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 Sweet little Lupa
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May 8

I have never let my schooling interfere with my education.

—Mark Twain

 

NEW JOURNAL! Bought it today as a treat for myself. Am in need of some quiet journal-style downtime. Have been under much stress. Here are some reasons why:
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	Waaaaaaaay too much schoolwork. Granted, since I am homeschooling myself this year, I have only myself to blame.

	Must also factor in a great deal of kicking. Kicking myself, that is, for said insane course load.

	Raven is in dire need of a tune-up, which I don’t have time to give her.

	So she’s glitching out all over the place. Uncontrolled blinking, unexplained smiling, unwelcome bursts of laughter…and the other day I walked in on her using my phone! Had to remind her that phones are for humans, not golems.

	Lack of liquid black rock = far less weird science in my life than I’d like.

	The persistent haunting feeling that, by now, I really should know how to summon said liquid black rock is not helping the general mood, either.

	Half-completed Barely begun lab projects are piling up and adding to the general chaos of my room.

	And instead of snuggling peacefully, bringing me snack treats, or completing assignments for me, my cats are only adding to the craziness.

	For example: Miles woke me in the middle of the day by barfing in my ear. I mean literally IN MY EAR. Ewwwwwwwwwww.

	Sabbath chewed Mom’s fave pair of combat boots to gooey shreds. Had to bury them in the yard before she found out.

	Mystery has developed some type of feline obsessive-compulsive disorder and will only eat her kibble if I hand-feed it to her 13 pieces at a time.

	NeeChee has come down with some variety of mange, or possibly scabies. He’s scratching like crazy and leaving fur all over the place.

	SOMEONE is thinking outside the box. Cat box, that is.
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At least the end of the school year is only a week away. Hallelujah and all that. Have really enjoyed homeschooling myself, but constant self-discipline has been more of a pain in the cheeks than I expected. Am soooooooo ready for the summer and some irresponsible mischief-style use of my time for a change! Now, if only Mom would let up on her family-togetherness-style summer planning, I might actually have some fun. She is making a huge deal out of me finishing my first actual year of school and has been coming up with celebration plans. Unfortunately, her latest celebration idea is for us to take a long cruise to someplace sunny. WITHOUT my cats. WITHOUT my golem. Does she know me AT ALL??? Needless to say, I would gnaw off a limb to avoid this kind of “celebration.” I know she’s just trying to plan something fun, but she hasn’t really considered that her idea of fun and mine are not super compatible. We will both be happier if we take separate vacations like we do every year!!! Am thinking of sending her off on this cruise by herself while I stay behind and “take care of” the house. Or if she prefers to stay home, I’m cool with being the one to leave town. As long as my summer is A) unsupervised, B) unstructured, and C) mischief-packed, I’m good.
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Of course, it goes without saying that I would also REALLY like my summer to include the summoning of black rock. If I’ve learned one thing from Great-Aunt Millie in all those sessions of Strange Family 101, it’s that, well, the general non-Strange population is helpless against a Strange girl who’s been fully trained in Mischief and Mayhem by her Dead Dark Auntie.

But if I’ve learned a SECOND thing from Great-Aunt Millie, it’s that some of my coolest ancestors had a flow of liquid black rock under their control—black rock that was tied to some pretty awe-inspiring talents. Am really hoping that black rock (and an accompanying amazing talent) will be mine soon as well!

Have been trying super hard to summon my own supply for months, though, with no success. Since I have no idea HOW to summon it, my efforts so far have entailed some creative visualization, a dash of interpretive dance, a smattering of fake-magical words, and a lot of intense facial contortions.

Up to now, the only thing I’ve succeeded in summoning is a strong sense of foolishness.
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SIGH. I have been so flamdrabbling obsessed with the black rock lately, and where has that gotten me? Maybe a more Zen approach is what I need. Focus on the mischief, and the black rock will follow!

Yeah. Let’s hope it is that easy.

Will have to impress Mom with one last eXtreme burst of self-organization and self-education so that she is wowed into agreeing to leave the rest of the summer entirely up to me. Self-regulation and self-guidance are WAY more self-pleasing when done for self-serving purposes. Am patting self on back for this plan!!!!

Later

NeeChee has just come looking for snuggles. Poor guy, his coat is looking family-shamingly shabby. Will have to get him under the microscope and see exactly which parasitic species is giving him grief so I can whip up an antidote.

Am now feeling kind of sorry for my misbehaving cats. They probably just miss me. Have not been able to spend long, lazy hours with them because of my self-inflicted heavy workload. Well, the end is in sight, and soon I can make it up to them. Have informed them they are included in—they are ESSENTIAL to—my summer-mischief-style plans.


Later

Here is my plan for final projects that are sure to dazzle Mom into leaving me alone all summer:
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	Current Developments in Particle Physics: One-paragraph summary of my learnings—in words of one syllable. (MUCH harder than it sounds!!)

	How-To with Glue: Matchstick model of a caffeine molecule.

	Golem Programming: Get Raven to respond in complete, well-enunciated sentences. Am tired of “Iono.”

	Basics of Magic: Sleight-of-hand performance. No sleeves allowed!!!

	Great Poetry of the 13th Century: Original epic saga in the style of the time.

	Advanced Practicum in Krav Maga: Spar with Raven.

	Plant Identification 101: Demonstrate my knowledge of plant species with a thought experiment (thought invention?)—a heinous crossbreed that would be delightful but totally unethical to create for real.

	Complex Numbers: Performance of original music expressing a complex number of my choice.

	Skateboarding 223 (Deck Modifications): Exposition on concept, design, and development of my latest enhancement—heel-activated jet propulsion for super speedy getaways.

	Independent Filmmaking 101: Independent film on topic of my choice, independently filmed.

	Locksport 445: Demo of advanced key-bumping techniques.

	Fingerpainting: Family portrait with dead Great-Aunts.

	History of the Strange Family 101: An evening of quality time with my favorite ancestor (MOM)—OK, yes, this was a strategic decision. I’m going for the heartstrings here!
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Later

Have presented the above list to Mom. She was suitably impressed with all items except number 13. She says that as much as she’d like some quality time with me, this does not qualify as an accomplishment/it is far below my capabilities/I am clearly attempting to use emotional manipulation to get a good grade/I should not expect school credit for hanging out with my mother/blah blah blah. She is pushing for a research paper. I am pushing back equally hard, pointing out the backbreaking effort involved in items one through twelve, and the fact that I’d’ve done about 1/13th of this work if I’d gone to regular school. Mom countered that I’d’ve also been 13 times more bored and irritated with my life if I’d gone to regular school. SIGH. Will try to come up with a suitable compromise.
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Just another friendly mother-daughter battle over the merits and drawbacks of research papers.

Later

Visited Great-Aunt Millie in the attic to get her input on a good final assignment for Strange 101. She was too busy howling in the rafters to pay me any mind. Recent development, the howling. She started up one night after I complained that as poltergeists go, she was far too mild-mannered.

Anyway, it’s rarely a good plan to ask her anything during the witching hour. Will come back when hauntin’ time is over.


Later

Have subjected NeeChee to a thorough inspection under the microscope. Have not found any parasites. Have given him a good bathing and instructed him to take it easy on himself. Have also given Miles some stomach-soothing homeopathic remedies, reminded Sabbath that chewing is properly done on chew toys, and divided Mystery’s kibble into neat piles of exactly 13 pieces each. Am hoping this takes care of my cat-mothering duties for the night. I REALLY need to get some serious schoolwork done, and feline distractions are the last thing I need. Am realizing that while items four, six, and eleven on my list will be easy (are basically already done, in fact), the rest will take much work and preparation. Snarvblots!
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Much Later

OK. Have completed my caffeine molecule model. It took 4.6 hours. Am exhausted and the sun is almost up. Going to bed.


May 9

Be regular and orderly in your life, so that you may be violent and original in your work.

—Gustave Flaubert

 

Am finishing up an early dinner, since my final class of Strange Family 101 starts in ten minutes. Aunt Millie has requested that I bring Raven with me tonight. Odd. Maybe she wants some heavy furniture moved or lead pipes bent into fanciful shapes.
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Later

Have just had THEE most unusual session of Strange Family 101—and THAT’S saying a lot!

Am actually kinda stunned by the things I have seen and heard in the past hour…but will do my best to put it all down on paper as it happened.

Here goes:

OK, to start with—Great-Aunt Millie did NOT need Raven for her strength of muscle but for her weakness of mind. What I mean is, she needed my golem as an empty shell for ANOTHER one of my Dead Dark Great-Aunts to inhabit. (Clapjax…I just LOVE that I can write sentences like that about my family!!!) Yeah. So. For the past hour, Raven has not been Raven at all but Great-Aunt Emma!
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Strangest family gathering EVARRR.

After I was done being surprised to hear Aunt Emma’s voice coming out of my golem’s mouth, and once we’d all finished the obligatory small talk, our conversation turned to my favorite topic: my ancestral treasure and the legacy of the Dark Aunts—the mysterious, magical, majestic, liquid black rock.

If only I could have reported that Aunt Millie’s lessons in Dark Girl history hadn’t been in vain. That my visit to Aunt Emma’s home, and my experiences with HER black rock, had been of some use. That it wasn’t for nothing that I traveled two hundred years back in time to coach Aunt Lily to master black rock and to keep Uncle Boris away from it.

I couldn’t report any of that, of course.
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GREAT-AUNT EMMA:

	
Emily, let’s get to the heart of the matter here. Am I correct in surmising that you have not yet summoned the black rock?



	
ME:

	
[Hanging my head.] You’re correct. I really have tried, Aunt Emma. I chanted some poetry, and meditated in the vulture pose, and even went on a fairly embarrassing vision quest, which DID give me some great material for a dream sequence, if I ever make a coming-of-age movie that features a wisecracking tarantula wearing an Elvira wig…but no black rock yet.


	
GAE:

	
This is of great concern to me, and to all your other Dark Aunts.


	
ME:

	
So…do you know for sure that I SHOULD be able to summon it? I mean, not every Dark Girl got control of black rock, right?


	
GREAT-AUNT MILLIE:

	
Youuuuu arrre riiight, Emmillly…I nnnneverrr summmmonnnnned it mysssselllllf.


	
GAE:

	
True. But we have reason to believe that you should be able to.


	
ME:

	
[Excited.] Really? Why?


	
GAE:

	
Because you are no ordinary Dark Girl, Emily. You’re the THIRTEENTH Dark Girl.


	
ME:

	
Well, aside from being a cool number, what does that mean, exactly?


	
GAE:

	
Every thirteen generations, the black rock becomes unstable. Up for grabs, as you young people say. If a Dark Girl does not succeed in harnessing its power for herself, control of it may shift.


	
ME:

	
Shift…to whom?


	
GAE:

	
To a Shady Uncle! And if that should happen, black rock will belong to THAT side of the family for the next thirteen generations.


	
ME:

	
But I don’t even have an uncle. Who…oh, wait a minute. Was Aunt Lily’s Uncle Boris a Shady Uncle?


	
GAM:

	
Heeeeeee was innnndeeeeed!


	
ME:

	
So I guess some of Boris’ descendants are Shady Uncles too. What about that annoying jerkwad I’m always having to cleverly hornswaggle? Y’know, Attikol? Is he one of them?


	
GAM:

	
Moooore thannn likelllllly.


	
ME:

	
Then help me out here, Dark Aunties…HOW do I summon it before he does?



	
GAE:

	
[Frustrated.] I don’t know. What works for one Dark Girl will not work for another, we know that much.


	
ME:

	
What else do we know?


	
GAE:

	
Unfortunately, that is the extent of our knowledge, though Aunt Millie and I have long suspected—or hoped, if you will—that our eldest aunts may have left some sort of instructions for the thirteenth Dark Girl.


	
ME:

	
Can we ask them?


	
GAE:

	
I’ve tried, my dear! But they have gone on into the great darkness, as we too will someday. How often have I called out to them! But all in vain, for there is never any response.


	
ME:

	
So they’re, like, gone forever?


	
GAM:

	
Nnnnot necessssssarily. They returrrrrned to welllllcome meeeee, and Lilllllly, and Emmmmmmmma to our full powerrrrrrrs.


	
GAE:

	
And they will likely do the same for you, Emily…


	
ME:

	
[Sighing.] Yeah. WHEN and IF I summon the black rock. I really hate to be letting you down like this. If it helps any, as far as Attikol’s concerned, you can chill on that front. He may be my archenemy, but the guy is not bright!


	
GAE:

	
He need not be bright, Emily, as long as he is SHADY. Remember, if he ever once summons the black rock, your chance at it will be lost forever!


	
GAM:

	
Annnnd it willll be lossst to the next thirrrrrteeen Darrrrk Girrrrlsss as welllllll!
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Crazy stuff, huh? Anyway, we had to wrap up around that point because Great-Aunt Emma was feeling the strain of manifesting her spirit in Raven’s body. Before she disappeared, she promised to do her best to keep searching for any kind of information that might help me summon black rock. Am not holding my breath, though. I mean, no one gave her or Aunt Lily step-by-step instructions. They summoned it because THEY found their special way to summon it. Now that my last class of Family Strange is over, it’s really up to me to figure out what that might be for me!

All the same, I can understand why my Dead Dark Aunts are sorta peering nervously over my shoulder. I mean, I want my black rock more than anything in the world. And as a close second, I REALLY want to find out what my unique, black-rock-driven talent might be. Aunt Emma built with it, Aunt Amelia painted with it, Aunt Lily used it to heal…What am I gonna do with it? Channel it through a guitar into virtuospastic aural thrashings? Weave an epic macramé Earth-cozy that will block out the sun forever? Surf tsunamis of it to the moon?

When I think of what could happen instead, it gives me the super-creepy-horrors. Lose black rock? To lame old Attikol? For the next 13 generations? It just CAN’T happen that way!

Not sure what I can do about it, aside from trying again (and again, and again, and again…) to summon the stuff.

Later

Since frantic summoning has produced no results, am actually trying the Zen approach. Am working on my final projects instead. Maybe occupying my conscious mind with arduous schoolwork will free up some hidden summoning powers!

Have assigned Raven to constant cat supervision. Of course, that only works so well, since there are four misbehaving felines and just one of her. And she is unfortunately prone to waywardness herself, though due more to lack of mind than mischief. Let’s also not forget that each cat is approximately 333% more intelligent than Raven. Well, she can at least keep them out of earshot, so I can get some work done! Have exiled them all from the house until daybreak.
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The Posse and their babysitter!


Later

Dude. I should exile the cats and Raven from the house more often!!! Have been peacefully working on item number eight on my list. I came up with the coolest melody expressing the imaginary component of my complex number. Am getting so much accomplished, I may be able to knock out number five as well. I just had the most amazing idea for my epic saga! It’ll open with a

—Some kind of commotion downstairs, more later—

Later

Oh gazcakes. Raven has just been escorted home by the police. Apparently she followed the cats out to the construction site of the new shopping mall, where guards apprehended her for trespassing and not wearing a hard hat. Disconcerted by her blank stare and lack of conversational skills, they called in the police. Luckily I had the foresight to stitch our address across the front of her shirt in bright red yarn. Thus, Mom was woken out of a deep sleep and forced to have a discussion with a certain Officer Pleasance regarding Raven and her special needs, especially her special need for full-time supervision. Their conversation was far too long for me to capture entirely, but it went a little something like this:
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OFFICER PLEASANCE:

	
But ma’am, what I am trying to determine here is, is she or isn’t she normal?



	
MOM:

	
[Yawning ferociously.] Define “normal.”


	
OP:

	
Um, able to answer questions in complete sentences?


	
M:

	
Oh, c’mon. Izz four a.m.! Who can do THAT?





 

Sheezzles! And the worst part is that OF COURSE Mom is holding ME responsible for Raven’s misbehavior—just because I made her!—and has asked me to keep her indoors. Actually, that’s NOT the worst part. The worst part is that I can’t remember my epic-saga inspiration. Am halting efforts to complete the List for now. Am feeling too stressed and put-upon to do quality work. Instead I am headed to the basement for a soul-soothing session in my sensory-deprivation chamber.

Later

Sensory-deprivation session was just the thing to get me going again. Have now completed items number one and number seven. Am regretting my compulsion to do all things in groups of 13. Would be through the list MUCH faster if I favored the number two.

Later

Am working hard on number ten and feeling really aggravated by how difficult it is to shoot a decent movie by myself. It’s just not right: Writers can write alone, painters can paint alone, but there are some pretty severe limitations to what a filmmaker can accomplish if she’s determined to truly be independent…i.e., not to involve any other humans. I mean, cats are great company on the set, but they’re very poor cinematographers, they hate wearing costumes, and they absolutely refuse to learn their lines.
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Of course, a major part of my problem here is the KIND of film I want to make. Left entirely to my own resources, I guess I could shoot a decent movie of, say, my feline Posse up to their usual hijinks. Or Raven sitting around with her mouth open. Or Great-Aunt Millie busy a-hauntin’. But that’s not what I see when I close my eyes. I see continents sinking below the waves; I see mitochondria prank-calling galaxies; I see giant purple vampire lobsters battling zombie prom queens…you know, COOL stuff.

 

SIGH!

Sun is coming up. Will revisit the List tomorrow!


May 10

Emily is the mother of invention.

—Ancient Latin aphorism (paraphrased)

 

Am not working on the List. Am in need of more soul-soothing. Have decided that tinkering around in my lab with various inventions-in-progress will help me feel less aggravated and more productive; therefore, in a roundabout way, letting me get MORE work done on the List.
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Thus I am hard at work on my latest creation: the TranscriptoSpy!

This is a lovely little labor-saving device that records and prints conversations for me so all I have to do is tear off the transcripts and paste them in my diary. Writing them out by hand is so tiresome, and I end up taking too many shortcuts. Not good! I mean…just think where we’d be today without good transcription. We’d probably think the most important speeches of history went “a little something like this”:

 







	
ABRAHAM LINCOLN:

	
Four score and seven years ago…civil war…fitting and proper…died in vain…Yeah.


	
MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR.:

	
I am happy to join with you today…I have a dream…curvaceous peaks of California…Yeah.





 

Clearly this is unacceptable. I need to record the facts, the nuances, the little details of what people say, if only so I can hold it against them later!
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TranscriptoSpy and remote printer!

Later

Have completed the TranscriptoSpy! Or, to be accurate, 13 of them. Have installed them in useful locations all over the house, including one soldered onto Raven’s neck and one hot-glued onto this very diary. Not only am I never handwriting a conversation again—I will have perfectly accurate transcripts of conversations that I’m not even present for. YeHeHesssssss!

 

Here is the first conversation to come through on the feed:




Mom

Ravin’, eye thought eye tolled ewe two dew the laundry!

Raven

Uhhhhhhhhhhhh…

M.

And wear is my sell phone?

R.

Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh…

M.

Owe my goodness. If ewe can’t manage too answer me, wood ewe please, at least, clothes yore mouth? Yore creeping me out!




AHHAHHAHHHHA.

Am recalibrating.
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Later

Calibrations




















	2013

	Requiem for a Nightmare

	There Will Be Even More Blood

	Lies About Cats and Dogs

	Girls in Black

	You Only Live Nine Times

	Where the Wild Things Bleed

	Eternal Midnight of the Creatively Cluttered Mind

	No Country for Old Cats

	The 13th Sense

	Dances with Zombies

	Three Men and a Zombie

	How to Train Your ZombieAlienNinjaYetiSpider Vampire-MonkeyDragon


































































































































	13 identical black dresses

	Complete set of tools for golem maintenance just in case Raven has a breakdown

	Box o’ Costumes for myself and Raven (for purposes of General Mischief)

	Miscellaneous skeleton keys, bump keys, lock picks, tension tools, and other escape-oriented trinkets, in case of unexpected incarceration

	Skateboard, plus spare wheels/decks/trucks/bearings/grip tape for any necessary tune-ups

	Handy spyin’ periscope…never leave home without it

	Inflatable kiddie pool, in case I need to take a long soak in black rock

	Portable lab…for mad inventing on the go!

	Snake food (you just never know)

	Mom’s collection of antique punk rock mix tapes from the 1980s, and tape player

	Many TranscriptoSpies for use in miscellaneous surveillance and prankery

	Many, many containers of various sizes for black rock storage

	And of course the magnificent ThoughtCorder! Aside from being essential to my final project, it should come in handy in case the oldest hotel in Seasidetown happens to be equipped with television. Wouldn’t want to waste time on THAT nonsense.




























	If you hear sizzling, fizzling, or crackling noises from my room: CALL ME IMMEDIATELY.

	If you hear loud whumping noises from my room: DO NOTHING—WHUMPER IS WORKING AS PROGRAMMED.

	If I’m not back as scheduled on May 26: DO NOTHING—WE ARE MOST LIKELY DETAINED AT GARAGE SALE OR THE LIKE.

	If I’m not back by June: MY LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT IS UNDER THE FLOORBOARDS IN THE ATTIC.

	If you get sick of filling out homeschooling paperwork: SIGN YOUR NAME ON EVERYTHING AND I’LL DO THE REST.

	If the Cryptozoological Society calls: TELL THEM THEY CAN KEEP THE SPECIMEN—I’VE GOT TWELVE OF MY OWN.

	If there’s nothing on TV: YOU MAY ENJOY GIRLS IN BLACK OR LIES ABOUT CATS AND DOGS, BUT THERE WILL BE EVEN MORE BLOOD IS GOING TO BE WAY TOO INTENSE FOR YOU.

	If there’s an earthquake: DUCK AND COVER.

	If the cockroach colony escapes: LET THEM GO. IF THEY RETURN, THEY ARE OURS FOREVER. IF THEY DON’T, IT WAS NEVER MEANT TO BE.

	If you get bored or lonely while we are gone: DO NOT—REPEAT—DO NOT ADOPT ANOTHER DAUGHTER. I WILL MAKE HER SUFFER.

	If Ricky calls you again: HANG UP ON THE JERK.

	If green bubbling liquid seeps out from under my door: CALL HAZARDOUS WASTE HOTLINE IMMEDIATELY.

	If you smell smoke coming from my room: SAVE YOURSELF—THE SUCKER’S GONNA BLOW.


































































 

































































































	Including Sweetie-Pie and Vivi, there’ve been eight Mayor Ebenezers in Seasidetown since the early 1800s.

	And today the family has a rock-solid reputation for social reform, philanthropy, intense devotion to Seasidetown, and all-around raging civic pride.

	For example, they were instrumental in the women’s suffrage movement, the civil rights movement, the prison reform movement, the Free Brunch for Children movement…you name it.

	They have harbored slaves, clothed the poor, planted trees, created jobs, and fought injustice in its many forms.

	And most of the parks and public buildings in Seasidetown were built by Ebenezers.

	All of which made me ask myself whether there was anything left for Mayor Vivi to accomplish.

	But upon reading further, I learned that she has promised to boost the town’s tourism industry. Hmm…I thought it looked plenty boosted already.

	She plans to start by attracting cruise ships to its harbor.

	And by allocating funds for the installation of commemorative plaques.

	And by giving big tax breaks to vendors of souvenirs. >Choke.< >Barf.<

	The article wrapped up with Vivi encouraging all of Seasidetown’s citizens to “Ask not what Seasidetown can do for you…ask what YOU can do for Seasidetown.”

	Apparently she feels this goes double (quadruple??) for her 13-year-old daughter, Dorothy (“Dottie”), whom Vivi firmly expects to follow in her footsteps with a brilliant political career.

	“I’m like any parent,” Vivi told the reporter. “I don’t care what path my daughter chooses, as long as it results in her name on a commemorative plaque someday.”









	SUMMON BLACK ROCK. The sooner the better!!!!!!!!

	Figure out what my exceptional black-rock-fueled talent could be.

	Do some serious, unadulterated, idle WALLOWING in black rock. Hey, I deserve it!

	Revisit Great-Aunt Lily’s house and see if it has been made into a historical monument or part of a theme park.

	And if someone HAS defaced my ancestor’s home, take suitable revenge.

	Check out the secret tunnels under Great-Aunt Lily’s house and see if any of my Dark Aunts made improvements in the past couple centuries.

	Carve my initials in a chair in the Dark Girls’ Boardroom in the tunnels under Great-Aunt Lily’s house.

	Communicate to Mayor Ebenezer my disgust with Seasidetown’s transformation into a Revolutionary Theme Park.

	Serious mischief-making.

	Possibly involving minor sabotage of certain theme-park elements of Seasidetown.

	Plant TranscriptoSpy devices all over town and monitor people’s ridiculous conversations from the comfort of my room.

	Talk owner of local restaurant into staying open all night. (Admittedly low chance of success on this one.)

	And of course…Ye Olde Documentarie Filme Projecte!!!

























































































	Dottie Ebenezer may have some variety of psychic ability.

	And has been reading Jakey’s mind…for Attikol…looking for information on ME. [Shudder!]

	But “as of this evening,” she can’t find anything.

	For reasons unknown…and mysterious, considering the large amount Jakey knows about me.

	Maybe he found a way to block her???

	Or…maybe she already got everything there was to get?????

	Which would explain how Attikol knew I was coming to Seasidetown.

	But I sure wish I knew exactly what information he wants from me!

	As well as exactly what he knows about “ancestral treasure”!!!!

	In any case, I am smathering lucky that Attikol does not know I’m already in Seasidetown!

	Although I’m flakkering UNlucky that Seasidetown’s entire police force will be looking for me.

	But at least I KNOW they’re looking for me.

	And…I packed costumes.







































































































































































	Names, history, characteristics, and fond memories concerning my cats.

	Anything to do with my family history, but most particularly the Dark Girls.

	Spycraft training with Venus Fang Fang—I busted my cheeks for that stuff!

	Esoteric knowledge of punk rock 45s from the 1970s and 1980s.

	Detailed memories of the something like 1,313 rock shows I’ve been to so far.

	Secret locations of all my heirlooms, keepsakes, memorabilia, thrift-store treasures, and other priceless belongings.

	Methods for disarming the various booby traps set up in and around my room.

	Passwords. Lots of passwords.

	All my hard-earned skateboarding, escapology, Krav Maga, 13th-century poetry, sleight of hand, particle physics, lockpicking, and fingerpainting knowledge and skills.

	Blueprints for the glorious Time-Out Machine.

	Blueprints for the marvelous DuplicatoDevice.

	Blueprints for the magnificent ThoughtCorder.

	Oh flamfarx—who am I kidding? It’s ALL precious! SHE GETS NOTHING!!!!!




















































































































































































































































































































	Attikol inherited his great-uncle Boris’ diary a while back.

	Turns out, though, this diary contained a reference to ANOTHER, earlier, diary…that of Great-Uncle Alaczar, which Attikol recently located…in the tunnels under Great-Aunt Lily’s house!!!!

	I was correct in surmising that Jakey has been under heavy guard for a while. Seems his obvious unhappiness made Attikol suspect him of wanting to run away. Otherwise, he’d have warned me at that point. He apologized again and again for not being able to!

	Anyway, Uncle Alaczar’s diary gave Attikol his first clear idea of black rock, which Alaczar described as “a great treassure that bringeth imagination to life, and wich hath been stollen from us by those accursed womyn.”

	Alaczar also recounted the legend that I heard from Aunt Emma: that the 13th Shady Uncle would have a chance to gain control of the black rock if he could summon it before the 13th Dark Girl did.

	Plus summoning instructions…subsequently ripped from Attikol’s mind.

	And some intriguing snippets about none other than Dottie’s ancestors: “These Bryte Girls, darke of skin and strong of talente, can be swayed by golde, but only until the pryde comes upon them.”

	Attikol ordered Jakey to search Seasidetown’s citizens’ minds for intel on black rock.

	Though Jakey did his best to pretend that “black rock” meant nothing to him, he is not the world’s most talented liar. Attikol never really believed that he wasn’t finding anything.

	So he was happy to pay an enterprising young thought puller to forcibly rip said intel out of his rebellious psychic’s mind.

	But Attikol was SUPER surprised at the sheer wealth of what Dottie did find: the whole history of the times I’ve outwitted him, and everything Jakey knew from me about black rock.

	Plus knowledge of some of my cool and potentially valuable inventions, which Attikol is determined to possess as well.

	Knowing now that Jakey would help me if he could, Attikol paid Dottie to rip the most sensitive information from both their minds.
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