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Chapter 1 

A Beginner 
    Diary Entry, Sept. 20, 2019 

I don’t want to go to Wiseman Prep. It is going to be so boring. Maybe 
slightly less boring than middle school, but still boring. It’s a mistake that I 
got accepted there. I’m not a nerd! See you later, diary, well, maybe. 

Your owner, 
Maria <3 

Presently on the battlefield... 
Yeah, I was wrong. It is actually just as ecstatic as preschool was, 

everyone as easygoing as can be. And yes, I said battlefield. Anyway, 
everyone is kind, thoughtful, and helpful, but let me get one thing straight; 
those exams are NOT NORMAL.  

Have you ever heard of a SASCA exam? No? It stands for 
Self-defense (defending yourself), Artillery (fake artillery, of course), Stealth 
(not getting noticed), Calculation (aiming),  and Abstraction (being 
anywhere on the battlefield). It’s an exam for 1st year students. You might 
be asking, what kind of a normal school would give this exam? Well, this is 
not a normal school. This? This is spy school. 

The first person I met here was John Ridgewell. He is smart, easy 
going, kind, and cool. He introduced me to Nina Roberts, who is just kind of 
the kid who is friends with everybody right away. Then I met Marco 
Leonard. He is kind of the awkward kid who just sleeps all day. Jawa 
O’Shea is just the kid that does random things all day. We are all 11 years 
old.  

Right now I am in the heat of battle during the SASCAs, seven 
ten-year olds in hot pursuit.  

I started shouting into my walkie-talkie, “John! Be prepared for an 
ambush!” 



“Ok, come on in.”  
How does he do that? 
Up ahead, I saw a mossy tree. To others it would look disgusting, but 

to me, it was a wonderful sight. I ran to the other side of the tree, revealing 
a hole. I jumped in. There John was, reading a Guns and Ammo magazine 
on a dirt bed.  

“Hi,” he said casually. 
“Um, hi.” 
“How many are there?” 
“Seven, I think. I was busy running for my life.” 
“Was that sarcasm?” 
“Not on my part.” 
“They’re ten years old.” 
I considered that. They were only ten. But they were still threatening. 
John then loaded five paintballs into his ammo clip. He fired, and after 

every shot there was a shout of defeat. 
“Really?” I asked. I hoped he’d take out all seven. 
“What did you expect?” 
“You should have taken out all seven.” 
“What fun would that be?” 
I considered that, too. It might be fun to fight an almost helpless ten 

year old. Then I agreed. 
“Okay, let's do it.” 
The other two attackers jumped into the tree hole. One of them was a 

bulky kid. He looked like he weighed two hundred pounds, at the least. The 
other one was a little girl. She looked like a heavily armed elf. John 
wrestled the elf.  

“Okay, you’re on your own,” he said. 
I faced the sumo kid. I had to look up to possibly make eye contact. 

But then again, I’m pretty short. Then I aimed a paintball up, which went 
into his mouth. I shot again, and this time it hit him in the nose. He crawled 
out of the hole, defeated, wiping paint out of his mouth.  



When I looked up, John was still fighting the elf, and losing. Then 
John pinned her. She looked up, teary eyed, and then did the most weird 
thing. 

“Stop! I quit! I want my mommy!” said the elf. 
“Er,” John said. “I don't think you can do that. Spy school isn't for 

everyone…” 
“Like you?” said the elf. The whole I want my mommy act was fake. 

She pinned John, but I fired at her nine times, coating her with paint.  
“Sorry, newbie,” I said. “You’re out.” 
At that, she slumped over to the bleachers, leaving tracks behind her. 

Thanks a lot, newbie!! I thought. Now the other team knows where the base 
is!!  

As if right on cue, three kids jumped into the hole. Thankfully, two of 
them were Nina and Marco. The other one was obviously a double agent 
for us. Then I recognized him. 

“Jawa? Is that you?” 
“Yeah. The girls on the other team wanted to give me a makeover 

once they discovered I was a double agent.” 
“Is that lipstick on your shirt?” 
“There’s lipstick on my shirt?” 
“Yeah. It’s green, too.” 
Jawa looked outside the hole. “Oh, yes!” 
“Um… What do you mean? The lipstick is all over your back. Looks 

more like a makeunder.” 
However, I looked outside. More kids were coated blue than red, 

which meant we were winning.  
I heard a faint call from the floor. Oops. I had dropped my walkie 

talkie. I recognized the voice. It was the elf. 
“I’ll get you for this. Mark me, I will!” 
“I think you’re already marked. It’ll take months to wash all that paint 

out of your hair.” 
Silence. More silence. Then a beep, meaning she had turned off the 

walkie.  



Apparently, my friends had heard, because as soon as I looked up 
they started laughing. 

“Nice one!” said Jawa. 
“You got her good!” giggled Nina. 
“Eh,” said Marco. From him this was actually a compliment, meaning 

that he had listened. 
Even John gave me a pat on the back. I felt like huddling myself 

down so my friends couldn’t see my face. I don’t like attention. 
“Aw, it’s not that big of deal,” I said 
Then I noticed it. The huge problem that I had gotten praise for. The 

hair, the voice, it was all the same. This kid was related to the 
superintendent. Oh… CRAP! 

As if reading my mind, Nina said, “Uh-oh. Niece alert.” 
After that I was only thinking: 

A) I am in so much trouble! 
B) I really need to think about who I talk to! 
C) Why is Marco paying attention? 
D) I need to start taking my own advice! 
E) Why is John being social? Isn’t he like, super distant or something? 

 
 

Chapter 2 
The History Nightmare 
Diary Entry, Oct. 1, 2019 

I really need to watch who I talk to. The other day I got in an 
argument with the superintendent’s niece. Oops. I might get expelled, so 
wish me luck, diary. 

Your owner, 
Maria <3 

Presently in class… 



Oh. My. Gosh. This class is so boring. I am presently in History class 
with my SUPER aggressive teacher, Mr. H. His real identity is kept secret, 
so he insists we call him Mr. H for History. Blech.  

Peppy, one of my other classmates, is assigned to be my ‘partner 
reader’ for the rest of the week. Double blech. Peppy is okay, I guess, but 
she is certainly not peppy. She is just a kid who thinks she is so much 
smarter than everyone else. Other than that, she is actually okay. Every 
time I try to converse with her, she tells on me. She is such a tattletale. I 
hope Nina is my partner next week. Or John. Anyone is better than Peppy. 

Merry, Peppy’s twin sister, is almost as bad. Merry is just as merry as 
her sister is gloomy, and she is the most talkative person at Wiseman Prep. 
Maybe even the world. And all she talks about is dolls: Cabbage Patch Kids 
dolls, Ever After High dolls, Monster High dolls, old, creepy dolls. That’s all 
it is, 24/7. You might think I am exaggerating, but we literally share a dorm. 
And that kid talks in her sleep. 

Duct tape is not enough to cover up Mr. History’s mouth. I mean, 
seriously, that dude has the biggest mouth of all time. We were learning 
about spies from ancient times when the bell rang. As soon as Mr. H 
stopped talking, half the class rushed to the door. The nerds neatly filed 
out, following the rest of the class. Before I could get out the door, I heard 
someone calling my name. 

“Maria, can you stay in class for a moment?”  
You might be thinking, Oh, that is totally Mr. H. You’re wrong. I turned 

toward Mr. H’s desk, but he wasn’t there. That is so weird! I thought. Then I 
turned in the opposite direction. There I saw John. 

“Hi,” I said.  
“We need to talk,” John responded.  
“I noticed.” 
“Well, you know Halloween is coming up, right?” 
“Yes,” I said. “I am aware. And why did you want me to stay in class? 

I could not escape before, let alone now.” 
When I looked up, John was looking at the floor to hide his 

expression. I still saw the laughter.  



“You need a co-captain for capture the flag, right?” John asked. 
“Yeah. I also have to handle the rampage of 7-year old sons and 

daughters of teachers who are trick-or-treating.” 
“If you can handle that, you can handle anything,” he said. 
I had to laugh. Leave it to John to make anything better. 
“About the co-captain, I still need one, yes.” 
“Do you think I would qualify?” John asked. 
“Sure. I was not going to ask, but sure,” I said. 
“Cool.” 
“Is that all you wanted to talk about?” 
“Yeah. Marco hates you, though.” 
“I’m aware. As an undergraduate, he literally told me he wants to be a 

first year hoping we’ll be in different homeroom classes.” 
“So, about our argument earlier…” John’s voice faltered. “Are we 

cool?” 
“Yeah. We’re cool,” I said.  
I had actually forgotten about the argument we’d had, about which 

twin was worse, Merry or Peppy. John had said Peppy was worse, I said 
Merry was worse. It didn’t end well. It is a long story and another diary. 

I started to walk out of the classroom. Then I turned around and saw 
John again.  

“Why did you have to ask me in the classroom?” I wanted to know. 
“I wanted to talk to you. Plus, I forgot to do my homework. I’m not 

allowed to leave the classroom until I complete it.” 
“I hate it when Mr. H does that. He’s as bad as your Aunt Peggy,” I 

said.  
John’s Aunt Peggy used to watch him when he was little, and he 

never got to do anything fun. Aunt Peggy made him read newspapers and 
work on his math skills. Blech. 

“I agree. Well, see ya.” 
“Yeah,” I said. 
I looked at my watch, afraid I might be late. Oh… CRUD! Only about 

45 seconds until my next class starts. Sprinting, I passed the principal’s 



office. He was talking to the superintendent and the now blue-haired elf. As 
I passed, the principal threatened to give me a demerit for running in the 
halls. Thank gosh the principal didn’t recognize me. Otherwise, I would be 
in big trouble. As I passed by, I couldn’t help but hear some of the 
conversation. 

“I am sure Maria Beckett will not bother you again. On the other hand, 
I’ll pay for some hair dye so your hair will look… normal,” the principal said. 

I winced at the mention of my last name. I felt like my parents kept 
sending me away. Maybe because of my grades. I don’t have to work hard 
for an A. 

I ran to class, despite the principal’s warnings. I seriously don’t want 
to be late for art. Today we are drawing missiles. Just before class started, 
I ran in.  

Chapter 3 
A Warning 

Diary Entry, October 12, 2019 
I passed history for this semester. I also passed advanced 

mathematics, with a little help from John. I am glad he and Nina are my 
math group. Well, diary, still hoping I won’t get expelled. 

Your owner,  
Maria <3 

Presently in Gym… 
This class is the worst. This week we are playing dodgeball, and I 

really need a gym partner. I looked around, looking for any girls that didn’t 
have a partner. No such luck. The only person left without a partner was… 
oh no.  

“Marco??” 
“I guess. You really don’t have a partner? I thought you were, like, 

well, I thought you had friends,” Marco said annoyed. 
“Nina has this class during a different period, dodo brain,” I said. 
“What about your good friend?” Marco said. 



“All my good friends live back at home,” I said. “And I would totally 
roast you, but my mom told me to never burn trash.” 

“I meant a certain someone who helped you pass advanced 
mathematics.” 

I knew exactly who he meant, but I wasn’t going to tip him off that I 
did. 

“I’m surprised you can even pronounce the word mathematics,” I 
said. 

I didn’t even notice the whole class staring at us in utter shock.  
“Maria! What was that supposed to be??” John asked. 
“I see you have returned from the mouth of the history homework,” I 

joked. “Again.” 
John didn’t laugh. “Was that really necessary? I know you are 

capable of being nice to others, and that incident with that kid…”  
“What?” I asked. I really didn’t want to cry, but I was almost to that 

point where that was my only option. 
“I thought during that incident, you were just acting young and naive. I 

was wrong about you, Maria. You need to chill out. And homework isn’t my 
only problem right now.” 

I wanted to say, What the heck is THAT supposed to mean? But at 
the same time I wanted my dad to be here to defend me. I started crying.  

“I thought you were my friend, John. You were my only friend when I 
first came here. But now I see I was wrong about you, too. Stay away from 
me! I am going home, no matter what it takes!” 

“You might not have a choice. I just came here to deliver the bad 
news. You’ve been suspended, Maria.” 

“Not as bad as expulsion,” I said. 
“You didn’t let me finish,” John said. “You’ve been suspended, until 

the principal decides what to do with you. The principal told me to tell you 
because of your little slip-up, and he said he was busy.” 

 
 
 



Chapter 4 
Do I Deserve It? 

Diary Entry, October 14, 2019 
Yeah, I admit I miss Wiseman. I miss Nina’s sarcasm and John’s bad 

jokes. Suddenly even Marco, Merry, and Peppy don’t seem so bad. Well, 
Diary, my parents enrolled me at a nearby middle school, I have a science 
quiz in two hours, and I need to do my homework. See you later, Diary. 

Your owner,  
Maria <3 

Presently At My Desk… 
Science homework sucks. I’d rather write in my diary all day, which I 

just finished doing. I looked at the first problem on my homework. 
1. How would you separate a mixture of sugar, water, and salt? 

I had no idea what it was, so this was my answer: 
You would separate the water and the sugar by boiling it, leaving only 

the salt. 
I honestly have no idea if that’s right or not. So, out of instinct, I 

looked over my shoulder, expecting John to be there shaking his head or 
nodding. But then I remembered: John isn’t here. He never has been. 

I looked at my watch. 6:45 a.m. I still had at least 45 minutes before I 
had to go to school. I got up and showered. 25 minutes later, in my 
bedroom, I finally heard the loud creak that meant my mom had gotten out 
of bed. Then she turned on the coffee pot. 

“Maria. Get Alfie out of bed. It’s time to get ready for school,” she 
mumbled, half asleep. 

Before waking up The Kraken (aka Alfie), I picked out his clothes, a 
black and green striped T-shirt and black jeans. Then I whispered, “Alfie. 
Wake up. It’s your first day of first grade, buddy!” 

“Maria? You’re home?” he asked, suddenly awake. 
“I got home last night, you silly goose,” I replied.  
“Oh. Go brush your hair, Sisey.” 



“If you say so, bud,” I said. 
As I looked into the mirror, I started combing my long, brunette hair. I 

looked at what I had picked out to wear that day, a skirt with purple flowers 
on it, a purple Broncos jersey, purple and yellow striped knee high socks, 
and gray tennis shoes. I put my hair in a ponytail with a purple sweatband 
and started to my room when I heard a moan. 

“Maria, honey, can you please bring me a blanket? I’m freezing,” my 
mom said. 

I brought her a blanket without saying a word. I checked my watch. 
7:00. I laid down on my floor, imagining there were stars in the sky and 
rather than laying on the floor of my bedroom, I was laying on a grassy hill 
surrounded by all my friends.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 5 
Are You Kidding Me? 

Diary Entry, October 16, 2019 
Right now I am at school, just writing in my diary by my locker. I just 

looked on the inside, and all my decorations that I put in yesterday are still 
there… That’s weird. I found a note in my locker. I gotta go! See ya later, 
Diary! 

Your owner, 
Maria <3 

Presently At My Locker… 
I have to say I was surprised when I saw a note taped to the inside of 

my locker. You’ll never guess what it said… I’m still trying to decipher it. 
9 11141524 248120 251521 1185. 
Wait… we learned this in Deciphering Messages 101. I is the ninth 

letter, wait. The message says, I know what you are. Not good!! If it’s 
Heather Jaidyn, I will freak out. Wait, there are three letters at the end, 
A.L.H. That could mean Alex Lynn Haddix. Oh… sorry I have to end this 
early! See ya! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 6 
Needing the Spies 

Diary Entry, October 17, 2019 
I got three letters today. I asked Alex about the letter in my locker, 

and she just thought I was a scientist. Oops. No chaos there. Anyway, I 
don’t think I miss Wiseman as much as I did. Alex is still keeping me 
company, and she is herself. The fact that Heather Jaidyn is herself is not 
as good. Anyway, the letters I got today were from John, Nina, and from 
the school board of Wiseman. Yay!! Or BOO!! Well, we’ll find out. See ya!  

Your owner, 
Maria <3 

Presently in Bed… 
At my new school, there are the weirdest things: normal people. They 

go to the arcade for fun instead of laying under the stars, and they have 
pop quizzes for tests instead of paintball wars. Anyway, here’s the letter 
from Nina: 
Dear Maria, 

We all miss you more than we might have acted like we would. Even Marco notices you’re 
gone, and that’s saying a lot! :)!  Well, you aren’t expelled yet. See you here (hopefully)!  

Sincerely, 
Nina. 

I know, right? Nina is so encouraging all the time. Well, here’s the 
letter from John: 
Hey, Maria!  

We all miss you a lot, even Marco. He needs someone to annoy him (although 
you’re not all that annoying). Sometimes I wondered what this school would be like 
without you. Now I know: more boring than usual. Mr. H has become less tolerable 
without you, meaning lower grades for me (and more time in the classroom doing 
extra homework)! Anyway, you should get a letter from the school about the same 
time you get this. Good luck! 

Your hopeful friend, 



John Ridgewell. 
John is awesome!! Leave it to him to make anything better, even 

through writing instead of saying it in person. Well, here’s the letter from the 
school: 
To: Maria Beckett 

From: Wiseman Preparatory Academy 

RE: Superintendent, Mrs. Maxwell 

Maria Beckett, 

We have come to notice what a good student you’ve 

been these past 1 ¼ years you have attended Wiseman. 

On the other hand, we have had some reported problems 

including you and Mrs. Maxwell’s niece, Juliette 

Maxwell. I wish to see you in my office on October 20, 

2019. See you then! 

Sincerely, 

PRINCIPAL FAUMAN. 

UGH!! Three more days of MIDDLE SCHOOL!!?? Come. On!! I wish I 
could take Alex with me to Wiseman. I think she would love it. Anyway, 
here’s the letter I wrote back to Nina: 
Heya, Nina! 

I have been miserable these past few days. The only thing (or should I say 
person) that has kept me from crawling into my locker is Alex. You remember 
her, right? And surely you remember my horror stories about Heather Jaidyn. 
Ugh!! She is the reason I want to crawl into my locker!! Well, see you soon! 

Sincerely, 
Maria. 

I know, I know. Weird letter, right? I am going to explain to her in 
person. I miss her SO MUCH!! Well, here’s my response to John: 
Hey, John!! 

I miss you a lot. Now I remember how B-O-R-I-N-G normal school is. 
Here is my life without a war every week: 

A) Boredom 
B) Annoyance 



C) Awkwardness! 
I know for sure I will be there in three days! See you then! 
Your excited friend, 

Maria Beckett. 
I know, I know. BEST. LETTER. EVER!! Short and sweet.  
 
 
3 days later… 
I am on my way to Wiseman. I hope it goes well.  
 
1 hour later… 
I’m in the principal’s office with Mrs. Maxwell and Juliette. Ah, the 

principal just walked in.  
“Maria, I have come to a decision,” the principal said. “You are in. 

And Juliette has been expelled.” 
“WHAT??” we both exclaimed.  
“Why me?” Juliette asked. “What did I do?’ 
“You have been bullying others, even those who you’ve blackmailed 

into hanging out with you,” the principal said. 
“Like she blackmailed John to stop fighting her?” I asked. 
“Just like that.” 
“I can’t wait to tell my friends!” I said.  
I ran over to open the door. When I opened the door, I saw something 

outrageous. My friends fell through the doorway in one big heap. Evidently, 
they had been outside with their ears to the door. 

“Oh, were you eavesdropping again?” I asked with my hardest 
expression. 

As soon as they got untangled from each other, there were a few 
questions, and some startled comments. 

“I can’t believe you’re still in!” said Nina. 
John said, “Who will fill Juliette’s place?” 
“Hi,” said Marco. 



“I was thinking about a friend of Maria’s, Alex Haddix,” Mrs. Maxwell 
said. “And it serves you guys right to be snooping through Principal 
Fauman’s door.” 

“That would be great,” I said. “Alex will love it here.” 
“Is there anything else you have to say before you go back to your 

dorm?” the principal asked.  
“Nah,” I replied. “It can wait.” 

 
10 minutes later, in my dorm room… 
“John?” I asked. “I will, well, I’ll try to be nicer to Marco.” 
“I’ll try not to get worked up. I really regret saying those things,” he 

mumbled. 
“You regret it? Are you kidding? It’s not as mean as what I’ve been 

saying,” I retorted.  
“I try not to stoop to your level,” John joked. 
I laughed. Finally, things are back to normal. 

Epilogue 
14 days later, there was a repeat SASCA exam for the end of the 

year. During this battle, though, I didn’t freak out. I proved myself to be 
more stealthy, and less naive. No more Juliette to bother me this time. I 
eventually picked my teammates for capture the flag, with John as my 
co-captain. We won, and then there was a big party afterwards. Maybe it 
wasn’t a mistake that I got accepted here after all. Maybe I’m still a little 
snarky, but I try to treat my friends with more respect. 

 

The End! 
 

 
 


