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First Day Jitters

V4

Dear Di.ary,

How do | ngmrJr..Today lc.no, walt. |
Jud got to Singapore.No, | have arrived \
In a foreign land.and ite overll My |fe
le overl Yec, thatc Uf, | feel like my |i-fe

\ lc co over, like | have been thrown into

the deeP cea With no life J'mckeJr...l have no

life, no friende, no room. Well, | do have a

new room.but ife not my old room. Thic
1
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room doecnt count.Hec not my redal Yoom. . | had a life back. in New York. Now | don't
\ N
\ | mice my real one back. home in New York.

have one. Dad'c been great, Jrr\/Ln@ o make

cure that my Pegky eL@Wr—yea\r—old brother

Alex and | are okmy. | love my dad! Ye'c

cuper cmart and he'c an artict, but right
now he worke for a real ectate company

1o pay the bille. e hac dark brown hair,

which ic thinning at the fop. fre cone hy
makec him look. emarter-haha. Mom wante
him to go completely bald and give up
frying fo comb over whatever's left. LOLMT

Lying in bed, Rosie Smith writes in the

diary that Grandma gave her on her first day in

Singapore.
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L\Whatever- —

Mom can be ‘ﬁmn\/, but che can adlco
be co demanding! Roce, do thic, Roce, do
thatl Okmy, | have to ex;:,lmin that Mom
ctopped calling me Rocle when | furned 12
cauce che thinke Roce e more grown-up
counding, and che thinke | chould get uced
fo being called and calling ngeH: Roce.
"When you ctart working, you dont want
fo be cigning off ac Rocle Smith, right,
Roce? Roce Smith counde co much bettert
| have no ldea about my future working
lfe. Al | know Lc
that | like the
name Rocle
and that I'm
alwayg wrong
with Mom. She

coNe che'c @o+

al the ancwercl!

—

—— —

Can you believe that the only reacon

yrd

Wl’)\/ wWe are here, why | had tfo give

up my I-fe in New York, lc becauce of

grandmar See, Mom wac born here. But

/ che went fo college in California, and then
ended up finding O\J'ob ln New York CHy,

where che met my dad. ('ﬂney met on a

4

gubwm\/ Plaﬁcorm!) N\y dad, Alex and |
were all born in New York City-at the
came hog?Hml, ln fact (uh, at different
tfimec of courcel). | really didn't  want
to move here at al but Mom cald we
\ have to look aftfer Grandma. Although

Uncle Amoc e here and he'c Grandma'c

favourlite anyway e

So why are we here? | wac fine with
Jung vieiting Singapore durilng our cummer
vacatione-the way we had alwaye done
It-but Dad caye moving here ic good for

uc becauce life ic better here, whatever

——

——
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that meanc. Yow can life be better when
| don't have any friende here? When the
weather ic the came every day? When kide
don't ceem to have time for anyﬂnin@ but
cchool, homework, tuition, :Pwmo leccong,
cwimming leccong, enrichment claccec

and on and on?

SPRING WINTER FALL

Aex lovee 1t here becauce of the zoo..and
the acbuarium Al he talke about ic animale

and dinocaure. Ye can be SO mnnoyin@,

L\eg:})ecially when he touchec my ctuff

—

—— —

randma ¢ cweet and nice and e

yrd

alwayg giving me ctuff, odd thinge like

a chirt that ic way too bLg for me and

for one of my birﬂf)dmyg che even cent

/ me medicinal tea for backachec. Mom

telle me to J'ung be ha?w that Grandma
thinke about me. Anyway, che did give

/)

/

a——
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me thic dimry when we arrived.

Grahdma!

You're the best,
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| ctill cant believe we acﬁmlly moved

here.

Oh yemh, there'c alco Uncle Amoc and ‘
Auntle JSen. 'Tlf)ey have three feenage boyg.
’ Well, Jrhey are achrumII\/ cavemen, or Cave

boye! LOLT \acon, Jlared and Joey-
WiPleng, can you believe 1197

E;o\/, IJ'ung wich | ¢till had my old room

and my friende. | micc New York. /
I —— )

Suddenly Rosie hears her mom call, “Rose!

Where are you?”
“In my room, Mom,” Rosie says, shoving the

diary under her pillow and closing her eyes. She

hopes her mom doesn’t want her to help unpack

yet another box. to tell them what to do. Aiyah, I don’t know why
As the footsteps get closer to her room, Rosie they came so early...”

shuts her eyes tighter. Rosie’s eyes pop open. “Noooooo, not now,
“Oh, okay, I see...Rose, please watch your Mom, I'm trying to get 10 more minutes of sleep,”

brother. The painters are here already, and I have she says, but her mother has already disappeared.

8 9



With a sigh, Rosie takes her diary out from under

her pillow and is about to hide it in her closet when

Alex bounces into the room.

“RAWRRR!”

Alex roars as he

jumps onto Rosie’s

bed and pretends

he’s about to sink his
teeth into his sister.

“Alex, stop that!”
Rosie yells, pushing

her brother away.
“What are you, five?
It’s time to stop pretending you’re a lion.”

Alex surprises Rosie by not resisting and drops
his act—a little too quickly. Rosie realises that it’s
because he has spotted her diary.

“Ooh, what’s that?” he asks. “Isn’t that the diary
that Grandma gave you? What did you write in

it...can I see?”

10

“No! Alex, don't touch anything!” Rosie says,
clutching the diary tightly and glaring at him.
“Why can’t you just wait in the kitchen? Why do
you have to be all up in my face...in my room...”

Alex shrugs and looks thoughtful. “Hey, I found
a spider in my room. Want to come see? Wait, oh
yeah, theyre painting my room now. I wonder if

they’re going to paint over the spider...” He pauses

11




before adding with a grin, “No, I dont think they
will because I've got it right here!”

He shoves a giant
plastic spider into
Rosie’s face and
laughs hysterically
as his sister starts
screaming.

“Alex, that’s it!” Rosie says.  Get out! Get out
right now?!

“Oh, come on, sis, I'm just having fun,” Alex says
in a plaintive voice. “Okay, I'll just sit right here
and pretend to be a fly on the wall. You won't even
know I'm here.”

“No, Alex, I'm serious. I need you out ‘cause I've
got to change into this school uniform. I can't
believe I have to wear a school uniform!”

“Eh, it’s a polo shirt and skirt. No big deal,
Rosie,” Alex says. “Would have been bad if we had

to wear a jumpsuit.”

12

“You got a point there, little bro. Okay, go. Now.
I have to get dressed.”

After Rosie closes the door, she takes a look at
the three sets of uniforms that have been hanging
in her closet for the past two weeks. “Well, it does
make it easier getting dressed in the morning,” she
says out loud. But she knows shed much rather be
thinking about a great first-
day-of-school outfit—
maybe a floral
printed top, a
cute sling bag
and neon pink

sneakers?

“Rose,”
Mom calls
again. “Come
eat something,

the bus will be

here soon.”

13



“Be right there, Mom,” Rosie replies, zipping up
the blue skirt. She makes a face as she looks in
the mirror, then pulls her hair back into a pony-
tail. “Ponytail, no ponytail? Decisions, decisions.
First day of school...no ponytail...” Rosie finally
decides. But she starts to have second thoughts

about going to school.

Puh-leez.
Wialking into the kitchen, Rosie says, “Mom, I

really don't feel well today—"
“Aiyoh,” her mom says, immediately reaching
to feel Rosie’s forehead. “Hmm, you don’t have a

tever. What are you feeling? Sore throat? Sneezy?
Headachey?”

14

“Yes, yes, all of those, Mom,” Rosie says, trying
to talk in a raspy voice. “I don’t think I can go to
school today.”

But Mom already has a spoonful of medicine
ready. “Probably just allergies, Rose. Take some
Zyrtec and after a while, you'll be okay.”

“I think Rosie’s just trying to play hooky, Mom,”

Alex says with a grin.

I'm *cough* dying... I betit's

Lying-gitis

“Who'’s trying to play hooky?” Dad asks, walking

into the kitchen. “Not you, Rosie?”
Rosie slaps her hand against her forehead and

sticks her tongue out at Alex.

15



“Aw, don't worry, Rosie, youre going to do great
at school,” Dad says, hugging her. Then with both
hands on her shoulders, he tells her, “You can do it.
I know it’s hard being the new kid, but come on,
Rosie, you're from New York!”

And right then, Dad starts singing his favourite
Frank Sinatra song and Alex joins in. Rosie’s heart
swells when they sing about making it there and
making it anywhere.

Okay, I can do this, Rosie tells herself. She walks
out the door with her brother, still feeling good, still

grinning from ear to ear. It’s not hard when your

parents are standing in the doorway, cheering,

«@0, New York, go New York!~

ttooray for School..

“Where’s the school bus?” Rosie asks as she and
Alex look around the pick-up point in front of
their block of flats on Holland Avenue.

“Don’t know,” Alex replies, then nods his head
towards a small red and grey minivan parked by
the kerb. “Maybe that’s it.”

He quickly adds, “I hope that’s it. Look, it has
cool stripes on the side.”

« Oh, no, no, no, that can't be it,” Rosie says,

17



: Who's Who?

7

Alex is Rosie’s eight-year-old brother. He
thinks scaring his sister with his toy spider is
the funniest thing in the world. He can rattle

oft a million facts about animals—especially
dinosaurs—and hopes to become famous by

Rosie

Rosie is 13 years old and grew up

in the New York City borough of
Queens—until her family’s move to
Singapore. She can be shy but likes to
express herself through fashion, art and
writing in her diary. She enjoys playing
basketball and has played center on her
school teams. She would love to play at
Madison Square Garden one day.

Alex

discovering a new species of dinosaur.

<~

Mowm (Tracey Swmith)

Ever since she moved back to Singapore
with her family, Mom has been immers-
ing herself in everything Singaporean,
especially food. She wants to blog about
her misadventures in the kitchen, but

just hasn't found time to do that yet.

Dad (Charles Smith)

Dad is a good-natured guy who lives to
make his family happy, even at his own
expense. He firmly believes that songs
can cheer everyone up and is always
ready to sing. While in university, he was

part of a rock band called Smitty Mix.

i~ PR o
Pink is 13 years old, and like Rosie, is
a big sister. Her little sister, Namisha,

is five years old. Unlike Rosie, Pink is a
go-getter who is not afraid to take risks.
She loves music and fashion, and wants to
eventually start her own clothing line.

Ben

Ben hails from the seaside town of
Margate, England, which is about 121
km southeast of London. He is a fan of
electro house music and sports. His easy-
going nature and positive attitude helps
Rosie adjust to life at her new school.

Want to get in touch with Rocie? You can email her at
hellorociecmith@gmail.com, or find her on Facebook at
fb.com/hellorociecmith. She'd love to hear from you!
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In this second volume of the Gir/ Overboard!

series, Rosie Smith continues to document her
adventures as she adjusts to life in Singapore.
When they get lost on Pulau Ubin during a
camping trip, Rosie must rely on her wits and
work with her friends Pink and Ben to find their

way back to civilisation!

"

Quick! Turn the page for a cneak peek!




4’1 { Here'c the Sneak Peek! }X%

“Thank goodness it’s Saturday,” Dad says with
a groan as he rolls out of bed. “I'll get the coftee
brewing.”

“Rose, Pink’s mom just sent me a text,” Mom
says. “Pink will be up here in a few minutes, so go
wait for her in the living room.”

Rosie turns and happily skips down the hallway,
just as Dad calls out, “Uh... Tracey dear, I think
you need to come see Alex...”

Mom looks up and takes a deep breath. “What
now?” she mutters before running to the kitchen.
With a gasp she cries out, “Alex, what have you
done to your face? Is that...is that my black eyeliner
all over your face?”

“Yeah, Mom, I'm a commando and I'm going
to protect Rosie,” Alex says with a serious look

on his face.

Rosie rolls her eyes. “Right, Alex. Protect me
from who? You?”

Dad shoots a look at Rosie, then turns to Alex.
“Alex, Rosie will be fine. Now go wash your face
before you scare the neighbours. And when you’re
done, you can help me make my world-famous
pancakes.”

Alex looks thoughtful for a moment and shrugs
his shoulders. “Okay, Dad,” he says as he runs off.

Just then, there is a knock at the front door.
Rosie hugs her mom and dad before heading out.

“Hi, Ro—"Pink starts to say when the door opens.

Rosie cuts her off. “Not now, Pink. Let’s get
out of here before Alex the commando catches

»
up to us.
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Aboul he Crealors

Sheri Tan has always loved reading.

\ Growing up in Singapore, her favou-

yﬁ\ Sheri Tan, author
/ .\ \_
&
L1
v

rite author was Enid Blyton and she

\ often wished she had adventures like the
i

Famous Five or that she attended Malory

Towers. After college, Sheri became a writer and editor of
children’s books and worked in New York City for many years

before returning to Singapore.

Fernando Hierro, illuctrator
Fernando Hierro is an illustrator and

graphic designer who grew up reading

books illustrated by Jack Kirby, a comic
book artist from his neighbourhood, | ]
the Lower East Side in New York City. 3

Fernando started drawing at an early age, following in the
tootsteps of his father. He was also inspired by the art of John

Byrne and loves telling stories through pictures and words.



“A very promising voice...Rosie is bright and spunky,
headstrong yet endearing—a girl who knows her mind.
She is sure to find a lot of devoled readers in Singapore.”

—Dr Myra Garces-Bacsal, Assistant Professor,
National Institute of Education, Singapore

Dear Diary,

Life in New York wac looking great. Summer
vacation wae around the corner, and Id
FINALLY turned 12! Then Mom
announced we'd be moving hatfway
around the world fo Singapore, where

che grew up.

Now it Feele like my life ic S0 over.
| dont know anyone here, my -Ftamile'c

[ — totally weird and eversfl'hinﬁ ceeme to go
I 1/ wrong at my new international echool. One
“ thing'c for eure—Im gonna figure thic out

Things aren't easy for Rosie Smith. Peek into her diary
for tales aboul her spider-obsessed little brother,
EMBARRASSING episodes at school and making friends—
and enemies—in her new home, Singapore. Narrated
with honesty and charm, and peppered with humorous
illustrations, Girl Overboard! is a fresh new series whose
heroine you'll find yourself rooting for.

Look for Rosie's next adventure, ISEN-13: G7B-G810735T40

A Rose Grows in the Jungle. I ll m ‘[
TEEB10NTe5T4

www epigrambooks, 59

a9






