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Laugh Out Loud with Junie B. Jones!

      #1  Junie B. Jones and the Stupid Smelly Bus

      #2  Junie B. Jones and a Little Monkey Business

      #3  Junie B. Jones and Her Big Fat Mouth

      #4  Junie B. Jones and Some Sneaky Peeky Spying

      #5  Junie B. Jones and the Yucky Blucky Fruitcake

      #6  Junie B. Jones and That Meanie Jim’s Birthday

      #7  Junie B. Jones Loves Handsome Warren

      #8  Junie B. Jones Has a Monster Under Her Bed

      #9  Junie B. Jones Is Not a Crook

    #10  Junie B. Jones Is a Party Animal

    #11  Junie B. Jones Is a Beauty Shop Guy

    #12  Junie B. Jones Smells Something Fishy

    #13  Junie B. Jones Is (almost) a Flower Girl

    #14  Junie B. Jones and the Mushy Gushy Valentime

    #15  Junie B. Jones Has a Peep in Her Pocket

    #16  Junie B. Jones Is Captain Field Day

    #17  Junie B. Jones Is a Graduation Girl

    #18  Junie B. Jones: First Grader (at last!)

    #19  Junie B. Jones: Boss of Lunch

    #20  Junie B. Jones: Toothless Wonder

    #21  Junie B. Jones: Cheater Pants

    #22  Junie B. Jones: One-Man Band

    #23  Junie B. Jones: Shipwrecked

    #24  Junie B. Jones: BOO…and I MEAN It!

    #25  Junie B. Jones: Jingle Bells, Batman Smells! (P.S. So Does May.)

    #26  Junie B. Jones: Aloha-ha-ha!

    #27  Junie B. Jones: Dumb Bunny

    #28  Junie B. Jones: Turkeys We Have Loved and Eaten (and Other Thankful Stuff)

           Junie B. Jones: Top-Secret Personal Beeswax: A Journal by Junie B. (and me!)

           Junie B.’s Essential Survival Guide to School

           Junie B. Jones: These Puzzles Hurt My Brain! Book

           Junie B. Jones: Junie B. My Valentime
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I closed my journal and thought about squash.

“Bluck,” I said out loud. “I hate squash.”

May did a frown.

“Shush, Junie Jones! Can’t you see that I am still writing?” she said.

May is the girl who sits next to me.

I am not thankful for her.

Just then, my teacher Mr. Scary stood up at his desk.

“Boys and girls, it’s time to get started on our Thankful List for the school contest,” he said. “Can everyone please put your journals away?”

“YES!” we shouted back. “YES! YES! YES!”

Then all the children slammed our journals shut very happy.

SLAM! SLAM! BAM! SLAM! BAM! SLAM! SLAM! BAM!

Mr. Scary sucked in his cheeks at us.

He made us open our journals again. And we had to shut them quietly.

It was some sort of slamming lesson, I believe.

Finally, he moved on.

“Okay. Last night’s homework was to write down some of the things that you are thankful for,” he said.

He picked up a piece of chalk. “Today I will start printing our Thankful List on the board,” he said. “We will work on the list today and tomorrow. And then we will enter it in the school Thankful Contest.”

A boy named Roger raised his hand.

“Do we get a prize if we win?” he asked. “I always try harder if there’s a prize involved.”

Mr. Scary did a frown at him.

“We’re not doing this for a prize, Roger,” he said. “We’re doing this to celebrate the things we are thankful for.”

Roger tapped his fingers on his desk.

“So is that a yes or a no on the prize?” he asked.

Mr. Scary stood there a minute. Then, all of a sudden, a smile came on his face.

We did not expect that.

“Okay. Fine, Roger,” he said. “I was going to let this be a surprise if we won. But yes. There is a prize for winning the contest.”

All of Room One perked up our ears.

’Cause who doesn’t love prizes, of course!

“What is it? What is it?” we called out. “What is the prize? Tell us! Tell us! Tell us!”

Mr. Scary walked back and forth very thinking. He said he was really not supposed to tell us the surprise.

But then ha!

He did a wink!

And he told us anyway!

“The winning class is going to get a homemade pumpkin pie,” he said.

He smiled real big.

“And here is the best part. The pie will be made by our very own lunch lady, Mrs. Gladys Gutzman!”

After that, all of the children just sat there. And we didn’t say any words.

Instead, our faces turned kind of sickish. And we slumped way down in our chairs.

Finally, I raised my hand.

“Pumpkin pie makes me vomit,” I said.

My friend Herbert nodded.

“Me too,” he said. “Pumpkin pie makes me vomit, too.”

“Me three,” said my other friend named Shirley.

“Me four,” said a boy named Lennie. “My grandmother’s pumpkin pie sits in my mouth like a big wad of goop glop.”

Roger looked at Mr. Scary.

“A prize that makes us vomit doesn’t seem like much to shoot for,” he said.

Mr. Scary sat down at his desk. And rubbed his head.

“Okay. Let’s just forget about the pie,” he said. “Really. This contest is not about winning a pie. This contest is about appreciating all the wonderful things in the world that we are thankful for.”

He looked around the room.

“If we’re lucky enough to win, the real prize will be how proud we’ll feel about doing our best,” he said. “A first-grade class has never won this contest before. But I think this class has a great chance. You are definitely the most creative first graders I’ve ever had.”

Roger stood up.

“Now that I believe,” he said. “My brother Rodney was in your class last year. And Rodney is a dolt.”

Mr. Scary closed his eyes. Then he rubbed his head more.

This was not going to be a good morning, probably.
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Mr. Scary moved on again.

“Okay, boys and girls. Let’s really get started now. If you’ll please take out your homework papers, we’ll begin sharing our ideas. Who would like to go first?”

I quick pulled out my homework.

“ME! ME! ME!” I shouted. “ ’Cause I have four excellent thankfuls! And I am not even kidding!”

Then I sprang up like a spring. And I started to read my Thankful List.

“First, I am thankful for the turkey I love at Thanksgiving. Second, I enjoy the gravy. Plus, number three, I am thankful for the kind of cranberry jelly that comes in a can … only even when you take it out of the can, it still keeps looking exactly like the can!”

I looked at my teacher. “That stuff is like magic,” I said. “I do not know how farmers grow it in that shape.”

Mr. Scary stared at me a real long time.

I looked back at my list.

“Oh! And here is my favorite one of all!” I said. “I am thankful for the kind of biscuits that come in a tube. And then you BASH them on the counter! And they come exploding out! And everyone jumps! Plus also, my brother Ollie starts to cry.”

I grinned real big. “That is just a fun bunch of biscuits.”

My friend Herbert jumped out of his seat.

“I can’t believe it, Junie B.! I am thankful for those biscuits, too!” he said.

He quick grabbed his homework page and held it up.

“Look! See? It’s right here on my paper! Exploding biscuits!”

After that, me and Herb did a high five. And a low five. And a medium five.

Also, we did a fist bump.

A fist bump is when you knock your knuckles together.

Sometimes it can be painful.

May threw back her head at us.

“Oh no, no, no!” she said. “That cannot be true. Both of you did not write that by yourselves. You copied each other! I know you did! Who in the world is thankful for exploding biscuits?”
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All of the children thought for a second.

Then, one by one, they all started to shout.

“I am!”

“I am!”

“I am, too!” they shouted.

My friend named Sheldon Potts sprang up from his chair.

“Me too!” he called. “One time, I ate SIX exploding biscuits right out of the tube! And they weren’t even cooked yet!”

All of our eyes popped out of our heads.

’Cause that was the greatest exploding-biscuits story we ever heard.

We looked back at Mr. Scary. His eyes were stuck on Sheldon.

“You’re a fascinating little boy, Sheldon Potts,” he said.

“Yes, I know. You keep telling me that,” said Sheldon.

Mr. Scary smiled. Then he turned to the board. And he wrote the words THANKFUL LIST.

“Okay, Junie B. How about if you pick out your top two favorites. And we’ll start the list off with them.”

I stared at
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