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FIRST WARNING!
|5 you Snd this diary, you must close it
pight away because it i§ privafe.
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SECOND WARNING!!
1§ you fnd this diary, you must close it right away.
It ie Y0O% private!
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THIRD WARNING!!!

IT you find this diary, you ABSOLUTELY, positively
mustT close it right away.

| am not kidding!!! It containg private stories and

poems written by me about my friends and Yamily.

fre you still reading this?

You have forced me To charge my name, my
friends” names, my parents’ names, dnd even
the name of my red goldish. Any name you
read inside i¢ Tofally made-up!
1T you ind this diary by any chance,
good luck firding. me!

Ard if comeone acks me if thic diary or any

of the stories or poems are mine, | will Say,
"Mo, good luck dnding The auther.”

(Wait, that weuld allow yeu to actually
fird me. Never mind, | will say nothing.)

Signed, ME




First secret:
My ame might be R =T
Marilou Gorpales Latendresse.

Guegs what?

[ am Hlled with secrets from Fead ta
foe, | have litfle secrets, some mdium
secrets, and Some ey big secrets]

| hate tying wy shoes. (litfle)
| hate math, (medium)
| herte hhax, (very big)
phaw i5 my neigheor aoress the strect
He always makes faces af me,

when | grow up | want fo be a wiiter.

l:.Lh rore georets: | kave hidden my secret diory in 6o many poces
er my bed, in my dogef, under @ rug, in a guitcage, under The cat’s
litter bex) that [ e loeger khow where to bide it .

Here's a poTe Just to you, diary:
'; o ghod o have you here beside e
| an ghare with you all mry Jerys Gl
sorrows, my fears ared pry anger. =Y

ard digappointmenis.

e keep all mf Wi Tirgs
imcide= —gafe and gourd.

Dear dicEy.

[§ wou were a pird,
| weculd By awedy wifh youd

|t you were d dolphin,

| weordkd gwim with Yo
l% 1;IlEp|_| e Eli’:t Cﬁ 'pﬁ'm.-

[ weoniled canor Yo

e e 0% WUch a5 | lerve yeu?

Do you lov
o angwer!)

(You do el e T

Petaally, [ an dlready o weiter] | weite ol soets af things
Ctorieq and poand come gtraight from my heart and geurd like BUSIc.
[ write them down on pleced o paper and put Hhem i thig diary.




My diary starts hepe.

N

dwary.
p‘nbi; orning, | wag realy gad

| cried because wy red gakdish:
Emilic died durirg e nﬁhﬁ
vhen | woke up he woS ::fh,:f
an s 'bdl:*- [ wekd {'.lﬂ
cad that 1 could have flled an
o gl with my fedrs.

r
Ity
This afterncon, [ buried Emilic under a
rock at the far end of the garden. To
coptort me, my mow and dad fold we that
I would get some very good news! Perhaps
. they will give me dnother red goldfish, or o

_cat, or maybe even a horse? But a horse
wouldn't be able to live with us,

" wonder what the mews 77797




'ThiE iz a list of thirds
that wake ke sad:
== Tecith ok wy %sh Eﬂ'lil'.‘l'.
= ain that st for fhree dayS.
A dog with @ 597¢ fool.
Moy Tather upset with me.

i sick Frierd.

This is a short poem [ hcwel
written To my sadness.

My Tears are like
raindrops.
Today, they fall
oh a emall plant.
find this small plant,
seems to be blossoming.

D‘*j"*ﬂ*:e,
;HEH""“F“‘“&?
be foo, o e You
::“i}'ﬂu

:H-q'q. anh fdea Vor on imientien:
waripmm thould ke invente -
d tkat ecidd suck out oll the gadness from By b
wy heart.




My parents just made my day! Ny

monith!! My year!l] My mom is having
a baby! He is growing irgide wy nom
RIGHT NOW. He's the size of an

apricet, but soon ('m going to be
a big sigter to the sweetest littic
broter ever

This hews made me go happy that




[ fove life and
gl itg craziness!
e Thic morning, | am greefing life.
Hello sun, helle rain
Hello my friends!

This afterneen, | say helle to lite.
’ I— Hello birds, helle kitties,
 Here brther; ig what Life Hello sweetheart!
ight “*”"““‘.r : ﬁj_ G Tonight, | say hello fo life.
- the one who 15 weifing (1) Hello dad, hello mom,
e hello o my cozy bed!

C——ftmite =
T pind then life soid good night.

Good night To my dreams
Y and my nighfmares foo.

:’1“-*!}5 fo stroke a cat, to
btlp someone, and m'fﬂrhn}:l-—_
listen to your heart beat P




MY DIARY

My riceme “might be® Marilew,
Mearilou Gorrakes Latendresse, The TDT(!H':; True
Story of ME!

Guess what? | am flled with
gecrets from head to toe.
[ herse little secrets,
come medium secrets,
ard some very big secrets!

| bate Tying my shoes. (little)
I hate math, (medium)
| hate hax. (very big)
M i my heightor
acress the street,
He always makes faces at me.

Thire ig a ot ahout me that

o one knows. [ dor't tell ampone

WA TRy ] e e, DTS

Eiim i - - TA-EN-
e 2 Labs-ET
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