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Self-portrait with Boxes, Cats, and Procrastination.


May 27


procrastination units, 13; new diaries started, 1; boxes packed, 0



Am starting a new diary as a way to put off packing all my stuff into boxes like Mom has been asking and asking and asking me to do for the past five days. Am not super happy about moving again. Was kind of enjoying the town of Blandindulle. Yes, it may be bland and dull, but I’ve finally made it my own. Had settled into a strict routine of late-night prowls around town with the cats, daredevil skateboarding, virtuo-spastic guitar sessions on the roof, crazed feral mural art, and a touch of harmless public prankery. Summer is practically here, the nights are balmy, and I am young, and I would much rather be up to unauthorized, outdoor-style mischief than sitting in my room packing boxes as instructed.


Later

Am back. Got interrupted by knock on bedroom door. Mom. Assured her I was packing. Am not packing. Am headed outside.
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Mom—beginning her moving-out meltdown!

Later

Am loitering in bushes outside Zenith’s Junk Shoppe and feeling terrible future-nostalgia for this place and its lovely, lovely Dumpsters, which have given me so many treasures over the past several months.

Am having trouble keeping Sabbath quiet. He has a crush on Zenith’s cat, Fiona, and wants the world to know. Oh—here comes Zenith now—

Later

Am now hunkered down behind someone’s garage. Zenith is torn up that we are moving. Not just because I was his best customer, but because he has a sad, unrequited crush on my golem. Had to advise him that Raven was unlikely to call him from our new town, and that he should really set his sights on a human woman instead.

We let Sabbath and Fiona enjoy some alone time while I took a last tour around the shop.

 



ME: Thanks for letting me do all my shopping in the middle of the night, man.

ZENITH: Yeah, well, what other time of day are ya gonna need a replacement control grid for a tube amp?

ME: Or a new electrostatic ion thruster for my favorite slingshot?

Z: Or a black-light painting of Marlene Dietrich?

 



Yeah, Zenith’s been good to me. Will have to think of a nice going-away present for him.
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Goodbye to Zenith and Fiona!


May 28


procrastination units, 23; boxes packed, 7; cats discombobulated, 4



The Packing Effort has begun, but slowly. No thanks to the cats. They know what it means when the cardboard boxes come out and are even less excited to be moving than I am. Am enduring a lot of passive-aggressive feline behavior right now. For example:


	Violent headbutts from Sabbath are making it tough for me to write in my journal. Legibly, anyway.

	Miles has shredded 17 cardboard boxes. Now I have to go scrounge through the supermarket Dumpsters for 17 more.

	Any boxes left open and empty (and not shredded by Miles) have been disgustingly defiled by NeeChee.

	Mystery has developed an uncanny talent for falling asleep on whatever it is I’m planning to pack next.

	When not doing any of the above, all four have been milling about the room yelling “Now! Now! Now!!!!” at me.

	Whatever it is that they want to happen “Now” is totally unclear.

	Bowls of kibble and water have been spilled all over the floor. I refuse to say what is happening with the cat box.

	Mom thinks I am not feeding the cats, since they are going to her and demanding handouts of snack treats.

	Rolls of packing tape have been chewed to sticky shreds. Have had to tie up my boxes with twine like they did in thee oldene dayes.

	Am not enjoying peaceful four-feline blanket while I sleep. No, the felines are spending our prime nightmare hours clawing my face and biting my scalp instead.

	Drastic increase in number of cat-puke puddles.

	Cat-puke puddles contain more of my hair than they really should.

	Unspeakable stench on 73% of my belongings.



Later

Am completely sick of my room, my stuff, and all those empty boxes, which do nothing but mock me. Have consulted the Magic 8 Ball for advice, and the answer was very clear:
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Have instructed Raven to pack up all the boxes. I really don’t expect much on that front. Nevertheless, am heading outside for blessed prankery and general neighborhood goodbyes.

Later

Cats and I are sprawled out on the steps of City Hall, pretending to be protesting something. We’d probably be attracting a lot of attention if it weren’t the middle of the night.

Am glad that Blandindulle’s population has an early bedtime. Am future-nostalgic for that aspect of this place. Am afraid we may end up in a town that prides itself on having a “thriving nightlife.” BLLLLLLEAARG*%HHH!!!!!

OK, am moving on to pranktime. Am planning a little revenge on Drew and Sherry—these ridiculous lowballs down the block who like to drive around town in the middle of the night with their car absolutely full of smoke, narrowly missing feline pedestrians. Will show them what fear tastes like!!!
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Later

Have just recovered from long fit of intense belly-busting laughter at Drew and Sherry’s expense. It was PERFECT!!! I’d made a special batch of invisible ink that only shows up when it’s exposed to smoke. Then I used it to paint sinister faces on their car windows. Then I followed them on my skateboard so I wouldn’t miss any of the action. As soon as the air inside the car got foul enough, POP, the spooky faces appeared on all the windows; and then AIEEEEE, Drew and Sherry freaked out, as expected; and then CRASH, they promptly banged into a phone pole. I called in an anonymous tip to the police and bailed.

Life is good here!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! I do not want to move.

Later—back in my disaster of a bedroom

Returned to find that Raven had packed all the empty boxes inside one another like Russian nesting dolls.

Man, Raven truly is the Amelia Bedelia of the golem world. Am irked at self for not giving better instructions.
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Later

Have started to catalog and dismantle all the science projects in progress in my room. Here are some of the more interesting ones:


	Prototype of English-to-Catlish translator.

	Method of connecting my Magic 8 Ball to electronic readerboards across the nation, so that everyone can get the benefits of its amazing advice.

	Partially completed sun-spigot, which I hope will allow me to keep plants alive in my sunproof bedroom.

	Tests of various waste products (cat hair, lint, eyelashes, dirty-dish scrapings, dead flies…) and their suitability as building materials when highly compressed.

	Jar of liquid black rock that I got from my ancestral home. Have been carefully pondering potential uses for it, as it is too precious to experiment with frivolously.

	Superior haircolor for Mom so she can quit the haircolor-related panics she goes into every three weeks or so when the pink isn’t pink enough or the blue isn’t blue enough.

	No-drip candlestick. It’s made of a special metal I created myself, which is so phenomenally dense, so incredibly heavy, that no matter how you try to tilt this candlestick, it always points straight down toward the center of the earth. Goodbye, unwanted wax drips! Unfortunately, I would need a crane to lift it, and if dropped it would probably fall straight through the floorboards and bury itself in substrata rock far beneath the earth’s surface. Small details to iron out.

	Theremin windchime.

	Improvement on the cat-cams I’m already using. It’s great to be able to review what the cats have seen and done each day, but I need cat-cams that also deliver painful shocks to anyone (besides me) who touches one of my Posse.

	Treadmill that the cats can use to generate electricity and start earning their keep around here. The treadmill works great; I just can’t figure out how to motivate cats to use it.

	Coding that will give Raven a little more initiative. I mean, I realize she is just a golem and can only do what she’s programmed for. And I appreciate how she follows my every command, I really do. The thing is, it takes FOREVER to give her all the commands she needs for even the simplest tasks. It’s one thing to get her to hold a cavity resonator steady for me while I spit-shine it; but ask her to tidy up the room, and it’s just blank stares and “Huhhhhhhh?” All I’m saying is, it would be nice to get a more holistic approach to the whole command thing, and I wouldn’t mind if she could maybe interpret hints and suggestions. You know, I’m only one person. I could use some help around here!!

	Laundry detergent that blackens even the whitest of clothing.

	Duplication device. Just THINK of the mischief I can get into when this little beauty is finally functional. Ah, someday!!!!! (rubbing hands together, cackling madly)
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The CATS’ plan for the treadmill.

Later

Have had a brainwave!!!!! Am going to donate all of my belongings to science and begin anew after the move. YESSSSSSS! ANEW!!!!!!!!!!! This solves the entire packing problem!!!!! Will call Science tomorrow and have them back a truck up to the house. Am feeling very brilliant.

Sun is rising; time for bed.

May 29


procrastination units, 123; boxes packed, 8; belongings donated to science, 0



Am not sure what I was thinking yesterday. Am donating NOTHING. It is ALL precious, and it ALL comes!
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Later

Only three days left before we leave, and I still haven’t come up with an idea for a Master Prank. It’s always been a matter of personal pride for me to pull off at least one jaw-dropping prank of great magnitude in every town I live in, one that the townspeople will talk about for years. Am sorry to say that Blandindulle pranking has been more about quantity than quality.

Sigh. Am heading out to look for inspiration. Will report back later.

3 minutes later

Was intercepted by Mom at the front door and have returned to my room to continue packing. Will need to use bedroom window to escape house next time.

Must…continue…packing…

Later

Am back from brief (Very Brief) trip outdoors. Was intercepted by Mom under my bedroom window. She has given me a thorough shaming. It was very cute!! She has not put the effort into a real down-home shaming in a long time. Am determined to make it worth her while and pack at least one box before the night is over.
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Later

Finished packing one box, then was filled with glorious sense of accomplishment, then rode that sense of accomplishment right out the basement window and into the beautiful night. Have spent a few hours tooling around town with the cats. Am now hiding out behind the hardware store watching Miles and NeeChee cooperatively stalk rodents. It is hilariously vicious, yet nonproductive, since I always intervene before things turn deadly. Best moments are when Sabbath unwittingly blows their cover, and then they cooperatively give him a beatdown. AHAHHAHAHHAHHAHAH!

Am going to miss this place. Have spent months learning where the good Dumpsters and rodent lairs are. And getting to know the neighbors’ shortcomings and vulnerabilities, so I can prank them more effectively. And handcrafting wondrous pathways through all their backyards.

Oh man, I am REEEEEEALLY going to miss my wondrous handcrafted pathways!!!!! Have documented the highlights for future inspiration:
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	Specially camouflaged ladder made of tree boughs that leads over my back fence into the Gehweilers’ yard.


	Tunnel leading from the Gehweilers’ yard, going completely under the Tolentinos’ yard (and their DOG), and exiting in the Hernandezes’ yard.

	Seemingly random pile of oak barrels forming a lovely staircase that leads out of the Hernandezes’ yard and into the Rogerses’ yard.

	Rope ladder behind the Rogerses’ garage that leads to the Brookses’ yard.

	Series of small footholds cut into the Brookses’ fence enabling E-Z access into the Pedersens’ yard.

	Strategic placement of dense shrubbery throughout the Pedersens’ yard that provides perfect cover for anyone wishing to slip unnoticed into the Fontaines’ yard.

	Fake rock hidden under the Fontaines’ deck that contains a key to their basement door.

	Pathway through the piles of antiques in the Fontaines’ basement leading to the front of the house, where only a sheet of plywood blocks the way outside.

	Baseball hidden in long grass in the Fontaines’ front yard, providing a handy excuse for anyone who might be caught exploring there.

	Elaborate mechanism, installed inside hollow tree in the Turners’ front yard and easily activated by dropping in a baseball, that opens the Turners’ back gate.

	Series of trellises and drainpipes that provide a quick way up over the Turners’ back fence and onto the Batines’ roof.

	Covert catapult (disguised as elaborate satellite dish) useful for launching oneself from the Batines’ roof onto the Bacas’ roof.

	Zipline leading from the Bacas’ roof back into my own yard.



Later

AMAZING. Was just walking past Drew and Sherry’s house and saw them come out, so I hid, then followed on my skateboard when they drove away. Would you believe it only took them five minutes to fill their car with smoke, AGAIN? And then the spooky faces popped out at them, AGAIN; and I heard them both scream, AGAIN; then they ran the car up on the sidewalk and banged into a stop sign.

Called the police and bailed.

Have laughed so hard, I pretty much did the equivalent of a million sit-ups.

Dude. Drew and Sherry are not bright.

May 30


procrastination units, 1,123; Master Pranks dreamed up, still 0; boxes packed, still 8; admonishment units, 18



Have not packed a single thing today. Managed for a while to give Mom the illusion that I was packing by zooming all over the house, collecting my treasured belongings from various hidey-holes under floorboards, behind false panels, and inside the walls. Then had to endure a mild Mom freakout when she discovered that my tally of packed boxes had not risen at all and that, ACTUALLY, I was busy drawing up blueprints of the brilliant trapdoors and booby traps I’d built in the house over the last several months.

She was not happy.
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MOM: I see what you’re doing, E. You’re trying to bamboozle me into believing you’re finally packing your stuff, when actually you’re just…drawing it.


ME: Well…it may not be packing per se, but it’s RELATED to packing.

M: E….….….….….….….….…. [deep breathing]



 

Managed to get her calmed down and out of my hair for the night so that I could finish up the blueprints. Am not too worried. She has freaked out like this before when we moved. I think it may be just one of those phases parents go through.

Later

Ohhhhh YESSSSSSS! Have come up with the ultimate Master Prank idea! Am going to finish my duplication device, then make a perfect duplicate of every person in Blandindulle!!! And possibly some of their pets!!!!!!! Then sit back and watch the mayhem!!!!!!!!!!!

BWWAAHAHHHAHHAHAHHAHAH!

Later

Step one of Master Prank idea is giving me some problems. Duplication device is going to be exceedingly complex to build, and I have already packed away my radiac abrasive lightning rod, capacitance-array silly straws, and multi-tined solder engine. Have built a prototype out of Popsicle sticks, but it fails to duplicate anything more solid than balled-up spiderwebs.


I guess I should feel encouraged that I managed to duplicate balled-up spiderwebs, but A) the duplicates seem more flimsy and colorless than they should be, and B) believe me, I already have more than enough spiderwebs in my life. Hate to admit defeat, but I may have to revisit this project after the move.

Later

Have been feeling very down about the move, the problematic duplicator, and the lack of magnificent Master Prank. Have spent the past few hours lying in my basement sensory deprivation chamber with Mystery sitting on my chest. I told her all my woes, and she purred at me until I felt better. Am reminding myself that new towns are fun, that I was at least able to duplicate balled-up spiderwebs, and that I inflicted many, many impressive pranks on the people of Blandindulle, so I may as well quit sulking and get on with my packing.

May 31


procrastination units, 17; boxes packed, 23; Blandindulle successes catalogued, 13



Am still kinda disappointed at having no amazing Master Prank for Blandindulle, but am reminding myself that, really, any common prankster worth her salt would drool over MY list of accomplishments. Hm, probably should not go into detail just in case this diary falls into the wrong hands. Oh glutkegs, I guess this diary’s pretty much GOT to include the incriminating stuff or I’ll have nothing to write about.

Later

Was interrupted by Mom just now. She threatened to withhold food until I am done packing. Just one of our little mother-daughter jokes. She knows I can easily synthesize all the foodstuffs I might need right here in my bedroom lab. Still, I can see she means business, so I assured her I would DEFINITELY get some quality packing accomplished tonight. Since it IS our last night here and all.

But first, back to the incriminating stuff, with a list of my top Blandindulle pranks. No particular order.
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	Made well-tailored clothing for all 9 public statues in town. Black dresses, to be exact. Dressed them all one moonless night. Great photos in newspaper the next day.

	Broadcast pirate TV show interrupting prime time for silent footage of bees.

	Infiltrated beverage packing plant and surreptitiously inserted 2,300 plastic mice into 2,300 bottles of beverage.

	Built telecom interrupter, misdirecting 665 phone calls to random numbers.

	Followed Blandindulle Police Cruiser #9 on its journeys one fateful evening. And all through the night, no matter where Officers Fadler and Skint went, they smelled burnt toast. AHAAHHAAHAHHAHHAHAA!

	Threw huge cat-only party in the cemetery. Townspeople not pleased about subsequent feline fecal desecration of the lawn. But we did it for the dead! (Note: We Did It for the Dead = brilliant name for a band!!!!)

	Chopped hole in my basement leading to town sewers, then slogged through said sewers into public buildings, then spied on elected officials in said buildings, then rearranged the office drawers of said officials.

	Arranged for Mom to win 50 bucks in a contest she never even entered.


	Threw my voice a lot: 7 fully developed characters. 47 townspeople hoodwinked. Good times.

	Got the local scientific community riled up by publishing analysis of my recent advances in singularity theory. Anonymously. While they hotly debated my identity, I short-sheeted their beds.

	Designed, handcrafted, marketed, and sold a popular line of scarves. Unbeknownst to the purchasers, I had knitted hilarious images into them, which only the color-blind could see.

	Built perfectly official-looking roadblocks to cut off traffic to streets where I decided cars were no longer welcome.

	Used nail scissors to carefully snip certain inflammatory images into certain neighbors’ front lawns.



[image: image]

Yeah, I’ve got a lot of fond memories of this town. And NO interest in packing.
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Later

Possessions that are very hard to pack:


	Bottles of my patented Revenge-in-a-Jar—you break one of these in a vehicle and you might as well drive it straight to the junkyard; the stuff is that stinky.

	Crash-test dummies—the old porcelain kind, anyway.

	Matchstick model of the bone church of Kutná Hora. (Note: Bone Church = amazing name for a band!!!!!!)

	88 live eels.

	The toys of 4 cats. They are everywhere, under everything, stuck to everything, contributing nothing to the Packing Effort, distracting cats, thereby distracting me from the Packing Effort.

	My lovely, lovely Oddisee and all its auxiliary devices.

	Great-Aunt Millie—she’s elusive like that.

	The 5-foot-by-7-foot section of wall I did my first public mural on.

	Pitchblende.

	My collection of minuscule rocks. These are rocks so tiny, any normal person would see them as colorless, indistinguishable, infinitesimal grains of sand. Grains of sand, chuh!!! These rocks, which have worn down from giants over the eons? These ones, formerly boulders of immeasurable girth, history, and footprint? How unique, masterful, and compelling each one is! Unfortunately, they’re also really easy to lose if you have to pack them.

	Collection of cat whiskers—because the temptation to hurl them into the rug like wee spears is too intense for me.

	The annexes, passageways, ramps, dumbwaiters, and substories I’ve constructed on this house since we moved in.

	Every…single…other…frabbing…thing.
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Luckily I have SOME help, although I can’t really take the time right now to program Raven for packing, and trying to direct her to help me has been going a little bit like this:

 


ME: OK, Raven, wrap this chandelier in tissue and put it in a box.


RAVEN: Uhhhh…K. [Walking toward my lab. Grabbing test tubes full of tissue samples. Fleshy, festering, DISEASED tissue samples.]

ME: [Envisioning my chandelier wrapped in diseased tissue samples. Yes, yes, very striking, but we have no time for avant-garde interior decorating right now.] No, Raven…ehhh, never mind.



 

SIGH. At least she’s got the strength of five men and can carry all my bulky items down to the moving van for me. Hooray for my superstrong golem!!! I am not lifting anything!!!!

Much Later

Have lifted approximately 923 bulky items. With all the moving we do, you’d think I would have less stuff.

June 1


sleep units, 0; boxes packed, 1 million; new towns selected, 1



Spent the entire night and most of today packing stuff, removing miscellaneous surveillance equipment from the house, eliminating traces of my presence here, and saying goodbye to favorite spots. In the panic of the last few moments, I called Zenith and told him that, as my going-away present to him, he could help himself to anything I couldn’t pack. He was over here within seven minutes with a moving van of his own. He seemed incredibly happy with whatever he managed to scrounge, though it looked like a lot of balled-up spiderwebs and broken guitar strings to me. (I think he was just as disappointed as I was that the incredibly heavy no-drip candlestick could not be lifted by any means and is staying right where it is, buried in the floorboards.)

So. Goodbye, Blandindulle.

Am now in cab of moving van with Mom and cats, headed out. Raven and Great-Aunt Millie are packed away in the back with our stuff. Mystery is curled up on my lap, asleep and purring. Man, nothing fazes her. Miles and NeeChee are obviously bothered by vehicle travel but way too cool to show it, so they are squatting on the floor, glaring at my feet. Sabbath had to be restrained and is busy trying to eat his way out of the cat carrier and/or deafen us with his yowling. Undignified!!

Later

Asked Mom where we were headed, and she handed me the map and said it was my turn to pick. Silifordville, here we come! Hey, it may not have the MOST hilarious name of any town I’ve lived in, but it’s only 56 miles away—that’s 610 miles closer than Boody, and I’m hungry. We can move to Boody next time!

Later

Have been crushed by sudden attack of anxiety over what the new town will be like. Part of me is raring to go get lost in a new place where everything is unknown and just waiting for me to discover and exploit it. And another part of me is huddled in the fetal position, rocking and weeping, afeard that they will have no junk shops for me there.
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—Oh flamjars, here’s our exit, will write later—

Later

Am sitting in the cab of the moving van outside the real-estate office, sending hopeful vibes in Mom’s direction. Am banking on her finding us a house with enough room for all my stuff. Attic, basement, preferably a subbasement or two, some outbuildings if possible, nice big yard ESSENTIAL, treehouse would be nice, detached laboratory not too much to hope for…

Here comes Mom! Fingers crossed!

MUCH Later

Have lifted all those bulky items AGAIN. GAHHHHHH!!!

At least our new house is decent—three stories, attic and basement, big yard with giant trees. No detached lab, but I’ll make do. Cats have been released and are busy marking territory. Have left Great-Aunt Millie’s traveling jar open in the doorway to the attic so that she can take her time getting used to the new haunting grounds. Have claimed third floor for myself. Second floor will be for whatever family antiques I don’t decide to use in my room. Mom’s bedroom will be on the first floor. She knows by now it’s smart to keep at least one whole floor between her bedroom and my experiments.

Have also had first conversation with new neighbor.

 


NEIGHBOR LADY: It’s just so nice to see someone finally moving into the old Carrico place!

ME: [Ears pricking up.] Oh yeah? Has it been empty for decades or something? Is it haunted? Cursed? Built over an Indian graveyard?

NL: [Taken aback.] Uh, no, dear, nothing like that. It just…needed a new paint job, probably.

ME: [Losing interest. Silently removing myself from conversation.]

MOM: Well, that’s good to hear. We certainly don’t need any more poltergeists in our lives.

NL: Oh my! Isn’t that cute? What…Oh…AIEEEEEEEE!

M: EMILY! GET YOUR ROBOT WEASEL BACK IN THE HOUSE RIGHT AWAY! Sorry about that, ma’am, very sorry, just an old science experiment of my daughter’s, absolutely nothing to worry about, of course I’ll be happy to pay any doctor’s bills, and why don’t we just step across the street for a few moments…?
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Welcome to the neighborhood!

Later

New task of unpacking all these boxes awaits me. It’s OK, I like the unpacking half of the equation more than the packing. Will always find a couple of boxes that haven’t been opened in years. No end to the treasures.

Later

Top 13 things I’ve unpacked that I kind of forgot I had:


	Four cat leashes—AHAHHAHHAHAHHAHHA!…As if.

	Spider cemetery full of precious dried-up 8-legged little carcasses that I made for a school project when I was, like, 6.

	All-purpose emergency kit consisting of paper clip, detonator, can of spray paint, black licorice ration, cat treat ration, tube sock, and stick of gum.

	Unfinished manuscript titled Cats of the World, in which I describe all the cats in the world. No, not every BREED of cat. Every INDIVIDUAL cat.

	The perpetual-motion machine, dark-energy generator, and cold-fusion cell that the military-industrial complex is paying me to forget I invented.

	Photo of me with the antigravity machine I made for a school science fair. I’m wearing a red ribbon that says “Most Unusual Project.” Chaaaaa!

	Hilarious statuettes of past teachers of mine, made from spitballs and gum.

	Unmailed fan letters to Dr. Frankenstein, Madeline Usher, Dorian Gray, Audrina Adare, Emily St. Aubert, and Volkert the Necromancer.

	Customized chess set featuring hand-carved miniatures of the last 18 Junior National Slingshot Champions. The ones before me, that is.

	Full 66-volume set of the Encyclopedia Transylvania.

	Souvenir hunk of shrapnel from ill-fated (but well-meaning) 4th of July celebration that involved a septic tank and some heavy explosives.

	Shriveled monkey’s paw, oozing raw evil, that I am much too smart to use.

	Antique birdcage large enough for an ostrich or an adult-sized golem.
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Later

Just woke up from long nap. Had crashed out on floorboards, totally exhausted. Will get back into my normal nocturnal schedule as soon as my room is knocked into shape.

About five minutes later

Am not knocking room into shape tonight. Am pooped. Have not been having my usual excellent nightmares. Happens every time we move. Mystery is pawing at me to say that it is snuggle time. Must get some sleep.

June 2


boxes unpacked, 1 million; rooms knocked into shape, 1; golems programmed to respond to hints and suggestions, 1



Spent a couple of hours working on Raven’s programming so she can be more useful to me in the Unpacking Effort. Not easy, but well worthwhile, because my room is now completely light-proofed, furnished, and decorated, and in just one night!!! In thee bad olde dayes, it would have taken roughly 123 separate commands to get Raven to unpack a box and put away the contents. But tonight all I had to say was, “Raven, let’s knock this room into shape!”

And we did.

Best touch so far is the huge antique birdcage, which I set up in one corner of the room. Then suggested to Raven that she would look really cool inside it. She got right in and sat on the perch. True, you have to know she has the brain of a raven to really get the joke, but still, the overall effect is EXCELLENT!!!!! Am very pleased.
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Later

I may need to rethink keeping Raven in the birdcage. It’s kind of highlighting her presence, and I prefer that she stay a little more under the radar. Back in Blandindulle, she’d mostly hang around the room, assisting with experiments or just sort of blending into the background. But here, in the cage, she’s pretty much the first thing you notice. Um, by “you,” I mean Mom, since she is the only human besides me who enters my room. She was up here just a few minutes ago to check out the décor but got completely distracted by Raven.

 


MOM: [To Raven.] Do you WANT to sit on that perch?

RAVEN: Uhhhhhh…yeah?

ME: It’s performance art, Patti.

M: [Not really buying that.] E, tell me again about this person?

ME: Remember, I showed you her circuits? She’s a raven. Robot. Android. Golem.…. It’s fine.

M: I’d like to be supportive, but she gives me the creeps.



 

Then I was all proud and gave Raven a seedcake treat for being creepy. Have also gotten her out of the cage, just to please Mom.
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Later

Consulted with Great-Aunt Millie on her attic. She has requested an all-white theme. Entire room will need several coats of paint. SIGH. If there’s one thing I really don’t get along with, it’s white paint. Will be picking it out of my hair, fingernails, and clothing for a week. Should get Raven on this task. Should really get duplication device working and make some copies of Raven for faster attic-painting.

Later

Have been avoiding going to the store for white paint. Instead, spent a very fun hour frisking about the house with the cats. They have recovered from the indignity of the move and are thrilled with all the new smells, hidey-holes, unpacked treasures, and empty boxes. Personal territory has





























































































































































































































































	She and I have both taken to calling each other “OtherMe,” said quickly, so as to sound a little like “Emily.” My First Nickname!!! (That I’ve liked. Much better than



	a. Halloween Girl

	b. Darkness

	c. Wednesday

	d. Doomsday

	e. Lilith Spookypants

	f. Deathily

	g. Vampira

	h. Freak

	i. Loner

	j. Riot Nrrrd

	k. Gothilocks

	l. Goth Moth

	m. Gothy McGothGoth.)



	2. Can communicate essential ideas with a minimum of actual speaking.

	3. Unlike conversations with other people, I don’t actually mind speaking to OtherMe. Have already said more to her in our first few hours together than I’ve said to most people. Ever.

	4. Work on science projects ought to go twice as quickly.

	5. New possibilities in advanced prankery opening up.

	6. Can finally, at last, TRULY be in two places at once. Lifelong dream come true!!!!

	7. Perfect built-in alibi for future mischief.

	8. Cats will now have all the human real estate they need for cozy nighttime snuggling and can knock off fighting over my warm spots.

	9. Am enjoying strange and blessedly false sense of being “normal” because I’m “socializing.”

	10. Am enjoying seeing myself as if through someone else’s eyes. Am pleased to say I am pretty much exactly as I should be.

	11. Am looking forward to 50% fewer days spent in school.

	12. Can now commence setting high scores on all my video games in cooperative mode.

	13. Finally have a reason to avoid getting any hideous, scarring wounds to the face. Will start wearing protection when I work with hot splattering chemicals!



















	Do we have the same thoughts? (Pretty much.)


	Can we communicate telepathically? (Would like to say yes. Truth is…not so much.)

	Can we make AnotherMe? (Experiment pending; duplicator temporarily out of commission.)

	What happens if one of us gets hurt—does the other one feel it? (After several fun and painful experiments, the answer seems to be no.)

	What happens if one of us dies? (Experiment pending, ahhhahhaah.)

	Will we look the same in a year? 13 years? 100?

	If we go to school on alternate days, will we learn different stuff and grow into different people?

	Do we want to grow into different people or stay the same?

	What kind of different people would we want to grow into? (MANY very fascinating and creative answers!)

	Assuming Mom eventually accepts us the way we are, will she like one of us more than the other?

	What about the cats?

	Where ARE the cats and why haven’t they been upstairs all night?

	Where do we go from here????????? (Rubbing hands together, much planning.)




























































































	Raven was born in Eastern Europe and orphaned at an early age.

	A very secret government organization adopted her, with the plan to turn her into some kind of superspy.

	She was then subjected to years of hard training, hypnosis, experimental drugs, and radiation. (Go OtherMe!!!!!)

	Her gentle spirit was completely broken by this rough treatment, and she failed to perform well on the spy SAT, or whatever they call it.


	The secret government organization then smuggled her to this country and dropped her off at a rock festival, where they thought she would blend right in.

	After being used as a sketchbook for the day by several tattoo artists, Raven wandered out to the parking lot and used her superspy lock-picking skills to break into Mom’s car, where she fell asleep in the backseat.

	Mom didn’t even notice Raven in the car until they got home.

	Having heard Raven’s sad story, Mom decided to let her stay.

	After a year of our warm, loving, supportive family environment, Raven has begun to heal. (AHHAHHAHHAHAHAHAHAAAAHHHH!)

	What she needs now is a more science-oriented setting where her special needs can be addressed and her special talents harnessed.

	Specifically, she has to be instructed to do everything. Otherwise, she is liable to sit around all day, not blinking or breathing, and giving everyone the creeps. (No lie.)

	Also, she is not to be messed with, as she has the strength of 5 men. (Also not a lie.)

	Also, she can talk to birds. (100% true.)



























































































































































	Large statues of anatomically correct naked folk.

	A bench with a commemorative plaque reading: “IN LOVING MEMORY OF RITARDO N. O’BRANE, FOUNDER OF SILIFORDVILLE.”

	Several achingly beautiful, pristinely white, longing-for-the-spray-can walls.

	An outdoor exhibit of log cabins.

	Playground populated by huge, colorful, plastic, easily unbolted barnyard animals.

	A rooftop garden.

	Indoor bird and rodent life.

	Janitorial staff mostly under 20 years old and easily distracted from work responsibilities.

	A supply closet and toolshed with locks a 2-month-old could crack.

	Transom window leading to the storage room where they keep the uniforms. Uniforms!!!!

	Large, antique, dusty, unused heating ducts that lead into every room.

	A perfectly round library with a retracting roof.

	An empty Olympic-sized swimming pool.

































































































































	Let us out! (constantly, by all of them)

	Now! Now! Now! (constantly, by all of them)

	Where is my catnip? (several times, by Miles)

	Why are there two of you? (many times, by all)

	I dislike there being two of you. (mostly Mystery)

	I will punish you for this. (Mystery)

	Mystery has defiled the closet. (Sabbath—that tattletale)

	Let us do as Mystery has done. (Sabbath, NeeChee, and Miles)


	What is that shiny thing on the other side of the room? (Sabbath)

	Don’t touch me. (every time I tried to pet one of them)

	Put me down. (every time one was picked up)

	You will pay for this in your own blood. (see above)

	&*%^$&#$%&$ (frequently—man, who knew cats had such filthy mouths?)



























































































































	Excellent! AnnoyingMe has disappeared! Can we go home now?

	Craphounds! AnnoyingMe has disappeared! I need her for our prank!

	AnnoyingMe is clearly getting back at me for that argument we had last night.

	If AnnoyingMe ends up needing some kind of organ or limb transplant, there is no way I’m volunteering.

	If AnnoyingMe turns up dead, I am gonna request that her organs and limbs be frozen in case I need them in the future.

	If helicopters have to be called in for the search, can I ride in one?

	If Patti has to pay for the helicopters, is it going to be taken out of my allowance?

	I wonder what Raven’s doing right now.

	I wonder if I crossed a banana tree with a toadflax, would its fruit still be tasty?

	Is AnnoyingMe frightened, or is she enjoying herself?

	Does she need a sandwich as badly as I do?

	Would it be unforgivably after-school-special if I felt the tiniest bit concerned about her? What about if I didn’t?

	How am I going to punish her for this?




































































































































	OtherMe and I are DIFFERENT.

	She has lied to me, broken promises to Mom, considered letting me die of spider bite, pummeled me, warped our inspiring Manifesto into something that has psychically damaged hundreds of people, and, oh yeah, threatened to preemptively destroy me.

	I don’t know why I didn’t really think of this before now, but OBVIOUSLY, one of us must be the original Emily, and the other one must be a copy.

	I feel like I’m the original. Though I assume OtherMe probably feels the same. Based on the fact that she is considering getting rid of me.

	There must be a way to tell the original from the copy.

	Unfortunately, I don’t know what that might be. Neither one of us looks blurry around the edges. Though that IS how I feel right now, thanks to pain meds.

	Am very vulnerable right now. Mom signed my cast and I slept right through it. Stupid medication!!! Will try self-hypnosis for the pain instead. Cannot afford to let my guard down at a time like this.

	I realize this is whiny, but I need to whine a little about how wrong it is that the cats have abandoned me NOW, of all times. Before OtherMe was on the scene, if I even had so much as a painful hangnail, all four cats would be crawling on me, purring and giving cat sympathy.

	Am noticing unusually high whininess factor. Is this a sign that I am the fake one?

	Mother of Pearl! Have just realized that my recent lack of cat attention is clearly a result of the duplication. What am I, slow? At least they are avoiding OtherMe as well and not just reacting to me being the fake one.

	I had better not be the fake one!!!!!!!!!!!! Am suffering serious identity crisis here!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

	Just had another one of my lame crying fits. Man, I NEVER used to break down like this before the duplication. Maybe this is more evidence that I am the fake one.

	If OtherMe EvilMe IS the real one, then I am going to have to revise my general opinion of Emily Strange.















































	I used this disease as a clever excuse to get out of attending the first through third grades.

	I successfully faked this supernatural skill for an audience of skeptics when I was 9.

	My patent on this creative use of ordinary dirt has pretty much paid the rent for the past 3 years.

	I found the abandoned kitten we now know as Miles under a Dumpster in this humorously named small town.

	This officer of the law was the first (and last) to succeed in handcuffing me—if only for a moment.


	A sugar-cube diorama of this famous natural disaster landed me in psychiatric evaluation for a year.

	I used a spirited game of Calamity Poker and an artificial sandstorm to cleverly distract this would-be Romeo from going on a date with Raven.

	Over the years, a shrine I constructed to this Surrealist painter has caused the faintings of 3 housekeepers, 7 neighbors, and 1 social worker.

	Mystery joined our household when Patti rescued her from this potentially deadly scenario.

	I used my Magic 8 Ball to successfully advise this leader of state through a minor national crisis.

	Before I rescued him from a recently deceased cat lady’s pestilential home, Sabbath was named after this iconic science-fiction villain.

	NeeChee’s striped tail is the result of an unfortunate run-in with these 4 common household chemicals.

	The month I spent at a summer camp run by this celebrity was cut short by an unfortunate incident involving a feather boa, a video camera, and 20 gallons of rubber cement.
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