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Amelia Bedelia dashed down the stairs and into the kitchen. Her father stood by the stove, spatula in hand. She paused for a moment and inhaled the yummy buttery aroma.
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“Blueberry pancakes?” she asked hopefully.
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“Blueberry pancakes—aye aye!” he answered, saluting her with his spatula.
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Amelia Bedelia wondered why her father had said “Eye eye.” She looked at the pancakes with one eye, then the other.
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“They look delicious,” she said. “And they smell even better. So, nose nose.”

Then she remembered why she had run in to the kitchen. “Daddy, do we have any marshmallows?” she asked.

Her father expertly flipped a pancake, then shrugged. “Search me,” he said.

“Okay. Empty your pockets, please,” said Amelia Bedelia.
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Her father put down the spatula and began patting his pockets. “No marshmallows here,” he said.

[image: image]

Amelia Bedelia circled her father. She peered up his sleeves and behind his ears. Nothing. She put her hands on her hips. “What about your shoes?” she asked.

“If I had marshmallows in my shoes, I’d be as light as air,” Amelia Bedelia’s father said with a laugh.
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“Don’t be silly, Daddy,” she said. “You’d be floating around the kitchen if you were as light as air!” She reached for the step stool to look in the cupboard.

[image: image]

[image: image]

Amelia Bedelia climbed up, opened the cupboard door, and started rummaging through the shelves. Among other things, she found a can of sardines (yuck) and four cans of baby corn (yum). But no marshmallows. She sighed, closed the door, and started to climb back down.


Her mother walked into the kitchen, yawning. “What are you looking for, sweetheart?” she asked.

“Marshmallows,” said Amelia Bedelia. “For school,” she added, in case her mother thought she was making s’mores for breakfast.
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Her mother thought for a second, then reached into the cabinet above the refrigerator. “Here you go,” she said, tossing a bag to her daughter.

Amelia Bedelia caught the marshmallows and hugged them to her chest. “Got them. Thanks, Mom,” she said.
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Her father put a steaming stack of blueberry pancakes in the middle of the kitchen table, and the family sat down to eat breakfast.
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“So why do you need marshmallows?” asked Amelia Bedelia’s mother, cutting into her pancakes.
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Amelia Bedelia reached for the maple syrup. “We started studying the Middle Ages in school,” she said. “Every subject is going to have a special medieval project. Like in science class, we’re building catapults. That’s what the marshmallows are for. We’re making glow-in-the-dark books in Mrs. Shauk’s class.”

“What books in the Middle Ages glowed in the dark?” asked her father.

Amelia Bedelia was so excited that she kept on talking. “We’re even going on a field trip to a medieval fair called the Enchanted Forest!”
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“Enchanted Forest!” exclaimed Amelia Bedelia’s mother. “I worked there when I was in high school. It was so much fun! I got to wear these long beautiful dresses and had a crown of flowers in my hair. I ran the candle-making stand. I haven’t thought about that in years!”
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Amelia Bedelia’s father stared at her mother, his fork loaded with pancakes halfway to his mouth. “You’re pulling my leg,” he said. “How did I not know that?”

Amelia Bedelia looked over at her mother. Both of her mother’s hands were on the table. “No, she’s not, Daddy,” she said.
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“Not what?” he asked.

“Pulling your leg,” said Amelia Bedelia.

“She’s right,” said Amelia Bedelia’s mother. “I’m not pulling your leg at all. I really did work at the fair.” She smiled. “I might even find my old costumes in the attic for you. I’d have to take them in before you could wear them.”
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“Take them in?” Amelia Bedelia wanted to know. “In where?”

“Oh, around the waist, I would guess,” said her mother.
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Around the Waist? Must be a new store, Amelia Bedelia thought. She had never heard of it before.

“The Middle Ages,” said her father. “Such a fascinating time.”

Amelia Bedelia stared at her parents, then nodded. “Hey! Both of you are in your middle ages, right?”

Her father cleared his throat. “Your mother and I are middle-aged. We are not from the Middle Ages,” he explained.

“Exactly,” said Amelia Bedelia’s mother. “Just how old do you think we are, sugar plum?” She looked like she might be a tiny bit insulted.
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“Well, Mrs. Shauk says that the Middle Ages were from the years 500 to 1500,” said Amelia Bedelia.

“So do the math,” said her father. “How old would that make us?”
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Amelia Bedelia did some quick subtracting. “That means you two are between five hundred and twenty and one thousand five hundred and twenty years old,” she said.

Amelia Bedelia’s parents looked at each other, then gave her the same quizzical look.

“Wow. No wonder I feel so tired,” said her father. “I need a nap.”

“So now how old do you think we are?” asked her mother.

Amelia Bedelia did not want to hurt her parents’ feelings. “I think you look really good for your age!” said Amelia Bedelia.
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Later that morning, Amelia Bedelia skipped into her classroom.
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“Good morning, Amelia Bedelia,” Mrs. Shauk sang out from across the room. “You’re full of beans today.”

Amelia Bedelia was shocked to see her usually very serious teacher in such a cheerful mood. She didn’t tell Mrs. Shauk that she was actually full of pancakes. She was afraid that it might break the happy spell that had come over her.
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Chip and Rose were already in the classroom, hard at work. Everyone had a classroom job. Chip and Rose were on Chair Patrol for the month. Every afternoon they stacked the chairs on top of the desks so that Mr. Jack, the custodian, could sweep the floor. And every morning they took the chairs down and slid them into place under the desks.
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CRASH! Chip lost his hold on a chair, and it slipped to the ground.

Amelia Bedelia jumped.

“Butterfingers!” Rose teased him.

Amelia Bedelia shook her head. Chip should have washed his hands after breakfast like she had! He’d have a better grip.
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She emptied her backpack as the rest of her friends began to file in. She placed her lunch in the lunch bin and her books, pencil case, and marshmallows inside her desk. Then she went over to the sink and filled the watering can. Her classroom job was Plant Waterer. It was one of the best jobs, in her opinion. (Much better than Garbage Picker Upper or Cage Cleaner Outer, that was for sure.) Amelia Bedelia also liked Board Eraser, Paper Passer, and Line Leader. In that order.
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She walked over to the windows and stuck a finger into the soil in each pot. Yes, the plants were thirsty. She watered them all carefully.
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“Why, Amelia Bedelia,” Mrs. Shauk called out. “You certainly do have a green thumb!”
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Amelia Bedelia sneaked a peek at her thumbs. They were their usual color.

[image: image]

After morning announcements, Mrs. Shauk took attendance (Penny was the only one absent) and Dawn delivered it to the office (she was Message Deliverer). Then Mrs. Shauk began the day’s lesson.

“The Middle Ages were a very important time in history,” she said. “Class, what comes to mind when you think of the Middle Ages?”
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“Castles!” said Daisy.

“Kings and queens!” said Teddy.

“Lords!” added Skip.

“Ladies-in-waiting!” Joy chimed in.

“Knights in shining armor!” whispered Angel.
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Mrs. Shauk nodded. “You all are correct,” she said. “But there is an important group you haven’t mentioned.”

The class looked at her blankly. They had no clue.

“Give us a hint,” said Clay.
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“Well, this group made up most of the population during the Middle Ages,” Mrs. Shauk explained.

Still no answer. Still lots of blank looks.

Mrs. Shauk tried again. “It sounds like ‘presents.’”

“I’ve got it!” said Cliff. “Pheasants!”

Mrs. Shauk smiled. “You’re close,” she said. “The lords and ladies in medieval times did eat many different kinds of birds. But this was a group of people called peasants. You see, the lords owned the land and built castles. And the peasants did all the farming and were allowed to live on the land. And they were all protected by the knights.”
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“So everyone had a job,” said Chip. “Just like our class.”
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“That’s right,” said Mrs. Shauk. “And today we’re going to talk about knights. It took a very long time to become a knight. A boy first started training as a page when he was just seven years old. He helped around the castle and learned all about manners and how to fight. When he was fifteen, he became a squire. He would serve his knight, help him with his armor, take care of his horse, and fight by his side in battle. And at about the age of twenty-one, if he had proved himself in battle, he would be knighted. Knights had a code of conduct that they pledged to live by. Does anyone know what that code was called?”
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“Politeness?” Holly suggested.
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“Good manners?” guessed Clay.
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“You are close,” said Mrs. Shauk. “But there’s another word I’m looking for.”

“Give us another hint,” said Cliff.

“Okay,” said Mrs. Shauk. “The word starts with the letter C.”

“Courtesy?” said Dawn.

“Close, very close,” said Mrs. Shauk.
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The classroom was completely quiet as the students tried to come up with the answer.

Then a voice broke the silence, startling everyone.

“Chivalry!”

Amelia Bedelia and her friends swiveled around to see who had spoken.
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And there sat Angel, her cheeks bright pink and her hands on her cheeks. She looked just as surprised as everyone else by her outburst.
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Mrs. Shauk clapped her red-fingernailed hands together three times. “Bravo, Angel! The code of chivalry was a list of noble qualities that a good knight should possess.”
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Teddy raised his hand. “Was the code of chivalry a secret code?”

“No,” said Mrs. Shauk. “Everyone knew it. Even the peasants.”

Clay raised his hand next. “What did the queen say to the knight at the end of the day?”

Then he answered his own question. “Good night, good knight!”
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Everyone just stared at him.

“It’s a joke!” he said.

“I don’t get it,” said Cliff.
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“Me neither,” said Holly.

Amelia Bedelia was glad she wasn’t the only one.

“Very funny, Clay,” said Mrs. Shauk with a chuckle. “It’s funny because those are two words that sound the same, but are spelled differently and have different meanings,” she explained. She wrote both words on the board. “You wish someone a good night, and a knight in shining armor who does kind deeds could be called a good knight. Words like that are called homophones. Can anyone think of another example?”

[image: image]

[image: image]

Amelia Bedelia raised her hand. “You mean like an aunt who’s your relative and an ant that’s a bug?” she asked.

“Excellent!” said Mrs. Shauk. “Anyone else?”

Holly stood up and flexed her bicep. “I’ve got one! Like muscles in
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