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CHAPTER 1

HOW TO HAVE AN EPIC FIRST WEEK OF MIDDLE SCHOOL



       Prep

1.    Go to mall with Olivia and check out what seventh and eighth graders are wearing. Then shop!

2.    Start getting up at time you need to get up for school. No oversleeping. (Walking in late—yikes.)

3.    Practice on combination lock.

4.    Study map of school.

5.    Organize school supplies.

6.    Buy mints for locker.

       When School Starts

1.    Eat breakfast so stomach won’t grumble.

2.    Meet one person you didn’t go to elementary school with.

3.    Smile at people (but not like an insane clown girl).

4.    Write down assignments.

5.    Find out about clubs.

6.    Remind Oh to use a straw so she won’t spill!

7.    Relax!!!!!

“I’m not sure you get to check off number seven,” Olivia told her best friend.

“Why?” Bailey protested. Her fingers were itching to check off the last item on her Epic First Week list.

“How relaxed can you be if you have to have a list that tells you to be relaxed?” Olivia asked.

“Have you forgotten who you’re talking to?” Bailey exclaimed, her voice rising. “Lists make me more relaxed than anything.”

Olivia shook her head, setting her dark brown curls bouncing. “I just wanted to see how unrelaxed you’d get if you thought you’d have to leave something unchecked. You should have heard yourself squeak. It was like a mouse on helium.”

“You’re bad,” Bailey told her, trying not to laugh. “A bad, bad friend.” Bailey made an extrabig check next to number seven.

“Just trying to help you impulsify a little. You might miss something good if you’re always looking at a list,” Olivia told her.

Bailey and Olivia were so different. Oh didn’t like to plan. She didn’t even like basic rules, such as using words that were actually in the dictionary.

“I can impulsify!” Bailey looked around, trying to think of a way to prove it. “Look! I’m . . . I’m sing-ing in pub-lic.” She warbled the last few words, and didn’t care that a couple of people turned around and stared at her.

Olivia gave a laugh that turned into a snort. “I can’t believe you did that. I was horrifyingly close to spraying blueberry soda out of my nose.”

“It would have been your own fault,” Bailey teased. She took a sip of her raspberry drink. She and Olivia always went to Emmy’s for Italian sodas when they had something to celebrate, and completing their first week of middle school was definitely what Olivia would call whoop-whoop worthy.

As different as they were, the two of them had been friends since the second grade. Somehow Bailey’s love of planning and Olivia’s willingness to try anything were a perfect combination. No matter how much time they spent together, they always wanted to be together more.

Bailey could probably fill a whole notebook with all the ways Olivia was an awesome friend. Her birthday was coming up in about a month. Maybe Bailey would make that list as part of her present. Olivia couldn’t have a problem with a list like that!

“So next week at school, we should—” Bailey was interrupted by her cell clucking. She’d let Olivia set the ringtones. She checked it.

need you home. big news!

Bailey showed the text to Olivia. “I wonder what’s up,” Olivia said.

“Could be anything,” Bailey answered. “Remember that text that said I had to get home ASAP, and it was because the first rosebud of the year was opening on one of her bushes?”

“That was cool. I love your mom,” Olivia told her.

“Do you want to come with me?” Bailey asked. “Oh, wait. You can’t. You’ve got karate.” Olivia kept trying new sports to see if there was one where her klutziness wasn’t a problem. Last year she’d taken dance. Kind of a disaster.

Olivia jumped up so fast she almost tipped over her chair. “I’ve got karate! I forgot!”

Bailey checked the time on her phone. “You’re good. You have twenty-four minutes.”

“Text me and tell me what the big news is,” Olivia said as Bailey slid her notebook into her backpack.

“I will,” Bailey promised.

“I’m home!” Bailey called as she opened the front door. She loved living so close to downtown, the whole street and a half of it. She could walk from Main Street to home in less than ten minutes. “So what’s up?”

“Come sit with me in the kitchen,” her mother called back.

Bailey’s stomach clenched a little. Her mom sounded sort of upset. This didn’t seem like it was going to be happy news, like the first rose of the season. She hurried into the kitchen and sat down.

“Are you hungry?” her mom asked.

Her mother didn’t usually bother asking that. It’s not as if Bailey didn’t know where the hummus and veggies, her favorite after-school snack, were. Was she stalling? Bailey’s stomach got a little tighter.

Bailey shook her head. “I had a piece of lemon cake at Emmy’s.” When her mother didn’t say anything for a few seconds, Bailey added, “I got your text.”

“Right. Right.” Her mom straightened the napkins in the wooden holder. They were already perfectly straight.

Bailey was starting to wish she hadn’t had the cake and soda. It didn’t feel as if there was room for them in her stomach anymore. “Mom, please tell me what’s going on.”

Her mother must have heard the worry in Bailey’s voice, because she smiled, crinkles appearing at the corners of her green eyes, the same green as Bailey’s own. “It’s nothing bad. Well, not bad for us.” She pulled in a breath. “Your aunt Caitlin and your cousin Hannah are moving to Concord. They’re going to be staying with your grandparents until they find a place of their own.”

Bailey zoomed in on the important thing her mother hadn’t said. “Just Aunt Caitlin and Hannah? Not Uncle Ethan?”

Her mother let out a long sigh. “They’ve decided to divorce,” she explained. “They’ve been talking about it for a while. Now that the decision’s made, Caitlin wants—well, a little cooling-down time. She doesn’t know if she wants to live here in North Carolina permanently, but she wants to come for a bit. At least for the school year. She doesn’t want Hannah to have to change schools twice in one year. She’s had to change so many times already, with all the moving your uncle Ethan does in the military.”

“I’d hate that,” Bailey admitted. Starting middle school had made her a little nervous and a lot excited. But changing schools all the time? With all new people at every school? “Horrible” was the only word for it.

Her mother nodded. “Just starting at a new school in a new town is going to be hard enough, especially with her parents splitting up. And it’s all happening so fast. Aunt Caitlin and Hannah will be here next Saturday.”

“Wow.” Bailey thought that having her parents living in different states would feel like the world getting pulled out from under her feet. Especially if she had to handle it without Olivia nearby. “Poor Hannah.”

“You’ll help her out, won’t you?” her mother asked. “You have so many friends, and you know all the fun stuff to do in town. Even though Hannah’s had to change schools a lot, her mom said she still finds it sort of scary.”

“Definitely,” Bailey answered. “I don’t know everyone at school anymore, though. There are kids from other elementary schools, and some of my friends from Northeast Elementary are at different places.” It had been strange to walk into classes this week and not recognize all the faces.

“You’ll still have lots of people to introduce Hannah to. It’s so great the two of you are in the same grade,” her mother said. “I gave Aunt Caitlin your schedule. She’s going to talk to the principal and see if she can get Hannah into some of the same classes.”

“Cool,” Bailey answered. “I’m trying to remember when the last time I even saw Hannah was.”

“I was just thinking about that,” her mother replied. “She and her parents came here for Christmas when you were both toddlers. The next time we saw them was four years ago, that time we went to Texas when your uncle was stationed at Fort Bliss.”

My uncle who isn’t going to be my uncle anymore, Bailey thought. That’s so weird.

“I kind of remember. That’s where they had that huge lizard in a cage at the gas station. It looked like it was covered with red and orange beads,” Bailey asked.

“The Gila monster? That’s what you remember?” Her mother laughed. “Yes, that was the place. Don’t you remember Hannah at all?”

“I remember playing minigolf with her,” Bailey answered.

“Right. I’d almost forgotten that part!” her mother exclaimed. “You both somehow decided it was a lot more fun to hit the balls into the water than into the holes.”

That brought the day back a little more clearly. She remembered being mad because Hannah had grabbed the red ball after Bailey had called it. But they’d had fun splashing around in the fountains to retrieve their balls whenever they “accidentally” whacked them into the water.

Her mother’s cell rang. She glanced at it. “That’s your aunt again. I can tell her that you’ll help Hannah fit in and introduce her to everybody, right? It will make both of them feel better.”

“I promise,” Bailey said. Her mother smiled at her as she picked up the phone.

Bailey headed to her bedroom. There were no phones allowed in the dojo where Olivia took karate lessons, but there was enough time to text her before she had to go in.

my cousin’s moving here. going to r school.

??? Olivia texted back.

No wonder Olivia didn’t know who she was talking about. Hannah was Bailey’s cousin and Bailey had seen her only once—well, once that she remembered. Bailey typed in a response.

hannah. our grade. all i know.

here 4ever? Olivia texted.

not sure. parents getting divorce.

sad, Olivia texted.

mom wants me 2 be her friend. so you have 2 2.

kk. if she’s cool, Olivia answered.

She added a jk before Bailey could answer.

she’s my cuz, Bailey texted. gotta b cool. ;)





CHAPTER 2

HOW TO MAKE HANNAH FEEL INCREDIBLY WELCOME



1.    Give her a tour of school.

2.    Take her to S&I Ice Cream.

3.    Introduce her to Olivia, Vivi, and Tess.

4.    Make fruit star cookies for lunch when she gets here.

5.    Invite her to sit with you at lunch in caf.

6.    Decorate her locker.

7.    Invite her to walk to school with you and Olivia.

8.    Program your number into her cell.

9.    Take her to Kitty City to visit the kittens.

10.  Get her notes for the days she’s missed in all her classes.

11.  Go to Pickin & Grinnin and find a fun welcome present.

12.  Help Grandma get the guest room ready.

13.  Take her to the big mall—including the aquarium!

Bailey put the snow globe in the middle of the dresser and gave a nod of satisfaction. It was the perfect welcome present. Inside was a cute black-and-white cow riding a Ferris wheel. Little stars flew around when you shook it. WELCOME TO THE CABARRUS COUNTY FAIR was printed on the base. Bailey had known she’d found exactly the right thing when she’d seen that the globe actually said “welcome” on it. Maybe next summer Hannah would be able to go to the fair, if she was still living here.

“Pickin and Grinnin?” Grandma asked as she ran her fingers lightly over the globe.

“Of course,” Bailey answered. She and her grandmother both loved the little thrift store.

“She’ll adore it,” her grandmother said. “I’m so glad Hannah has you in town to help her get settled.”

“And Olivia,” Bailey reminded her.

“Of course, Olivia,” Grandma said. “That goes without saying. Where there’s Bailey, there’s Olivia. And where there’s Olivia, there’s Bailey.” She looked around the room. “Is there anything I’ve forgotten?”

Bailey checked the list she’d made on Bedroom Basic Necessities. She opened the closet. “Hangers!” she announced.

“Right. I don’t know what I’d do without you and those lists of yours. BRB.” She hurried out of the room.

Bailey smiled. Her grandmother was doing great with the abbreviations. Bailey had made her a list of the most common ones when her grandmother had started playing bridge online. She sat down on the four-poster bed. Her bed. At least she’d always thought of it as hers. It was where she slept every time she stayed at her grandparents’.

She stretched out, smelling the familiar lavender scent of her grandmother’s linen spray. Her eyes immediately found the crack in the ceiling that looked like a leaf. She wondered how many times she’d slept in this bed. Probably once a week since she was five. She loved having her grandparents right around the block.

She sat up again, suddenly realizing that with Hannah and Aunt Caitlin living with her grandparents, she wouldn’t be able to have her usual nights staying over. The whole time she’d been helping get Hannah’s room ready, it hadn’t quite hit her that the room wouldn’t be hers anymore.

But it’s not as if Hannah could sleep on the sofa so Bailey’s room would be free whenever she wanted it! That wouldn’t make her feel very welcome. And the plan wasn’t just to make her cousin feel welcome. The plan was to make Hannah feel incredibly welcome.

As soon as the last bell rang on Friday, Bailey headed for her cousin’s locker. It was kind of amazing to her how at home she already felt at the middle school. Two weeks ago, she’d had to refer to her mental map whenever she went to class. Now she moved through the halls on autopilot.

“Hey, Oh!” she called when she turned the corner. Her best friend was already waiting for her. “How was the Spanish quiz?”

“Muy bueno, gracias,” she answered. “Except I forgot how to say ‘banana.’ And it’s just ‘banano’! That’s one letter different!”

“You must have had some kind of mental block,” Bailey said. Olivia hated the way bananas squished when you bit into them. She called it “squicked.”

Olivia shrugged. “I guess it doesn’t matter that much. I’m not going to ever want to ask for one.”

“Learn to say, ‘Keep that yellow thing far, far away from me.’ Just in case of a banano-related emergency,” Bailey joked. She pulled out her cell and checked it. “Hannah texted me!” she exclaimed. She’d decided a few days ago that she should text Hannah to say she was excited about her moving to Concord. She hadn’t thought of that when she’d made her list. After she had sent the first one, they’d texted back and forth a few more times.

“What did she say?” Olivia asked.

“She asked if people usually bring their lunch or buy it. That’s it,” Bailey answered. “She’s had a lot of questions like that. The other day she wanted to know what electives I’m taking.”

“I wonder if she’s freaking out. I’d be freaking out. She has to be freaking out,” Olivia said. “I mean, I was freaking out about starting here, and I know tons of people.”

“Me too. But at least she’ll have me and you and Vivi and Tess, for starters,” Bailey replied.

“So all the best people,” Olivia joked. “Here comes the office lady!”

Yesterday Bailey had asked if she could get the combination for Hannah’s locker so she could decorate it. The office lady, Ms. Durban, had told her no. It was against the rules to give anyone but the student the combination. But Bailey had convinced her how important it was to make Hannah feel welcome, and she’d agreed to unlock the locker for them—just that one time.

“Don’t peek,” Ms. Durban said before she dialed in the combination, and Bailey and Olivia obediently closed their eyes. “All done,” Ms. Durban announced a moment later. “This is very considerate of you girls. Make sure you close the locker door when you’re done,” she added as she walked away.

“Time to bring the fabulous!” Olivia cried. She pulled a square of fluffy lavender carpet out of her backpack and spread it on the bottom of the locker.

Bailey used magnets to attach a rectangle of lavender-and-orange-striped wallpaper to the back wall. She’d cut it to size the night before. She’d wrecked a few sheets trying to get it right. She wasn’t exactly what anyone would call crafty.

“I nabbed this from Rose’s dress-up box.” Olivia held out a white feather boa. “I thought it would make cool trim.”

“Awesome! You rock! I just don’t want to be around when Rose finds out it’s missing.” Olivia’s little sister was known for truly epic tantrums.

“Me neither,” Olivia said as they used more magnets to attach the boa around the inside of the locker door. “But if I am, it’ll be worth it. Anything for your cousin.”

“I’m here!”

“Me too!”

Bailey smiled as she saw Vivi and Tess rushing toward them. Tess had her skateboard in one hand. She’d be on it as soon as she hit the sidewalk.

“Mirror and pic,” Vivi said. She handed the items to Bailey, then smoothed a few flyaway hairs back into place in her sleek bob. Bailey had asked all three of her friends to bring pictures of themselves for Hannah’s locker. She wanted Hannah to know she had some go-to girls if Bailey wasn’t around.

“Perfection.” Bailey added the mirror to the inside door and used a flower-shaped magnet to stick Vivi’s picture up.

“I didn’t forget my stuff for tweaking the locker,” Tess said. “How could I, with a reminder text, IM, and phone message?”

Vivi and Olivia cracked up. “I know, I know, I micromanage,” Bailey admitted.

Tess gave Bailey a small dry-erase board and a picture. “Let’s all sign it before you put it up,” Olivia suggested.

Vivi drew a cartoon of the four of them giving big waves. She could draw anything. Then they all signed under their cartoon selves.

“Anything missing?” Bailey asked when she’d put up all the pictures and stocked the locker’s top shelf with mints, a bottled water, pens—because you could never have enough pens—a couple of hair ties, and a little bottle of hand lotion.

Her friends laughed again as she pulled a list out of the front pocket of her backpack.

“You’re asking us?” Olivia said. “I can just imagine your face if one of us actually came up with something that wasn’t on your list.” She stretched her lips into a grimace of horror and bugged out her eyes.

“Go ahead, mock me! But while you mock, look at how beautiful the locker turned out,” Bailey said as she started going over her list one more time. When she finished, she looked up at her friends. “Do I make you totally crazy with my reminders and lists?” she asked. “It’s just . . . when I know I’ve planned everything out, I don’t have to stress that I’ve forgotten something important. I can just have fun!”

“Truth?” Tess asked.

Bailey nodded, bracing to hear how annoying she was.

“I actually did forget about bringing the locker stuff until I got your text,” Vivi said. That got everyone laughing again. “It’s just that last night I was visualizing myself doing a three-sixty nightmare flip. This blog I read says visualizing can help when you’re working on a new trick. I got kind of distracted,” she admitted.

“It’s like we’re the Avengers. We all have our superpower. Tess has skateboarding. Vivi has art. You have being organized, Bails. And I’m good at everything—except walking without tripping over all the invisible stuff lying around,” Olivia joked. “We make a great team!”

“I think so too.” Bailey used a tissue to wipe away a tiny smudge on the locker’s mirror, then nodded. “I pronounce it Hannah-ready,” she declared.

“I can’t believe it! I forgot to find out if Hannah is a vegetarian or a vegan or eats gluten-free or anything like that,” Bailey moaned. She’d just arranged the ingredients for baking cookies on the kitchen counter. “The cookies have eggs and flour. And the icing has cream cheese! What if Hannah is lactose intolerant?”

“I guess I’ll just have to eat all the cookies myself,” her dad joked. He sat at the kitchen table working the crossword puzzle in pen. He said doing the puzzle in pencil was for wimps.

“Maybe I should text her,” Bailey said.

“Just go ahead and make them and don’t worry about it,” her mom told her. She was at the kitchen table too, having a second cup of coffee. “They’ll be getting ready to head to the airport. Caitlin’s probably frantic. They haven’t had much time to pack and put things in storage and do everything else they needed to do.”

“Okay, okay,” Bailey muttered. She studied the recipe, even though she almost had it memorized. The star-shaped cookies with thin strawberry slices on each arm of the star were her faves. There was a slice of kiwi in the middle, and the colors of the fruit made the cookies so pretty. She hoped Hannah liked them as much as she did.

She’d just finished mixing the batter when the kitchen door banged open and Gus came strolling in. He acted like he lived there, because he’d lived next door his entire life. Bailey’s mom called him Bailey’s “brother from another mother.”

“Greetings, Broadwell family,” Gus called out.

“Gus, what a nice surprise,” Bailey’s father teased. Gus came over every Saturday morning after he finished his paper route, for a second breakfast. He had his first














BOOKS IN THE PICTURE PERFECT SERIES


More titles in the Picture Perfect series:

Book #1: Bending Over Backwards

Book #2: You First

Book #3: Best Frenemies





COPYRIGHT


PICTURE PERFECT: BETWEEN US. Copyright © 2015 by HarperCollins Publishers. All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the nonexclusive, nontransferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on-screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.

www.harpercollinschildrens.com

[image: image]

Library of Congress Control Number: 2015938897

ISBN 978-0-06-233674-3

EPub Edition © July 2015 ISBN 9780062336750

[image: image]

15  16  17  18  19    OPM    10  9  8  7  6  5  4  3  2  1

[image: image]

FIRST EDITION


OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
PICTURE PERFECT

Cari Simmons and
Melinda Metz

HARPER
i it o GNP





OEBPS/images/9780062336750_Cover.jpg
! & /| PICTURE PERFECT






OEBPS/images/copy.jpg





