. Also, I was feeling kind of . . . troubled. Had it been a good party or a bad party? Were haunted houses in March weird after all?

		
			Well, yes, haunted houses in March were weird. But were they too weird? Was there such a thing as too weird after all?
		

		At cake time, Louise pushed her slice away, claiming she only ate normal cake and not weird ghost-flavored cake. She also said black icing stunted kids’ growth.

		
			“So eat a piece from the middle,” I told her, since only the ghostie’s eyes and mouth were black. The rest was white. Anyway, the shape of the cake was a ghost, but the flavor was chocolate. And it was rude of Louise to say that with Mom right there, since Mom had baked and decorated the cake herself.
		

		
			“No, thanks,” Louise said, as in the whole cake is weird and anyone who eats it will turn short and deformed, the end.

		Lying on my bed, I sent Louise a telepathic scowl. Then I got up and went in search of Sandra. Sandra would know if my party had been too weird or not, and I could trust her to tell me the truth. She wasn’t the type of person who lied to make people feel better.

		“Was my party weird or good?” I asked when I found her in the bathroom. She was brushing her teeth. Her mouth was frothy.

		She shrugged. “Both.”

		
			“Both? How could it be both?”
		

		
			She spat. “Winnie, think about it. With you, how could it not?”
		

		
			“Sandra.”
		

		“What?” She cupped up some water and rinsed her mouth. “You are a weird child. You will always be a weird child. Deal with it.”

		
			I put my hands on my hips. “Listen, you. I am not a child. I am ten now, and being ten means I am fully and completely a tween. Before you know it, I will even be . . . doing puberty and taking shaving

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
	OEBPS/image/myra_9781101515204_oeb_002_r1.gif





OEBPS/image/myra_9781101515204_oeb_001_r1.jpg
Jen

LAUREN MYRACLE

DUTTON CHILDREN’S BOOKS
AN IMPRINT OF PENGUIN GROUP (USA) INC.





OEBPS/image/myra_9781101515204_oeb_003_r1.gif
twill also stop Hushing the toilet





OEBPS/image/myra_9781101515204_oeb_004_r1.gif
PBO78.014-240346.4 PBO78.014-2410912

$6.99 (5850 CAN) $6.99 (35,50 CAN).
HC975.0.525.47165-3 HC 975.0.525-47784-6
$16.99 (521,00 CAN) $16.99 (521,00 CAN)

Winnde Gears
Fournal

HC 975.0-525-42398.0
5899 (51099 CAN)






OEBPS/image/myra_9781101515204_oeb_005_r1.gif
[— Plus One

56.99 (5550 CAN)

PB 9780142419014
HC978.0.525-47898-5 $6.99 (58.50CAN)
$15.99 (52000 CAN)

HC 978.0.525-42222.8
516.99 (21,00 CAN)

Furn the page for





OEBPS/font/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/font/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/image/myra_9781101515204_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
Fen

LAUREN MYRACLE






