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THIS DIARY BELONGS TO:

Nikki J. Maxwell

PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL

If found, please return to ME for REWARD!



(NO SNOOPING ALLOWED!! [image: Emoji: Slightly smiling face.])
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To my daughter, Nikki, who tried her hardest to be the best little ant in the ant colony, when all along she was a beautiful butterfly





SATURDAY, AUGUST 31

Sometimes I wonder if my mom is BRAIN DEAD. Then there are days when I know she is.

Like today.

The drama started this morning when I casually asked if she would buy me one of those cool new cell phones that do almost everything. I considered it a necessity of life, second only to maybe oxygen.

What better way to clinch a spot in the CCP (Cute, Cool & Popular) group at my new private school, Westchester Country Day, than by dazzling them with a wicked new cell.

Last year, it seemed like I was the ONLY student in my ENTIRE middle school who didn’t have one [image: Emoji: Slightly frowning face.]. So I bought an older, used phone SUPERcheap on eBay.

It was bigger than what I wanted, but I figured I couldn’t go wrong for the clearance price of only $12.99.

I put my telephone in my locker and spread the word that I had HOT gossip about my NEW phone and that everyone could now call me.

Then I counted down the minutes before my social life started heating up.

I got really nervous when two of the CCP girls came walking down the hall in my direction, chatting on their cell phones.…

[image: An illustration shows Nikki J. Maxwell with two teen girls interacting in a school hallway lined with lockers.]
They came right over to my locker and started acting SUPERfriendly.

Then they invited me to sit with them at lunch and I was like, “Umm… okay.” But deep down inside I was jumping up and down and doing my Snoopy “happy dance.”…

[image: An illustrations of Nikki J. Maxwell in a joyful, dancing pose, with the repeated text I’M SO HAPPY!! conveying her excitement.]
Then things got really strange.

They said they had heard the hot gossip about my brand-new iPhone and that everyone (meaning the rest of the CCP crew) was DYING to see it.

I was about to explain that I'd said “I had HOT gossip about my NEW phone” NOT “the HOT gossip is about my NEW iPhone,” but I never got a chance because, unfortunately, my telephone started ringing.

Very loudly.

I was trying my best to ignore it, but both of the CCP girls were staring at me like, “Well, aren’t you going to answer it?!”…

[image: A comic illustration depicts Nikki J. Maxwell with two middle school girls standing by lockers, reacting to a loud RING!! RING!! sound.]
Obviously, I didn’t want to answer it because I had a really bad feeling they were going to be a little disappointed when they actually saw my phone.

So I just stood there praying that it would stop ringing, but it didn’t.

And pretty soon, everyone in the hallway was staring at me too.

Finally, I gave in, snatched open my locker, and answered the phone. Mainly to stop that AWFUL ringing.…

[image: A comic strip depicts two girls reacting with disgust and shock to something, while in the right panel, Nikki J. Maxwell talks on a public pay phone.]
I was like, “Umm… sorry. Wrong number.”

And when I turned around, both of the CCP girls were running down the hall screaming, “Make it go away! Make it go away!” I guessed it probably meant they DIDN’T want me to sit with them at lunch anymore, which was really HUMILIATING!

The most important lesson I learned last year was that having a CRUDDY phone—or NONE at all—can totally RUIN your social life. While millions of kids regularly FORGET their homework, not a single one would be caught DEAD without their cell phone. Which was why I was nagging my mom about getting ME one.

I’ve tried saving up my own money to buy it, but that was impossible to do. Mainly because I’m an artist and TOTALLY ADDICTED to drawing! Like, if I don’t do it every day, I’ll go NUTZ!

I spend ALL of my cash on sketchbooks, pencils, pens, art camp, and other stuff.

Hey, I’m so BROKE, I have a milk shake on layaway at McDonald’s!

Anyway, when Mom came home from the mall with a special back-to-school present for me, I was pretty sure I knew what it was.

She rambled on and on about how my attending a new private school was going to be a “stressful time of tremendous personal growth” and how my best “coping mechanism” would be to “communicate” my “thoughts and feelings.”

I was absolutely

ECSTATIC

because you can communicate with a

NEW CELL PHONE!

Right?! [image: Emoji: Slightly smiling face.]

I kind of zoned out on most of what my mom was saying because I was DAYDREAMING about all of the cool apps, games, and music I was going to download.

It was going to be LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT!…

[image: Nikki J. Maxwell passionately kissing a smartphone, surrounded by floating hearts.]
ME AND MY NEW CELL PHONE!!
But after my mom FINALLY finished her little speech, she smiled really big, hugged me, and handed me a BOOK.…

[image: An illustration depicts an old, thick book with a pocket resembling a back pocket of jeans on its cover, suggesting a pocket book or a personal.]
I opened it and FRANTICALLY flipped through the pages, figuring that maybe she had hidden my new cell phone inside.

It made perfect sense at the time because all the advertisements said it was THE thinnest model on the market.

But slowly it dawned on me that my mom had NOT gotten me a cell phone, and my so-called present was just a stupid little book! [image: Emoji: Slightly frowning face.]

Talk about major HEARTBREAK!

Then I noticed that ALL the pages of the book were BLANK.

I was like, OH. NO. SHE. DIDN’T!

My mom had given me two things: a DIARY and irrefutable evidence she IS, in fact,

CLINICALLY BRAIN DEAD!!

Absolutely no one writes their most intimate feelings and deep, dark secrets in a diary anymore! WHY?!

Because just one or two people knowing all your BIZ could completely RUIN your reputation.

You’re supposed to post this kind of juicy stuff online on your BLOG so MILLIONS can read it!!!…

[image: A cartoon line drawing depicts a computer monitor displaying a blog with Nikki J. Maxwell face and text reading Welcome to My BLOG!.]
Only a TOTAL DORK would be caught WRITING in a DIARY!! This is THE worst present I have ever received in my entire life!

I wanted to yell at the top of my lungs:

“Mom, I don’t need a STUPID book with 336 BLANK pages!!”

What I NEED is to be able to “communicate” my “thoughts and feelings” to my friends using my very own cell phone.

Wait! Silly me. I keep forgetting. I don’t have any friends. YET. But that could change overnight, and I need to be prepared. With a shiny new cell!

In the meantime, I will NOT write in this diary again.

NEVER! EVER!!

[image: An illustration of a book with a pocket on its cover, crossed out by a universal no symbol.]




MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 2

Okay. I know I said I’d never write in this diary again. I meant it at the time.

I’m definitely not the kind of girl who curls up with a diary and a box of Godiva chocolates to write a bunch of really sappy stuff about

MY DREAMY BOYFRIEND,

MY FIRST KISS,

or my overwhelming ANGST about the HORRIFIC discovery that I’m a

PRINCESS

of a small French-speaking principality and now worth

BILLIONS!!

THIS IS SO NOT ME!

[image: An illustration of Nikki J. Maxwell lounging on a heart-patterned bed, surrounded by items labeled as typical teenage girl aspirations.]
Description 1
MY LIFE TOTALLY SUCKS!! All day I wandered around my new school like a ZOMBIE in lip gloss. Not a single person bothered to say hi.

THIS IS ME!

[image: A high-contrast, illustration of a figure wearing a hooded sweatshirt, with their hand blocking their face. ]
MOST OF THE TIME I FEEL INVISIBLE!

How am I supposed to fit in at a snobby prep school like Westchester Country Day?! This place has a Starbucks in the cafeteria!

I wish my dad had NEVER been awarded a bug extermination contract from this school.

They can take their little pity scholarship and give it to someone who wants and needs it, because I sure DON’T!





TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 3

It’s way past midnight, and I’m about to freak out because I still don’t have my homework done.

I was really surprised to hear a knock on my bedroom door this late at night, and I assumed it was my six-year-old sister, Brianna.

About a week ago, she lost one of her front teeth and buried it in the backyard to see if it would grow.

She is FOREVER doing crazy-weird stuff like that.

My mom says it’s because she’s still a little kid. But I personally think it’s because she has the IQ of a box of crayons.

As a little joke, I told Brianna the tooth fairy collected teeth from children all over the world and then superglued them together to make dentures for old people.

I explained that she was in BIG TROUBLE with the tooth fairy, seeing as she had dug a hole and buried her tooth somewhere out in the backyard.

The funniest part was that Brianna TOTALLY believed me.

She actually dug up half of Mom’s flower garden trying to find her tooth.

Since then Brianna has been paranoid that the tooth fairy is going to sneak into her room in the middle of the night and pull out ALL her teeth to make dentures.

But my prank kind of backfired, because now she absolutely REFUSES to use the bathroom at night unless I first check inside to make sure the tooth fairy is not hiding behind the shower curtain or under the bath towels.

And if I’m not quick enough, Brianna will have a little “accident” right on my bedroom carpet.

[image: Brianna in polka-dot pajamas, holding a teddy bear, standing in a puddle labeled ACCIDENT!, with a speech bubble expressing fear of the Tooth Fairy hiding in the puddle.]
MY LITTLE SISTER, BRIANNA
Unfortunately, I had to learn the hard way that (contrary to the TV commercial) Carpet Fresh DOES NOT remove all odors.

But it wasn’t Brianna at my door—it was my parents.…

[image: An illustration depicts a smiling mother with curly hair in a floral robe, standing next to a stern-faced father with a mustache in a plaid robe.]
Before I could say “Come in,” they just kind of barged in like they always do, which really irritated me because this is SUPPOSED to be MY room!

And I have a constitutional right to PRIVACY, which they keep invading.

The next time my parents and Brianna come rollin’ up in here, I’m gonna scream…

[image: An illustration depicts a family of four that is father, mother, Nikki J. Maxwell and Brianna sitting up in bed.]
“Hey! Why don’t you people just MOVE IN?!"
Anyway, my parents said they were surprised to see that I was still up doing homework, and they wanted to know how things were going at school.

It was really strange, because just as I was about to answer, I had a total meltdown right on the spot and burst into tears.…

[image: Nikki J. Maxwell with pigtails crying profusely, with streams of tears cascading from her eyes and a speech bubble exclaiming WAAH!.]
My parents were shocked and stared at me and then at each other.

Finally, Mom hugged me and said, “My poor little Boo-Boo!” which only made me feel WORSE.

Not fitting in at school was bad enough. But now I had to suffer the additional humiliation of being the only fourteen-year-old STILL being called “little Boo-Boo”! Suddenly my dad’s face lit up.

“Hey, I’ve got a great idea! We know you’ve been under a lot of stress lately with our
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IMAGE DESCRIPTIONS

Description 1: An illustration shows Nikki J. Maxwell lying on a bed covered with a blanket patterned with hearts. The person has long, wavy hair and is twirling a strand while writing in a diary. Around them, labeled annotations highlight stereotypical attributes: “Pedicure,” “Perfect,” “Designer Clothing,” “Beauty,” “Manicure,” “Shiny Hair,” “Cute, flirty habit of twirling hair that drives the guys wild!,” “Chocolates (from adoring boyfriend),” “Perfect Skin,” “Exciting Diary,” and “Princess Tiara.” The bed features heart-shaped pillows, with a box of Godiva chocolates and a tiara nearby. BACK.

Description 2: The comic strip titled My Best Friend’s Napkin, Directed by Chloe Christina Garcia features two panels. In Panel 1, Brandon, a boy with messy hair wearing a zipped vest over a checkered shirt and jeans, kneels on one knee while looking hopefully at Nikki, with a high ponytail tied with a bow, a frilly dress, a wide belt, and a choker necklace. Nikki smiles with closed eyes and blushes while holding her hands near her chest as several hearts float around her, creating a romantic mood. Brandon’s dialogue reads: BRANDON: I could not help but notice you from across the room and be hopelessly drawn to your brains and beauty! It almost seems that we have met before. Perhaps in another place… another time… another life…! In Panel 2, the mood becomes comedic as Brandon starts to sneeze while Nikki sweetly offers him a crumpled napkin with one hand raised in a dramatic gesture. Brandon’s speech bubble reads: AHH-AHH!… Nikki’s dialogue box reads: Alas! Allergy season is upon us. Please! Take this most cherished napkin from my very heart-wrenching, mysterious past. And do with it… what you must!! BACK.

Description 3: The comic strip, continuing from the previous two panels, is divided into two new panels. In Panel 1, Brandon bends forward while sneezing forcefully into a tissue, with three curved motion lines behind his head and three dripping teardrop shapes falling from the tissue to emphasize the sneeze. He wears a vest over a shirt and cargo pants. On his right, Nikki stands with a smug yet pleased expression, her eyes closed and hands clasped near her chest. Above Brandon, large text reads CHOO! To the right of Nikki, a text box reads: What a powerful sneeze you have! It is aptly captured in this delicate napkin of forgotten love…now merely a disposable tissue drenched in lost and shattered dreams! In Panel 2, Brandon looks forward with wide excited eyes and an open mouth while several short radiating lines around his head emphasize surprise and delight. He holds up the crumpled damp tissue, which still shows three dripping teardrop shapes. To the right, a text box labeled BRANDON: reads: Hark! Do mine eyes deceive me?! I would recognize OUR napkin in even the darkest of murky depths! My joy and passion overwhelm me! BACK.

Description 4: The comic panel, continuing from the previous two panels, shows Brandon and Nikki sharing a heartfelt romantic moment. Brandon stands on the left with short slightly messy hair, blush lines on his cheeks, and a striped shirt under a vest with cross-hatch patterns. Nikki stands on the right with her hair tied in a high ponytail decorated with small flowers, wearing a choker, a short-sleeved top with ruffled sleeves, and a belt with a cross-hatch pattern. They both hold the tissue Brandon sneeze into, shown by four teardrop shapes below her hand. Both characters look at each other while small hearts float above them. Brandon’s speech bubble reads: Is it really you? My beloved, NIKKI! Finally, I have found my TRUE LOVE! Will you MARRY ME?! Nikki’s dialogue box reads: Brandon, I have waited for this moment forever! Well, since middle school, anyway! My answer is YES! A million times, YES!! BACK.

Description 5: The comic panel, continuing from the previous panel, shows Nikki, standing slightly turned toward Brandon while smiling with an open mouth and wide eyes. She holds a crumpled soiled tissue above a small woven wastebasket. Brandon on the left stands slightly behind her, smiling gently while looking at her and holding her free hand. Nikki's speech bubble reads: Gee, Brandon, I think we need to take things a bit slower. First, let us get rid of the snotty napkin… EWW!! Second, how about pizza and a movie…? BACK.




This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and events are the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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