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MORNING ANNOUNCEMENTS
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Good morning, Rotten Students. This is Headmaster Upchuck with your Morning Announcements, which I read over the loudspeaker every morning at this time.

If you are absent today, Im sorry you are missing these announcements. And I dont really know why Im talking to you since youre not here.

For those of you who are here, I hope you will stop your insane jabbering and listen carefully. And Have a Rotten Day.




[image: image] Congratulations to Mr. Borings fifth-grade Science class for proving beyond a doubt that cats cannot float.



[image: image] The Sixth-Grade Photography Club would like to apologize to Mrs. Lintpocket, dorm mother of Nyce House, for the candid photos they took through her window, titled, Woman in the Shower.



[image: image] Congratulations to Coach Bunz and our Rotten Apples softball team for three straight games without an injury.



[image: image] The Saturday afternoon cake sale has been canceled because some thoughtless person played a joke and switched the cake flour with cement. Please be careful, students. We are sorry to announce that the new skating rink is unsafebecause it was built with cake flour.




[image: image] Important Warning: Those bottles stolen from Nurse Hanleys office yesterday are not apple juice. They are urine samples.



[image: image] Nurse Hanley would also like to remind all students that the No Drinking from the Tropical Fish Aquarium rule will be strictly enforced.



[image: image] Mrs. Heinie would like to remind fourth graders that it is book report time. Please remember that books in the Rotten School book series cannot be used for book reports. Those books should not be brought to school.



[image: image] Chef Baloney is working his magic in the kitchen again. The menu for tonights dinner in the dining hall will feature Squid Loaf in a hearty Saliva Sauce.








Chapter 1

A BRAND-NEW BERNIE




You are probably wondering why IBernie Bridgesdecided to change my behavior, change my personality, and become a whole new kid.

A new Bernie Bridges! Its a frightening thoughtisnt it?

Especially since the old Bernie Bridges was perfect!

Well, the new Bernie Bridges had to be even perfecter. Youll see why.

Dont get me wrong. I think life is great here at the Rotten School. I think all kids should go to boarding school and live away from home.

My buddies and I live in an old house at the back of the campus, called Rotten House. No parents! Its a terrific life.

Of course, we do have some problems with those goody-goody kids who live in the dorm across from us. Its called Nyce House. What kind of geek would live in a place called Nyce House?

But, Im getting away from my story. And I know youre very eager to hear my storysince its all about me.

It started one night after dinner in the Student Center. Thats where my guys and I go every night to shoot some pool, play video games, and hang out.

I was hurrying to the game room. Tuesday night is slug race night, and I was late. I had Sluggo, my racing slug, wrapped up safely in my shirt pocket.

I carried Sluggo into the game room and started to unwrap his little velvet blanket. The guys were waiting around the pool table.

I saw my pals Feenman and Crench standing behind me. They were holding up signs to cheer us on.
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Hey, Bernie, youre late, Feenman cried.

No problem, I said, rolling my big slug around in my hand. Sluggo is feeling strong tonight. And fast. Arent you, Sluggo?

He oozed a warm liquid into my hand. I guess he was trying to answer me.

That spoiled brat, Sherman Oaksmy arch-enemygrinned across the table at me. He was petting a fat, silvery slug.

He had his buddies from the Nyce House dorm with him.

The big, beefy hulk, Joe Sweety, leaned over the table, putting his slug through its warm-up exercises. Wes Updood stood next to him, tossing his slug up in the air and catching it.

My friend Beast flashed me a thumbs-up. Beast is very big and very hairy. He grunts a lot, and sometimes he walks on all fours. But were pretty sure hes human. (At least 80 percent human.)

Nosebleed, another kid from my dorm, leaned against the wall with his head tilted back, trying to stop a nosebleed.

I set Sluggo down on the table and started to give him a rubdown. We all train our own slugs. We race them from one end of the pool table to the other. Sometimes the slugs forget they are in a race. So we poke them with toothpicks to keep them moving. (They dont seem to mind.)

I turned to Sherman. Sluggo has won five races in a row, I said. Hes going to leave your new slug in his slime trail.

Sherman shook his perfect, wavy blond hair. I dont think so, Bernie. I brought a secret weapon tonight.

He plopped a white paper bag on the tableand pulled out a big hunk of raw meat. Hamburger, he said. Its gone rotten. See? Its turning green and purple. My slug, Godzilla, loves it. I put the spoiled meat at the end of the table. And Godzilla races his heart out to get to it.

Yuck! It STINKS! Feenman and Crench both cried. They covered their noses. Its covered with MAGGOTS! Get it out of here!

This is top-grade sirloin, Sherman bragged. Nothing but the best rotten meat for Godzilla.

I shook my head. Sluggo still wins, I said. Hes sa vegetarian. He doesnt care about rotten meat.

I lined Sluggo up at the edge of the table. The big guy was eager to race. Put up your money, dudes, I said. We each bet five dollars. Its winner-take-alland we know who the winner will be!

Sherman plopped the pukey hunk of beef at the far end of the pool table. Then he placed his fat slug next to mine. Now all six slugs were lined up.

Ready, I called out. Set

The game room door burst open.

We all spun around.

There stood Mrs. Heinie, our teacher, hands on her hips, her eyes bulging in horror behind those two-inch-thick glasses she wears.

What on earth are you boys doing? she shrieked.








Chapter 2

OUR MYSTERY SCIENCE EXPERIMENT





I tucked Sluggo into my shirt pocket. The other guys grabbed their slugs and shoved them out of sight.

You look wonderful tonight, Mrs. H., I said. I flashed her my big smile with the adorable dimples. Is that a new scarf?

Cut the flattery, Bernie, she said. Im not wearing a scarf. My neck is wrinkled.

It suits you! I cried. We didnt know it was you, Mrs. H. We thought it was a movie star.

Mrs. Heinie is our fourth-grade teacher. And shes our dorm mother at Rotten House. That means her job is to snoop and spy on us and keep us from having fun.

She sniffed the air and groaned. Whats that awful smell? Are you going to tell me what you boys are doing in here?

Think fast, Bernie. Think fast.

I grabbed the pile of rotting meat and held it up to her. Its for Science class, I said.

The other guys all nodded. Yeah. Science class.

She squinted at us behind the thick glasses. Go on. Explain.

Well, I started. Mr. Boring, our science teacher, does a unit called Mysteries of Science. And wereuhdoing our Mysteries of Science homework.

Homework? she said, studying us one by one. Thats a disgusting piece of rotting hamburger. How is that your homework?

We dont know, I said. Its a mystery.

Yeah. Its a Mystery of Science, Feenman said. He pulled off a chunk of meat and pretended to study it.

We dont really know what were studying, I said. Mr. Boring doesnt know, either. Its all a Mystery of Science.

I passed out hunks of the disgusting raw meat to the other guys. Check it out, dudes. Make sure you get a piece with maggots crawling on it. Mr. Boring said thats very important.

Mrs. Heinie rolled her eyes. Nice try, she said.

I dont think she believed us.

She waved a finger at me. Bernie, Im watching you, she said. Thats a warning. Im keeping my eye on you.

She turned and hurried away, holding her nose.

I waited till she was out of sight. Then I dropped the putrid hamburger on the floor. Lets get outta here, I said. II cant breathe. It stinks so bad!

Sherman held up his slug. What about the race?

Next Tuesday, I said. Give the smell a chance to go away.

Holding my breath, I started to leave. Everyone came running outexcept for Beast. I saw him picking up all the hunks of green, rotting meatand eating them.
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