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        Hurray for Junie B. Jones!

        
        “Junie B. Jones is a feisty six-year-old with an endearing penchant for honesty.”

        —Time

        
        “Park convinces beginning readers that Junie B.—and reading—are lots of fun.”

        —Publishers Weekly


        “A hilarious, first-rate read-aloud.”

        —Kirkus Reviews

        
        “I cannot tell you how much I love reading your books! My mom and I laugh so hard, our stomachs hurt and we get tears in our eyes.”

        —Kristi O., Pennsylvania

        
        “I love Junie B. Jones! Every time I go anywhere in the car, I bring at least five Junie B. Jones books. I can’t leave home without them.”

        —Liz O., New Jersey

        
        “You have made even my most reluctant readers look forward to each new chapter.”

        —Mary Ann O., Illinois
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Laugh Out Loud with Junie B. Jones!

  #1  Junie B. Jones and the Stupid Smelly Bus

  #2  Junie B. Jones and a Little Monkey Business

  #3  Junie B. Jones and Her Big Fat Mouth

  #4  Junie B. Jones and Some Sneaky Peeky Spying

  #5  Junie B. Jones and the Yucky Blucky Fruitcake

  #6  Junie B. Jones and That Meanie Jim’s Birthday

  #7  Junie B. Jones Loves Handsome Warren

  #8  Junie B. Jones Has a Monster Under Her Bed

  #9  Junie B. Jones Is Not a Crook

#10  Junie B. Jones Is a Party Animal

#11  Junie B. Jones Is a Beauty Shop Guy

#12  Junie B. Jones Smells Something Fishy

#13  Junie B. Jones Is (almost) a Flower Girl

#14  Junie B. Jones and the Mushy Gushy Valentime

#15  Junie B. Jones Has a Peep in Her Pocket

#16  Junie B. Jones Is Captain Field Day

#17  Junie B. Jones Is a Graduation Girl

#18  Junie B. Jones: First Grader (at last!)

#19  Junie B. Jones: Boss of Lunch

#20  Junie B. Jones: Toothless Wonder

#21  Junie B. Jones: Cheater Pants

#22  Junie B. Jones: One-Man Band

#23  Junie B. Jones: Shipwrecked

#24  Junie B. Jones: BOO…and I MEAN It!

#25  Junie B. Jones: Jingle Bells, Batman Smells! (P.S. So Does May.)

#26  Junie B. Jones: Aloha-ha-ha!

#27  Junie B. Jones: Dumb Bunny

#28  Junie B. Jones: Turkeys We Have Loved and Eaten (and Other Thankful Stuff)

       Junie B. Jones: Top-Secret Personal Beeswax: A Journal by Junie B. (and me!)

       Junie B.’s Essential Survival Guide to School

       Junie B. Jones: These Puzzles Hurt My Brain! Book

       Junie B. Jones: Junie B. My Valentime
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            To my dear Amy Berkower, whose patience and support

            are so perfectly balanced by your utter good sense.

            How lucky I am to have you as my agent…

            and how grateful I am to have you as my friend.
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Just then, I quick stopped writing. ’Cause I couldn’t believe my eyeballs!

That snoopy-head May was stretching her neck across the aisle! And she was reading my journal page!

I slammed my book shut speedy fast.

“This is none of your beeswax, sister!” I said.

But May was already jumping out of her chair.

“Mr. Scary! Mr. Scary!” she hollered real loud. “Junie Jones wrote a bad name about me in her journal! She wrote that I am a bladdermouth! And bladder is not a nice word!”

I rolled my eyes at that dumb comment.

    “It’s not bladdermouth. It’s blabber-mouth, May,” I said. “Blabbermouth is spelled with b’s…not d’s.”

Mr. Scary stood up at his desk.

    “Girls…please,” he said.

Then he was going to growl at us, probably. But the phone rang from the office. And he had to answer it.

    I crossed my arms at May. “B is the same letter that you always forget when you say my name, remember? And so maybe I should use B in a sentence for you.”

I leaned close to her eardrum.

    “Dear Blabbermouth May: My name is Junie B. Jones. How come you can’t remember B’s? Huh, May? Huh? Are you a blockhead or something?”

May’s face got very puffery.

Then, all of a sudden, she grabbed my journal right off my desk. And she started to rip out the page!
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    I tried to grab it back from her. But May would not let go of that thing! And so, me and her got into a tuggle.

I pulled real hard.

Then May pulled harder.

    Then…OOOMPHH!

I pulled and pulled with all of my might! And me and my journal went flying back to my seat!

I hugged my book all safe and sound. But something did not feel right.

I looked down.

During the tuggle, May’s sweater sleeve accidentally got hooked on my thumb.

And so, oh no!

Her sleeve got stretched across the aisle with me!

I quick untangled it from my thumb. But the sleeve did not bounce back.

Instead, it just stayed on my lap real longish and droopish.

I did a gulp at that thing.

Then—very slow—I looked over at May.

    And kaboom!

Her whole stack blew off!

She exploded out of her seat! And she hollered at the top of her lungs.

“MR. SCARY! MR. SCARY! JUNIE JONES WRECKED MY SWEATER SLEEVE! JUNIE JONES WRECKED MY SWEATER SLEEVE!”

Mr. Scary hung up the phone.

I quick wadded up May’s sleeve. And I tried to give it back to her. But she would not even take it. And so, the sweater sleeve unrolled itself to the floor.

May’s eyeballs popped out of her head.

“AAAAA! AAAAA! IT’S ALL THE WAY TO THE FLOOR!” she yelled. “IT’S RUINED! IT’S RUINED! MY SWEATER IS RUINED!”

I tapped my fingers very thinking.

“Um…well, the whole sweater isn’t ruined, actually. It’s just that one sleeve, May,” I said kind of quiet. “If you grow one arm to the ground, it will fit like a glove, probably.”

May opened her mouth to holler again. But Mr. Scary was already hurrying down our row.

He did not say a word to us.

Instead, he took May and me by our hands. And he rushed us into the hall.

May’s sweater sleeve dragged on the floor behind her.

She picked it up real limp.

“Look at this! Just look at it, Mr. Scary!” she grouched. “Junie Jones wrecked my sweater! Junie Jones wrecks everything!”

I did a mad breath.

“I do not wreck everything,” I said. “And anyway, this wasn’t even my fault! You’re the one who started it, May! You’re the one who stoled my journal.”

Mr. Scary looked down at me.

“Stole,” he said. “The word is stole, Junie B. Not stoled.”

I sucked in my cheeks. ’Cause now was not the time for grammar.

“Fine. She stole my journal,” I said. “She just grabbed it right off my desk. And she tried to rip a page out.”

May kept on arguing.

“But I only took her journal because she wrote a bad name about me!” she said.

I stamped my foot.

“But May wouldn’t even know about that name if she didn’t snoop!” I said. “Snooping in someone’s journal is an invasion of their piracy.”

Mr. Scary did a little frown.

“Privacy,” he said. “It’s an invasion of privacy, Junie B. Not piracy.”

I threw my head back. “For the love of Pete! Can’t you just let it go? I’m trying to make a point here!” I said.

Mr. Scary glared his eyes. He said for me to calm myself down, young lady.

I jumped all the way in the air.

“I AM CALM!” I hollered back.

After that, I got marched speedy quick to the water fountain. And I had to drink some sips of water and settle myself.

I drank and settled.

Then I wiped off my mouth. And I rocked back and forth on my feet kind of nervous.

“Sorry,” I said real quiet. “Sorry I got mad, Mr. Scary.”

I looked up at him.

“Sometimes grammar makes my head explode,” I said.

Mr. Scary smiled a little bit.

Then he took me back to May. And he talked to us in a calm voice.

“I really don’t understand your behavior lately, girls,” he said. “The holidays are the time of year when we try to spread peace and goodwill. But you two are treating each other worse and worse every day.”

Me and May quick pointed at each other.

“It’s her fault!” we shouted together.

Mr. Scary shook his head. “I don’t care whose fault it is,” he said. “If you two have another fight today, there will be no Holiday Sing-Along for either one of you. Instead, you’ll be parking yourselves in the principal’s office for the afternoon.”

My body did a shiver at those words.

’Cause I’ve parked at Principal’s before, that’s why. And there’s not a lot of singing that goes on down there.

“So what’s it going to be, girls?” said my teacher. “Do you want to shake hands and make up? Or do you want to spend the afternoon at the office?”

My eyes glanced over at May.

She was standing still as a statue. And her eyes were staring at the floor.

I waited and waited for her to shake hands with me. But she did not look up.

Finally, Mr. Scary tapped his annoyed foot at us.

“Well?” he said again.

I waited some more.

But May still did not budge herself.

That’s how come I did a big, loud breath. And I picked up May’s long sweater sleeve. And I gave it a shake.

“There. Fine. I shaked with her,” I said.

“Shook,” said Mr. Scary.

“Whatever,” I said.

Then I dropped the sleeve back on the floor. And I kicked it over to May with my foot.

She did a gasp.

Then she quick picked it up and swatted the dirt off on my pants.

“Hey! Quit it!” I yelled.

Mr. Scary snapped his loud fingers at us.

May stopped swatting. “I was just getting the dust out,” she said.

Mr. Scary filled his cheeks up with air. And he let it out real slow.

Then he took us by our hands again. And we walked back to Room One.

Peace and goodwill do not come easy.
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