
    
    [image: title page]
    
Contents



Title Page

Contents

Dedication

Copyright

Fair and Square

With My Own Two Eyes

Bad, Bad News

The Wedding Planners Club

All Figured Out

Big Plans

Roses vs. Lilacs

Nikki in a Snit

Cool Days

Wedding Day

Sample Chapter from NIKKI AND DEJA: SUBSTITUTE TROUBLE

Buy the Book

Read More from the Nikki and Deja Series

Sample Chapter from DOG DAYS

Buy the Book

About the Author

About the Illustrator

Connect with HMH on Social Media



To all the Nikkis and Dejas everywhere

—K.E.

 

For Roberta

—L.F.




Text copyright © 2012 by Karen English

Illustrations copyright © 2012 by Laura Freeman

 

All rights reserved.

 

For information about permission to reproduce selections from this book, write to trade.permissions@hmhco.com or to Permissions, Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company, 3 Park Avenue, 19th Floor, New York, New York 10016.

 

Originally published in hardcover by Clarion Books, an imprint of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company.

 


  www.hmhco.com


 

The illustrations in this book were executed digitally.

 

The Library of Congress has cataloged the hardcover edition as follows:

English, Karen.

Nikki & Deja : wedding drama / by Karen English ; illustrated by Laura Freeman.

p. cm.

Summary: Ms. Shelby’s third-grade girls are so excited about her upcoming wedding that they start a wedding planning competition, which drives a wedge between best friends Nikki and Deja, the two whose names were drawn to attend the event.

[1. Weddings—Fiction. 2. Teachers—Fiction. 3. Schools—Fiction. 4. Best friends—Fiction. 5. Friendship—Fiction. 6. African Americans—Fiction.] I. Freeman-Hines, Laura, ill. II. Title. III. Title: Nikki and Deja, wedding drama. IV. Title: Wedding drama.

PZ7.E7232Njo 2012

[Fic]—dc23

2011027484

 

ISBN 978-0-547-61564-6 hardcover

ISBN 978-0-544-00324-8 paperback

 

eISBN 978-0-547-82257-0

v3.1217


1


  [image:  ]


Fair and Square

Deja

There is something strange going on. Something in the air. Deja feels it as soon as she enters Room Ten at Carver Elementary School. She looks over at her best friend, Nikki, to see if she’s feeling it, too, but Nikki is busy pulling her homework out of her folder to drop it in the basket on Ms. Shelby’s desk. Deja looks at the other kids. They’re doing their usual first-thing-in-the-morning stuff. Gavin, the new boy, is sitting in his chair with his hands folded. Carlos is taking tiny action figures out of his backpack and squirreling them away in his desk. Antonia and Casey are whispering back and forth—probably backbiting. Nikki says backbiting is her mom’s new word. It means something like gossip, which people shouldn’t do. So now Nikki is all the time reminding Deja that if you can’t say anything nice about someone, you shouldn’t say anything at all. Deja personally thinks she’d have to be some kind of perfect person to say only nice things all the time. How could someone be lunch monitor if he or she could report only on the good stuff the kids at their lunch table did? How could a monitor report on someone talking with a mouth full of food? She’d said that to Nikki, and Nikki had to agree.

Suddenly, Deja knows what it is that’s strange. It’s Ms. Shelby. She’s just standing there at the front of the class with a secret smile on her lips as she watches the kids go through their morning routines. She isn’t doing anything else. She isn’t doing any of her usual fussing. She isn’t marking things in her scary book—the one with all their scores and grades and stuff. She’s just standing there looking at the class with this funny smile on her face. Deja looks over at Nikki. She’s pulled out the entire contents of her desk, and now she’s going through a bunch of balled-up papers that had been crammed in at the back. Nikki is such a neatnik.

Deja hurries over to her and says, “You know Ms. Shelby doesn’t like it when we pull everything out of our desks without permission.”


Nikki frowns. “It’s not going to take me long.” She goes off to get the classroom trash can. She places it beside her desk so she can sweep out the pencil shavings that have accumulated inside it.

Deja glances over at Ms. Shelby. Now she has her hands clasped behind her back. She’s still smiling as she stands there gazing at her class as if her mind is someplace else.

It’s almost like the time when Ms. Shelby got her engagement ring and she waited until all her students had settled down before showing it off. Today, it seems that everyone has slowed their morning routine as if they have all the time in the world. Only Gavin, the new boy, and a few others are ready and waiting. Deja returns to her desk and looks at the whiteboard. There’s no journal topic posted. What’s going on? She takes out her morning journal, places it in the exact middle of her desk, and then folds her hands.

Finally, Ms. Shelby speaks. “I love the way Row Four is ready and waiting.” She moves to the board and puts a tally mark beside Row Four’s space. Deja looks at her classmates two rows over. It’s true. They are all in their seats, ready and waiting. How did that happen? She doesn’t like when Ms. Shelby catches them off guard like that. Row Four has seven points from the day before. Row Two, where Deja sits, has three measly points. She glares at Carlos’s back. He’s the weak link. Ms. Shelby has told them about how a chain is only as strong as its weakest link—which doesn’t seem all that fair to Deja. Carlos with his outbursts and rule-breaking is the weak link of Row Two. It’s not fair.

Ms. Shelby turns back to the students. Her smile is even wider now. “Okay, class,” she says. “I have a wonderful announcement.” She looks around, as if measuring how her students are taking this bit of information. Everyone quiets. Those who were still milling about now take their seats. Deja hopes it’s not another school election. That was Ms. Shelby’s big news a few months before. Deja ran for student body president of Carver Elementary School and lost, and she’s still trying to get over it. She is pondering this when she hears Ms. Shelby say, “You know, I’m getting married in less than two weeks.” All the girls look around at one another and smile. The boys look blank, as if they’re thinking, So? Deja bets they’re probably still hoping for a pizza party.

Deja glances at Nikki. She’s just sitting there with her mouth partially open, looking as if she’s listening very carefully.

Ms. Shelby continues, “I so wished all of you could come to my wedding, but that’s not possible. There just isn’t room.” Now the girls look deflated. The boys don’t seem to be bothered. The new boy, Gavin, has a tiny frown on his face, as if he’s just trying to understand what’s going on. Deja wonders about him for a moment. So far he’s been quiet, but there’s something about him that doesn’t seem all that quiet. It’s like he’s trying super hard to be good because maybe he wasn’t so good at his old school.

Ms. Shelby goes on. “But it just wouldn’t feel right if I had no one from my class there.” She pauses again. For effect, Deja thinks. Ms. Shelby loves to see who’s hanging on her every word. The girls are, of course. Nikki’s mouth has dropped open even further, in anticipation.

“But yesterday I discovered that four of my guests can’t come. That means I have room for four people. Two of you, plus a parent or guardian.”

Now there are happy gasps from every girl.

“Since I can only invite two of you, I think the best way to be fair is to have a drawing.”

Now some of the girls look around at each other suspiciously. Who’s going to pick the lucky “tickets”?

Ralph raises his hand. “Ms. Shelby,” he says before he has waited to be recognized. “What if two girls win?”

“Win?”

“The tickets,” he says.

Ms. Shelby, still in her good mood, laughs. “No matter, Ralph. It will still be fair because everyone has an equal chance.”

The word equal makes Deja think of math, which is not her best subject. She looks over at the star beside Nikki’s name on the Facts Quiz chart. Nikki is almost caught up to Erik. He’s on his eights and she just passed the sixes on the last multiplication facts quiz. Nikki told Deja she likes that Ms. Shelby uses big fat stars, so that they can be seen from everywhere in the room. Her star is red, the happiest color of all, Nikki says. Deja, unfortunately, seems to be stuck on her fives, which is almost as easy as the twos or ones. She wonders if she will ever master anything beyond that. When she turns her attention back to the front of the room, she sees that Ms. Shelby is holding a stack of index cards that have been cut in half.

“I want you to put your names on these cards. Then you’re going to drop them in this box.” She holds up an old tissue box that has the top cut off. “I’m going to give it a big shake and draw out two names. And then . . .” Her voice trails off. “How many think that’s fair?”

All the students’ hands eventually go up. Some a little reluctantly, it seems.

“I wish I could have you all there, but . . .” Ms. Shelby’s voice trails off again, and she shrugs and places the index cards on ChiChi’s desk.

ChiChi is the paper monitor for the week. She jumps up and says in a slightly whiny voice, “Can I have a helper?” She glances quickly at Keisha.

“Sure,” Ms. Shelby says.

When all the students have written their names on their cards, ChiChi and Keisha go around and collect them and then put them in the special box on Ms. Shelby’s desk. Deja has embellished her name card with daisies and balloons, thinking perhaps it might give her some good luck.

Ms. Shelby picks up the box and gives it a shake, making a point of not looking in it. She reaches in and gives the cards a little stir. Deja holds her breath. She looks over at Nikki and can tell she’s holding hers as well. Ms. Shelby reaches in and pulls out a card.

Deja recognizes it immediately. It’s hers! The balloons and daisies are clearly visible. Ms. Shelby has pulled her card!


“Deja!” Ms. Shelby says, full of enthusiasm.

Nearly all the girls in the class turn to her in unison. A few have suspicious looks on their faces. Deja claps her hand over her mouth, her eyes wide. She looks at Nikki again. Nikki’s lips are parted with surprise and she seems frozen in place. Deja can’t tell what she is feeling. Then Nikki turns to Deja and gives her a weak smile. Oh, no. Deja hopes that she isn’t . . . jealous.

Ms. Shelby is smiling at her, and Deja feels that something is expected.

“Thank you, Ms. Shelby,” she says quietly, as if, by saying it quietly, those who were hoping their name would be called might not realize that their chances have just been cut in half.

“Okay,” Ms. Shelby says, once again stirring the cards in the box slowly, mixing everything up to show her fairness. “One more invite to go.”

Deja is hoping that it isn’t a boy. If it is, the teasing will start right away, probably led by Ralph or Carlos: Ooh, Deja and whoever, sitting in a tree, k-i-s-s-i—Deja can’t even bring herself to finish spelling out the word. She closes
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