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Chapter 1

 

Mrs. Shaw, my teacher, said we should learn a new word every week. We had to know what it meant and how to spell it. We needed to use it for a whole week. Then, she said, it would belong to us.

I tried it last week. I asked Mom for a big word. The word she gave me was 'catastrophe'. It was really hard to spell but I practiced it over and over.

Catastrophe means something awful that happens. I used the word when Mom spilled some coffee. I used it again when Dad cut himself shaving. They told me that wasn't exactly the right meaning but I kept on using it until I could spell it with my eyes closed.

Now, guess what...Mary Ellen fell off her bike at recess. 

She said, "What a catastrophe!"

Jumpin' crackers, was I ever mad!

"That's my word," I told Mary Ellen. "It belongs to me. Mrs. Shaw said so. I practiced it all week."

Mary Ellen was crying, but she said catastrophe was the word she practiced the week before and it belonged to her. I think she just fell off her bike and hurt herself so she could show off her word. She went home early after the nurse put a bandage on her leg.

I'm still not sure if the word is hers or mine. Mrs. Shaw said she would explain it later. When Mary Ellen came back to school she had an even bigger bandage all the way up to her knee. She went around saying catastrophe all day until her mom came to pick her up. 

Unless I'm lucky and something awful happens to me before Mary Ellen gets her bandage off, Mrs. Shaw will probably let Mary Ellen have my new word.

When I grow up I'm going to learn more words than stuck up Mary Ellen and I won't let her use any of them.

Mrs. Shaw taught us to spell, who, what, where, why, when and how. 'How' is spelled HOW. We knew that 'hound' (that's a kind of dog) is spelled HOUND. The beginning sounds the same. Words like this make it harder to learn to spell.

I'm going to call up the principal of schools and have him make all the words that sound the same spelled the same.

Woodn't that be smart?

Haha, that was a spelling joke!

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

"It's composition day today," Mrs. Shaw said. "Today we will also learn some geography as well as practicing writing; then we'll start by writing a story about someone living in another country. You will have to look at a map of the world and choose a country to write about. You'll discover lots of new words in this assignment that will help you for the spelling bee.

"You will have one week to find out about the people in the country you choose, and find out how they might be different from us. Then you'll have another week to write the story."

"Can we choose any country?" I asked. "Jumpin' crackers, that sounds hard. I think there's a lot of countries. Couldn't we just write about someone's dog? We could make up funny dog names and maybe bring some dogs in for show and tell. How's that for an idea? Everyone loves dogs." 

"Sorry Dani, no dogs. We will all go to the library, so class will be out early tomorrow and we'll go on the school bus. You can choose a country and find a book to tell you all about it. I'll give you a week to get all your information."

"A week? Just a week? I think dogs would be easier. What about puppies? Everyone loves puppies."

"Dani...we will do stories about people in other countries. Remember what I said about new words for the spelling bee."

She had me there. My name is Dani Pepper and I love spelling bees. I'm the second best speller at Fisher Pitt junior school. We call it "Fish 'n Chips" junior school. The principal doesn't like it when we do that. He doesn't get mad; he just makes a frowny face. I think principals have to be serious. They learn it at principal school.

Patrick is number one speller and Mary Ellen is number three. This year we have been practicing every day; we even stay in at recess sometimes to give each other hard words to spell. 

I hate Mary Ellen! Mom says I shouldn't hate people, because it isn't nice. "Okay," I said, "Then, I like her, the least of everyone else in the world."

Mary Ellen is in my class, and so is Danny. Danny is my best friend. It's so funny because our names sound the very same and we answer for each other. Mrs. Shaw usually makes us sit in different rows because we talk a lot. I'm eight and a half and Danny is older, he is eight and three quarters.

The state junior spelling bee is in just four weeks. Everyone is excited at our school. The winner of this spelling bee will win a large screen television for their school, and a beautiful shiny gold trophy. Each one on the winning team would get a small trophy to take home. We have already made the finals of the state championship. The problem is that Lincoln Junior school has won the championship for three years running, and they're in the finals as well.
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The next day we met the bus in front of the school. Danny and I usually sit together, but today Mary Ellen ran ahead and sat next to Danny because he already had a seat. He kept looking back at me and making funny faces, and didn't pay any attention to Mary Ellen.

"Mrs. Shaw," Mary Ellen said, "Dani said she's going to write about dogs anyway."

"I am not," I said, "but I heard that there was going to be a lot of hard words about dogs at the state spelling bee this year. I think I heard it on the television news."

"You made that up," Mary Ellen said. "You're not paying attention to the rules. Mrs. Shaw...Dani just made that up. I'm going to write about England. I already know all about that country. Tell Dani she can't write about dogs." 

The teacher just ignored both of us; I even think she smiled a little. Anyway I don't think she was really angry. Grown-ups are hard to understand sometimes.
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At the library, Mrs. Shaw made us all line up and showed us where to meet her when we came back out. Danny and I went into the section with the world map.

"What country are you going to pick, Danny?"

"I don't know, maybe Texas."

"I don't think Texas is a country."

"Yes it is. My dad says Texas is God's country."

"Mrs. Shaw, is Texas a country?" Danny asked.

"No, sorry Danny. Texas is a state. Go and look on the map. The countries are all in different colors."

The map was like a beautiful painting. It was humongous! We could all stand around it at one time and the letters were big enough for us to read the names.

"Okay, I'm going to take this one. It's China. Will that be okay?"

"Interesting one, Danny. There are a lot of books here about China. Go to the desk and the librarian will get you a book on China."

"What one are you thinking about, Dani?" Mrs. Shaw asked.

"I was thinking about Canada, but they aren't any different from us. Except that they say "eh!". And call sofas, chesterfields and put a whole lot of extra 'u's in a bunch of words. But they wear the same clothes as us. We go up there in the summer for a few weeks to the cottage in Muskoka. That's in Ontario. Guess I can't use Canada, eh?"

"Very funny Dani. Now find a country and get started."

"Jumpin crackers!... are you sure we can't just write about dogs?" 

"Dani..."

Teachers sure don't have a sense of humor.

"Okay, okay...sorry! I'll find one. Maybe that purple colored one. It's called Australia." 

"That's a good choice, Dani. There are lots of books on Australia and if you are so set on writing about animals, you'll find a lot of different ones in Australia. Go over and find yourself a book to take home. The librarian will help you find a good one."

"Thanks, Mrs. Shaw."

I love the library. I can read really well now. The books I'm reading are mostly grade five. I'm in grade four, but I was moved ahead for reading. Three years ago I was in grade one, and I had to go to the library and listen to the stories that were read to us by the regular library lady, Miss Willow. She was nice. She read wonderful stories and showed us the pictures. She even used different voices for different characters. She had funny hair; it was yellow in the front and brown in the back and tied in a knot. It looked kind of like a bagel. I don't think I'll do my hair like that when I grow up. We all sat around in a circle on the floor and listened. She had a nice voice and she smelled like strawberry jam. We were always glad when Miss Willow was the one who was there, instead of the lady who took her place sometimes. She sounded like a cat when it squealed and smelled like that sticky stuff that Mom puts on my chest if I have a cold. Yuck!

Miss Willow read us a lot of stories about Nancy Drew. Nancy is a girl detective just like ones on 'Law and Order' on television. They talk a lot about Cereal killers. What do they do anyway
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