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Dear weird toes


crooked nose


stressed out, left out


freaked out


Dear strep throat, chicken pox


ate a moldy muffin


stepped in poison oak


Dear lost sweatshirt


Dear lost dog


Dear didn’t make the team


didn’t get the part


didn’t pass the test


Dear just moved to this town


Dear desperate to get out of this town


Dear missing parts, broken hearts


picked on, passed up


misunderstood


sitting alone


Dear ADD, ADHD, OCD


WX, Y and Z


Dear everyone


Dear you


You are cordially invited


Come as you are


Help yourself to the cake


Spin your troubles round the dance floor


This party’s for you













The Voice
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Part I


For as long as Katya could remember, The Voice had been with her. Her earliest memory: Three years old, returning from an afternoon at the pond with her older sister, she had ridden her tricycle directly into the street. Over the growl of an approaching truck, The Voice came to her, loud and clear. PEDAL PEDAL PEDAL, it said. FASTER, it said, FASTER, until Katya’s tiny legs had spun her safely to the other side. No more than a second later, the truck sped by. Had it not been for The Voice, she most certainly would have been flattened under the truck’s enormous wheels.


Recalling the event later, Katya would often imagine a flattened version of herself next to a flattened version of her tricycle. It was not a horrible image. There was no blood involved, no broken bones, not even so much as a scratch. She was simply flat. Like the peel-and-stick books she had always loved but rarely received (except for the worn-out, fuzz-covered hand-me-downs from her older cousins). Sometimes Katya would imagine peeling herself off the page of her own life and placing herself in an altogether different life. A fancier life filled with fancier things.


She imagined flattened versions of her sister and parents too, and her dog Mudjo, and in their peel-and-stick world, she and her family and Mudjo would travel to exotic places, where they rode flattened elephants and ate flattened cakes under flattened chandeliers. Her mother wore brightly colored flattened sun hats. Her father: flattened safari shorts, a chatty flattened parakeet riding on his shoulder—at least, she imagined him chatty, revealing the locations of buried treasures, demanding crackers in return. Mudjo always had a flattened bone between his paws. He made friends with a flattened monkey. Gone were her parents’ worries about money, their fights in the kitchen over who worked harder, who spent more of their earnings on unnecessary things.


In this peel-and-stick world, Katya had little need for The Voice, and when it came time to leave this imagined life behind, she was older and more capable of looking out for herself. She knew better than to ride her bike into traffic. She had long ago mastered the dangers of the house, learned to stand upwind of campfires, learned (the hard way) not to poke blueberries up her nose. Only very occasionally did The Voice return, to warn her of an unfriendly dog, or sometimes person, but as the months passed, she heard fewer and fewer of its warnings. Which is why she was so startled when, as she sat on the living room floor before her record-setting haul of Halloween candy, unwrapping a 3 Musketeers, The Voice suddenly called out: STOP! DO NOT EAT THAT 3 MUSKETEERS!


Only then did Katya remember. That day at school she had overheard Jonah Michaels talking about people who put poison in Halloween candy.


DO YOU KNOW EVERY SINGLE PERSON WHO GAVE YOU THAT CANDY? The Voice asked.


The Voice was right! There could be poison in any one of these candies!


Once again The Voice had saved her life.


That night, The Voice slept in Katya’s room. It was like a slumber party, except the kind of slumber party that isn’t very fun. Like when you sleep over at your much younger cousin’s house and have to pretend you’re squirrel sisters. Or like the kind of slumber party where you’re awakened every half hour by the family’s grandfather clock, and just when you’re about to finally fall asleep, a cat walks across your face. That’s the kind of slumber party it was. The kind that felt to Katya like it would never, ever end.


(To be continued.)















Odd
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Immediately Julian knew that something was not right. He could feel it all over his body. And then he saw it. That. His head spun at the thought of how close he had come to stepping on it—he came this close.


Twenty-two dirty grey steps down to the subway, that’s how many there were supposed to be—there were always twenty-two dirty grey steps. Today, though, there were twenty-one dirty grey steps and one very shiny grey step with not one scratch or spot of dirt on it anywhere.


This shiny step meant that Julian now had a problem. There was only one step like it, and one meant odd, and odd numbers were the very worst numbers. Odd numbers made everything all wrong.


However, if Julian were to step over that one shiny step, he would then have to step over a second step in order to make it two steps that he stepped over, and the very obvious problem with stepping over a second step is that this second step would be a grey step: a single grey step: one grey step: odd.


Julian’s therapist, if she were here with him, would not only make him step on that one shiny step, which now appeared to be floating and swirling before his eyes, but she would make him say the number out loud. Sometimes, in her office, she made him read an entire list of numbers—terrible numbers—odd numbers. And every time, she would say, “See, Julian? Did anything bad happen?”


This was a difficult question to answer because, in a way, something bad did happen. There was the shaky dizzy feeling, and the cold sweaty feeling, followed by a tightness in his head, as if a giant hand had grabbed hold of his skull and squeezed. And always in that moment, Julian found it difficult to breathe, as if another giant hand had grabbed hold of his throat.


His therapist also liked to say, “Next time it will be even easier,” when he had never agreed to it being easy in the first place. And anyway, this was also untrue. Never was it ever any easier the next time.


It was difficult enough to just sort out which was worse—step on that one shiny step (awful) or step over that one shiny step (horrible)—because both possibilities gave him an equally terrible feeling in his head and chest. And so Julian felt it best to wait for a while, at least until the terrible feeling passed.


This presented an entirely new problem, however.


There were certain people from Julian’s school who also rode this subway, certain people who knew about his preference for even numbers, and if those certain people were to find him just standing here on the stairs, they might suspect that he was counting, which could lead to any number of possible cruelties, such as whispering odd numbers—or worse, odd—into his ear, as they had been known to do.


To avoid such a fate, Julian brought a notebook out from his backpack and looked at it with great concentration, as if he were puzzling out the most challenging of math equations—though why would he choose to work on his math homework while standing on the subway steps? No, what he was doing instead was searching his notebook for something… a paper he was to bring home… a paper that he just realized he might have accidentally left in his locker and so it was very important that he stop here on these subway stairs to search his notebook.


“What’s the worst that could happen?” That was another of his therapist’s favorite things to say. “Will the world end if you eat five potato chips instead of four?”


Personally, Julian did not feel that she was qualified to be his therapist because she had zero experience. Yes, she had college degrees—an odd number of them hanging on her wall—but she did not have any real experience. She did not know anything at all about being Julian.


Also, how did she know that the world would not come to an end? Was she an expert on world endings?


Oof. Someone just bumped into Julian and he nearly fell onto the shiny step!


It was a guy from school who did it, and now he was grinning, so Julian was pretty sure that he did it on purpose. Jake—that was his name. Jake P.


Julian waited for Jake to reach the bottom of the stairs and turn for the tunnel, and then he waited for these two girls from his school to pass by. They were not girls who knew about his counting, and Julian preferred to keep it that way.


It almost seemed as if Julian’s therapist herself had arranged to have this one step cleaned and polished, just so he would be forced to step on it. Just so he would finally learn that nothing bad could come of an odd number.


Fine! He would do it. He would step on that shiny step. It wasn’t as if he had much choice. The sky was beginning to darken, and soon his parents would grow worried.


He just had to check two things in his notebook and then he would do it. He would step on that shiny step.


He just had to check four things first and then he would totally do it.


Just six things.


Just eight things and then for sure he would do it.


Two deep breaths in, two deep breaths out.


Four deep breaths in, four deep breaths out.


Now for his foot. Foot out… foot out a little farther… just a little farther. And lower… lower… lower…


And this is where our story ends. For, as Julian had predicted—just as he had told his therapist so many times—as soon as his foot touched down upon that single shiny step, the sky went dark, the planets dropped like fallen apples, the trees and flowers drew themselves back into the earth, space and time collapsed into one (the most dreadful of all odd numbers), and the world as we know it came to a sudden end.
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CHOOSE YOUR OWN CATASTROPHE



You are walking through a field when suddenly you fall into a deep pit. Fortunately—miraculously—you have not broken any limbs. Though you must have fallen thirty feet, you have only a small scratch on your arm to show for it. You cannot see this scratch—it is so dark inside the pit that you can barely make out your own hands—but you can feel the sting of it just below your elbow.


Patting the ground around you, you discover what feels to be a shoe, a skull-sized rock, a matchbook, and a pile of wood.




[image: image] If you would like to toss the skull-sized rock around, just for a bit of fun, turn to here.


[image: image] If you would like to try on the shoe to see if it fits, turn to here.


[image: image] If you would like to use the matchbook and wood to light a fire so you can see more of your surroundings and possibly find your way out of the pit, turn to here.


[image: image] If you would like to sit and do nothing because if you stay in the pit long enough to be discovered on the brink of death, it would be a really cool story to tell your friends and might even go viral, turn to here.









OEBPS/images/Art_head.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_shoes.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14.jpg
A MESSAGE FPROM OUR SFPFPFONSOR

Are your ears too high? Of course they are. Are your eyes And, if you order your Happy Head® today, you'll receive
too small?2 Anyone can see that. Do you wish you had a ABSOLUTELY FREE these popular pre-programmed
cuter chin? Perkier earlobes? More stylish nostrils? greetings!

R R

.
.

You’re in luck! Thanks to Happy Head®, True Head

Hi. | like your hair.

Let’s go to the mall and
buy matching sweaters!

Happiness™ is just a slip and a zip away.™®

Sure, ordinary heads are fine for running track or rescuing

serssssssrrnns

wounded animals, but what about the important things in life

like being irresistibly cute?

Tired of looking concerned when

Do you want to hold my
adorable kitten?*

someone tells you their troubles?
Good news! Thanks to
Happy Head®'s super-
toxic no-fade lacquer
finish, you'll be smiling all

the time, even when you're

*ersssssvnne

etsrscccsssssccsnsssnsncnse
.
.

N

*Kitten not included

hysterically crying. Yes, with

Happy Head®, you'll never
have to emotionally exert

yourself again. Because

True Head Happiness™ is just a slip and a zip away. ™®

real emotions can really

wear you down.™





OEBPS/images/Art_box.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pvii.jpg
ada

Cym/t are comlia/]y
invited

-~






OEBPS/images/Art_line.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_dot.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780316417358.jpg
“ABSURD, FUNNY, AND THOUGHT-PROVOKING.”
—LOUIS SACHAR, author of Holes and the Wayside School series

pity party

KATHLEEN
LANE





OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
D © o
.‘@.. '“ .. '\) Y [ ]
(] o P O
¥ . >
o o @ oo
() [ J ¢ ¢ ¢
o0 @
°
S

pity party

BY
HATHLEEN LANE

(L]=)
LITTLE, BROWN AND COMPANY
NEW YORK BOSTON





