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DEDICATION
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To Dad, who never followed

through on his threat to make

me walk home if I spilled

ice cream in the car.—MF


To Jake, Scarlet, Luke, Naomi, and Olivia . . .

 don’t forget there’s magic.—BJ
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Foreword


Magic stinks.

It’s true.

If you’re lying awake at night hoping something magical happens to you, you’re going to be in for a rude surprise.

There are no unicorns or rainbows or that sparkly tinkling sound when that perky, annoying fairy taps her wand. Nope. Everything sounds like a chorus of Auto-Tuned farm animals. And not the cute ones.

How does it feel? Like you’ve eaten six bags of macaroni-and-cheese dust washed down with a quart of maple syrup while jumping rope for twelve hours.

And it really does stink. You know that gross cheese your grandmother serves with the crackers that expired in 1987? It’s like that. TIMES INFINITY!

Maybe it’s just me. Maybe it’s different for other kids. Or maybe stinky magic is what you get when you try as hard as you can to ruin Christmas.

Like I did.
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Chapter One


My name is Bobbie Mendoza and my favorite color is black.

Black goes with everything.

Even me.

These days it’s about the only thing that does.
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The stupid antique dolls over my bed don’t. The stupid dress Mom made me wear for picture day doesn’t. And the stupid HOT PINK cast I’ve had on my broken wrist for the last two weeks totally doesn’t!

I wanted a black cast.
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I never get what I want.

I want to skip being twelve and go straight to twenty-two. I want to eat pizza for breakfast, floss just once a week, and stay up past nine thirty. But most of all I want our house NOT to be the 24/7-Inflatable-Dead-Eyed-Zombie-Santa-on-the-Roof House.
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He’s been up there for ALMOST AN ENTIRE YEAR!

I wasn’t always like this. I wasn’t always so angry about everything. I was a normal kid. Not a girly girl exactly, but a regular girl who liked regular stuff. Stuff like waffle-pops (they’re better frozen), painting my little brother’s toes black while he’s asleep, and winning the tristate-area spelling bee.
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And I LOVED Christmas.

My favorite part was when Dad and I dressed up our dog, Maggie, like an elf. It was our thing. Every year we’d get more elaborate. Last year was the best.

But not anymore.
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Someone left for the North Dakota oil boom and never bothered to take down all the Christmas decorations and someone else is too busy going back to work and someone else is obsessed with Christmas and wants Zombie Santa to stay up forever and someone else won’t go on the roof because there’s no protection from alien mind-reading rays that turn your brain to cheese.
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It’s embarrassing! And no one cares! Not my absent dad. Or my always-working mom. Or my freakishly weird Santa-suit-wearing six-year-old brother. Or my we-don’t-say-“crazy”-we-say-“different” uncle.

You can die of embarrassment, you know. It’s a thing. I read about it online.
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Only I didn’t die. I just sat in my room and tried to ignore Zombie Santa. Which was hard once most of the air leaked out and he started flapping against my window like the world’s saddest flag.
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Every. Single. NIGHT!

I didn’t lose it right away. First, I did what I always do when I’m freaking out—I motorboat lip hummed “America the Beautiful” to myself. Sure, it’s stupid, but somehow it always calms me down. Not this time.

I tried to be brave. I knew things were tough with Dad away and Mom working. That’s why every time Mom would ask if I was okay, I’d lie and say, “Fine.”

Because deep down I knew that Dad needed this job and Mom needed to work and Tad was just going through a phase . . . AND it was totally just a stupid blow-up Santa. Even if it really, really bugged me that no one could see it. REALLY, REALLY BUGGED ME.

For a while I yelled. And screamed. And did handstands while yelling and screaming.
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No response. It was like I was invisible. No. Wait. It wasn’t like I was invisible. I was invisible.

Finally, a couple of weeks before Christmas, after months of Sad Flag Santa flapping against my window, I’d had enough.

I was in the middle of one of those riding-an-Italian-speaking-dragon-while-eating-spaghetti dreams when all of sudden . . .
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Zombie Santa attacked!

Actually he didn’t really attack. A strong gust of wind blew him through the window. But at three in the morning, in the middle of a riding-a-dragon-while-eating-spaghetti dream, you’re not exactly thinking straight.

I snapped. I’d had enough. North Pole Fats was going down. Only he didn’t go down alone.
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We both did.

Christmas threw me off a roof! Christmas BULLIED ME!

Later, after the pink cast and a lot more lying about how fine I was, I remembered the anti-bullying assembly at school and the fourth thing you do when you’re being bullied:
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So that’s what I did.

I decided to ignore Christmas.

I would not sing any Christmas carols. I would not drink any hot chocolate. I would not partake in any good tidings. And I most certainly would not buy or accept any presents. No exceptions.
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What Christmas?





Chapter Two


“You’re doing what?” asked Mom from across the dinner table.

“She’s ignoring Christmas,” said Tad, wearing one of his seven Santa suits. “She thinks it’s bullying her.”

I could explain (while doing a handstand), but it wouldn’t make any difference. They don’t understand. No one does.

“That doesn’t even make sense,” said Mom.

“It makes perfect sense to me,” said Uncle Dale.

This should be good.
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Not bad.

Uncle Dale continued, “She’s ignoring that which causes her pain. Like I’m ignoring this meat loaf.”

Mom eyed Uncle Dale. “What’s wrong with the meat loaf?”

Uncle Dale didn’t say anything. He didn’t have to. We all knew what was wrong: Dad didn’t make it.

Dad’s meat loaf is epic. He makes it from scratch with caramelized onions and his supersecret special BBQ sauce instead of ketchup. It’s so awesome, we don’t call it meat loaf. We call it meat cake. Once when we were low on cash, Dad served it on my birthday.

No one minded.
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Especially not me.

Mom glared at Uncle Dale. She didn’t say anything. She knew better than to argue with a man wearing a spaghetti strainer on his head.

Uncle Dale is my dad’s younger brother. He used to be a lawyer. And a sock-puppet ventriloquist. And a rodeo clown. And a plumber. He’s always had a tough time sticking to one job.

According to Dad, something strange happened to him when he was young. But no one talks about it.

Uncle Dale moved in last year around the time Dad left. He lives in our basement and runs a website called theyreeverywhere.com. He posts stuff about mind-reading aliens that turn your brain to cheese and Big Foot and even Santa.
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Uncle Dale even claims the elves text him. Apparently, one named Phil is superchatty.

Mom gave up on Uncle Dale and turned to me. “Bobbie, Christmas is going to happen in two days whether you ignore it or not.”

“It’s not going to happen to me.”

“You don’t want any presents?” asked Tad.

I shook my head.

“Well, Santa’s bringing me a 3D Mega Machine!” said Tad.
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“Maybe, maybe not,” said Uncle Dale, looking at his cell phone. “Phil says Bobbie’s lack of belief and/or participation in this year’s Christmas festivities could affect the delivery of presents.”

“And Phil is an . . . elf?” I asked.

“That’s the common term,” said Uncle Dale. “Technically, Phil is a trans-dimensional sub-reality sprite-being of diminished height with freakishly tapered ears.”

“An elf,” I said.

Tad turned to Mom. “Is Uncle Dale really texting an elf?”

“Probably just an old college friend. Don’t worry, honey,” said Mom.

Uncle Dale looked up from his phone. “Oh, I’d worry. Christmas participation powerfully affects inter-flux holiday energy availability. Santa can’t cross the Trans-Dimensional Barrier without a full tank of positive holiday flow-vibe.”

I couldn’t take it. “That’s a complete load of . . .”
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Mom said, “No, honey, that’s not what—”

Uncle Dale nodded. “That’s exactly what it—”

“HOLD IT!” I yelled.

Everyone stopped talking and stared at me. “My ignoring Christmas has nothing to do with whether Santa is going to bring Tad his 3D Whateverit’scalled,” I said.

“But Uncle Dale said!” cried Tad.

“Uncle Dale wears a spaghetti strainer on his head!” “Bobbie!” cried Mom.

“Well, he does!” I said.

Uncle Dale frowned. “It’s a modified spaghetti strainer. It keeps them from reading my mind.”

“Sure. Whatever,” I said. “Listen. Who cares if I ignore Christmas? What I do or don’t do has no bearing on ANYTHING!”

Mom looked at me. “That’s not true—”

Dale’s phone buzzed. “According to Phil . . .”

I rolled my eyes. “Who is an elf!”

“What’s wrong with being an elf?” asked Tad. “My teacher, Mrs. Hoselnorp, says everybody has to be somebody and we shouldn’t ’scrimitate.”

“Discriminate, dear,” said Mom.

Tad stared at me. “Wait. You don’t think elves are REAL!”

I shook my head. “No, I didn’t say . . .”
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Uncle Dale stared at me. “Ignoring Christmas? Elf doubt? We’re not filling Santa’s tank here, Bobbie.”

Tad pointed at me. “Mom! Make Bobbie fill Santa’s tank!”

Mom said, “Bobbie, work with me here! You’re the big sister. Please. Act your age.”

All I wanted to do was ignore Christmas. Which seemed pretty reasonable when you consider Christmas ATTACKED me! But no one was listening to me—probably because it’s hard to hear an invisible person.

Christmas was bullying me again. So I decided to follow rule number three of the anti-bullying list: RUN!

“MOM!” yelled Tad.

“Bobbie!” yelled Mom.

I was already halfway up the stairs.

Later, after the part of my brain that thinks last decided to talk to the part of my brain that thinks first, I thought maybe I’d ruined Christmas for my little brother.
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Little did I know, I was just getting started.





Chapter Three


Mom let me stew in my room for a while. She knew I needed some time before her Mom-sense would have any effect on me. Mom-sense is like common sense, only it smells better.

I was staring at my cast, wishing I had laser-beam eyes to burn it off, when I noticed Mom at the door.

“Why haven’t you let anyone sign your cast?”

I didn’t say anything.

“Is it a part of this whole ignore-Christmas thing?”

BINGO.

She grabbed a pen off my desk, sat down next to me on the bed, and wrote on my cast. I didn’t look because I knew she wanted me to look.

“Honey, I know you’re angry,” she said. “But you can’t take it out on Tad. He needs Christmas. With everything we have going on right now he needs to believe in something.
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“I guess you’re not going to talk to me?” Mom said.

I stared at my shoes.

“That’s okay, you’ll talk when you’re ready,” she added.

After she left, I looked at my cast.

[image: image]

Ugh. I keep forgetting she’s a Jedi-mom.

After an hour of staring at the ketchup stain on my bedroom ceiling from when Tad and I played splatter tag, I remembered something important.
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I got up and went downstairs. Just outside the kitchen I stopped. I could hear Mom talking to Dad over video chat.
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Mom said, “I know. Bobbie will be crushed. By the
























OEBPS/images/f0002-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0002-01.jpg
SPNE R
aueeie! [yl

~ >






OEBPS/images/ded.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0006-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0008-01.jpg
]






OEBPS/images/f0006-01.jpg
‘w} | V! oo-teof
<3 6ANTA ON‘\’RF,
ALY
\\eummwe e ouf !

b\ ~__MEVLOT






OEBPS/images/f0008-02.jpg
. TELL AN APOLT
2. VONT E\GHT BACK.
LZ; ON!

T6NORE THE BOLLY.





OEBPS/images/f0004-01.jpg
SPAGHETT |
STRAINER





OEBPS/images/f0004-02.jpg
FFINGTON FOST E

7-YEAR-OLV PIES

EMBARRASSMENT
«ALL T O WAS,
TWERK A utrie!
SAYS MOM






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Written by Michael Fry and Bradley Jackson
Tllustrated by Michael Fry

HARPER

An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





OEBPS/images/f0012-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0014-01.jpg
\0U 0O, MMEAN, T

NRoT CertiNg A 37 ||
OV
o

D





OEBPS/images/f0016-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0vii-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0009-01.jpg
(400 REST YE






OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0003-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0003-01.jpg
CURMOPGEON.
C-O-RMO-P-6-E-0N.
CGURMODGEON.






OEBPS/images/f0007-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0020-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0020-02.jpg
SOSZQY BAGE... CANT
ME HOME FOR






OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0013-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780062354761_Cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0013-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0017-01.jpg
he( o€
iy SRAIN
TRC






OEBPS/images/f0019-01.jpg
E -SENS!
LAl i£ fouezro, 14
AR, WHAT o HISTE,
006 W





OEBPS/images/f0019-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg
SHES |Z. SHE FELL OFF
THE ROOF WRESTUING SANTA
AND BROKE HER ARM.
SHES MIGERMRLE AND SHE s
BLAMES CIRSTMAS, 2770

ik iV
Ay [
( e [\
£

3






