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1

Class Party

It was the end of the day at Maple Shade Elementary School. Stanley Lambchop was in his classroom looking at a clock.

This was not the kind of clock he had at home with big numbers on an electronic screen.

This clock was round with two hands that moved in a circle. The little hand showed the hour, and the big hand showed the minute.

Stanley’s teacher, Ms. Root, did not have to wait for time to move the hands on this clock. She could move them around all by herself! This was a special clock she used to teach her students about telling time.

Right now, Ms. Root was standing in the middle of the classroom, holding the clock so everyone could see.

She moved the little hand to the eight and the big hand to the twelve. “Can anyone tell me what time it is now?”
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That was easy! Stanley put his hand up. So did his best friend, Marco, who was sitting next to him. Marco had been doodling in a notebook, but he never missed a chance to answer a question.

“Yes, Stanley,” she called, but Marco chimed in at the same time. “Eight o’clock,” the boys said together.

“Correct!” said Ms. Root, excitedly. She was excited about everything! That was one reason why all the kids loved Ms. Root.

Next, she moved the hands so that the big hand was on the four. The little hand was between the eight and the nine.

“I know what that is!” one of Stanley’s classmates shouted, jumping out of her chair.

“Hang on,” Ms. Root told the whole class. “This time, I have a challenge question.”

Ms. Root pointed to the clock’s hands. “Look at this time,” she said. “Now . . . can anyone tell me how many minutes have passed since it was eight o’clock?”

That was a challenge, for sure! Stanley Lambchop did not know the answer.

Stanley leaned toward Marco and whispered, “How many minutes are between the twelve and the four?”

“Well, it’s five minutes between each number, right?” Marco whispered back. “So it’s five plus five plus five plus five.”

Wait a minute . . . Stanley thought. Ms. Root was up to something sneaky!

The teacher called on their classmate Sophia. “Twenty minutes have passed since eight,” Sophia announced. “And now it is eight twenty.”

“Very nice!” said Ms. Root.

She noticed that Stanley had his hand in the air again. “Would you like to add something, Stanley?”

He said, “I don’t think that was a question about time, Ms. Root. I think that was a question about math!”

Ms. Root put the clock down and smiled. “You caught me, Stanley,” she admitted. “I like to do math whenever we can. It is an important part of telling time, after all.” It was just like Ms. Root to do that, Stanley thought. You never knew when she was going to sneak math into some other part of the day. She could slip math into science or reading as easily as Stanley could slip into a narrow space. And that was pretty easily!

Stanley could fit in small spaces because he was flat. One day, not that long ago, a bulletin board had fallen off his bedroom wall and landed right on top of him. Stanley was not hurt, but now he was as flat as a piece of paper.

Stanley’s flatness let him do things that other kids couldn’t do, like slide under a door or fold himself small enough to fit in an envelope. He could even trick people with his flatness . . . just like Ms. Root was tricking the class!

“Speaking of time . . .” she continued. “There is something important we need to discuss. Pretty soon it will be time for our class to have a celebration!”

“That’s right,” joked Marco. “My birthday is just around the corner!”

The kids cracked up. Everyone knew that Marco’s birthday was last week!

When the laughter died down, Ms. Root spoke again. “Friends, this Friday will be the Hundredth Day of School!”
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Stanley remembered the Hundredth Day of School from when he was in first grade. Now that he was in second grade, it seemed like a long time ago.

“Last year, everyone had to bring something from home on that day,” said Stanley’s classmate Evan. “Well, not one something. One hundred somethings!”

“I brought in a hundred LEGOs,” Elena remembered.

“I brought in a hundred bouncy balls,” said Stevie.

“Then you dropped the box they were in,” Marco pointed out. “And they bounced all over the floor, remember?”

Stanley remembered something else. “We helped Stevie pick up the bouncy balls. And then we did some math with them!” he told Ms. Root. “You would have loved it! We put them into groups of two and five and ten and twenty—”

“So are we doing it all again this year?” Sophia broke in. She seemed super excited. “I have a sticker collection now. I can bring a hundred stickers!”

“Well, friends, I have a different idea,” Ms. Root said. “I was wondering what you all would think about having a class party.”

“A party?” Marco cheered. “Yes!” He turned to give Stanley a high five.

This was another reason everyone loved Ms. Root. She liked to make sure her students had a good time!

Stanley knew what Ms. Root was up to, though.

“Not just any party, right?” he said. “It sounds like this will be a math party.”

Ms. Root shook her head. “The Hundredth Day of School is different for different grades. This year, we will not work quite as much with numbers. We will just celebrate a hundred days together as a classroom family!”

Really? thought Stanley. It wasn’t like Ms. Root to miss a chance to teach something to her class. But it was all right with him, he decided. While Stanley Lambchop liked math, he liked a celebration even better. And this one sounded like a ton of fun!

His classmate Josie raised her hand. Josie liked to make sure people were following the rules. “A party during school?” she asked. “How will that work?”

“Well,” Ms. Root said, “I thought that should be up to the class!”

The class was quiet for a minute. Only Ms. Root would leave the party planning up to second graders!

Juniper raised her hand first. “I think we should have a sign-up sheet,” she said. “Everyone can sign up to bring something in.”

“Like decorations!” Sophie called out.

“And games . . .” Evan added.

“And food!” said Elena. “We can’t forget the food!”

Stevie was shaking his head. He was worried about something. Stevie worried about a lot of things. “That is all the fun stuff,” he said. “But we also need things like plates and napkins, right?”

“Thank you, Stevie!” said Ms. Root. “We will need to plan every detail to make sure our party is a success.”

Stanley could hear people in the hallway now. Mr. Johnson’s second graders, from the classroom next door, had been dismissed for the day. From the classroom window, Stanley could see a line of yellow school buses arriving to take everybody home.

“We will do more planning tomorrow, friends,” said Ms. Root. “Tonight’s homework is this: Please think about what you would like to share with the class at our party!”
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2

Pancakes

Just a few minutes later, Stanley and Marco were on the school bus, riding home. They always sat together in the same seat, behind Stanley’s younger brother, Arthur.

Arthur was looking out the window. Stanley and Marco were talking about the party coming up in Classroom 2E.

“So what are you going to bring, Stanley?” Marco asked.

Stanley shrugged. “I’m not sure. How about you?”

Marco pointed to himself with both of his thumbs. “I want to bring something that only Marco can bring,” he said. “Or something that no one else will think of. Definitely not the napkins!”

That made sense to Stanley. Since Marco was the funniest kid in the class, he would need to bring something that made people laugh.

“Evan mentioned games, right?” said Stanley. “How about some jokes?”

“I like it!” said Marco. “Like a hundred knock-knock jokes. Or a hundred riddles . . .”

Stanley shook his head. “Remember, it doesn’t have to be a hundred,” he said.

“Oh yeah,” said Marco. “A math party without any math. Talk about funny!”

Just then the school bus hit a big bump. Stanley’s backpack slid toward the front of the bus. Marco held on to the back of Arthur’s seat to steady himself. But Stanley flew up into the air! Seat belts didn’t always work for Stanley. The bump made him slip right over the strap!
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A gust of wind from an open window kept Stanley airborne for a minute. He waved around up there like a flag! Then, before he knew it, the breeze died down and he was lying on the floor.

Arthur turned around to look. “Are you okay?” he asked his brother.

Marco undid his seat belt and stood up. “Need a hand, Stanley?” he said.

Stanley grabbed Marco’s hand, got to his feet, and brushed himself off.

“I’m fine,” he said to Arthur. “Thanks!” he said to his best friend.

Stanley made himself smile, but his face was turning red.

Some older kids were staring at him. Marco, who was usually cheerful, seemed concerned. Even the bus driver was watching. Stanley met her eyes in the rearview mirror.

“I’m fine,” he repeated. “Don’t worry!” He wanted to pretend this had never happened. Nobody wanted to stand out on the school bus!

Now that he was back in his seat, Stanley acted like flying in the bus was no big deal. Luckily, Marco acted that way, too! He knew just what a friend should do.

“So maybe you should bring food to the party,” Stanley said, getting back to their conversation. “A funny food, you know?”

“Yes!” said Marco. “Like . . . pickles maybe. Or pea soup!”

Stanley laughed, even louder than usual. No one would ever guess he was still embarrassed.

“How about marshmallows?” he suggested.

Stanley thought marshmallows were the funniest food of all time. They looked big, but you could squish them down till they were almost nothing. Even their name was funny.

“Sweet!” said Marco. “Get it? That’s perfect!”

Then the bus pulled up to his stop, and Marco put his backpack on in a hurry.

“See you tomorrow!” he called as he climbed out of the bus. Marco waved at Stanley as he walked away with his older sister.

Stanley’s stop was next. Mr. Lambchop was waiting for him and Arthur with a lot of questions. “How was your day, boys?” he asked. “Are you ready for a snack? What do you have for homework?”

Mr. Lambchop worked from home two days a week. When he came to the bus stop, he liked to know everything that happened at school. Today Arthur had a lot to tell him while they walked home.
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“Soon it will be the Hundredth Day of School!” he said. “I need to bring a hundred somethings in to show my class.”

“Just like I did last year!” Stanley reminded him.

“And I need to dress up in a costume,” Arthur continued. “I need to look like I am one hundred years old!”

“I never got to do that!” said Stanley. “No fair!”

Mr. Lambchop could not wait to help out. “You’ll need a gray wig, I’d say,” he suggested.

“And a cane!” added Arthur.

Stanley knew that not all old people used canes. Their grandmother walked on her own two feet!

“But . . .” he broke in. His words were drowned out by his father and brother.

“Sounds like we’ll need to find some old clothes,” said Mr. Lambchop. “If we don’t have any at home, we could try a secondhand store.”

They were almost to their house now. No one was listening to Stanley!

“I know, I know!” said Arthur, excited about planning his costume. “How about a bow tie?”

“I think I might have one of those upstairs,” said Mr. Lambchop. “From back in my college days . . .”

They arrived at their house, and Mr. Lambchop opened the door. Stanley dropped his backpack in the kitchen and went right to his room. He could get a snack in a little while, when his family was ready to talk to him again. He would tell his father what happened on the bus, too.

Stanley lay down on his bed, with his hands under his head. He looked at the ceiling.

He was still thinking about the party in Classroom 2E. Marshmallows would be perfect for Marco. He would bring a funny food, because he was a funny kid. But what would be perfect for Stanley to bring to the party? What kind of kid was Stanley?

Well, Stanley was a lot of things. He was a good brother and a good friend. He loved his class, and he loved playing basketball.

But he knew what most people saw first when they looked at him. Stanley Lambchop was a flat kid. Except for once in a while—like today—he liked being a flat kid.

So a flat kid should bring a flat food, of











OEBPS/images/FS_3_Ch_1_ill_2.jpg





OEBPS/images/CN.jpg





OEBPS/images/FS_3_Ch_2_ill_4.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780063095052_Cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/Titlepage.jpg
The 100th Day

Created by Jeff Brown
Written by Kate Egan
Pictures by Naclja Sarell

HARPER
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





OEBPS/images/FS_3_Ch_1_ill_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/FS_3_Ch_2_ill_3.jpg





