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NOTE TO THE READER:

All the holidays mentioned in this book are real.

None of them are made up.
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My name is A.J., and I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking about pillow fights. I know because that’s what I’m thinking about.

Of course you’re thinking about pillow fights. There’s a picture of a pillow fight on the cover of this book. So you probably figure this is going to be a book about pillow fighting. Well, you’re wrong! There are no pillow fights in this book. We just put the pillow fight on the cover to throw you off. So nah-nah-nah boo-boo on you!

My point is, it was January 1—the first day of the year. I should be happy because we don’t have school on January 1. But no. I’m sad. Why? Because winter vacation is over. School starts tomorrow. Ugh. Bummer in the winter!

I’m going to have to wait another five months until summer vacation. Five months! That’s almost a year. No fair.

January is my least favorite month. It’s cold out and it gets dark way too early. What’s up with that? We can’t go out and play after dinner because it’s already nighttime. I say there should be a law that nighttime can’t officially start until nine o’clock.

So January is the worst month of the year, and New Year’s Day is the worst day of the year.

And this year, January 2 was almost as bad as January 1.

We were in Miss Banks’s class at school. I put my backpack in my cubby, and we pledged the allegiance.

“Can I go to the bathroom?” I asked Miss Banks.

“It’s ‘may,’” she replied.

“No it isn’t,” I told her. “It’s January.”

I can’t believe Miss Banks doesn’t know what month it is. How did she get to be a teacher? Anyway, that’s when the weirdest thing in the history of the world happened. An announcement came over the loudspeaker telling us to go to the all-porpoise room.*
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Well that’s not the weird part. We go to the all-porpoise room all the time. The weird part was what happened after that.

We lined up and pringled over to the all-porpoise room. When we got there, the other classes were already sitting down and our principal, Mrs. Stoker, was up on the stage. Everybody was talking, so she made a peace sign with her fingers, which means “shut up.” We all shut up.

“Welcome back to school!” said Mrs. Stoker. “And Happy New Year! I hope everybody had a great holiday. Say, did you hear about the thief who stole a calendar on New Year’s Eve? He got twelve months. Get it?”

I didn’t get it. Mrs. Stoker is a joker. When she’s not being our principal, she’s a stand-up comedian. Everybody laughed even though her joke wasn’t funny. You should always laugh at the principal’s jokes. That’s the first rule of being a kid.

“But seriously,” said Mrs. Stoker. “Did you hear about the caterpillar’s New Year’s resolution? It’s going to turn over a new leaf!”

About half the kids laughed.

“Do you know what’s at the end of January?” asked Mrs. Stoker. “The letter Y!”

A few kids laughed.

“There’s a big parade in January,” said Mrs. Stoker. “I don’t think February will march, but April may.”

Nobody laughed.

Mrs. Stoker would have kept telling jokes, but that’s when the weird thing happened. A tank rolled onto the stage behind her.

Yes, a tank! Not a fish tank. A tank tank. How did they get a tank into the school?

It stopped in the middle of the stage. The hatch opened up. And you’ll never believe in a million hundred years whose head popped out of the tank.

It was Dr. Carbles, the president of the Board of Education! He’s a mean man and he hates our school. Nobody knows why.

Dr. Carbles climbed out of the tank and walked over to the microphone.
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“Ten-hut!” he shouted.

Why was he counting huts? I didn’t even see any huts. But everybody stood up.

“Dr. Carbles!” said Mrs. Stoker. “To what do we owe the pleasure of your company?” That’s grown-up talk for “What are you doing here?”

“I have an announcement to make,” barked Dr. Carbles.

Uh-oh. Whenever Dr. Carbles makes an announcement, it’s always bad news.

“From now on,” he barked, “all school holidays are canceled.”

“WHAT?” everybody shouted. We all started booing.

“That’s right,” Dr. Carbles continued. “Ella Mentry School will no longer be closed on Presidents’ Day, Labor Day, Memorial Day, Thanksgiving, or any other holidays.”

“WHAT? NO! WHY?”

“You kids need to spend more time learning,” Dr. Carbles barked over the booing, “and less time goofing off. Holidays are a waste of time that should go toward learning.”

It was hard to hear him because there was so much booing.

“Go ahead and boo!” he continued. “Your brain is like a muscle. It gets weaker when you don’t exercise it. When you go on vacation, so does your brain.”

“What about summer vacation?” somebody yelled.

“Summer vacation is canceled!” barked Dr. Carbles.

“WHAT? NO!”

“What about spring break?” somebody asked.

“Spring break is canceled!” barked Dr. Carbles. “Spring break is for lazy children.”

“WHAT? NO!”

“What about snow days?” somebody asked.

“No more snow days!” barked Dr. Carbles. “If it snows, you’ll have classes online.”

“WHAT? NO!”

“Stop whining!” barked Dr. Carbles. “Kids don’t learn anything when they’re not in school. I used to be a student here at Ella Mentry School. My family never took vacations. I studied all the time. And look at me now. I’m the president of the Board of Education!”

“BOO!”

“Boo all you want!” barked Dr. Carbles. “What I say goes! Nobody tells me what to do! Now scram! Go back to your classes and learn something for a change!”

See, I told you he was mean.

Everybody was sad. We pringled out of the all-porpoise room.

As we walked past the front office, I saw Dr. Carbles. He was talking to himself and rubbing his hands together. Evil villains like Dr. Carbles always talk to themselves and rub their hands together. Nobody knows why.

“Bwa-ha-ha,” he mumbled. “If I get everybody angry enough, the parents will pull their kids out of Ella Mentry School. Then I can fulfill my lifelong dream of shutting down the school and turning it into a toxic waste dump. Bwa-ha-ha!”
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Oh, yeah, evil villains also say “Bwa-ha-ha!” all the time. Nobody knows why.
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Everybody was sad that Dr. Carbles canceled summer vacation, spring break, and all the other holidays. The teachers were upset, too, because if we have to go to school, they have to go to school.

“This is the worst thing to happen since TV Turnoff Week,” I said.

“I can’t survive without summer vacation,” said Michael, who never ties his shoes.

“It’s not fair,” said Ryan, who will eat anything, even stuff that isn’t food.

“This is terrible,” said Andrea Young, this annoying girl with curly brown hair.

“I agree,” said Emily, who always agrees with Andrea.

“We need to do something,” said Alexia, this girl who rides a skateboard all the time.

“What can we do?” asked Neil, who we call the nude kid even though he wears clothes.

There was nothing we could do. The president of the Board of Education is like the king of the world.

Everybody was upset. For a few weeks, we were all walking around in a daze, like zombies. Mrs. Stoker tried to tell jokes to cheer us up, but that only made things worse. We all needed a vacation badly.

Then came the first Friday in February. We were in the media center. It used to be called the library, but they changed the name. Nobody knows why. Mrs. Roopy, our media specialist—who used to be called a “librarian”—read us a story. When she finished, she said we could take five minutes to get a drink of water.

Smarty-pants Andrea took out her smartphone. She’s the only kid in our class who has one, of course. She’s always looking stuff up so she can know things that nobody else knows. What is her problem?

“Hmmm,” Andrea said. “Did you know that January twentieth was Penguin Awareness Day?”

“What’s Penguin Awareness Day?” asked Neil.

“Penguin Awareness Day,” Andrea read off her screen, “is a day for us to appreciate penguins. The number of penguins is getting smaller, so we need to protect their habitats.”

“That’s a holiday?” asked Ryan.

“Sure,” said Andrea. “It’s on the internet, so it must be true.”

“I love penguins,” I told Andrea, “but Penguin Awareness Day is a lame holiday.”
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“It is not,” she replied. “The penguins need our help.”

“Is too.”

“Is not.”

We went back and forth like that for a while.

“Ooooooh!” said Ryan. “A.J. and Andrea are arguing about Penguin Awareness Day. They must be in LOVE!”

“When are you gonna get married?” asked Michael.

I was going to say something mean, but I didn’t have the chance because Mrs. Roopy came rushing over to us.

“What were you kids just talking about?” she asked.

“We missed Penguin Awareness Day,” said Andrea. “It was on January twentieth.”

“But it’s not a real holiday,” I said.

“Is Penguin Awareness Day a real holiday, Mrs. Roopy?” asked Ryan.

We all looked at Mrs. Roopy. She had on her wrinkly accordion face, which is what grown-ups get when they’re thinking. Their forehead gets all wrinkly, like an accordion. But suddenly, she broke out in a big smile and got a wild look in her eyes.

“Who cares whether or not Penguin Awareness Day is a real holiday?” said Mrs. Roopy. “That gives me an idea!”

She rushed over to a computer. She googled “What holiday takes place on the first Friday in February?”

“National Bubble Gum Day,” it said on the screen.

“Today is National Bubble Gum Day!” Mrs. Roopy shouted excitedly.

“That’s a holiday?” asked Ryan.

“Yes!” said Mrs. Roopy. “It says here that National Bubble Gum Day started in 2006. It’s celebrated in schools, libraries, and museums. We should celebrate it here at Ella Mentry School!”

“YAY!” everybody shouted, which is also “YAY” backward.

We’re not allowed to chew gum in school. But Mrs. Roopy ran out of the media center, and when she came back a few minutes later, she had a bag full of bubble gum. She gave out pieces to everybody. It was the greatest day of my life.

“Happy National Bubble Gum Day!” Mrs. Roopy said while we were blowing bubbles. “Let’s research bubble gum!”

Ugh. Not research!

Mrs. Roopy had us sit at the computers and look up stuff about bubble gum. We learned about the history of bubble gum, how it’s made, what’s in it, and all kinds of other stuff that we didn’t know.

Did you know
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