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MORNING ANNOUNCEMENTS
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Good morning, students. This is Headmaster Upchuck wishing you all a Rotten Day in every way. I know you are all proud to be Rotten Students. And I know you are looking forward to my morning tradition of reading the days announcements.

[image: image]

Sorry. I didnt mean to shout. You know I care deeply about you all.
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[image: image] Coach Manley Bunz has a reminder for the first-grade track team. Youll win a lot more races if you all remember to run in the same direction.



[image: image] Are you interested in water sports? Fourth-grade comedian Hardy Harhar will be demonstrating how to do a water spit at the second-floor water fountain at three today.



[image: image] The after-school meeting of the fifth-grade Pick-Your-Nose-and-Eat-It Club will not be held today because THERE IS NO SUCH CLUB!



[image: image] One of our oldest school traditionsthe Tap-Dance-Swim-with-Arthropods Nighthas been canceled because no one can remember what youre supposed to do.



[image: image] Tonight is Lucky Dessert Night in the Dining Hall. Its called Lucky Dessert Night because Chef Baloney promises you wont heave your dinner until after dessert.








Chapter 1

HOW TO BE POPULAR



The most popular kid at Rotten School? Well, thats me, of course. Bernie Bridges. I suppose Im probably the most popular fourth grader in history.

But dont ask me. Ask my hundreds of friends.

Im a modest guy. I would never brag about how popular I am. Bragging is totally uncool.

How could I be the greatest dude who ever walked across campus if I bragged all the time?

So Im not bragging. You can ask my twenty best friends.

Theyd do anything for me. Anything.


Its easy to be surrounded by friends all the time. Really. You can do it, too. Here are my three rules for being popular:


	Be generous

	Be kind

	Dont bite



I always try to follow all three rules.

Thats why it was such a total shock to me when I had to prove how popular I am.

Whoa. Bernie Bridges in a popularity contest?

Could I lose? I dont think so.

I decided to prove it by throwing the biggest birthday party in the history of the known universe. But believe me, dudes and dudettesit wasnt a piece of cake.

It all started on a sunny afternoon after classes. My friends and I were out on the Great Lawn, stomping on each others shoes as hard as we could.
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Chapter 2

NO PAIN, NO GAIN



STOMP.

[image: image]

Ohhhhh! It hurts! It HURTS!

Maybe The Stomp hasnt come to your school yet. It will. Its the most popular sport at Rotten School now. Even more popular than opening your mouth wide at lunch and showing off your chewed-up glob of spinach.

You can see kids stomping on each other all over campus. And you can hear their cries of pain and watch them hopping up and down on one foot until the pain fades away.

[image: image]

Give me a break!

[image: image]

Stop! You broke all my toes!

The Stomp started whenever some dude would show up wearing new shoes or new sneakers. As soon as we saw the shiny, clean shoes, wed all hurry to stomp on them and scuff them and smash them and make them look old.

Its just the natural thing to do when you see new shoes. It probably started with the cavemen.

We begged our parents not to send us new shoes. We all knew how painful new shoes would be.

And then some guys got the idea to stomp on shoes that werent new! Thats how the sport was born. Some kid walks by. You stop him. You stomp your heel down on his shoe. Then you take out a stopwatch and see how long he can hop on one foot.

[image: image]

It hurts! It HURTS!

Hop hop hop hop.

Good work, Feenman! I called to my friend. You beat your old record. You hopped for twenty-three seconds.

I raised my stopwatch. Try again, dude. If we can get it up to twenty-eight seconds, you can beat Joe Sweetys school record.

But I dont want to beat the school record! Feenman moaned. His face was bright red, and tears rolled down his cheeks. He stood on one leg and rubbed his sore foot.


Dont be selfish, I said. You know I bet Sweety twenty dollars we could beat his record.

I signaled to Crench, my other good buddy. Get Feenman started.

STOMMMMMMP!

Crench tromped down on Feenmans shoe.

Feenman let out a howl and started hopping up and down on one foot.

[image: image]

I cheered him on as I stared at the stopwatch. Thats another reason Im popular. Im always eager to cheer my guys on.

[image: image]

Feenman fell on his face after only fifteen seconds. He lay in the grass, whimpering softly.

I could see he needed more cheering.

One more try! I shouted. You can do it. You know my motto, Feenman. No pain, no gain.

But, Bernie he moaned. Youre not the one whos in pain!

But Im the one who wants to gain, I said. Ill gain twenty bucks if we beat Joe Sweetys record.

I motioned to Crench. Get him on his feet. Were not quittersare we?

Crench bent down and started to pull Feenman up. My friend Nosebleed came by. He had a fat wad of tissues pressed to his nose.

Whats up? I asked.

Mmmmww, mwwwww, he said.

I cant understand you, I said.

Thats cuz I have a fat wad of tissues pressed to my nose, he replied. Wes Updood stomped on my new sneakers, and it gave me a nosebleed.

He shook his head sadly. It ruined my yearbook photo. Do you believe I have a nosebleed in my yearbook photo? How totally uncool is that?
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I slapped my forehead. Its yearbook photo week? Oh, wow. I forgot all about it!

They call you when its your turn, Crench said.

I have to talk to them first, I said. You know my photo has to be perfect. Kids wont buy the yearbook unless they know theyre getting a perfect Bernie Bridges photo. Something to remember me by.

I spun away from them and starting jogging across the grass. The yearbook office was in the School House building, and I had to get there fast.

Bernie I heard Crench shout. Should I stomp on Feenmans foot and get him going again?

Stomp on your own foot! I shouted back. Maybe you can beat the record!

Okay. Ill give it a try.
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Chapter 3

LIGHTING UP THE DIMPLES



The School House is a tall, redbrick building at the end of the Great Lawn. We call it Mouse House.

If we get bored in class, we count the mice that run by. Except some of us cant count that high.

We all sit with our legs crossed under us in class. That keeps the mice from climbing up your leg. Most of the time.

My friend Beast likes to play with the mice. He swings them by their tails and sends them sailing to the wastebasket near Mrs. Heinies desk.

CLANNNNG!


Yeaaaa! Three points! Beast shouts every time he makes a basket.

Mrs. Heinie begs him to stop. But Beast just flashes her his special grin with the big white gobs of drool running down his chin.

And then, a few seconds later

CLANNNNG!

Yeaaaaa! Three points!
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I hurried down the empty hall and stopped at a door at the end. I read the words on the window: ROTTEN EGG.


Thats the name of our school yearbook. The Rotten Egg. How did it get that name? Who knows? Maybe they just couldnt think of a better one.

I pushed open the door and looked around for the editor. Hes a tall, skinny, redheaded sixth grader named Leif Blower.

Blower is really into the yearbook. He has a tiny silver egg stuck through one earlobe. And he wears a green-and-yellow cap that says: ASK ME ABOUT ROTTEN EGGS.

He always has a camera around his neck. Even in the shower. He says you never know when a good yearbook photo will come up.

YoBlower! I called. I didnt see anyone in the room.

Yo, Blower! Whats up? I knew he had to be there. He never went to class. He just stayed in the Rotten Egg office all day and worked on the yearbook.

YoBlower?

Finally I spotted him on a tall stool against a wall. He had his face buried in a stack of photos on the table in front of him.


He kept shaking his head. I cant decide, he said. Bernie, maybe you can help me.

I hurried across the room. Whats the problem?

He held up three photos. I squinted at them. I saw a window with gray curtains.

[image: image]


Which photo of Headmaster Upchuck do you like best? Blower asked.

I squinted at them again. I dont see Headmaster Upchuck, I said. I just see a window.

[image: image]


He frowned. Thats the problem. Upchuck is too short. His head didnt come up to the camera lens. I only got the window behind his desk.

Maybe you should have lowered the camera a little, I said.

Blower scratched his head. Maybe.

I took the photos from his hands and set them down on the table. Can we talk? I said. I know youve been thinking about my yearbook photo. Im here to help.

He scratched his head some more. Maybe I can get Upchuck to stand on his desk, he said. Or maybe I should get down on
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