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CHAPTER 1

It is a scientific fact that my school fair happens once a year. I wish it happened twentyteen  times a year, but my dad says “You can’t have it all,” and that is not an opinion.

The reason my school fair is so fantastical is that they let all the students work there! And if you don’t already know this about me, I’m a  really jobbish kind of person. A  for instance of what I mean is that I would like a job with an office.

The job at the school fair is not in an office. It’s in the cafeteria, but that’s okay because it’s still a job. The job is called Spaghetti Lunch. Spaghetti Lunch is where volunteers from Chester High School make spaghetti  and the middle-school kids serve it. I am in elementary school, so my job is to pass out bread and water. That’s certainly a good job because the water comes in a professional-looking pitcher and the bread comes in an official-looking basket.

The morning of the fair, my best friend Elliott and I were so excitified, we could hardly sit still in the back of the car. My mom looked at us in the rearview mirror and smiled.

“You’re like a couple of monkeys back there,” she teased. “What are you so happy about?” she asked.

“Spaghetti Lunch,” I sang.

“And Grab Bag,” Elliott added. I nodded, because I agreed with this.  Grab Bag is where you reach your hand into a big bag that is filled with foreverteen prizes. When you pull out your prize, you are so excited because you don’t know what’s coming.

The moment you see the prize you grabbed is the exact moment you remember that you’ve always wanted that prize! A for instance of what I mean is that one year I grabbed candy lipstick. It wasn’t until after I pulled it out that I remembered I had always wanted candy lipstick! You always feel lucky at Grab Bag, and that is not an opinion.

“I’m excited for the raffle this year,” my mom told us as she drove into the school parking lot. A raffle is where someone pulls out a name from a jug. Whoever’s name is chosen wins the prize. “They’re raffling off a free dinner at the new restaurant, Balloo,” my mom continued. Elliott and I were not so interested in this prize. We were interested in getting to the fair, which is why my mom dropped us off  exactly in front of the school doors before she looked for a parking space.

“I hope they don’t close the raffle before I get there,” she said as Elliott and I jumped out of the car. Then my mom leaned over toward the passenger side window and called after me. “Now behave yourself, Mrs. Miller,” she said, making one eyebrow go up a step.

“I will!” I yelled as Elliott and I ran up the school stairs and pulled open the front doors. We were so  overwhelmified by what we saw, our faces almost fell off our heads. There were tables set up with lemonade and face paint and books and games and prizes and a foreverteen amount of things to do. I wanted to do all of them at the exact same time.

“Last call for the raffle,” my sort-of friend Millicent’s mom called out. Millicent is only my sort-of friend because she likes to read books more than she likes to talk to real, live people, like me. Her mother is the head of the Parents’ Association, which is why she’s in charge of the  raffle. “Last call before we close!”

I tugged on Elliott’s hand. “Come  on. We have to write my mom’s name down,” I told him.

Elliott and I went over to the raffle table and found the big jug that read: DINNER AT BALLOO. I did not understand why the restaurant was not called  Balloon. Maybe they ran out of n’s? Then I saw that the raffle cost one dollar and we had exactly no dollars! That is when I got an idea. I walked over to Millicent’s mom and said, “Excuse me.” Sometimes I get embarrassed to “Mr.” or “Mrs.” someone.

Millicent’s mom looked down at me and said, “Hi, Frannie! Do you need me?”

“Well . . . Elliott and I don’t have any money. We were wondering if we could make you an IOU for exactly one dollar,” I asked her. “And when my mom comes, we can give it to you?”

“That’s a great idea, Frannie,” she said. I was very proud of my great idea.

My dad is the one who gave me the idea about IOUs. They’re really special because if you say the letters out loud they sound like the words: I. OWE. YOU. Sometimes my dad writes them for me if he has to miss my bedtime because of work. They go like this:  IOU one extra-long good-night story!

Since Elliott’s handwriting is very  perfect, I had him write the IOU and my mom’s name on the raffle card. Then I handed Millicent’s mom the  IOU, folded up the card, and dropped her name inside the big jug.

Our job wasn’t starting yet, so we decided we would go from table to table until it was ten minutes later.

We guessed how many jelly beans  were in a cookie jar. I guessed 421  and Elliott guessed 422. We had our fortunes told. Elliott is going to be a fireman and I’m going to work in a real office! And I’m going to have an  assistant, which is the exact thing I want for Christmas!
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Finally, it was exactly noon o’clock and Elliott and I went downstairs to start our job. I secretly hoped we would get to wear uniforms. Uniforms are very extremely grown-up.
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