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For my parents

(and Schnippy, Chance, and Hund)

—A.M.R.



Chapter One

Would You Rather
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“Okay, I’ve got one,” my best friend Sadie said. “Would you rather have your own magic unicorn, but you have to keep it a secret, or have a regular horse that isn’t magic but everyone can know about it?”

“The unicorn,” my other best friend, Isabel, said immediately. “Who wouldn’t choose the unicorn?”

Sadie swallowed a mouthful of her peanut butter and banana sandwich. “I wouldn’t. I’d choose the horse so I could ride him to school and show him off to people and stuff. Horses aren’t magic but they’re still beautiful.” She looked at me. “What about you, Anna?”

I chewed a slice of apple while I thought. This was a hard one. Sadie was really good at this game. “I’m not sure,” I said. “I’d love to have a unicorn, but I can’t keep secrets from Banana.” Banana always seems to know what I’m thinking. That’s part of what makes her the best dog ever.

Sadie grinned. “Telling Banana wouldn’t count.”

“Okay, but I’d also want to tell you guys,” I said. “So I choose the horse.” I pictured the three of us riding through a field on a chestnut mare. We’d braid her mane and brush her coat until it shined, and I’d always keep sugar cubes in my pockets for her. The best part of having a horse would be sharing her with my friends.
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“My turn,” Isabel said. “Would you rather be a famous actor or a famous singer?”

“Actress!” Sadie said.

“Singer,” I said.

“Me too. We can sing duets,” Isabel said to me.

“Hey, then I want to be a singer too!” Sadie said. “No, wait. I’ll still be a famous actress and you guys can sing the sound tracks for all my movies.”

“Deal,” Isabel said.

It was my turn to ask a question next. I looked around the lunchroom for inspiration. “Hmm. Would you rather look like a troll but smell like roses, or be super pretty but always smell like the school cafeteria on hot-dog day?”
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“Ew!” Sadie said. We all burst into giggles.

Banana loves hot dogs, which is funny because she’s also shaped like one, all long and skinny in the middle. The hot dogs we eat at home are tasty, but today’s hot lunch smelled like ketchup and skunk stew.

At least the ketchup came in packets instead of squeeze bottles, so we didn’t have to listen to ketchup farts while we ate. My brother gets those bottles to make the grossest sounds possible. He’s disgustingly good at it.

“I’d be a nice-smelling troll, definitely,” Isabel said when she’d caught her breath.

Sadie scrunched up her nose and shook her head. Her curls bounced. “I can’t answer this one,” she said.

“We’d still love you if you smelled like school lunch,” I promised her.

“We’d just love you from a little farther away,” Isabel teased.

Sadie stuck out her tongue. She folded up her sandwich wrapper and wiped her lips with a paper napkin. As usual, Sadie’s side of the table was much neater than Isabel’s and mine. Though most of the mess on our side was Isabel’s.

Isabel stuffed her own trash into her lunchbox. “Oh! I almost forgot,” she said, pulling out a piece of paper. “I brought you a surprise.” She smoothed out the wrinkles and thrust the paper at me. “Ta-da!”



Chapter Two

Paws on Parade
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I took the light blue paper from Isabel’s hand and saw the word “puppy” on it, upside down, in all capital letters. Before I could even turn the page right-side up, Sadie was leaning across the table to look. “What is it?” she asked.

I read it out loud. “ ‘Calling all pups for the Puppy Parade! Paws, prizes, treats, tail-wagging, music, and more.’ ”

Isabel shimmied in her seat. “It’s perfect, right? They were handing them out at the grocery store,” she said.

“Let me see,” Sadie said. She pulled the paper out of my hands.

“Hey! I wasn’t finished,” I told her.

“Sorry.” She handed it back. Sadie can be pretty bossy sometimes, even with her friends, but I’m learning to stand up for myself when I need to.

I kept reading. “ ‘Bring your family and your fabulous furry friend for a day of fun at the Happy Homes Animal Shelter’s first annual dog show. Parade starts at the east entrance of Piddleton Park at 10 o’clock sharp. Refreshments provided by Rosie’s Bakery and Yip Yap Yums.’ ” I looked up at my friends. “That’s the shelter where we got Banana. This sounds like so much fun!”

Sadie reached for the flier again and this time I let her take it.

“You have to enter Banana,” Isabel said. “She’ll win for sure.”

Sadie was nodding. “Banana is definitely Best in Show,” she said. Best in Show was the top prize in the dog show Sadie and I watched on TV last year, back before we met Isabel. We’d seen so many cute dogs, all fancily groomed and well behaved—but no dog was as special as Banana, I thought. I was glad to hear my friends agreed.
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I imagined Banana in a sparkly gold collar, marching past the judges with her ears perked and her tail in the air. I pictured myself in a matching gold headband, holding Banana’s leash and smiling proudly as the crowd gasped at her cuteness. Banana would be a star. And that would make me a star too.

“ ‘Saturday the twelfth,’ ” Sadie read. “That’s this weekend. We only have two days to get ready!”

We? I hadn’t pictured Sadie and Isabel being in the parade—I’d assumed it would just be Banana and me. But of course Sadie and Isabel would walk with us. It would be even more fun with my best friends by my side. I’d still be the one holding the leash, though, so everyone would know that Banana is my dog.

“Good thing we’re having a sleepover at your house tomorrow,” Sadie said, pushing the flier back across the table. “There’s so much to do. We need to start planning right away.”

“We do?” I said. I was excited about the parade and the sleepover too, but I wasn’t sure what kind of planning Sadie had in mind.

“Yes!” Sadie jumped up as the bell rang. The cafeteria filled with the clanging and banging of kids all around us rushing to bus their trays. “I’ll make a to-do list and write down ideas.”

“And I’ll help!” Isabel said as she and Sadie started for the door.

I grabbed my lunch bag and hurried after them, feeling weirdly left out. Banana was my dog. Why was Sadie in charge of the parade plans? “Then what am I supposed to do?” I asked when I’d caught up.

“You’ll add ideas too,” Sadie said. “We’re all in this together, right?”

“Right!” Isabel cheered, and I realized I was being silly. They weren’t trying to take over. They just wanted to be part of the fun.

“Right,” I echoed. Sadie hooked her arms through Isabel’s and mine, and we skipped down the hall back to class.
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Chapter Three

Fraction Distraction
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I tucked the dog show flier into my pocket and put my lunch bag in my cubby before sliding into my seat next to Isabel’s. Our teacher, Ms. Burland, clapped twice to get everyone’s attention and asked Justin and Keisha to hand out the worksheets we’d be using for math.

Justin walked up the first row of desks, making a big show of putting down each worksheet turned in the wrong direction. Sadie giggled as he plopped one onto her head instead of placing it on her desk. I rolled my eyes. Justin thinks he’s so smart. I wished Sadie wouldn’t encourage him.
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