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  Unlucky Day


  The fact that Stanley Lambchop was flat did not mean he enjoyed being treated like a poster.


  Stanley trudged back and forth outside the school auditorium with a giant piece of cardboard taped to the front of his body. It read:
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  People streamed inside. A beefy boy from Stanleys class called out, Look, its the poster boy for flat kids!


  Stanley grimaced. He hoped no one else would notice him.


  Well, hello there, Stanley Lambchop! It was Doctor Dan, whom Stanley had visited just after he was flattened. It wasnt long ago that hed woken up to find that his
  bulletin board had fallen on him in the middle of the night. Helping out with the big performance, are we? Well, good for you for making positive use of an unusual condition!


  How embarrassing, Stanley thought.


  After Doctor Dan left to take his seat, Stanleys family appeared. My little star! squealed his mother, Harriet Lambchop.


  Stanley tried to smile as she kissed the edge of his head.


  His little brother, Arthur, rolled his eyes. Hes not even in the show, Mum.
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  Now, Arthur, said Mrs Lambchop, those behind the scenes are just as important as those onstage.


  And nobody is behind the scenes like our Stanley. Mr Lambchop winked. Stanley sighed. Hed always liked being in plays. Now, all anyone wanted him to do was move the sets,
  because his shape made him hard to see when he crossed the stage.


  Im not even moving scenery today, Stanley grumbled.


  Why not? asked Mr Lambchop.


  Are you in charge of the giant pandas? said Mrs Lambchop hopefully. They have always been my favourite wonders from China!


  No. Stanley pouted. There arent any pandas. The spotlight blew a fuse, so . . . He held up a giant flashlight from behind his poster. I have to hang
  upside down from the ceiling with this.


  Hey, Stanley, called his friend Carlos, who lived next door to the Lambchops. Dont break a leg!


  Stanleys mother chuckled. He means, Break a leg, dear. Thats a common figure of speech in the theatre. It means good luck! Harriet Lambchop took great
  interest in the proper use of the English language.


  I dont think so, Mum, said Arthur. I think Carlos meant, Dont fall from the ceiling and break your leg.


  Be quiet, Arthur, huffed Stanley.
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  Once everyone was seated, Stanley took his place. He hung with his lower body rolled around a bar high over the crowd.


  Its not fair! he thought. Why do I have to save the day any time somebody needs something flat or flexible?


  
    
      [image: ]

    

  

  
  On the one hand, Stanleys new shape allowed him to do lots of fun and exciting things, like fit between the walls of an Egyptian pyramid and be a cape in a Mexican bullfight. On the other
  hand, he was often asked to do uncomfortable, humiliating, and boring things that would never be expected of a rounded person. For instance, he was rolled and tied to the back of a horse in South
  Dakota and forced to ride with baggage in the cargo hold of an airplane to Africa.


  Stanley didnt want to hang high in the air holding a heavy flashlight. He didnt even know what to expect onstage. The performers had arrived only moments before the show was about
  to begin.


  The lights went down. With a sigh, Stanley lifted his flashlight and flicked it on as the curtains squeaked open.


  In the centre of the bare stage stood a teenage boy and girl. They wore matching red outfits. Lucky people of America! A Chinese man in a tuxedo stepped on to the stage. All
  the way from the Peoples Republic of China, we bring to you . . . the Flying Chinese Wonders!


  A few people clapped as Stanley moved his spotlight back and forth between the two performers. They bowed slowly.


  This is going to be even worse than I thought, figured Stanley.


  Then, in a flash, the boy and girl shot into the air. Flipping high over the stage, they grabbed hands and flattened their bodies, spinning around each other like a sputtering propeller headed
  straight for the ground. Stanley held his breath as the human propeller spun faster and faster, its descent slowing until finally it hovered a few feet off the ground. They planted their feet and
  faced the audience with their arms raised in the air. The entire auditorium erupted with applause.


  Stanley couldnt believe it! The Flying Chinese Wonders were amazing!
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  They swooped and sailed through the air. They twisted and flipped and spun like tops. Together, they became a dragon, a comet, and a fish on a trampoline. Sometimes, Stanley couldnt tell
  where the first Wonder began and the other ended.


  Their bodies can do anything! Stanley thought. His flashlight raced to keep up.


  For their grand finale, the Flying Chinese Wonders connected head to toe, puffed out their chests to form a circle, and rolled around the stage. When they came to a stop, each held out an arm
  and a leg. The giant circle had become the sun.


  It was the greatest thing Stanley had ever seen! He shouted, whooped, and clapped his 


  Stanleys heart plummeted as he watched the giant flashlight drop from his hands.


  CRAAASH!


  The Flying Chinese Wonders looked up in alarm. Their circle shook . . . and collapsed to the floor in a heap.
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  Knee How


  Stanley led Doctor Dan to the dressing room backstage. The girl acrobat opened the door, and Doctor Dan rushed in and bent over the boy acrobat, who was stretched out on a
  table.


  Stanley tried to make himself invisible by pressing himself against the wall. It didnt work.
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  The girl Chinese Wonder studied his face. You are like art, she marveled, yet your eyes move!


  Im flat, whispered Stanley.


  The girl looked impressed. I would like to be flat! I am Yin, she continued. That is my twin brother, Yang.


  Im Stanley and Im sorry! blurted Stanley. I was hanging from the ceiling being the spotlight and I dropped it!


  The girls eyes widened. Yang sat up from the table. He blinked. Yin, do you see a turnip cake shaped like a boy?


  Yes, brother.


  Good, Yang said and lay back down. I thought the pain was tricking my mind.


  Doctor Dan cleared his throat. Young man, Im afraid you have a broken foot.


  No! Yin gasped.


  Impossible, said Yang, sitting up again. The Flying Chinese Wonders have never been injured.


  Im sorry, said Doctor Dan. If it makes you feel better, Stanley here had never been flat before. But then one day he visited me and he was only half an inch thick.
  Your foot will take at least six weeks to heal.


  Yins eyes welled with tears. Doctor . . . She gulped. We are to perform in Beijing for the culmination of the Chinese New Year festivities in two weeks! It is to be
  our biggest and most important performance ever!


  Im sorry, said Doctor Dan. I know its disappointing, but youll have to cancel. Id better go get a splint for this foot.


  After Doctor Dan left, Yin went over to her brother, took his hand, and kneeled beside him. Neither of them looked at Stanley.


  This is all my fault, Stanley said quietly. Then he folded himself to the ground and buried his face in his chest.


  After a moment, Yang spoke. Confucius said, Our greatest glory is not in never failing, but in getting up every time we do. Get up, sister. Get up, Turnip Cake. The Flying
  Chinese Wonders have never missed a performance, and they will not now.


  But how, brother? said Yin. How can you perform with a broken foot?


  I will not, Yang said solemnly. Turnip Cake will.


  But, brother !


  Im not an acrobat, said Stanley.


  Are you flexible? said Yang.


  Stanley shrugged. I once went down Niagara Falls wrapped around somebody like a barrel, he offered.


  Are you strong?


  I did keep Abraham Lincolns nose from breaking off Mount Rushmore.


  Are you determined?


  I recently walked halfway across Mexico to get a recipe for my mum, said Stanley.


  Then you will learn, said Yang.


  Stanley looked at Yin. She nodded in approval.


  Stanley imagined himself standing atop the Great Wall of China, and a smile spread across his face.


  Ill do my best, he promised.


  Four days later, Stanley was sorted and loaded for special delivery deep in the Shaanxi province of China. He could feel the wheels of a bicycle carrying his envelope along a
  craggy road.


  Eventually, the wheels came to a stop, and Stanleys envelope was torn open. Yins face peeked inside.


  Hello, Stanley, she said with a grin. Welcome to China!
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  Knee how! cried Stanley. He hopped out and stretched his legs.


  You hurt your knee? she said in a panic.


  Knee how, repeated Stanley. Isnt that how you say hello in Mandarin?


  Of course! said Yin. Ni hao!


  So Turnip Cake has come at last.


  Yang had appeared from the next room, with his broken foot lifted a few inches off the ground. Instead of hopping, he simply wiggled his good foot, and it slid along the floor.


  You dont need crutches? said Stanley in amazement. It looked almost like Yang was on a conveyor belt.


  I am a Flying Chinese Wonder, Yang answered. I dont need two feet to walk.


  How do you feel after your trip? asked Yin.


  Stanley wanted to be a polite guest, but he also believed in honesty. Im starving, he admitted.


  Without hesitation, Yin and Yang exchanged looks, tossed coats to each other through the air, and spun Stanley back out the front door.
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