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The No Good Monday

K.U. Walsh, Darling Sparrows Co. 
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For Jesus.
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Chapter One
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In a tiny apartment in the big and buzzy Greenwood city of Gardeenia lived a ladybug named Lula, or “Lula bug,” as her father calls her. She shared a cozy little two bedroom on the third floor with her father, a policeman, her mother, a grocery cashier, and her paternal grandmother Nana.

Lula was a jittery bug that loved to stay at home. Particularly, in her bedroom, that had a window that oversaw the courtyard. She loved to spend her days on her bed, belly side down, doodling her thoughts in her notebooks, or lying on her rug, belly side up, listening to her favorite CDs on her mother’s old CD player. And if she wasn’t doing those things, she could be found in her Reading Corner curled up with a favorite book from one of her various book collections and a snack plate her loving Grandmother often prepared for her.

Now, she didn’t spend all of her time in her room. She loved to spend time with her Nana, who also happened to be her best friend. Every day of the week they spent time together. From brushing their teeth to washing the dinner dishes. It didn’t matter what it was, as long as they were together. Of course, they couldn't do everything together...

[image: ]Every morning, Monday through Friday, Lula left for Greenwood Primary, where she would spend the day with other 5th grade students learning her three R’s. Except, the only R’s her fellow classmates seemed to study were how to be really really rude. On one particular Monday, someone came to school in a really bad mood. Lula knew all about the Monday moods. Her Nana would tell her how some people have to ease into the work week, but this Monday, a Beetle named Rae was in a rude mood.

You could hear her coming as she stomped down the school hall, shoving any and everyone out of her way. If someone reacted to her rude behavior, she would just open her mouth almost as big and wide as her eyes and roar in their face. This caused everyone to shrink away. Not even the biggest bug dared challenge her. Rae wasn’t just in a bad mood. She was in a rude mood. A really, really, really, rude mood, and Lula wasn’t just scared. She was jitterbug scared because Rae was her locker partner.
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AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Knowing Rae was headed her way, Lula tried to quickly shove her bag in the locker and grab her classroom workbooks before her partner reached their locker. Lula was so afraid that she kept dropping her things. This slowed her down, but eventually, she was able to shove her book bag and coat into her half of the locker. With a triumphant grin, Lula slammed the locker door shut to reveal Rae’s not happy face. In fact, Rae’s face looked so unhappy, it looked like she had an un-grin. An upside-down grin with teeth and all.  

“Huh...huh-hi, Rae. Luh-lockers uh-all yours,” Lula stuttered sheepishly. She turned to slink away when suddenly she felt Rae smack her hand down hard on her shoulder. So hard, it caused all her workbooks to fall out of her arms. 

“Is that my notebook!?” Rae pronounced the ‘T’ in the word ‘that’ so sharply, it sounded like she could cut a locker with her teeth.

With Rae’s hand still tightly folded over her shoulder, Lula slid her eyes downward to the pile of books on the floor to see that laying on top of the pile of her workbooks was a tattered speckled notebook labeled:

Property Of Rae

Don’t Touch
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In that moment, Lula felt her heart take a nosedive so hard into her stomach it caused a wave of nausea so strong that the only place her breakfast had to go was up, and out all over her workbooks and Rae’s notebook. 
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Chapter Two
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As a volcano of vomit erupted from Lula, she could hear a chorus of...
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AI-generated content may be incorrect.]“Ewww,” echo throughout the hall causing classroom doors to swing open as teachers hurried to see what all the commotion was. By the time their homeroom teacher, Mr. Ohora, ran up to them, Rae had already snatched her hand back from Lula’s shoulder when she tried to avoid being splattered by the hot contents of Lula’s stomach.

“Alright, alright. Show’s over,” as he waved all the kids off. Just in time for the bell for first period to ring. Rae stood by with her eyes opened wide like a deer caught in the headlights. Her jaw hung from her mouth in shock as she stared at what Lula could only think to call: a puddle of doom.  

“Get to class, Rae,” Mr. Ohora said with a warning tone.

“But-but,” Rae was at a loss for words as she tried to beckon to the ooze that once was, ‘Property of Rae.’

“Now,” he growled over his shoulder as he led Lula to the Nurse’s room.

”This isn’t over!” Rae shouted angrily before running off to Homeroom.

”Pft, kids,” Mr. Ohora grumbled under his breath. Lula knew who the message was meant for. She didn’t know what it meant. She just knew it wasn’t going to be good. Because Rae wasn’t just in a Monday Mood, or even a really rude mood. She was in a bad mood, and that meant it was time to get out of there because Rae was the meanest bug in her grade. Lula’s teeth began to chatter as she thought of all the ways Rae was going to get back at her for ruining her notebook. Would she dunk her in the toilet? Would she put poo in her desk? Or maybe she would stuff her in the school lunch bin. 

”Gee, kid. You doin’ alright? You should really go home,” Mr. Ohora said with concern. It was all the permission Lula needed to hightail it out of there. She spun around and headed for the school exit. 
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AI-generated content may be incorrect.]”Whoah whoah whoah!” Mr. Ohora jumped in front of Lula, blocking her path. He held up his hands but maintained some distance for fear of her getting vomit on him. Noticing his disgust, Lula looked down at her shirt and saw that her favorite sweater was soaked. 

”Look kid, let’s get you to the Nurse’s office and call your folks, then we’ll get you out of here. Alright?” Lula nodded sheepishly and headed back towards the office where the nurses’ room was also located. 
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It was twenty minutes and a new shirt later when Mr. Ohora returned to the 

Nurse’s office where Lula was seated in a stinky top fresh from the lost & found, with a look of apology on his face.

”Bad news, kid. We can’t reach your folks, but good news is, you’ve been okayed to return
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