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Party Planning

My name is Venus Washington, but I was born on Earth, and I’ve never been to Washington. I have a boring baby brother named Zion, and guess what? His birthday is in two days. He’s only turning one, though. So I don’t know why we’re having a party for someone who can’t even walk or talk.

Mama and Daddy are way too old to understand what kids like. So who did they put in charge of planning Zion’s party? Me. Actually, they said I could help with the decorations. But that’s basically the same thing.

When Mama asked me what present we should get for Zion, I knew right away.

“A Barbie Dreamhouse!” I shouted.

[image: Venus Washington imagines a Barbie Dreamhouse in a cartoon thought bubble.]
“Your brother’s turning one, Vee. He doesn’t even know what Barbies are,” said Mama.

“Don’t worry. I’m a great big sister. I can teach him how to play with it.”

Mama smiled and shook her head.

“I ordered the cake, and Grandma will be making the food. What do y’all think about a clown?” she asked me and Daddy.

“Yes!” I screamed. “A clown is the best idea ever!”

“It doesn’t make sense to spend so much. A clown will cost an arm and a leg,” Daddy answered.

Mama frowned. That’s when I got real scared. Mama wanted Daddy to chop off one whole arm and one whole leg to pay for a clown? Nope! A clown was the worst idea ever!

“Well, we need something to entertain the kids. Your son only turns one once,” Mama said.

I didn’t know what she was talking about. Obviously he only turns one once. People don’t just keep turning the same age every year. Mama says she’s thirty-five. But if she doesn’t understand how birthdays work, she’s probably really like a hundred years old.

Mama huffed and walked out the room.

“Don’t worry, Daddy,” I whispered. “I like your arms and legs right where they are.”

Daddy smiled and patted me on my head. “Vee, are your little friends from across the street coming?”

[image: Venus Washington hugging her Daddy’s legs as he looks down at her with a gentle smile.]
“I don’t have any little friends, Daddy. They’re all big like me. And I’m only friends with Summer. She’s my BFF. But her sister, Winter, is my WEF. You know what that is? My Worst Enemy Forever,” I said in my most serious voice.

Daddy laughed. “Well, both of the girls are invited. We already have me, your mother, Grandma, and Grandpa coming. Your aunt Bri is coming with a special friend, too. I don’t want this party to be mostly adults.”

“Okay, Daddy. I’ll make sure it’s not,” I said. Then I ran across the street to the Rivera twins’ house.

I rang the bell and Winter stepped outside.

“What do you want, Meanest Venus?” she said in her super-annoying voice.

“I came to see Summer, not you. I want to invite her to the best birthday party ever. It’s for my brother, but I’m in charge of it. There might even be a clown if my dad cuts off his arm.”

“A clown? I’m coming too!” Winter said.

“Coming where?” Summer asked as she stepped out onto their porch.

“Zion’s having a birthday party. You can come, but annoying sisters are not invited.”

“I’m not annoying!” Winter shouted. “Anyway, Summer won’t be allowed to come without me. My mom said us sisters have to stick together.”

For a second I thought about how someone would actually stick those two together. Glue would be way too messy. Probably tape. Then I thought about just taking the tape and putting it over Winter’s big mouth. That thought made me laugh out loud.

[image: Venus giggles mischievously with "TEE-HEE", while Winter looks angry with tape over her mouth.]
“What are you laughing at, Jupiter?” Winter snapped.

I rolled my eyes for exactly three seconds to show her how much I didn’t like her. But since I really wanted Summer to come, I said, “Okay. You can come too. But only if you help me with one thing.”

“What is it this time?”

“My dad said he didn’t want it to be a boring grown-up party. So I’m going to make a bunch of invitations for the kids in me and Summer’s class. You have to make some for the kids in yours.”

“Okay. Easy-peasy.”

“What should the invitation say?” asked Summer.

I thought for a second. “Just that the best party ever is happening on Saturday. And that there might be a clown and a man with one arm and one leg. Oh yeah. Bring Barbies for presents.”

“Anything else?” Summer asked.

“Invite all your friends, but no grown-ups allowed. We have too many already.”

“Is that it?”

I smiled. “Pets are invited too.”
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Invitation Creation

Me, Summer, and Winter ran across the street to my house to start making the invitations. This year, me and Summer are both in Ms. Emerson’s class. And since I think it’s against the law for twins to be in the same class, Winter got put in Mr. Dalton’s class. Which is great because I get to be in the same class as one of the best people in the whole wide world. But it’s also terrible because I have to go to the same school as one of the most annoying people to ever live: Winter.

“So, how many people are in your class?” I asked Winter.

“Who knows,” she answered. “Maybe about twenty?”

I was so annoyed. How was it even possible that she didn’t know exactly how many classmates she had? I count the kids in my class every single time Ms. Emerson starts talking. And she talks A LOT. Way more than I do. And you know what’s not fair? She never gets in trouble for it.

I rolled my eyes one more time. “Well, there are exactly twenty-three in me and Summer’s class. But since we already know about the party, we just need to make twenty-one invitations.”
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“But what about Angel Brooks?” Summer asked.

I shook my head. Angel Brooks is the most annoying kid in my class. Probably in the whole school. Yup. She’s even worse than Winter. She raises her hand every time Ms. Emerson asks a question. And you know what? She always gets the answer right! She thinks she’s sooooo great. But really, she’s just annoying with a capital A! And that’s why there wasn’t no way she was coming to my party.

“She’s not invited!” I said.

“But wouldn’t it be mean if you invited everyone else in the class except for her? You might even get in trouble, Venus.”

I thought for a moment. Summer was right. “Well, we can invite her. We just got to make sure she doesn’t come.”

“But how?”

“My auntie Bri told me there are bouncers at the doors when she goes to parties. And their job is to make sure only the coolest people get to go inside. We won’t get in trouble if we use bouncers.”

“You’re a genius!” Summer said. “What else did your aunt tell you about those parties?”

“That they all have this special area called VIP. I think it’s only for the people who bring the Very Important Presents.”

[image: A festive pile of wrapped gifts in various shapes and sizes, with a small table holding a VIP tent card and scattered confetti.]
“Ooooh. That’s a great idea! We should do that, too.”

“We will!”

“But how will we know which presents are very important?”

“That’s easy. If it’s a Barbie, it’s important.”

Winter rolled her eyes. “If the presents are wrapped, you won’t know which ones are Barbies, genius!”

“Obviously we have to open them up before we let people go inside. If it’s a Barbie, they go to VIP. If it’s not, they have to go to the regular area with everyone else.”

“What if they don’t bring anything at all?” Summer asked.

“If they don’t bring a present, they can’t come inside!” I snapped.

Winter laughed. Summer smiled and shook her head.

“I’m serious, y’all!” I said. “My daddy said parties are expensive. The food. The decorations. And if you want a clown, they don’t even take money. Only arms and legs. Promise me you won’t let nobody inside if they don’t bring me, I mean Zion, a present.”

Summer and Winter nodded their heads yes. Then they stuck out their pinky fingers. I wrapped my pinky finger around Summer’s and pressed my thumb to her thumb. After that, I did the same to Winter. That meant the promise was unbreakable. And everyone knows if you ever break an unbreakable promise, it’s like breaking the law. Which means you probably have to go to jail.

[image: Venus, Winter, and Summer joyfully touching thumbs as sparkles appear.]
Now that we all knew the rules, we started making the invitations. Me and Summer made our class’s invitations. When we were done, we helped Winter with hers. We had forty-one altogether.

With this many kids coming, plus their friends and pets, I was sure this was going to be the best birthday party the world had ever seen. And that gave me another great idea. Make people pay to come inside, of course! At least a dollar. Then I could give all the money to Daddy so he could stop complaining about how expensive everything was. And Mama could stop complaining about how cheap Daddy was. It was genius.

I pulled out my green marker to draw the dollar signs. “Let’s add one more thing to the invitations,” I said to Summer and Winter.

[image: A hand-drawn invitation for Zion's birthday with pictures of balloons, presents, and a one-dollar entry fee, surrounded by sparkles.]




Spelling Student

Morning announcements are usually boring. But the next day was different. That’s because announcements that Friday were super boring times infinity. Seriously. I almost fell asleep while Ms. Emerson was talking. Twice. And I tried my hardest to stay awake. First I counted all the kids in my class. Then, when I was done, I counted their noses. Which came out to be the same exact number. What a coincidence, right? I was about to start counting their teeth when Ms. Emerson rudely interrupted me by talking about the weirdest thing ever. A spelling bee.

[image: Venus, at her desk looking surprised with her hand raised as five bees fly around her buzzing the letters S, P, E L, and L.]
I raised my hand and yelled out, “Bees can’t spell!”

“Excuse me?” Ms. Emerson replied.

“Have you ever seen one that could? ’Cause I haven’t.”

“Venus, a spelling bee is a contest where students compete by spelling different words.”

“Like ‘hive’? H-I-V-E. Or ‘honey’? H-O-N-E-Y.”

Ms. Emerson shook her head.

“How about ‘sting’? S-T-I-N-G.”

“Very good, Venus. But the words don’t have to be related to bees. They can be anything.”

“Okay. ‘Buzz.’ B-U-Z-Z.”

Summer nodded while a few of my other classmates giggled. But I didn’t know what was so funny.

“Venus, spelling bees don’t have anything to do with bees!” Ms. Emerson said.

“Then why is it called a spelling bee and not a spelling student?”

Ms. Emerson shook her head. “I don’t know, Venus.”

And that made me happy. But not because my teacher didn’t know the answer to my question. It was because
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[image: A wide-eyed male dentist in a mask and lab coat holding a tooth extraction tool with a tooth and a plastic bag of extracted teeth.]









[image: Stressed teacher Ms. Emerson at her desk rubbing her temples, while Venus gives two thumbs up.]
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