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my name is Alvin Ho. I was born scared, and I am still scared. I never thought I’d live to see myself in another book, on account I could’ve very well died camping in that last one. The good news is that I had the secret powers of my Batman ring and my rolls of toilet paper with me. They saved my life.
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The bad news is, there’s still a lot of other things that could kill me, just like that:

Giant octopus.

Giant trees.

Giant anything.

Monsters.

Recess.

Field trips.

Karate chops.

Pork chops (if they’re not well-done).

Chopsticks (if you fall on them).

The kiss of death.
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The safest place for me to be is home, if you don’t count the fact that my home is in Concord, Massachusetts, which is hard to spell. It’s where the American Revolutionary War began, with lots of explosions and bad language and dead bodies all over the place. There aren’t any dead bodies out there anymore, but there sure are a lot of creepy dead authors who still live inside their homes, giving tours, instead of lying around at the Sleepy Hollow Cemetery where they belong. Normally, this isn’t a big problem, like setting fire to the woods, it’s just an average problem, like having the match.

But today was not normal.

When I got to school this morning—surprise, surprise—we hopped right back on the bus after A&A (attendance and announcements).
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“Hey, it’s time for handwriting class!” I screamed as the bus rolled down the street, away from school. I love handwriting class.

“Hooray, no handwriting today!” yelled Pinky, whose handwriting looks like hair floating in the ocean. “Yippie!”

“Did you forget?” asked Flea, who was sitting next to me. “It’s our field trip day.” Flea’s a girl. Otherwise, she’s okay. She wears a patch over a genuine pirate eye, and one of her legs is longer than the other, like a real peg leg. But she’s still a girl.

Field trip? What field trip?

“I’ve been looking forward to this all week!” shrieked Esha.

“Me too!” said Sara Jane.

I love field trips. I’m just not good at remembering them.

The wheels on the bus went round and round.

Scooter and Jules’s thumbs went up and down in a thumb-wrestling match.

Then their fists went left-hook, right-hook in a boxing match.

Then Nhia, who is a ninja from Cambodia, slipped a head-hold on Pinky, who has the biggest head in the class on account of he’s the biggest boy, and Pinky screamed into Nhia’s armpit, which made Hobson whack Eli on the head, which made Sam karate-chop Scooter with a loud “Aiyah!”, which made our teacher, Miss P, who was sitting at the front of the bus, turn around and yell, “SIMMER DOWN, BOYS, OR YOU’LL GET A NOTE SENT HOME!” How she knew who was doing what, all the way from the front of the bus and facing the other way, I’ll never know. But she’s very smart and smells like fresh laundry every day. Maybe she has eyes in the back of her head, just like my mom.
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The noise on the bus simmered down.

When mouths close, something else is supposed to open, it’s one of the rules of school.

In this case, it was Scooter’s lunch box. Scooter’s dad is a cook in a restaurant and Scooter gets restaurant leftovers for lunch. And when Scooter opens his lunch box, people sniff.
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It smelled like cold fried chicken. It was cold fried chicken!

Heads turned.

Mouths watered.

Scooter’s teeth sank into the chicken.

Juice dribbled down his chin.

This made Hobson, who’s a little roly-poly, yelp that he was hungry too, and rip open his lunch bag—just as the bus went around Monument Square, which isn’t a square at all, it’s a circle—and something went flying. I think it was raisins. Yes, it was raining raisins!
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Then it rained seaweed crackers! Then potato chips! Then my favorite—Goldfish crackers! Oh, I love field trips!

The noise on the bus got louder and louder.
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Miss P was not pleased. She yelled, “IT’S NOT LUNCHTIME YET!” But her voice got swallowed by the noise and you had to read her lips.

And I yelled, “WILL SOMEONE PLEASE TELL ME WHERE WE’RE GOING?” I like field trips, but I don’t like surprises.

It was too late anyway, our bus was slowing to a stop—at the mouth of the Old Hill Burying Ground!

And before I knew it, Miss P was marching us up a steep hill of dead people lying in the ground, looking up at the sky.
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It was SO CREEEEEPY, I could’ve died right there!

But I didn’t.

I clutched my PDK (Personal Disaster Kit), which contains all the things that are useful in a disaster, such as escape routes, garlic, lucky charms, a scary mask (for keeping girls away) and a wishbone for when nothing else works. And I tried to look as alive as possible, and to step lively, but not step on any graves, just in case.

I hopped from stone to stone on the path, following Miss P and the rest of the class, until we were going down the hill in the back of the graveyard to where the path disappeared … and some of the oldest and spookiest tombstones were poking out of the grass like black, crooked teeth.

When Miss P finally stopped, she was hardly out of breath, but the rest of us were panting like we had had too much recess. In front of us was the most crooked tooth of all, a black slab that looked like it was about to fall over on its back. On it was a poem:
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It was the most writing I’d ever seen on a tombstone. It looked like an entire book!

“Good morning, boys and girls,” said a voice.

I jumped out of my skin! The only voices in a cemetery are dead ones … but this one belonged to a man who was hurrying toward us, dressed in old-fashioned clothes, very old-fashioned clothes.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said. “It’s a little hard getting up when you’re as old as I am.”

Old? He looked like he should have been dead three hundred years ago!

“My name is Ralph Waldo Emerson,” he said, stopping to catch his breath at the crooked tombstone.

Ralph Waldo Emerson? What was he doing at the cemetery? He’s one of Concord’s famous dead authors who’s still living in his house giving tours.
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“Normally I just give tours of my house,” the dead author continued. “But you’re on the Abolition Tour today and because of my family’s history in the slave trade, I will be your first guide.”

A hair-raising wind blew through my shirt.

“You’re standing at the grave of one of Concord’s earliest slaves,” said the pale Mr. Emerson. “His name was John Jack, and he belonged to a shoemaker.”

Concord had slaves? I could hardly believe my ears.

“Yes, Concord had plenty of slaves,” said the pale author.

Yikes! Can dead people hear our thoughts?

A big black crow floated above our heads and cawed, “Aw, aw, aw.”
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“Isn’t this cool?” Flea whispered.

Cool? A chill went up my spine.

I shuddered and closed my eyes and went to my happy place. It’s summertime and I’m at the Old North Bridge with my family. My mom thinks we’re picnicking and my dad’s pointing out the spot on the hillside where the Minutemen were hiding from the Redcoats, but little do they know that fighting is actually breaking out on the bridge between the Redcoats (my big brother, Calvin, and my little sister, Anibelly) and the Minutemen (me and my dog, Lucy). Bang! Bang! Bang! It’s the beginning of the American Revolution! Redcoats are dropping dead! Minutemen are dropping dead! There are no slaves anywhere. Only a few tourists, and they run away.

But then my happy place was interrupted. “Slaves were not allowed to fight at North Bridge,” said Mr. Emerson.

My eyes fluttered open.

“It was against the law for blacks to join the militia then,” said the creepy author. “But they were later allowed to serve in the war.”

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaack! He could read my thoughts! I wanted to scream. But nothing came out. Goose pimples turned me into a cactus.

I eyed Mr. Ralph Waldo Emerson carefully. He had deep wrinkles and silver hair, just as you would expect a three-hundred-year-old dead body to have.

Then he eyed me.

I gasped.

“My great-grandfather owned a ship which brought in thousands of slaves to Boston,” said the dead author. “He helped turn the city into a major slave-trading center. But I believed that slavery is a great evil, so I wrote and spoke out against it.

“Many Concord families hid runaway slaves in their homes,” he continued. “They were part of the Underground Railroad, which was not about trains, but about giving runaway slaves places to hide as they made their way to Canada. I will show you a couple of those homes now.”

Then he marched us right out of the cemetery. For a dead guy, his legs moved pretty fast! And boy, was I glad to leave! But then we followed him right up the street and stood on the sidewalk in front of a creepy old house.
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“This was the home of Henry Thoreau’s jail keeper, Sam Staples,” said the dead Mr. Emerson. “This house had a secret closet, a secret tunnel and a secret cave in the back. After Henry spent a night in jail for refusing to pay his poll tax as a protest against slavery, his jail keeper turned his own house into a station on the Underground Railroad.”

“Can we go in?” asked Eli.

“I want to see the secret cave,” said Sara Jane.

“Please take us in!” everyone cried, jumping up and down—everyone, that is, except me.

My heart was thumping like crazy. I don’t like creepy old houses, especially ones with a history.

“I’m afraid we can’t go in there,” said the dead author. “It’s closed for renovations.”

He must have heard my thoughts again!

It’s a good thing Miss P told us to get back on the bus just then. I was beginning to feel very allergic. If I’d had to stand there one second more, I would’ve broken out the survival gear in my PDK, and who knows what might have happened next!

Instead, I was safe on the bus again.…

Our bus pulled away from the mouth of the cemetery.…

Away from the creepy dead author …

And rumbled around Monument Square …

Then down the street past the shops. It was a very close call.

As I began to swing my feet a little, we stopped.

I looked out the window.

I blinked.

Then my eyes popped out like Ping-Pong balls.

We had stopped in front of a yellow house, where—gasp!—Mr. Emerson stood waving at us! If there’s anything I hate about Concord, Massachusetts, which is hard to spell, it’s that the dead are everywhere!

Miss P waved back. Then she herded us off the bus.

“Many of you know the Thoreau-Alcott House,” said the eerie Emerson. “Henry’s mother rented out rooms, but they also hid runaway slaves here.”

“And that’s the room where Henry died!” shrieked Jules, pointing at one of the front windows. “My mom told me!”

Everyone turned to look—everyone, that is, but me.

I didn’t have to turn.
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I was standing right in front of the window.

“Yes, this is the house where Henry Thoreau died,” said our dead tour guide. “He was a good friend of mine.…”

I didn’t hear anything else he said.

I kept my eye on the window.

I clutched my PDK.

I held my breath.

Suddenly, something behind the curtain—moved!

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaack! I wanted to scream, but I couldn’t. My mouth opened, but nothing came out. My hands went up in the air … my PDK swung open … and out spilled garlic, dental floss, my whistle, extra lunch money, Band-Aids, a bunch of lucky charms, a scary mask and all my escape routes! It was a genuine personal disaster!

[image: ]

I ran and hopped right back on the bus.

Then everyone else screamed and hopped back on the bus too.

And that was the end of that.

Miss P was not pleased. “ALVIN HO,” she yelled from the front of the bus, “PLEASE COME SEE ME WHEN OUR FIELD TRIP IS OVER.”

Gulp.

“AND NOW, BOYS AND GIRLS,” shouted Miss P, “YOU’RE IN FOR A REAL TREAT—PART TWO.”

Part Two?
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—.

Things 1o do:

Go Shopping with my mor.
By Something for Fled
Get My new delvXe Indign outfit.
Eat breakfastin my new deluxe
Tndian outfit.
Go o schog! in mYy new delvxe
Indion outfit.
Walk down +he Streetin my
neW deluxe Indian outfit.
SleSp in my new deluxe Indian
outfit
Play setters and Indians with
+the San‘?.
Go to Hobson’s party in my new
deluxe Indign ovtfit.
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VWeRLD REeeRDS
o

Alvin Ho

L Most opples Split in a minvie i midgin
Vith & semume; mworeg /

2. Most baseballs pitched into a can in o minvte.,
5. Most holes dug in a minute yith  grick

4 Most balls juggled ina minvte. in midain while
standing on achain, (%)

& LongeSt hoop shot in the history of he wortg
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WoRLD REcoRDS
by

Alvin Ho )

. Most apples Spli* in @ minvie o midair.
with @ samurai swond /

2. Most baseballs pitched into a can in @ minvte.
3. Nost holes dugin aminute yith a ghick.

4. MoSt balls juggled inaminute in midair while
standing on @ chain, o'

5 Longest heop shotin the. history of the worid.
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VWeRLD REeoRbS
A\vmWHo

I Most apples Splif in a minvie n midain
Vith « sume vy V4
.
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Anything
Can Happen

at the Mall

i
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How +o Survive a Girls' Porty

1. Show no fear

2. Wear Miragle ina Jar

3. Don’t do fagt-track +ea.

4. Pinky vpl W
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CHAPTER six

Mirecle

in o Jaur
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

What’s the

Matter
. -with Alvin?
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