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Saturday, May 30, 9:00 A.M.

Royal Genovian Gardens

Breakfast

Grandmère just told me that she’s going into town today to buy a gift for my sister Mia.

“Just a little pick-me-up,” she said as we had soft-boiled eggs and café au lait in the garden. (Mia wasn’t there. She never comes down for breakfast anymore. Grandmère says she has something called “morning sickness,” but if you ask me, this is a terrible name for it because Mia seems to be sick all the time, afternoons and evenings, too.)

“Taking over the throne from your father is a huge responsibility,” Grandmère went on, “and I’d like to show Mia how much we appreciate her hard work.”

“I want to show my appreciation for Mia, too!” I cried.

I thought Grandmère’s idea was brilliant, and not just because I think Mia deserves a present (although I do). It’s also because I hardly ever get to leave the palace anymore because of all the news vans staked out in front of it, trying to snap photos of us as we prepare for my sister’s royal wedding.

Dad says if we’re going to ask the Royal Genovian Guard to take time away from strategizing for The Big Day and escort us into town, it had better be for something serious, like a trip to the children’s hospital to cheer up a sick patient or my going to school, not something frivolous, such as a visit to the local shops.

I’ve tried to keep very, very quiet on the subject of school, so as not to remind anyone that they’ve forgotten to enroll me. With so much to plan for the wedding and all, it’s easy to see how it’s slipped their minds.

But a visit to the local shops to buy a gift for Mia isn’t frivolous! It’s serious and necessary! It will boost her spirits and remind her how much we love her.

And get me out of the palace for a little while before I go completely nuts!

“Can I come, Grandmère?” I asked. “Please?”

“May I come,” Grandmère corrected me.

“May I?” I asked. I haven’t been a princess for very long, and it turns out there’s a lot to learn. Proper grammar is the least of it.

“Yes, you may, but only if you’ve completed your princess duties … such as your thank-you notes.”

I groaned—but only on the inside. I don’t want to seem ungrateful for everything that’s happened recently, including:

• Finding out I have a loving family, including a father, grandmother, sister, and something like nine million French and Italian cousins.

• Coming to live with my family in my new home (which happens to be a palace).

• All the lovely things they have given me to make me feel more at home in my new role as princess, and in my new country, Genovia, such as a poodle puppy, pony, wardrobe, personal bodyguard, cell phone, etc.

But some of it is taking time to get used to. Such as all the thank-you notes I now have to write. I may not be going to regular school, but I have princess lessons with Grandmère (and Mia, when she’s feeling up to it and has time away from ruling the country) every single day.

Writing a good thank-you note, it turns out, is an essential part of those lessons, “since good manners,” Grandmère says, “are a reflection of one’s character.”

Many people mistakenly believe that observing proper ettiquette and having good manners are the same thing. But Grandmère says this is untrue.

“I’ve met many a royal who knew which fork to use first at dinner but not how to show compassion and empathy for their subjects,” Grandmère says, “nor even that they ought to send a note to their hostess the next day, thanking her for the lovely meal.”

So she’s instructing me how to write proper thank-you notes (and also how to have empathy).

“Here,” I said, showing her the latest thank-you note I’d written that morning. “I’m all caught up, I swear!”

“A princess doesn’t swear, Olivia,” Grandmère said, putting on her diamond-framed reading glasses to examine my note. “She faithfully promises, and then only if she’s certain she can keep that promise.”

“Well, I faithfully promise, then.”

I knew my thank-you note was perfect because I’d followed all of Grandmère’s rules for a good thank-you note. It was:

• Short.

• Sweet.

• Handwritten (of course).

• Detailed (mentioned the item I’d received and how I intended to use it).

• Gracious (thanked the giver twice).

• Written on nice stationery (mine happened to have the royal crest of the house of Renaldo on it, but Grandmère said any nice paper would do).

• Legibly signed.
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My Dear Baroness Ferrari,

I cannot thank you enough for the wonderful hoverboard you sent me as a welcome gift to Genovia. I have always wanted one! My stepbrother Rocky and I have had such fun taking turns riding on it.

Thank you again a thousand times for the delightful present. It was too kind of you!

Yours very affectionately,

Her Royal Highness

Princess Olivia Grace Mignonette Harrison Renaldo

“Excellent,” Grandmère said when she was done reading. “I see that you diplomatically kept from mentioning that the dreadful thing exploded and caught fire in the Hall of Portraits, nearly destroying a historic painting of your great-great-grandfather, Prince Jacques the First.”

“Of course,” I said. “Or how Serena, my bodyguard, had to put out the fire with her energy drink. Or how Dad took the hoverboard away, saying it was a death trap and a menace.”

“And rightfully so,” Grandmère said, putting away her reading glasses. “Knowing the baroness as I do, I’m certain she was hoping to put you out of commission for a month or two with a broken limb so that her granddaughter, your cousin Luisa, could take over your place in the royal wedding.”

“Grandmère!” I laughed. “I’m sure the baroness didn’t mean for that to happen at all. It was an accident.”

“Pfuit!” Grandmère raised one of her painted-on eyebrows. “I suppose I could agree with you, but then we’d both be wrong. Nevertheless, I’m very pleased with your progress on the thank-you notes. Therefore, you may indeed join me outside the palace on my outing this morning.”

I clapped my hands with joy, startling my poodle puppy Snowball so much that she forgot to stand at attention beneath my chair, alert for falling pieces of croissant, and began to leap up and down in excitement. I felt like doing the same thing but refrained, since I’m a princess.

But then things only got better.

“After we’ve successfully secured a gift for your sister,” Grandmère went on, “I think we should lunch at the Royal Genovian Yacht Club. How does that sound?”

“That sounds amazing, thank you!” I said very loudly, but did not shout, because Grandmère says shouting at the breakfast table is rude, and also gives her a headache.

Lunching at the Royal Genovian Yacht Club has become one of my favorite things that Grandmère and I do together, and not just because they have the best ice-cream sundaes in the whole world, but also because Grandmère has belonged to the Royal Genovian Yacht Club for ages, and everyone there knows her.

Well, everyone in Genovia knows Grandmère. But they REALLY know her at the yacht club.

When Grandmère walks into the Royal Genovian Yacht Club—which is located on the Genovian Bay, and is where everyone parks their fancy yachts—it’s like a movie star walking down the red carpet at the Oscars. Rudolfo, the maître d’ there, shouts, “Principessa Clarisse! How are you? Principessa, oh, Principessa, your table is waiting outside beneath the biggest sun umbrella! Here, wait, let us shoo away the seagulls. Oh, wait, Principessa, let me get you a sidecar,” which is Grandmère’s favorite drink.

And other people bow and say, “Oh, Your Highness, how we’ve missed you! Is that your granddaughter with you today, Your Highness? She is the most beautiful girl in the world!”

It’s amazing.

Also, the chef knows exactly how I like my sundae—vanilla ice cream, hot fudge, whipped cream, and cherry only, no nuts.

But I knew this day wasn’t about me. It was about doing something nice for my sister.

“This is such a great idea,” I said in a very calm voice. “I’ll be sure to wear my best sequined high-tops. What should we get Mia?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Grandmère said breezily. “We’ll look around and see what’s new in the shops. It’s important that, as royals, we support the local economy, you know.”

“Great,” I said. “What about a book? You know Mia loves to read. Why don’t we get her a book?”

There are over fifty thousand books in the Genovian palace library, but most of them are very old, and when you open them up, dust flies out. Since everything is making Mia sick these days, a new book might be better.

“A book? No.” Grandmère shook her head emphatically. “No. Your sister has enough reading to do with her job. I was thinking we should get her something lovely.”

“Something lovely?” I was confused.

“Yes, you know. Some lovely, sparkly thing. That always cheers me up. You can never go wrong getting someone some lovely, sparkly thing.”

I nodded like I agreed, because I really wanted that trip to the Royal Genovian Yacht Club.

But truthfully, I didn’t think “some lovely, sparkly thing” was something that Mia would like. Mia already has tons of jewelry—she’s a princess after all. There are jewels lying around all over the place in the castle. Sometimes for fun I try them on (with permission, of course) and take selfies to send to my best friend, Nishi, back in New Jersey.

And sometimes they MAKE me wear them for state functions (they’re heavy and very uncomfortable). For Mia’s wedding to Michael next month, for instance, I’m going to be wearing a tiara and brooch worth over five million dollars (Nishi told me they’re worth even more in euros).

But Mia, like me, isn’t really a jewelry person. The happiest I’ve seen her lately was when:

• Rocky and I opened up a can of Genovian tuna in front of her cat, Fat Louie, and he smelled it and got so excited he actually quivered all over, then ran—Fat Louie is so old and so fat that he hardly ever walks, let alone runs—across the room to eat it.

• Her fiancé and future prince consort Michael Moscovitz brought her some cold sesame noodles from their favorite Chinese restaurant back in New York City as a surprise when he returned to Genovia from a business trip. I guess the smell of cold sesame noodles is the only thing right now that doesn’t make her feel sick (although Grandmère said actually it is the smell of Michael. But that makes no sense).

But before I could point this out, Grandmère said, “If you’re going to change before we leave, Olivia, you’d better hurry. We haven’t got much time. I understand that the baroness is hosting a luncheon at the Royal Genovian Yacht Club this afternoon, to which my invitation appears to have been lost in the mail. I don’t want to disappoint the populace by failing to arrive punctually.”

I was a little shocked to hear this.

“But Grandmère,” I said, “if you didn’t get an invitation to the baroness’s luncheon, maybe it isn’t because it was lost in the mail. Maybe it’s because … um … you weren’t invited.”

Grandmère blinked at me in astonishment. “Don’t be absurd! I’m the Dowager Princess of Genovia, and you’re its newly discovered heir. Of course we were invited. Now go and put on your sparkle sneakers while I call for an armed escort.”

I’m pretending like I think everything Grandmère is saying makes sense because I want to go into town very badly.

And if there’s one thing I’ve learned in life, it’s never say no to any plan that ends with ice cream (unless it’s being offered by a stranger, of course, or a known enemy of the state).

But I’m not sure this is the best idea she’s ever had.


Saturday, May 30, 11:00 A.M.

Royal Limousine

Downtown Genovia

You would think it would be easy for a princess to hop into her waiting limousine and go shopping in her own country.

But it’s not, because of course you have to arrange for your bodyguards to plan out a route, and then (if you’re Grandmère) re-paint on your eyebrows because they didn’t turn out right the first time, then choose something to wear that’s by a Genovian designer so you look like you’re supporting local artists, then find the right shoes that don’t pinch your corns, then argue for a long time with your son about how yes it is so important for you to go out right now and how dare he try to stop you and why doesn’t he concentrate on more important things than your life, like for instance his own?

And then maybe (if you’re Grandmère) you have to go find out who put crab shells in the royal kitchen garbage where they’re stinking up the place, when of course everyone knows they need to be taken out immediately to the compost heap well behind the Royal Orchard.

And then finally, finally you’re ready to go.

But of course, everywhere Grandmère goes, she attracts a huge crowd of paparazzi who all want to take her photo. They even want to take MY picture now, and yell questions like, “What’s it feel like to be Genovia’s newest princess, Olivia?” and “How’s your sister doing, Olivia?” (which Grandmère says is BEYOND rude and I shouldn’t answer. It’s impolite to inquire about the health of a royal, or anyone who is in the delicate state of health that my sister is in).

But that’s not even the WORST part.

The worst part is that Grandmère has to take her hairless poodle, Rommel, with her everywhere she goes!

I would take my poodle puppy, Snowball, with me everywhere I go, too, except that I don’t want Snowball to get trampled by all the reporters and photojournalists and bodyguards who follow us around everywhere. It isn’t safe for a puppy. It’s barely safe for a twelve-year-old!

Grandmère doesn’t care about that, though.

“They should look where they’re going,” she says snootily about the press. “When I was a girl, everyone knew to keep to the right. When you’re passing someone on the street, Olivia, always keep to the right, and allow fellow pedestrians to pass to your left. It’s simple common sense. But of course no one seems to possess that anymore, no doubt from spending too much time with their faces buried in their mobile devices, texting or looking up trivial facts! How everyone hasn’t fallen into the sewer or walked off the edge of a cliff, I don’t know.”

And if someone steps on Rommel, Grandmère tells them they’re invading her dog’s personal space.

“My dog has more intelligence than you do,” she often berates reporters. “Do you see him asking if he can take a selfie with me? No, because Rommel doesn’t care how many followers he has on social media!”

Dad says that Grandmère is what’s known as an “eccentric” and that everyone in Genovia knows it and respects and even admires her for it.

But based on what’s gone on so far today, I’m not sure that’s true.

Because the very first shop we went into, Genovian Jewelers by the Sea, which Grandmère says is the oldest and most respected jewelry shop on the Riviera, where many of her past suitors bought her “lovely, sparkly things” in an attempt to woo her, the woman behind the counter looked up when we came in, smiled at Grandmère, and said, “Well, hello. How may I help you, dear?”

You would have thought the saleswoman had called my grandmother a dirty word, the way she reacted!

Grandmère threw back her shoulders—which is hard to do, since Grandmère always stands ramrod straight. Good posture in royals is a must, Grandmère says, since slumping projects lack of confidence—and said, “You may not help us. Come along, Olivia. We’re leaving.”

“But we only just got here, Grandmère!” I cried.

I didn’t want to leave because:

• It had taken us (okay, Grandmère) almost an hour to get ready and another to get to the shop because the traffic in downtown Genovia was so bad.

• I was enjoying my day out.

• I’d already seen some very lovely, sparkly things—horse figurines made out of crystal—behind the counter, and I badly wanted to buy them.

I’m not necessarily a fan of jewelry you can wear, but jewelry shaped like horses is different! Did I mention that my dad had gotten me a pony? Well, he did, and I’m learning to ride her—see, who needs school?—and she’s pretty much the best thing that’s ever happened to me (except for Snowball and finding out that I have a family who loves me and being a princess and all).

The shop also had miniature crystal dogs—like Snowball and Rommel!—

and these completely adorable crystal cat figurines that looked just like Fat Louie.

I suddenly knew what Grandmère meant by lovely, sparkly things. I wanted some!!!!

“Look, Grandmère,” I cried, pointing at the cat figurines. “Mia would love one of

these!”

To be honest, I didn’t really think my sister would love the miniature crystal cat figurines. I wanted one (well, all of the horses, really) for myself, but I didn’t think I could really ask for another present so soon after getting a pony, not to mention a hoverboard, even one that exploded. Getting the cat figurine for Mia was the only way I could think of to see such a beautiful thing every day in the palace, even if it was in my sister’s room down the hall from mine.

And I didn’t think Mia would hate a cat figurine. They were lovely and sparkly (like Grandmère wanted) and they were cats (which I knew Mia liked).

So I thought it would make a good present. It would definitely make her smile, the way the tuna and the cold sesame noodles had.

But Grandmère wasn’t even listening. She’d already turned around and was heading out the door!

“I said, come along, Olivia,” she repeated huffily. “We’re leaving.”

I threw the saleswoman an apologetic look, but she didn’t even notice. She was already talking to another customer.

“Hello, dear,” she said to him. “May I help you?”

By the time we got back into the limo, Grandmère was so mad, her face was red

and she was sweating—only she calls it “glowing,” because ladies, particularly ladies of royal blood, don’t sweat or perspire. They glow.

“Grandmère,” I said as my bodyguard, Serena, closed the door on the paparazzi

who were yelling for just One more photo, please, Your Highnesses. “What’s wrong? Didn’t you like anything in that store?”

“Like anything in that store?” Grandmère heaved. “Did you not hear what that

extremely unprofessional saleswoman called me?”

“No.” I tried to remember, but all I could think about were the crystal horses.

They’d been so sweet! One had been rearing up on its tiny crystal back legs. And one of the crystal cats had been rolling over on its back, just like Fat Louie when he was very happy. “What did she call you?”

“‘Dear’!” Grandmère burst out. “As if I were a toddler! As if she were my great-

aunt. As if we were related!”

I glanced at Serena for help in figuring out why this was such a bad thing, but my bodyguard was busy checking her stun gun to make sure it was charged, in case she had to defend us from over-enthusiastic paparazzi or an assassination attempt.

“Uh, Grandmère,” I said. “I think that saleswoman was just trying to be nice.”

“Just trying to be nice?” Grandmère puffed up like Mia’s cat Fat Louie does

whenever Snowball walks near his food bowl. “Olivia, I’m the Dowager Princess of Genovia! One isn’t nice to a dowager princess.”

“Oh,” I said. I thought the whole fun of being a princess is that everyone has to be

nice to you, but I’m still new at this thing, so what I do know? “Well, maybe she didn’t recognize you.”

“Not recognize me?” Now Grandmère didn’t look puffed up. She looked insulted.

“How could she not have recognized me? I am the mother and grandmother of the reigning monarchs of the country in which she lives! My face is on the postage stamps! My face is on the MONEY!”

“Oh.” I couldn’t believe I’d been so stupid. “Right. I forgot.”

I was beginning to wish I’d just stayed home. Riding on Chrissy, my new pony,

would have been much more fun than this. And the ice cream at the palace is really very decent. “I’m sorry, Grandmère.”

“Why are you sorry? None of this is your fault. It’s this new generation. They appear to think it’s less offensive to call their elders ‘dear’ or, even worse, ‘sweetheart’ or ‘love’ as opposed to ‘sir,’ ‘ma’am,’ or ‘miss,’ when, in fact, the exact opposite is true. It’s rude, condescending, and implies that they think we’re silly children instead of human beings who should be treated with the respect we deserve.”

“Honestly, I don’t think she meant any disrespect by it, Grandmère. I think she was just trying to be gender neutral.”

“What?” Grandmère said in a startled voice.

“You know,” I said. “Rocky and I watched a movie about it where this little alien accidentally landed on Earth. It wasn’t a boy or a girl. It was no sex. Or maybe both. Anyway, you couldn’t tell. So if it had gone into the shop, what would the saleswoman have called it? She couldn’t have said ‘sir’ or ‘ma’am’ or ‘miss’ to it. So calling it ‘dear’ would have been the polite thing to do.”

Grandmère stared at me for a very long time. Then she asked, “Are you implying, Olivia, that when people look at me, they think that I am a sexless alien from another planet, and do not know whether to address me as ‘sir’ or ‘ma’am’?”

“No!” I cried. “That’s not what I’m saying at all! I’m just saying that maybe that lady thought it was more polite not to make assumptions about what you were.”

“I have never,” Grandmère said, whipping out her compact mirror so that she could check her lipstick, “been more mortified in my entire life.”

“I’m sorry, Grandmère!” I’d never thought of being called “dear” as an

insult before. I’d always liked being called “dear” because until I’d found my new family, no one (except my best friend Nishi) had ever called me anything nice before, only “stupid” and “dummy” and occasionally “fathead” or “four-eyes,” because I wear glasses.

I knew what it was like not to be treated with respect—which in Grandmère’s case meant being called “dear.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Forget I said anything.”

“Of course I’m right, Olivia,” Grandmère said, looking less shocked and puffed

up and more like her usual self. “It’s simply bad manners. For all the great strides the women’s movement has made, where manners are concerned, we seem to be traveling backward.”

I knew better than to say anything in response to this. Whenever Grandmère started talking about the women’s movement, fights tended to break out around the dinner table, even in the Great Dining Hall, where we were all supposed to be on our best behavior. Grandmère believes that everyone should have equal social, economic, and political rights.…

But she also believes quite firmly that gentlemen should:

• Hold ladies’ chairs out for them

• Carve the meat at dinner

• Decant the port when it’s brought in with dessert

This has led to numerous long fights between Grandmère and Mia and Mia’s mom (who is also Rocky’s mom and who has moved here to marry my dad).

Mia and her mom believe that women are perfectly capable of pulling out their own chairs, carving their own meat, and decanting their own port, to which Grandmère always replies of course women are capable of all these things. It’s simply a matter of tradition and good manners.

I don’t really care who does what to my meat, as long as I get to eat it. Although I have to say, carving meat looks like fun. I wouldn’t mind getting to hold a really big knife.

Serena was done adjusting her stun gun, and now she slipped it back into her pocket and cracked her knuckles. “I’ll go back in there and teach that woman an ettiquette lesson if you want, Your Highness.”

Grandmère rolled her eyes. “This isn’t about etiquette, for heaven’s sake, Serena.

It’s about manners. And as pleasurable as what you’re suggesting sounds, it would be ill-mannered to taze a member of the Genovian work force for failing to show me the respect I feel I deserve. Franz, take us to the Royal Genovian Yacht Club, if you please. I could use a drink.”

“Right away, Your Highness,” said the driver.

My heart lifted. My sundae! It’s literally only minutes away!

Maybe this day will turn out to be a good one after all.


Saturday, May 30, 2:00 P.M.

Royal Genovian Yacht Club

After Deck

I know it’s rude to say I told you so. But I did tell Grandmère so.

Still, when we got to the Royal Genovian Yacht Club, I kind of thought it might all work out, in spite of everything.

The moment we pulled up, I could see that the maître d’, Rudolfo, was waiting at the side of the marina with a silver tray. On the tray was sitting Grandmère’s favorite drink, a sidecar. I could tell because sidecars (at least the way Rudolfo makes them) are:

• Served in a tall, stemmed glass.

• Have sugar around the rim.

• Have a slice of orange—traditionally Genovian—on the side.

Next to the sidecar was another glass with ice cubes and a brown liquid inside, and a pink straw poking out the top.

I knew right away what that was. A full-sugar Coca-Cola.

Rudolfo had remembered my favorite drink, too!

There was more than one reason I loved the Royal Genovian Yacht Club so much. It wasn’t just the ice cream.

Of course, only royal people who own yachts are allowed to come here, which means there are very few members. Mia always complains that this makes the Royal Genovian Yacht Club very snobby and exclusive, to which Grandmère always replies, “That’s exactly why I like it!”

I have to agree with Grandmère. The yacht club is the best!

“Rudolfo,” Grandmère cried in relief when she saw him—or maybe the drink. “You are a sight for sore eyes. I feel as if I’m back in civilization.”

“Of course, Principessa,” Rudolfo said, bowing to us as Grandmère took her drink from his tray, and I took mine. “It is a pleasure as always to see you both! How are you? You are looking beautiful as always. May I escort you to your usual table? I have already shooed away the seagulls, and everything is ready for you!”

Grandmère and I always get the same table at the Royal Genovian Yacht Club, under a large striped umbrella on the after deck, looking out over the bright blue marina, downtown Genovia, the palace perched on the cliffs above, and of course all the yachts.

Knowing we were going to be lunching at the club, Grandma was wearing one of her biggest hats, her hugest sunglasses, and of course SPF 100 to protect her skin from the sun. She’d made me put on SPF 100, too.

“A woman’s most valuable asset, Olivia,” Grandmère was always saying, “besides her good name and character, of course, is her skin. You must always do everything in your power to protect it.”

“Really?” I often asked. “Then why do you smoke so much? Smoking is very bad for your skin. And your heart, your lungs, and my lungs, and the lungs of everyone around you—”

Grandmère really is trying to quit smoking, though. I told her that I’ve already lost a mother to an untimely death, and I can’t lose a grandmother, too, especially now that I’ve only just found her. She wears nicotine patches all over her arms, but under her sleeves where no one sees them (Grandmère says that after a certain age, a lady never reveals her upper arms in public, unless of course she’s an actress, an athlete, or an atheist). At the pool, we see her upper arms all the time, along with her nicotine patches. She lets me draw smiley faces and dogs on them.

“Oh, no, Rudolfo,” Grandmère said, tugging on Rommel’s leash, since he’d spied a seagull nearby and was attempting to chase after it. “My granddaughter and I are here for the luncheon being given by Baroness Ferrari. If you’d just be kind enough to escort us to her table.”

Rudolfo looked uncomfortable. “Er, if I may, Principessa…”

Grandmère bent down so that she could see the specials of the day written on the menu placard outside the doors to the Royal Genovian Yacht Club. “What is it, my good man?” she asked. “I hope you’re not out of the lobster cobb salad again. You know my constitution is very delicate. But I suppose if I must, I could have the filet mignon, if chef serves it with a light enough béarnaise.”

“It isn’t that, Principessa. Only that I fear—”

“Oh, never mind.” Grandmère straightened impatiently. “I suppose the baroness has already started without us. She really is the most thoughtless woman. I assume she’s seated at her favorite table … near the bar. Lord knows she never likes to stray too far from the champagne. Come along, Olivia.”

She took my hand—while holding her sidecar and Rommel’s leash high in the other—and we went inside the dark-wood paneled, coolly air-conditioned building, Grandmère nodding regally to everyone who greeted her, from the waitstaff to the jolly red-faced gentlemen sitting at the bar to the ladies at the white-clothed tables we passed. All of them had something to say to her as we walked by, and Grandmère had plenty to say back.

• “Clarisse! How are you? What an exquisite hat.”

• “You would know, wouldn’t you, Squidgy?”

• “Maurice, it’s been ages. How lovely to see you! Was that your daughter I saw you dancing with last Saturday night, or another new secretary?”

• “Clarisse! Up to your usual tricks, I see! Shall I tell the bartender to batten down the hatches?”

It was only as we approached what I knew to be the baroness’s table (we’d passed it on the way to our own table before. The baroness prefers to sit inside. Grandmère says this is true of all creatures of the night) that I began to realize something was very, very wrong:

There was nowhere at the baroness’s table for us to sit. Every chair around it was occupied!

Also, everyone at the baroness’s table was wearing a large, fancy purple hat—

including the baroness.

Grandmère and I were the only females, in fact, in the entire yacht club who weren’t wearing purple hats.

“Grandmère,” I whispered urgently, tugging on her hand. “I … I think we ought to go. I think we’ve made a mistake.”

“Oh, no,” Grandmère said, not slowing down one tiny bit. “There’s no mistake.”

“But everyone else is wearing a purple hat! And yours is white. And I’m not wearing a hat at all! We’re the only women here not wearing purple hats. We don’t blend in.”

“Kindly remember that you are a princess, Olivia,” Grandmère said. “Princesses don’t blend in.”

Then she pulled me to a halt in front of the baroness’s table, and everyone in the entire club—who’d been chattering away just seconds before—stopped speaking. The only sound I could hear was the tinkling of silverware as a few daring people kept on eating their lunch, and the occasional clink of ice as the jolly red-faced men at the bar took sips of their drinks.

“Hello, Clarisse,” the baroness hissed, her gaze frozen on my grandmother’s face. The baroness’s hat was the biggest and fanciest of anyone’s, with purple feathers jutting from the top of it. The tips of the feathers trembled as she spoke. “Have you forgotten something?”

“Why, no, Bianca,” Grandmère replied haughtily, her head held high. “I haven’t forgotten a thing. But I believe you have.”

“If you mean your invitation to the annual luncheon of the Order of the Purple Ladies,” the baroness said, just as haughtily, “I didn’t forget it. We all voted.” She looked at the other ladies sitting around the table, who squirmed a bit uncomfortably and stared down at their empty salad plates. “And it was unanimous. Due to your recent family circumstances”—she glanced at me, then back at Grandmère—“we’ve decided you’re no longer Order of the Purple Ladies material.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but Grandmère seemed to, since her face turned very white beneath her painted-on eyebrows, lipstick, eyeliner, and rouge.

But she never moved a muscle, not even when she said, “Ah. I see. Well, that’s terribly disappointing, Bianca, especially considering the fact that I believe I’ve donated more money to the Genovian Orphan Society than any other member in Purple Lady history. But when I asked if you’d forgotten something, I wasn’t actually referring to my invitation to lunch today. I meant your manners.”

Everyone at the table gasped. Several members of the Order of the Purple Ladies turned bright red, which was startling, since red is a contrasting color with purple, so their faces clashed with their hats. One lady reached for her water glass and gulped its contents down. Another accidentally grabbed her champagne, then choked as the bubbles went up her nose.

“I … I don’t know what you mean,” the baroness said, but she was unable to meet my grandmother’s gaze. “I have always—”

“Been the rudest, most ill-mannered, ignorant woman I’ve ever known?” Grandmère finished for her. “True. Come along, Olivia.” She turned to the maître d’, who’d been standing beside us the whole time with his jaw hanging open. “You may take us to our table now, Rudolfo.”

“With great pleasure, Principessa,” he said, after turning up his nose at the baroness and the rest of her guests.

Then he showed us—and a prancing Rommel—to the table where Grandmère and I always sit, out on the after deck, overlooking the sparkling blue sea.

I don’t really understand what happened inside there with the purple hat ladies, except that I think they kicked Grandmère out of their club. I know what this feels like, because it happened to me at my old school (sort of. There wasn’t a club of women who hated me, it was really just this one girl).

Still, it wasn’t any fun.

“You’re better off without those mean ladies,” I assured Grandmère as I ate my club sandwich. I always order the club sandwich when I go to the Royal Genovian Yacht Club, because you get a little bit of everything on it, and it comes with French fries. It really is very delicious. “They seem like a bunch of snobs anyway.”

“Yes, Olivia,” Grandmère replied, slipping Rommel a piece of lobster from her lobster cobb salad. “I’m aware of that. As you’ll discover as you get older, however, sometimes it’s necessary to be friends with people you don’t like for social and political reasons.”

I was surprised to hear this. “Even if you’re a princess?”

“Especially if you’re a princess.”

“Ugh,” I said. “If that’s true, I never want to grow up.”

“I suggest doing everything in your power to avoid it. Now, what are we going to do about your sister’s gift? Oddly enough, I was struck by inspiration during that horrid incident inside. What do you think about secretly changing her wedding colors from cream and white to cream and purple? Purple is the color of royalty, and it’s so much less dull than cream. And it would irritate Bianca Ferrari no end to see my granddaughter’s wedding party dressed in purple, especially now. What do you think?”

I thought about it while gazing out at the people in the marina busily loading picnics and champagne onto their yachts in preparation for an afternoon cruise.

“Well,” I said. “I don’t know. I mean, I like purple better than cream. But…”

My sister had warned me that sometimes Grandmère comes up with weird schemes, and that those schemes can end in disaster.

But so far all of Grandmère’s schemes have seemed pretty good to me. I’d enjoyed the one where she’d marched up to the baroness and told her to her face that she’d forgotten her manners.

And purple is way prettier than boring old cream.

And Mia deserved a nice surprise. If I were a stressed-out bride with morning sickness who was about to be crowned princess of my own country, I’d take all the nice surprises I could get.

I was still thinking about it while we were eating dessert—crème brûlée for Grandmère, and a delicious, AMAZING ice cream sundae for me—when some of the jolly red-faced men from the bar came outside to our table to say hello. They talked to Grandmère for a long time. A looooooong time.

Long enough for me to write all this, as a matter of fact.

After they were gone and I told Grandmère that they’d seemed nice and that she should be friends with them instead of the purple hat ladies, she shook her head.

“Those men are far from nice, Olivia. They’re the husbands, fathers, brothers, sons, and nephews of those women inside there in the purple hats. They’re also all internationally sought-after white-collar criminals who would be arrested on the spot if the police knew where they were.”

“Criminals!” I cried. They’d seemed so funny and normal, except for being a little red in the face. “But if they’re so evil, shouldn’t we call the police and tell them they’re here, so they can come arrest them?”

Grandmère laughed. “Oh, Olivia! We couldn’t. This is the Royal Genovian Yacht Club. That wouldn’t be polite.”

Good grief! The longer I’m a princess, the less I understand about it.

“But Grandmère,” I said. “I think it’s rude of them to use our country’s yacht club as their evil hangout. And I also think having a bunch of international white-collar criminals arrested at the Royal Genovian Yacht Club would make my sister super happy, and probably be the best present she could ever ask for … well, except for those crystal cat figurines we saw at that shop this morning where the saleswoman called you dear.”

Grandmère paused with the port Rudolfo had decanted for her halfway to her lips. “Why, Olivia,” she said. “I do believe you’re right. Why not? I’m not a Purple Lady anymore. We’ll do it!”

I smiled at her, excited. “Really? Do you mean it?”

“For my favorite granddaughter?” She smiled back. “Of course.”


Saturday, May 30, 9:00 P.M.

Royal Dining Room

Dinner

This has been the best dinner I’ve had since moving to Genovia!

Mia’s been on and off the phone all evening, dealing with foreign ambassadors and diplomats who are upset because there was a huge raid on the Royal Genovian Yacht Club a few hours ago, and over a half-dozen of their countrymen (also known as internationally wanted fugitives) were arrested.

Their governments are demanding their immediate release, but Mia (and the Genovian prime minister) are saying that that’s up to Interpol (the International Criminal Police Organization) and out of their hands.

It’s very exciting! I’ve never seen Mia so happy. She said it’s like a snow day, her birthday, Christmas, and summer vacation, all rolled into one.

“I don’t understand how this happened,” she keeps saying. “Normally, when the police are planning a sting operation this large, they inform us in advance. But I never heard a word about this one!”

“Law enforcement moves in mysterious ways, I guess,” her mom, Helen Thermopolis, said.

“Would you please bring me another sidecar, André?” Grandmère asked.

“Yes, of course, Your Highness,” said the footman.

“Mother,” Dad said. “I think you’ve had enough.”

“When you’ve moved into your own palace, Phillipe,” Grandmère said, “then you can monitor my sidecar intake. But not before.”

“Who would have thought that so many dangerous international criminals were living here in Genovia,” Mia went on, “right under our very noses?”

“And going to the Royal Genovian Yacht Club,” I said. “It just goes to show that you can never be too careful what clubs you join.”

“That’s very true,” Grandmère said, with a nod in my direction. “Very true, and very wise.”

“Well, I for one always said there was something a little creepy about that place,” Michael pointed out.

“Well, it’s perfectly safe now.” Grandmère took a sip of the new sidecar the footman had brought her. “Isn’t it, Olivia?”

“Oh, yes! Maybe you’ll consider joining now, Mia.”

“Probably not. Who has time for that sort of thing? Not me—What’s this?” Mia had discovered the beautifully wrapped gift Grandmère had hidden beneath her napkin.

“It’s a present!” Rocky shrieked. “A present for you! Did I get one, too?”

“Good heavens, not so loud, Rocky,” Grandmère said as all the dogs began barking. “No, it’s a gift for your sister, Amelia. When you become pregnant with twins, you can have a present, too.”

“But that will be never,” Rocky screamed.

“That is correct,” his mother said. “Would you like to go to bed now instead of in half an hour?”

“No,” Rocky said, and stopped screaming.

Mia looked touched. “For me? You didn’t have to do that—”

“I realize that,” Grandmère said. “And trust me, it was quite an ordeal. Apparently the new generation uses endearments instead of saying ‘sir’ and ‘ma’am’ so as to be gender neutral. I find it perfectly appalling, but Olivia informed me that is the style these days. Something to do with aliens. So even though I stormed out of the shop in a huff, your sister made me go back and—”

“Oh!” Mia exclaimed as she lifted the box and saw the adorable crystal cat inside. “It’s so cute!”

“Isn’t it?” I cried. “I picked it out. I knew you’d like it.”

“I intended to give that saleswoman a piece of my mind,” Grandmère went on to the only people who were listening, which turned out to be Dad, Helen Thermopolis, and the footman. “But instead I gently explained that I didn’t care to be called ‘dear.’ And the lady apologized and said that she’d addressed several people as ‘sir’ who’d turned out to be women, and several women ‘ma’am’ who’d turned out to be men, and that they’d been insulted and it had cost her sales. Can you imagine? The poor thing. And so now she calls everyone ‘dear.’”

“You see, Mother?” Dad said. “You’re always flying off the handle about every little thing. If you’d only consider that there might be another side to the story—”

“Me?” Grandmère cried. “If you knew the stories I could tell from today only—”

“Well!” I said, clapping my hands to get their attention. “We did it, Grandmère! Look, Mia is smiling.”

Everyone looked. Mia was smiling, just as much as she had when Fat Louie ate the tuna.

“Oh, darling,” Grandmère said, slipping an arm around me. “She certainly is. Well done!” Then, dropping her voice to a whisper, she slid something into my hand. “And here’s a little something I picked up for you in town, as well.”

I looked down in astonishment. In my hand was one of the crystal horse figurines—the one I’d liked so much, with the rearing legs!

“Oh, Grandmère,” I cried, spinning around to hug her. “You shouldn’t have!”

“I know,” she said, hugging me back. “But you deserve it, for being such a smart, kind, and wonderful girl. Now go up to your room and put it in a place of honor.”

But before I reached the stairs, she called me back, giving me a stern look. “And don’t forget, Olivia—just because I’m your grandmother doesn’t mean I’m not going to expect a lovely, hand written thank-you note. Manners matter!”

“I know, Grandmère,” I said with a smile. “I know!”
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