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Being in the middle is like being invisible. Especially when you’re the middle sister in a family with three girls.

Think about it. The middle of a story is not the beginning or the end. The middle of a train is not the caboose or the engine.

The middle of a play is intermission. The middle of Monkey in the Middle is a monkey. The middle of Neapolitan ice cream is . . . vanilla.

“I’m vanilla!” I shouted one day to anybody who would listen. Plain old boring vanilla.

Nobody listened.

Alex, my older sister, ignored me. She just kept writing stuff in the margins of her play script (what else is new!) and muttering the lines under her breath.

Easy for her. She’s strawberry.

I was sick of it, so I told my family how I hate being the middle. Middle, middle, middle.

“Hey! The middle of ‘Farmer in the Dell’ is the cheese!” Joey, my younger sister, reminded me.

“The cheese stands alone,” I reminded her back.

Alex looked up. “There’s a book about that, you know. I Am the Cheese.”

Yeah. My autobiography, I thought.

“Wait. You think you’re cheese or something?” Joey asked.

I ignored her. They just don’t get it. I mean, the middle of a year is, what, Flag Day? The middle of a life is a midlife crisis!

I told my dad I was having a midlife crisis.

“You’re going to give me a midlife crisis if you don’t get over this,” Dad said. I asked him to name one middle that is a good thing.

Dad had to think. He thought and thought and didn’t say anything. Then finally he told me, “The middle of an apple is the core.”

“Um-hmm. The yucky part people throw away,” I said.

“How about the middle of the night? That’s an interesting time, when people see things differently.”

I pointed out that most people sleep through the middle of the night.

Then he shouted like he had a super-brainy Einstein idea. “The middle of an Oreo cookie is the sweet, creamy, best part. You can’t argue with that.”

He was right. I couldn’t argue. If I had to be a middle, that’s the best middle to be.

“See? You’re the peanut butter in the sandwich,” said Dad. “You’re the creamy center of the cookie that holds it all together. You’re the glue.”

I’m the glue?

Maybe Dad’s right. After all, I’m the one who came up with the (brilliant!) idea for the Sisters Club, back when I was Joey’s age. Alex gets to be the Boss Queen, of course, so she runs the meetings. Joey (a.k.a. Madam Secretary/Treasurer) takes the notes and collects dues (if we had any money). I keep the peace.

I am the glue!
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“No saying ‘nut job’” is Alex’s latest rule, which Joey has added to the list. Of course Joey had to ask, “What’s a nut job?”

“It’s a peanut who’s looking for work,” Alex said. The two of us cracked up.

“OK, I have a rule,” said Joey. “No doing that.”

“What?”

“That thing where you don’t answer a question right. Then you laugh and act like I’m a nut job.”

“No saying ‘nut job’!” screamed Alex.

All three of us piled on the bed, laughing our heads off.

“But can we at least say ‘nut’ or ‘job,’ even if we don’t say them together?”

“NO!” screamed Alex again. “Because that would make you a nut job.”

We died laughing some more, which Joey says is the best part of the Sisters Club.

For me, the best part has always been the Remembering Game. And Alex is the best at it.







MARSHMALLOW TOES
Starring Alex

SETTING: SISTERS CLUB MEETING

PLAYERS: THREE SISTERS





Joey: Sisters, Blisters, and Tongue Twisters. Let’s play the Remembering Game!

Me: Do you both solemnly swear not to repeat anything you’re about to hear?

Stevie and Joey: We do!

Me: OK. Everybody pull up a pillow. (We all lie on pillows and stare up at the ceiling.)

Joey: Tell one about me!

Me: Joey, remember when you were an eggplant in the Thanksgiving play in kindergarten?

Joey: Yeah! Matthew Martinez said I had to go stand in the corner all by myself because there were no eggplants at Thanksgiving dinner, and I started to cry.

Me: And all your purple face paint got washed away.

Stevie: And you tried to convince everyone you were a giant grape!

Joey: That kid’s in my same class in third grade and he still calls me Eggplant.

Stevie: No way!

Me: Stevie, remember that time you wore your pajamas to school by mistake?

Stevie: It was pajama day!

Me: Was not! OK, then, remember when you stole that blue marble from the Ben Franklin store, and . . .

Joey: What? You stole?

Me: Don’t worry. Stevie felt so bad, she went and turned herself in. All they did was make her put it back.

Stevie: OK. My turn. Remember when Joey begged Mom and Dad to see the elephants at the zoo, and then as soon as she saw them, she threw up?

Me: That’s the best!

Joey: How come all the throwing-up stories are about me?

Me: They just are. We never throw up. OK, I have one about me. How about the time I convinced you to put marshmallows between your toes?

Joey: I don’t remember that.

Stevie: Me neither.

Me: Good. Because we haven’t done it yet. We’re going to do it right now.

Stevie: No way am I putting marshmallows in my toes.

Joey: Toe jam!

Me: It’s a Health and Beauty Tip. I read it in a magazine. Put marshmallows between your toes, and it makes it easier to paint your toenails.

Joey: Glitter toenails — cool!

Stevie: Like I really care about toenails. And just one time I’d like to see one of these famous magazine articles you’re always quoting. Like how to eat pizza without smearing your lip gloss.

Me: Check my locker. They’re there.

Stevie: You just say it’s in a magazine to make it sound important.

Joey: C’mon, Stevie. It sounds like fun. And we can remember it later.

Stevie: What about the Sisters Club? Marshmallow feet are not in the charter. There are rules.

Me: New rule. Joey, write this down. “All members of the Sisters Club must try putting marshmallows between their toes if they want to be in the club.”
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Our Town

Starring Alex





I come from a family of actors. Not just Mom and Dad, but a long line.

I love, love, love living in Acton, because we have a one-hundred-year-old theater and this town has had plays 4-ever (as Joey would say).

It all started with our great-great-grandmother, Hepzibiah McNutty Reel. Yep, that’s her name, for real. My dad has the family tree to prove it.

When I star in a play, people say, “That’s Hezzy’s girl,” like she’s my real-life grandma living down the street or something, even though she’d be like a million years old.

Stevie says how can I be happy about being descended from anybody with the name Hepzibiah? She thinks our whole family is Mc-Nutty!

I think old Hezzy is cool. They say she rode a horse for thirteen hours through so much snow that her feet froze right to the stirrups. Bugs and bears and stuff didn’t stop her. Not one bit. But the coolest thing? She wore bloomers so she could look like a lady but ride horses like a man.

Hey, maybe that’s where I get my fashion sense.

Acton wasn’t anything but a wide spot in the road back then, so Hezzy put on plays at the old Raven Theater just to give people around here something to do.

Mom wants a real house someday, which means a new one. But this house has history. I mean, Hezzy’s ghost could be hanging around in the rafters with the spiderwebs, watching over me. I like thinking Hezzy might have looked out the same window I do, practicing lines for a play.

How could I not love acting, right? As Dad says, “You’re a Reel. It’s in the blood.”
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My whole family is crazy about acting, but I hate standing up in front of an audience. I once told my dad I was missing the Reel acting gene.

“Hogwash!” (He actually said that.) “Everybody likes a good story. Just because you don’t want to perform in front of people, like Alex, doesn’t mean you don’t have an actor in you.” Dad says, “All the world’s a stage, even the living room!”

He’s the set builder for the Raven, so he’s always making stuff for this play or that. We’ve had dinner with the Mad Hatter, a giant Nutcracker, and Santa’s reindeer (all eight). Our dining room has been an underground rabbit hole, a Kansas tornado, a Civil War battlefield, a fire station, and a medieval castle where you have to cross a moat just to eat at the table.

And he lets us put on King Lear in our own living room anytime we want.

That’s why King Lear is the only play I like.

King Lear is Dad’s favorite play, too. I wonder why. It’s about this guy who has three daughters! They have weird names.

If you think Stevie’s a funny name for a girl, try Goneril, Regan, or Cordelia. Cordelia’s not so bad. (That’s Joey, the youngest, and the good one — King Lear’s favorite. Joey never lets me be Cordelia. Not once!) At least Cordelia sounds like a flower. Not a president or a yucky worm.

Each daughter tells him how much they love him so they can get his kingdom, but the older ones are just faking. Really they’re super-greedy. They each keep pretending the other one is trying to murder King Lear, and they try to poison each other (YES!). People get stabbed (with a dagger) and eyeballs come out (POP!).

So King Lear goes outside and yells at a thunderstorm (a.k.a. cookie sheet!).

He gets to say lots of funny-sounding words like “Alack” and “O nuncle!” and stuff.

The play is a tragedy. It’s supposed to make you cry, but it doesn’t. It usually makes us laugh our heads off. (No heads really come off — just eyeballs!) Or we end up in a fight. King Lear (Dad) usually lets Cordelia live and get the kingdom, which makes Alex and me mad. Then we say, “How come Joey always gets her way?” (So true, even though Joey says it’s so NOT true.) Then Alex quits, then I quit, and Joey yells, “The end!”
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KING LEAR

Starring Alex

TIME: OLD-TIMEY ENGLAND

SETTING: THE KINGDOM

(A.K.A. THE REEL LIVING ROOM)

CHARACTERS:

KING LEAR (THE FATHER)

THREE DAUGHTERS:

GONERIL (THE OLDEST . . . THAT’S ME!)

REGAN

CORDELIA (THE YOUNGEST)





Before the curtain rises: King Lear is preening himself, waiting to be flattered. He sits, looking at a map.





King Lear: (Why do I have to remind Dad three times? Stage directions say ‘Point to map’!) ’Tis time I remove myself from public life. I wish to give each of thee, my three daughters, a parcel of my kingdom. This will depend upon how much each of you loves me.

Goneril: Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? (Good line!) Thou art more —

Stevie: Alex, quit showing off!

Me: What? That’s a real line from Shakespeare. (I should know!)

Stevie: Well, it sounds like Romeo and Juliet, not King Lear.

Joey: Sick! It’s from an ooey-gooey love poem!

Dad: Are we going to do this scene or not?

Regan: OK, I love thee more than all four of the seasons, not just one day in summer.

Goneril: I love thee more than meat loves salt.

Regan: Well, I love thee more than meat loves special sauce, lettuce, and a bunch of other stuff on a sesame-seed bun. My love is supersize!

Me: Hey, no fair. Dad, she’s making it sound like an old hamburger commercial, not Shakespeare. (Since when is Stevie the Shakespeare expert?)

Stevie: Don’t look at me. You’re the one who loves Dad like meat. I’m just following your lead. You always say to ad-lib.

Goneril: (Getting down on one knee in front of King Lear.) I love you more than the ocean has water, more than the sky has stars.

Regan: (Breaking into song.)


My love is warmer than the warmest sunshine, Softer than a sigh. . . .



Me: Um, last time I checked, King Lear was not a musical. (Or a comedy!)

Joey: Then when do I get a line? You guys are the greedy sisters, fighting over all Dad’s, I mean, King Lear’s, stuff. Doesn’t the good daughter get to say any words?

Me: Just be happy you didn’t have to be an eggplant.

Dad: OK, Cordelia. Your turn. Read your line.

Cordelia: I can hardly breathe for all this odious hot air that fills thy room.

Joey: What’s odious mean?

Stevie and Me: (Holding noses.) Stinky!

King Lear: My youngest, you have been strangely silent. Have you no tender musings on your love for me?

Cordelia: My love for you, dear Father, is as a daughter’s should be. No more, no less.

King Lear: Thou art a boil, a plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle in my corrupted blood. Away with you! Cast thee from my sight forever!

Joey: (Being dragged from room.) Hey! What did I do? You mean I get sent away? I thought I was the only one who really loved King Lear.

Stevie: You’re still banished!

Joey: No fair. You guys told me I was the good one.

Goneril and Regan: (Snickering.) More for us! More for us!

Cordelia: What stugly upsisters you have proven to be. Off with their heads!

Me: You’re supposed to say, “A pox on you.”

Cordelia: Chicken pox on you!

Me and Stevie: (In fits of giggles while dragging Joey, a.k.a. Cordelia, from room.)





Lights go down as Cordelia is banished, stage left. Quick curtain.





Joey: Wait! We’re not done. Nobody got stabbed or poisoned or anything.

Me: That’s ’cause we lost the plastic dagger.

Joey: Couldn’t we just use a spoon or something?

Goneril: How daft! King Lear was lying in his bedchamber, unaware, never guessing he was about to be spooned to death!

Regan: Then, when Goneril saw her own image reflected upside down in the spoon, she keeled over and died.

Goneril: Thou thinks thee so clever, but thou art not the least bit funny.

King Lear: (Collapsing on couch.) Give an old man some peace!




End of sample
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Stevie's Secret Family Recipes:

Pizza Fondue
1 package cheddar cheese, cut into cubes

2 cups shredded mezzarela ey oon s 0
1 jar tomato sauce sl )
1 loat Italian bread for dipping angrore! ~

Mix cheeses and heat until melted. Stir in tomato
sauce until smooth. Dip bread cubes, mushrooms,

or green pepper slices into mixture. ® @

Serious (Chocolate) Meltdown @
12 0z. semisweet chocolate

| cup half-and-half

1 tsp. vanilla

Break chocolate bar into pieces. (Chocolate chips
work too, but they're not as much fun) Put all
the pieces into a pan and add the half-and-halt.
Turn heat on low and stir until smooth.
Add vanilla at the end.
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Pioneers Rock!
by Joey Reel

The best thing about our town is the Rock, right
in the middle of the town square. Dad says it
sounds like a jail. Alex says it sounds like a funny

nickname for an actor. Mom says it sounds fike  \ 1

a big tat diamond ring. -
Stevie says it sounds like a rock. >
1t is! A real rock. Made out of . . . rock! \

1 call it Pioneer Rock. It's been there forever,
since olden days. The pioneers carved their names
there. You can still see HEPZIBIAH MCNUTTY

on it it you Know where to look.
1 traced over it gazillions of times.
Some rubbings I made are hanging
all over one wall of our room.

Stevie says you can almost hear the wagons
creaking and squeaking down the ruts in the road.
1 think she's just saying that to tease me, but for
real you can almost hear them.

1f you close your eyes.
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Copycat
by Joey Reel 7

1 wanted to do some fitth-grade homework, like
Stevie. S0 T snooped in her school folder. I found a
poem she wrote. (She copied some famous guy!)

In third grade, Mr. B. won't let us copy. When T
asked Stevie, she said:

1. 1 better stop snooping in her stuff ”‘Q\?‘ L5
—but it's not like it's her diary. [gv
2. She didn't copy anybody.

.3 better ot shaw Mo Iy by s ] it

T'm going to, of coursel saft on unur cerea, fide yr

150 stuffed animals, and glue
your bair o your pilow ~

My poem is about sisters. (NOT sweaters!)
Only 1 didn't copy any famous guy.

O, brofher. ~S
Hey, stop stealing my pest =J
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October + Moon of Fal
November + Frost Moon, Beaver Moo

December + Full Long-Night Moon
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Just Joey. How about Jethse? A
1 guess it's better than Jeremy. Or Jerome. Good ont!
Mom and Dad named us all for boys. For some
strange reason, they could only think of good boy
names when we were born.
Stevie says Dad wanted a boy. Mom says all
three times she was sure she was having a
boy. When it got to me, she was really, really, really

sure, “cause boys kick a lot or something.
Even the doctor yelled, “It’s a boy!” when @
1 first came out.

But it wasn't a boy! It was me, Joey. And T don't
kick, even though Stevie says I do— like when we M
have sleeporers in Alexs room. But who would't 1y sfging
Kick inside a sleeping bag! ned To gou.
My big sisters call me Duck. See, when Twas 01ty
little,  called everybody (Stevie and Alex) and (L0 I Your

everything “duck” .~
Most times I hate being called Duck. Its not
ke ¥ bave tuo almast-webbed toes (ike Stevie) iy
or anything. o, 00 )
1t just makes me feel like a baby. R““\;.}M 6
s — T'm not a baby. Yes, youase! A~ (G ﬁ“wﬂ it
T read chapter bookel ‘4
arel

~S
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The Sisters Club Charter

by Joey Reel
oo 5275
Upless ‘g"}' Jee y.s-]glev

CLUBHOUSE: Alex's room Kﬂf;‘%’wns you! f\.
— | s e (m\
SE MEMBERS: Reel sisters only %{\ f‘m ~§
£s
= UNIFORM: Pj's are good Plaid s bad
S, Except when it pi's. (According To ashion Qucen lex) ~
St
T2 e
2 5 & MASCOT: Nlex's sock monkey, named Sock Monkey
==

(1 wish it was Hedgie, my hedgehog)
LOGO: Three sock monkeys arm in arm % T
ALTERNATE LOGO: Troll doll with the "no”sign over it

SECRET SIGN OR HANDSHAKE:
Hook pinkies together while saying.
“Sisters, Blisters, and Tongue Tiisters.”
This 15 so lane! ),

You madk it up.~S
Yeah, when [ was ke ten. A,
fielo! That was ooly two years ago. My agel ~S
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Dear Sock Monkey:
1 have @ big 2udition for Beauty and
the Beast Tonorzov, In o nervous
1 can't sleep. Help!
Sleepless in South Oregon (k.2 Alex)
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Guess Who's
Coming to Dinner?
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Volcanoes
by Joey Reel yo'

1 woke up to a volcano in the

living room! ) o
Dad is pretending Beauty

and the Beast takes place

right here in Oregon! So

there's going to be a volcano

in the play, and T get to help

make it. U
1 have to rip up about a

million newspapers for

the papier-maché. My hands

are turning all black and

sticking together from

all the gloey stuft. There's

going to be layers and

layers and it will take

forever to dry.
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Bluck!
(A poem by Joey Reel)

Boys are blucky and yucky.
Lettie! X

Ucky, too. 1‘53’ a%,

Cooties!
Kissed by a praying mantis!
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My ofder sister is mad at me, 50 she’s giving me the Sikeot

Treatmeat. What can 1o 1o malie her talk to me again?

od don't you give me. fhe Sieot Treatment, foo!
~freczing in My Own Family (k0. Stoic)

o mow
Han. Hard qmshax;ﬁﬁy o make 1t 0P

sorry. Think of @ 5 bed belps.
5t time, Breakfast &
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Rules for Boys Coming to Dinner
by Joey Reel

Do: g
+Remember NOT to call him Scott Towel (rightl).
+Set the table with paper towels for napkins.

*Wear nice clothes (maybe even pioneer dress?).
+Bump the boy to make his fondue fall off the fork!

Don't:

+Bring up Sock Monkey.

+Show baby pictures of Alex.

+Let Dad tell embarrassing stories about the old days.

+Use the word boysriend (unless you want to turn
into a statue).

Do: = ‘%
~Tell funny jokes! l

@ Who is Scott Towel’s brother?
A: Scott Tissve (aKa. toilet paperl).

Q: Who is Scott Towel's cousin?

A: Scotch Tapel
G
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Check out the second book
in the Sisters Club series!

Here's a sneak preview:
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Family Dinner Report o © OO
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by Joey Reel o ©©

+02
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Doo

First you need a family. o o
Think of  theme (iike the color orange). © o »
Sit at the table together (even if it's on the floor).

Say, “Pass the carrots” and “How was school @
today?” O°
The stuff you can't eat? Put it in your napkin o

(secretty, when 1o one is looking, of course). O ).
Use only a TEENY, TINY BIT of soap todo ¢

the dishes! ° @
Family Dinner is kind of like a science project. @0 o

°
o

ge

1t takes a lot of work and makes a big mess.
You never know how it will turn out.
Yo

Family Dimer means everybody being together. &\ @
‘Oo s way, WAY better than eating just Jell-0 52

o b’/y‘i"i\/\ @ ©
©
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The No-Joy of Cooking
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Sisters, blisters, and
Tongue Twisters!
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Talking to Doors
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J-E-1-1-0!
by Joey Reel

Jell-0 is my favorite dessert. It comes in rainbow
colors. 1 like the way it wiggles and jiggles

and looks like brains. Writing this report made
me wonder, What is Jell-0, really? 1 mean,

what's it made of?

S0 1 looked it up. 27 \;\ %)
GROsS!

Jell-0 is really gelatin, which is made
from animal parts like skin and bones f

and le stuft. Bluck!

It's used in foods . . . and film! Double bluck!
1 eat tilm! (But it tastes good)
(Note to selt: Dorit tell the Queen of Animal

Rights, sister Alex) 0r do/ ~S

In closing, I would like to say that Jell-O is one
of the only things my mom makes that I actually
like. When I'm sick, she always makes lime Jell-0,
and it helps me feel better. T hope I never get
sick anymore, because who is going to make me
lime Jell-07
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Things NOT to put in Jell-0:
+Grapes (They sink)
+Grapetruit (It stinks)
+Gummy worms (You can't see them.)
+Barbie shoes (My mom really did that oncel)

It
ﬁg;
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This Is Just to Say
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Dear Sock Monicy:

[ have o go fo school oday, and T keep staring at my
closet, but there’s nothing fo wear. What should T do?
~Bathrobe Beauty (a..a. Stoic)
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DO dip in chocolate fondue:

-Apples
«Strawberries y

+Bananas
~Pineapple
+Pound cake
+Marshmallows

DON'T dip in the fondue:
-LEGOs

@ Frene ok
gs!
S —
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Fascinating Fondue Factoids
by Joey Reel

Fondue comes from the French word fondre, which
means “to melt.”

Most popular fondue: cheese.

Fondue started in Switzerland, as a way of using
up all the old cheese that had turned hard.

Don't throw away the golden crust left on the
bottom of the fondue pot. . . . It's the best part!

It's a tradition. . . . 1t a woman or girl drops the
fondue from her fork, she has to Kiss all the men
or boys at the table.

1¢ a boy or man drops his fondue into the pot,
he has to kiss all the women or girls.

The world's largest fondue weighed 2,00 pounds.
It was made from 1,190 pounds of
grated Gruyére cheese from
Wisconsin. Atter the fondue was
measured for the world record,
the cheese was donated to a
food rescue organization in New
York Gity.
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They paint the rock now. To tell you when there's
a concert or dance, or a play, or a puppet show at
the library. Hello! They should not, I repeat, NOT
paint over pioneer names. Pioneers rule!
Mom made a pioneer costume when Alex was
little, and she passed it down to Stevie, and
Stevie passed it down to me. It has a calico

~ dress and apron and a big bonnet and killer
button-up shoes. T can't wait to wear it for ﬁ
Pioneer Day at school.

Alex and Stevie say it makes me look like a geek.
But I think 1 look like LIW (Laura Ingalls Wilder),
and LIW was not a geek! They didn't even HAVE
geeks back then.

For Pioneer Day, we get to dry up old apples
and make dolls out of them and learn how to
churn butter.

Note to self: Save old apples.
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why not a haifu?
Haifw’s not embarrassing. .
0, for the hailu/
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Kissing Paper Towels
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Sisters
(a poem by Joey Reel)

e

So bossy -

Talk to sock monkeys, not you
Extremely bad friends

Really not nice

Silent Treatment

(1 g wih o)
~





OEBPS/images/14-1.png
Dear Sock Monkey:
My sisters call me Duck. It makes
me feel like a baby, but I'm not a
baby anymorell Helpl!

— Quackin’ Mad (aka. Joey)
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Fondue Sue
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SECRET KNOCK: I don't know how to write it!
1 just know how to do it. Sounds like:
Da-da-da, da-dee-dee-doh. exedil
ke
e
ORD: ! Don't telll) ot this
PASSWORD: Shakespeare (Shhi Don't telll) T';ms y

Tt
ACTIVIT1ES:Toll sscrts and scary stoies, 1 3

eat popcorn and ice cream,

stay up late, @

have sleepovers in Alex's room )
N

(1 mean the clubhousel). ,V
DUES: Only if we need popcorn o ice cream and
we're out of them. yesh, rightl Alex NEVER s moncy. ~S

RULES: No throwing pillows or other objects,
except in an ofticial pillow fight.
% putting crumbs in Alex's bed on purpose.
\ SN No using Alex's brush to brush your hair
No taking stuft from Alex's room
(especially anything with giitter).

Or Hedge the
Hedgehogs has;, A
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Joey’s Homework Notebook

This is my notebook. It looks ike a real one
for school. You Know, the black-and-white
Kind that makes your eyes go cuckoo when
#Jou stare at it? Actually, 1 pretend it's a diary,
because both of my big sisters, Alex and Stevie,
think diaries (especially locked ones) are way cool.
Hey, 1 just thought of one thing they agree ol
8ut really, this is going to be my Homework
Notebook. My big sisters think I'm nuts (not a nut
job!). (The #2 thing they agree onl) They hate
homework. But, 1 mean, by third grade, shouldn't
a person be old enough to get homework?
Al we get are worksheets.
Baby stuff.
o ... 1 like to make up homework for myself.
My litle siser, the homework freak ~S
Story of My Life
by Joey Reel
My (made-up) homework today is to write about me.
Stevie says that's an avtobiography. | had o fith fier mH
Hi. My name is Joey. Not Joan. Not Jo-Ann {14, 100.~
or Josephine or Jolene. Not Jo-Anything. Wf’ﬂﬂ

PN J
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Sisters Are Forever
(a poem by Joey Reel)

Sisters copy.
Sisters talk to sock monkeys!
Sisters steal stuft and dor't ask. ® S—
Sisters fight.

isters fiht. Gimmel

Sisters call you Jel-0 names.
What goes away but always comes back?
Sisters!
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CANDLEWICK PRESS
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up newspapers is better than
acting—no Kissing!

Things OK to Kiss:
-Dad

- Hedgie

-School paper that gets an A

Things I will never, ever, not-ever kiss:

- A praying mantis

- A paper towel

+A boy (that looks like
a praying mantis or a
paper towel)
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The Three Sisters
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Volcano Alex
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The Silent Treatment
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Have you read all
three Sisters Club
books?
- -
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Dear Sock Monkey:
Finaly! T get to go to a sleepover. ..
in my big sister's room! What should
1 take with me?
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All that Glitters
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For my sisters:
Susan, Deborah, Michele, and Melissa
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WHO: Stevie + Joey

WHAT: Spectal (not energency!) Meeiing
of the Ststers Club

WHEN: Tonight, Fridey the Ioth

WHERE: Alex's zoon

WHY: Surpstsel

Be there! BYOSB!
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Little-known facts about Jell-0:
1. Jell-0 is over a hundred years old
(older than Mom's Joy of Cooking!).
2. The 413997403 packages of Jell-0 made in one
year would stretch three-fifths of the way
around the globe.
3. Immigrants at Elis Iskand were served Jell-O to
say, “Welcome to America.”
4. A bowl of viggly Jell-0 has brainwaves -\ )
that are the same as grown-vps. N ARMARA=
5. Astronaut Shannon Lucid kept track of time on
the Mir Space Station by wearing pink socks
and eating Jell-0 every Sunday.

Things to put in Jell-O:
- Sprinkles
- Mini-marshmallows @ (=) 8

+Yogurt

+ Anything that floats N
«A note to your sister! l
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Macaroni |Disaster
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The Power of the Sweater
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King Lear Props
by Joey, supreme Note-Taker, List-Maker

+Map of England (You can write on cloth if you want)

« Jester hat (with bells!)

+Plastic dagger

+Eyeballs! (One guy gets his eyes poked out—gross!)

+ Cookie sheet (Stevie's idea— for making
thunderstorm noises!)

Favorite parts from King Lear:

+"Out, vile jelly)” (Stevie says, “Out, vile Jell-O")

"You stinkard!” (Le, stinkhead)

+"04f with his headl” (We say this even if it's not
in the play)

«"Out with his eyes!” (OUCH!) 3

«“Jellied eel and rotten oranges!” (BLUCKI)

«"Roast rat!” é } #
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Family Dinner makes you not want to live under
the piano.

Atter Family Dinner, your stomach hurts. Not
because the food was so bad, not because you ate
alot of orange stuff, but because you ended up
laughing so hard.

A+ tor Family Dinner!
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How to Swear in Shakespeare
From the often-used vocabulary

of Alex Reel, whenever she is around
her sisters

+You quintessence of dust!
- Mad mustachio'd purple-hued mattworml
+ Puke-stocking!

Valiant fleal @54 @’ .
“Dunghili groomt 11 o365

+Bedlam brainsick duchess!
*Bolting-hutch of beastliness!

+Foul fiend Flibbertigibbet!
+King of codpieces!

+Gross watery pumpion!

~Spotted snake with double tongue!

- A pox of wrinkles (on thee)!
- A bugbear take youl






