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 This is the new and improved, totally secret & private home page of ERIN PENELOPE SWIFT. Thanks 2 computer camp, I added way
 cool stuff like video & podcasts. I’m using more “lingo” now that I can finally IM and I know more of that stuff. I rock.

 
 HOT—
 [image: art]—METER

 [image: art]#1 Mark Sacks—the hair, the butt in shorts—need I say more?
 

 Other cute guys will go here as I spot them…

 

 THINGS YOU SHOULD KNOW ABOUT ME 
 [image: art]
 

 [image: art] I am totally over the Year of Humiliating Events (YOHE), aka seventh grade, when this personal, private, noone-will-see-but-me
 blog was blasted over the school Intranet (that would be Molly Brown Middle School, aka MBMS) & every1 hated me 4 awhile.
 

 [image: art] Jillian Gail Hennessey—aka Jilly—was my BFF… then wasn’t cuz of YOHE… now is again—goes out w/ Bus Boy (Jon Lanner). I call
 him Bus Boy cuz he 1st noticed her on the bus last year. Now he’s at Wash Hi w/ Chris, my big bro. Jilly & I were not on the
 same track at MBMS last year but they switch it around every year so maybe this year we’ll be 2gether.
 

 [image: art] Mark, Rosie, Carla & Tyler r also buds… went 2 computer camp w/ all except Carla, who isn’t really into computers the way
 we r… Carla was my locker partner last year & is hanging out w/ us more… I had crush on Tyler during camp… he liked Rosie…
 Rosie liked some guy from another school… we’re done w/ all that now.
 

 [image: art] I used 2 have a major crush on Mark but no1 knew until the BN (Blog Nightmare)… then he liked Jilly… then didn’t… we actually
 had a lame kiss & decided friends better—he started going out w/ Kara Simmons in July.
 

 [image: art] Serena Worthington has always been mean 2 me but last year we came 2 a truce. We’re not friend friends but she did come 2 my bday party & we can @ least talk & joke around a little now. I deleted the SW Hate-o-Rama/Dislike-o-Rama
 page cuz of that & also cuz she doesn’t need 2 be taking up space on my website (except 4 here where I explain—2 WHO???—why
 her page is history).
 

 THINGS THAT BOTHER ME 
 [image: art]
 

 [image: art] My parents seem 2 be on my case more l8ly.
 

 [image: art] I can’t seem 2 talk 2 my mom like I used 2.
 

 THINGS THAT JUST ARE 
 [image: art]
 

 [image: art] This year my parents made me choose b/t bball & soccer so I picked bball.
 

 [image: art] Chris still wears orange boxers w/ green frogs on them, even tho that info got out during the YOHE… dating Bethany since
 May.
 

 DISGUSTING FACT #1: Bethany picks her nose.

 DISGUSTING FACT #2: She has touched Chris w/ those booger fingers.

 2 bad cuz she’s really nice.

 
 INFO ABOUT THE LINKS

 MY LIFE is still where I spill my guts. I tried not writing in a blog at all but couldn’t do it.
 

 MUG SHOTS has a few pix of me & my buds.
 

 HOT—[image: art]—METER is where I’ll list all the hot guys in my life (please let me have some). Right now it’s just Mark cuz even tho we r just
 friends, he is still very hot & he’s the only 1 I can think of. & yes, the text scrolls—thank u computer camp & JavaScript.
 

 LOOK AND LISTEN is where I have videos & podcasts. Jilly & I made some goofy videos @ her house & Mark & I did a podcast about the history
 of soccer 4 English last year. He was the interviewer & I was the soccer ball.
 

 SNICKERS is just there cuz I love Snickers almost as much as I love cherry Tootsie Pops & when I click it, it reminds me where my
 stash of Snickers is.



 TTFN. © 2009 EPS, Inc. All Rights Reserved

 EPS Privacy Policy: It’s ALL private. KEEP OUT!

 Don’t like this website? Too bad!

 The webmaster does NOT want to hear from[image: art]

 THE PED STOPS HERE


 
      CHAPTER 1

      PARENTAL MISGUIDANCE SUGGESTED

      “WHY CAN’T I GO?” I stood on one side of the island in the kitchen, my mom on the other. She was chopping onions for dinner
         with a chopper that made a loud thwacking sound when she pressed down on the handle.
      

      “Because—” Thwack! “—you’re too young to go to a rock concert.” She paused to look up at me. “I know Carla’s dad will be there but it’s not
         about parental supervision. It’s about being in an environment that you don’t need to be exposed to right now.” She paused,
         itching her nose with the back of her hand. “Maybe if it was a different band. But that one…”
      

      Her voice trailed off as my insides curled up, hardening into stone. Every time I turned around lately there was a new rule
         and each one began with NO. No staying out past ten on a weekend night (the city curfew was eleven!), no short skirts (which
         I don’t wear anyway), no unsupervised parties, no cell until high school, no web presence (meaning no MySpace, no live blog,
         no nothing, even though I totally know about being safe online)—and on and on until we got to the latest NO—no rock concert.
         They did say yes to IM finally but way late—most of my friends had been IMing since 5th or 6th grade.
      

      “Why do you always do this?” I asked. “Everyone else gets to go.” Which technically wasn’t true. Rosie wasn’t going either.
         But Jilly, Mark, Tyler, and all of my other friends were.
      

      “You know better than to use the ‘everyone else is doing it’ argument. That doesn’t fly in this house.” Mom scraped the chopped
         onions into a bowl and placed another half onion in the chopper. Her lips pursed as she concentrated on another thwack. A few gray strands curled out of her brown hair and her eyelids seemed to droop. She suddenly looked like someone I didn’t
         know—or maybe just someone who didn’t know me—and I had no idea when that had happened. After the BN we’d gotten close but then summer came and I was doing a lot more
         with my friends and things felt different. We never used to fight—well, almost never. But now we do.
      

      “But it’s true,” I said. “And it’s embarrassing to always have to say my parents won’t let me.” They wouldn’t even let me
         go to just any PG-13 movie. Hello? PG-13? I’m thirteen? But no, my mom had to see the movie first or go to one of those online parental movie guides that rated the amount
         of “bad stuff” in the movie and described various scenes. She practically had to write a research paper on it. And sometimes
         she’d do all that and wouldn’t let me go and I’d have to lie and tell my friends I had a family thing so I wouldn’t be completely
         humiliated. But I had a feeling they knew anyway, which made it even worse.
      

      “Well, I’m sorry if we embarrass you, Erin, but that’s the way it is.” Thwack! She dumped the rest of the onions in the bowl. “I didn’t go to a rock concert until I was sixteen.”
      

      “Things are different now,” I said. “Kids grow up faster.”

      My mom shook her head. “No, they don’t. You’re just getting exposed to things at an earlier age. That doesn’t mean you can
         handle them.” She picked at some stray bits of onion stuck on the chopper blade. “It’s about safety and well-being and whether
         your mind and emotions can process all of it in an effective manner.” She turned to the sink and washed her hands, scrubbing
         each finger.
      

      I groaned. I hated when she talked like some parenting magazine article. “But you were so proud of how I handled things last
         year. Don’t you think I can handle this?”
      

      “We are proud of how you handled last year. But this is different.” My mom put her hands on the counter and looked at me, her face
         softening. “I know how important this is to you, Erin. Really. But you have to understand that it’s my job to do what’s best
         for you, regardless of what you want or what other parents are allowing their kids to do.” She crossed to the sink and rinsed
         out the chopper. “I know this seems like the end of the world right now, but there will be lots of concerts in your life,
         Erin. And lots of other things when you’re ready for them. I don’t know why you all have to rush out and do everything right
         now.”
      

      “I’m not rushing out to do everything right now,” I said. “I just want to go to this one concert with my friends right before
         we start eighth grade.”
      

      “You’re not going, Erin,” my mom said, placing the chopper on the rack to dry, “and that’s final.”

      The stone inside me cracked.

      “I’m not a baby!” I shouted. “And I wish you’d stop treating me like one!” Tears pricked my eyes. Why did that always happen?
         Why did I feel like crying when I was mad? I ran upstairs and slammed my door, enjoying the satisfying bang that reverberated through the house. I didn’t care if my “behavior” wasn’t showing my maturity. It felt good to slam a door.
      

   
 CHAPTER 2

 FRIENDS IN DEED

 I STAYED IN MY ROOM the rest of the night, refusing to come down for dinner. I wouldn’t even talk to my dad, who tried to
 get me to come out with a lame joke about a rock star walking into a bar. How could he make fun of my situation when he was
 one of the two Parental Paranoids keeping me from having a good time?
 

 I turned up the volume on my speakers in reply.

 “If you get hungry, you can warm up some food later,” he said loudly through the door.

 “I won’t get hungry,” I replied, trusting the music to drown out my grumbling stomach.

 “Okay,” he said, “But if you or your stomach changes your mind…” He tapped twice on the door before shuffling away.

 “Never!” I shouted after him, flopping down on my bed. Maybe I should go on a hunger strike until they let me go to the concert.
 They would find me wasting away in my room, barely able to raise my head off my pillow, but with Jilly’s help I’d have just
 enough strength to put on my new probably-too-short shorts with the to-die-for layered tank tops, dab on some makeup, fix
 my hair, and slip into a car that would whisk me away to the concert. There I would finally eat and regain my full strength
 so I could dance and clap my hands to the beat.
 

 The stomach grumbles were becoming unbearable. I rolled over on my side and tried to think of something besides the roast
 chicken that was cooking in the oven, its aroma wafting up the stairs and under my door.
 

 I glanced at the clock. Barely ten minutes had passed since my dad had come up. Why did I say never? Never was a long, long
 time.
 

 An hour later, there was a sharp knock on the door. I sat up straight, grateful for getting lost in my book. I was still hungry,
 but I didn’t feel like I might start eating the bedpost anymore.
 

 “Yeah?” I said cautiously.

 “It’s me.” My brother’s voice was low outside the door.

 “Come in.”

 Chris stepped inside, carrying a plate of food and a glass of water. It was all I could do not to leap off my bed and gobble
 it down with my fingers.
 

 “I figured you were lying about being hungry.” He held the plate out and I immediately shoveled a mound of mashed potatoes
 and gravy into my mouth. He pulled out the chair and flipped it around so he was sitting with his arms resting on the back.
 “I know you’re mad that you can’t go to the concert but you’ve got to suck it up or they’re never going to let you do anything.”
 

 “I can’t help it,” I said, between bites. “It’s totally unfair.” When he started to speak, I held up my hand. “And don’t tell
 me you didn’t get to go to a concert until you were in high school. This isn’t about you.”
 

 Chris laughed. “No, it’s about you messing up your future. And mine. They’re talking about having a family night the night
 of the concert so you won’t feel left out. There goes my Friday night.”
 

 “Sorry,” I muttered.

 Chris brushed his fingers through his hair, making it stand up at odd angles. “Just be cool, Erin. That’s all I’m saying.
 Take it from someone who’s been there.”
 

 That night Mark sent me an IM.

 Slamdunk12: Bummer about the concert. We’ll miss u.
 

 Webqueen429: Thx. Maybe they’ll change their minds.
 

 Slamdunk12: Hope so.
 

 I watched the cursor blinking on my screen. Then Mark started typing again.

 Slamdunk12: Confession: My mom screens PG-13 movies b4 she’ll let me c them.
 

 Webqueen429: WHAT??? Serious?
 

 Slamdunk12: Dead
 

 Mark had to be one of the coolest people on the planet. I knew he was telling me because of the whole concert thing. How many
 guys would admit something like that?
 

 Webqueen429: ur just saying that.
 

 Slamdunk12: No. Truth.
 

 Webqueen429: Mine 2. But u knew that already, right?
 

 Slamdunk12:[image: art]

 Webqueen429: So they screen PG-13 movies but u can go 2 a rock concert?
 

 Slamdunk12: Strange but true. I smiled.
 

 Webqueen429: Thx
 

 Slamdunk12: 4 what?
 

 I wanted to say for our friendship. For knowing I felt bad and trying to make me feel better. For just being you. But I knew
 if I said all that he’d either barf on his keyboard or run screaming from the room.
 

 So I didn’t.

 A second IM window popped up on my screen.

 Jillrox713: EPS, u there?
 

 Webqueen429: Yep.
 

 Jillrox713: Just wanted 2 say it totally stinks abt concert.
 

 Webqueen429: u could stay home w/ me 2 show yr support.
 

 Jillrox713: <VBG> u no I luv u but—
 

 Webqueen429: u really want 2 go.
 

 Jillrox713: Is that ok?
 

 It would have been great if she was willing to stay with me but bad too because I would have felt guilty for making her miss
 it.
 

 Webqueen429: Sure. I was just kidding. What r u doing right now?
 

 Jillrox713: Texting Jon. U?
 

 Webqueen429: IMing Mark.
 

 Jillrox713: Ooh la la. Does Kara know?
 

 Webqueen429: ha ha.
 

 Jillrox713: Say hey for me.
 

 Ding.

 Slamdunk12: E, u there?
 

 Webqueen429: Sorry. Jilly was IMing. She says hey.
 

 Slamdunk12: Hey 2 Jilly.
 

 I wanted to keep talking but Chris was breathing down my neck to use the computer.

 Webqueen429: Chris needs the computer. Gtg cu
 

 Slamdunk12: Hey 2 Chris. cu
 

 That night I lay in my bed, smiling up at the ceiling. It totally stunk that I couldn’t go to the concert but it made me feel
 good that Mark cared enough to tell me about the movie thing and Jilly had checked in. It was good to have friends who understood
 when your parents were driving you crazy.
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 Sunday, August 17

 
 HOT—[image: art]—METER

 
[image: art]#1 Mark Sacks—the hair, the butt in shorts—need I say more?
 

 Other cute guys will go here as I spot them…



 THINGS THAT ROCK 
 [image: art]
 

 [image: art] School starts on Tues… Jilly & I r on the same track!
 

 [image: art] Rosie, Tyler, & Mark r also on my track—clearly a sign that 8th grade will be the BEST. Serena is 2.
 

 [image: art] Mark & Jilly have been super nice since the concert… said it was fun but not as fun w/o me which I know was a big fat lie
 but nice of them 2 say, esp Mark cuz Kara was there 2.
 

 THINGS THAT STINK [image: art]
 

 [image: art] School starts on Tues—summer is almost over.
 

 [image: art] A pimple is getting ready 2 burst on my chin. I’m trying everything 2 make it go away by Tues.
 

 5 THINGS I PLAN TO DO THIS YEAR 
 [image: art]
 

 [image: art] Make the best MBMS website EVER.
 

 [image: art] Have my first period in an unembarrassing place @ an unembarrassing time (no idea how 2 do this but will think of something)—see TOP 5 FIRST PERIOD NIGHTMARES chart

 [image: art] Not obsess about boys (except 2 judge them 4 Hot-o-Meter).
 

 [image: art] Strut my 8th grade stuff cuz any1 who can survive the YOHE can DO & BE ANYTHING (even if my parents don’t think so).
 

 Will Erin P. Swift meet her goals? Will she find love among the wireless networks? (Finding love is different from obsessing
 about boys, isn’t it?)… Stay tuned.
 

 


 TOP 5 FIRST PERIOD NIGHTMARES

 (not in any particular order)

 1. In school, wearing white pants, unprepared.
 

 2. In school, wearing white pants, in front of people I don’t know, unprepared.
 

 3. In school, wearing white pants, in front of the boy I used 2 like who is now a good friend, unprepared.
 

 (Even tho I don’t own a pair of white pants, these r all still scary.)

 4. In school, ANYWHERE, w/ ANYONE, wearing ANYTHING.
 

 5. At home w/ only my brother, who won’t even look at clean female undergarments, let alone toss me a pad.




 
      CHAPTER 3

      FIRST DAY FINE

      JILLY AND I SAT ON the bus together on Tuesday, taking one of the seats in the back. There wasn’t a sign, there wasn’t an
         official rule—everyone just knew the eighth graders had dibs on the last four rows. I noticed the seventh graders sunk low
         in their seats, eyes shifting back and forth, never looking back at us—the eighth graders.
      

      “Your hair looks great,” Jilly said as the bus lurched down the street.

      “No thanks to you,” I laughed. Back in July she’d tried to put red highlights in my hair and turned parts of it orange. Not
         attractive. Now it was back to plain brown. But the sun had brought out some natural red and I’d gotten it cut so it fell
         softly around my face.
      

      “Yeah, well, I thought I knew what I was doing.” She laughed and brushed her own blondish-brown hair over her shoulder. She had it pulled back in
         a barrette with two tiny braids hanging beneath it, tied off with beads. Her light eyeshadow brought out the gold flecks in
         her eyes and her blush and mascara were just right. Of course, she started wearing makeup at the beginning of seventh grade
         so she had lots of practice, plus two older sisters who gave her tips. I was pretty new at the makeup game and didn’t wear
         much. Jilly tried to get me to wear more, but it felt weird, so I didn’t. And I never wore any when I played sports, though
         lots of girls did. I mean, it was sports. Get a grip.
      

      “So,” Jilly said, bringing me back to the bus. “Is Mark in any of your classes?”

      Oh, here we go. She thought I still like liked him.
      

      The bus screeched to a stop and Kara got on, sitting two rows ahead of us with some of her friends. She hadn’t ridden our
         bus last year because her mom drove her. But now her mom was working so she had to take the bus.
      

      Jilly watched Kara. “It’s very rare that girls and boys can just be friends, you know. There has to be the exact right mix
         of things.”
      

      I sighed. I knew she wouldn’t give it up.

      “I guess Mark and I have the right mix,” I said.

      Tapping a polished nail on the seat in front of her, Jilly shook her head. “There has to be absolutely no physical attraction,
         you should have things in common but not things that might bring you together romantically, and it helps if you’re both involved
         with someone else.”
      

      “We’re friends,” I said.

      “Because he has a girlfriend.” She applied lip gloss using a small mirror.

      “We’d be friends even if he didn’t have a girlfriend.”

      “Not for long,” Jilly said. “It’s the When Harry Met Sally syndrome.”
      

      “The what?”

      “It’s an old movie my mom told me about.” Jilly pulled out a mirror and lip gloss. “It’s about how men and women can’t ever
         really be just friends.”
      

      “That’s crazy,” I said.

      Jilly raised an eyebrow. “If you try to be real friends with a boy, friends like you and I are, it won’t stay just friends.
         It will always turn into something more.”
      

      “Do you have proof of this?” I asked. “In real life?”

      “Well, no,” Jilly admitted. “But I bet if we thought about it, we could come up with some.” She rubbed her lips together before
         shoving the tube and mirror into her makeup bag.
      

      “You can look me right in the eye and tell me you have absolutely no feelings at all for Mark ‘Cute Boy’ Sacks?”

      I cringed at the nickname I had used for him in my blog last year. “Don’t call him that,” I whispered.

      “No one’s listening,” she said, leaning closer. “So?”

      “He’s my friend, Jilly. Geez. Not everything is about romance, you know.”

      She sighed. “Okay, so I’m a little bit jealous.” She grinned her look-at-my-mouth grin. “Do I have anything in my braces?”
         She’d gotten them right after the spring dance last year.
      

      “All clear,” I said. Then, “Jealous?”

      Jilly ran her tongue over her teeth. “I wish Mark and I could have stayed friends. He’s really nice and he was easy to talk
         to.” She sighed. “But it just felt weird afterward, though it’s easier now that so much time has passed and we’re both going
         out with other people.”
      

      I nodded, grateful to see Rosie getting on the bus. Even though Rosie had her share of crushes, she wasn’t into talking about
         it all the time so I could count on her to change the subject.
      

      “Rosie!” I waved her down.

      She pushed her way to the back of the bus and sat down in the seat behind us. No braids this year—just a short cut that curled
         nicely around her ears and made her look sophisticated.
      

      “Hey, guys,” she said as we exchanged high fives.

      “I was just telling Erin there’s no way girls and boys can stay friends,” Jilly said to Rosie. I groaned. “There will always
         be one or the other or both who will start to like the other one more than a friend. Right?”
      

      Before Rosie could answer, I fired my own question at her. “You and Mark have been friends since kindergarten or something.
         No attraction, right?”
      

      Rosie furrowed her brow. “I think I kind of liked him in third grade and he liked me in fourth but he’s more like my brother
         now, you know?”
      

      “Exactly!” Jilly said triumphantly. “They totally don’t count, Erin. My theory still holds.”

      “No it doesn’t,” I said, shaking my head. “They’ve been just friends for years.”

      “You two should just agree to disagree on this one,” Rosie said before turning to Jilly. “So, how’s Mr. Lanner?”

      “Don’t get her started on Bus Boy,” I said, though I was grateful for the change of topic.

      Jilly stuck her tongue out at me before looking at Rosie. “I miss him a lot. And this,” she said, waving her hand around the
         bus, “is so—what’s that word we learned in English last year? Anticlimactic.” She turned to me. “Remember how nervous and excited we were last year? How it was all a big adventure?”
      

      I remembered the nervous part, all right, but it wasn’t a big adventure—more like a nightmare. I was thrilled to be sitting
         on the bus right now with no one calling me names or asking about my totally secret, private blog.
      

      “I’m sure you’ll find an adventure somewhere, Hennessey.” Rosie smiled. Then she turned to talk to a girl who had been trying
         to get her attention.
      

      “I don’t want adventure,” Jilly said. “I just want Jon.” She sat up suddenly and looked at me. “Do you think he’ll meet someone
         in high school?”
      

      “Well, I—”

      “Maybe he already has,” she said, gripping my arm. “Maybe he met a girl on the bus, just like he met me last year, and he’s
         teasing her right now and she’s giving him big eyes and he’s asking her to sit with him and she’s saying yes and then they’re
         comparing class schedules and they find out they have lunch together and three other classes and then they run into each other
         in the hall and—” She covered her face with her hands. “I can’t stand it! He’s cheating on me already.”
      

      I sighed. “He isn’t cheating on you, Jilly.” Sticking my hand in the front pocket of my backpack, I felt around to make sure
         I’d packed a stash of Snickers. “He doesn’t even take the bus, remember? He’s in a carpool.”
      

      Jilly pulled her hands away from her face. “Oh, right. I forgot.” She bit her lip and looked out the window again. “And there
         weren’t any girls in the carpool.”
      

      “There, you see? No girls in the carpool. You’re safe.”

      Jilly moaned. “Hardly. What about all the girls in his classes? And at lunch?” She shook her head. “I’m doomed.”

      “Jilly,” I said, “don’t worry about it until there’s something to worry about.”

      She turned to me, eyes wide. “Do you think there’s going to be something to worry about? Did he say something to you?”

      “Oh, yeah. I forgot. He told me he was planning to do something evil behind your back while he was in high school. And of
         course he wanted to share it with me because I would never say anything to his girlfriend who happens to be my best friend.”
      

      Jilly relaxed against the seat. “Okay, so I’m being stupid.”

      I nodded. “That’s the first smart thing you’ve said.”

   


End of sample
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