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Dear Whoever Is Reading My Dumb Diary,

Are you sure you’re supposed to be
reading somebody else’s diary? Have you
done this before? If I did not giveYOU
permission,YOU had better stop rightnow.

If you are my parents, then YES, I
know that I am not allowed to call people
idiots and fools and goons and half-wits
and gerds and all that, but this is a diary,
and I didn’t actually “call” them anything. I
wrote it. And if you punish me for it, then I
will know that you read my diary, which I am
not giving you permission to do.

Now, by the power vested in me, I do
promise that everything in this diary is true,
or at least as true as I think it needs to be.

Signed,



S
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PS: If this is you, Angeline, reading this, then you
are officially busted. I happen to have this entire
room under hidden video surveillance. And, in just
a moment, little doors will slide open and flesh-
eating rats will stream into the room. And, like tiny
venomous cowboys, scorpions will be riding the
rats. So it’s curtains for you, Angeline! Mwah-hah-
hah-hah!



PSS: If this is you, Margaret or Sally, then HA-HA —
you are also caught in my surveillance sting.



PSSS: If this is you, Isabella, don’t you ever get
tired of reading my diary? I mean, I’ve caught you
doing it, like, nine or ten times, so just STOP IT. Se-
riously. Maybe you should see somebody about this.
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Sunday 01

Dear Dumb Diary,

Mom and I got into a “discussion” about
fashion after dinner tonight. Of course, she really
has no idea what the trends are at my school. I
told her that I think she can’t possibly know how
important trends can be, and she said that clothes
were just as important when she was in middle
school. Then I said that I understood how she
probably always tried her best to make a good
impression on Fred and Wilma and Barney and the
whole gang down at the tar pit, but times had
changed.
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And that’s just part of the reason I’m here in
my room way ahead of schedule for the evening.
Here’s the exchange that followed my Mom-Is-Old-
As-Cavemen joke:

“Just how do you think that makes me feel?”
Mom asked.

“Stupid?” I guessed.
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Turns out that Mom had a different answer in
mind, and I’ll have a little time to figure out what it
was since I’m here in my bedroom about five hours
earlier than usual.

I also think that Dad sitting there trying not
to laugh might have made things worse.

Sometimes diaries can be so much easier to
talk to than moms. I can’t picture Mom letting me
write on her face, and I imagine sliding a bookmark
in somewhere would result in a major wrestling
match.
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