

[image: Image]





1


Something’s Fishy


I wonder why we had to bring our coats to assembly today,” third-grader Joe Hardy told his brother, Frank. Frank’s fourth-grade class was sitting right behind Joe’s class in the school auditorium.


“Maybe we’re seeing a movie about the North Pole,” their friend Chet Morton said. He yanked at his wool hat. “Brrr!”


“But this is Career Week, Chet,” Frank said. “We’re supposed to listen to people talk about their jobs.”


“They have jobs at the North Pole,” Chet said. He pulled out a candy gummy worm and popped it in his mouth. “Penguin trainers, dog sled drivers . . . elves.”


It was Thursday, the fourth day of Career Week. Frank and Joe had been counting the days until Friday. That’s when their dad would speak to the assembly about his job. Fenton Hardy was a private detective in Bayport. He was going to talk about solving crimes.


“Hey, Joe!” Tanya Wilkins called across his row. “Cool sneakers!”


“Thanks,” Joe said. He stretched out his feet and smiled at his brand-new Laser Light Sneakers. They had orange blinking lights all the way around the soles.


Ms. Vaughn, the principal of Bayport Elementary School, walked onto the stage.


“Good morning, boys and girls,” she said into the microphone.


“Good morning, Ms. Vaughn,” the kids chanted.


“This is our fourth assembly of Career Week,” Ms. Vaughn said. “So far this week our guests have been a dentist, a fire-fighter, and the manager of Buster Burger. Do any of you know what you want to be when you get older?”


Tanya raised her hand and stood up. “I want to be a black-belt karate movie star,” she said. “Just like Jimmy Han. Today is Jimmy’s birthday, you know.”


Tanya was in the Hardys’ karate class. She was also the president of her own Jimmy Han fan club.


“Thank you, Tanya,” Ms. Vaughn said. “We don’t have a karate star here today, but we do have some interesting guests.”


She turned to two men sitting on chairs at the back of the stage. One had a big cardboard box next to his feet. The other had a big basket on his lap.


“We have Danny Frobish’s father. He’s an animal trainer. And we have Peter Zekey’s uncle, who’s an anthropologist,” Ms. Vaughn said. “And last but not least, Vicky Jamar’s father—Awesome Abe the Chocolate-Chip Cookie King.”


“I’ll bet he’s got cookies in that basket,” Chet said. He pumped his fist in the air. “Awesome Abe! Woo! Woo! Woo!”


“Chet Morton, this is not a football game,” Ms. Vaughn said. “So please be—”


Beep! Beep! Beep! Ms. Vaughn was interrupted by a weird sound.


Joe glanced down his row. He saw Zack Jackson playing with a hand-held game. His red backpack was stuffed under his seat.


“Zack Jackson,” Ms. Vaughn said. “Put away that noisy game right now.”


“Okay, okay,” Zack mumbled as he slipped his game into his backpack.


That’s why Zack brought his backpack to assembly, Joe thought. So he could goof around with his Game Guy.


“And Joe Hardy!” Ms. Vaughn called.


“Yes?” Joe asked. He snapped to attention. What had he done?


“Unless you’re signaling aliens, switch those sneakers off,” she said.


“Whoops,” Joe said. He leaned over and quickly flicked off his sneakers.


“Now,” Ms. Vaughn said. “Please welcome our first guest—Mr. Frobish.”


A man wearing overalls and a baseball cap wheeled a flat cart onto the stage. On it was a black trunk with bananas painted all over it. Next to the trunk was a cage.


“Check it out!” Frank said. There was a chimpanzee inside the cage.


“Hey, Morton,” Zack whispered to Chet. “There’s something you can be when you grow up—a monkey!”


“Chimps are apes, doofus,” Chet hissed at Zack.


“Hi, kids!” Mr. Frobish said. He opened the cage door. The chimp jumped out. “Meet Miles the Cleanup Chimp!”


“Hi, Miles!” the kids shouted.


Mr. Frobish opened the trunk and pulled out clothes and toys. He scattered them all over the stage floor.


“Mr. Frobish!” Ms. Vaughn said. “I hope you’re planning to clean that up.”


“No, but Miles will,” Mr. Frobish said. He blew into a whistle. “Go for it!”


“Eeek! Eeek!” Miles screeched.


The chimp ran around the stage. He picked up the clothes and toys and dropped them back in the trunk. When the stage was clean he closed the trunk and sat on the lid. Then he grinned, showing his big white teeth.


The kids clapped and cheered.


“And because Miles did such a good job,” Mr. Frobish said, reaching into his pocket, “he gets a Chimpy Treat!”


Miles clapped his hands. He took the treat and popped it into his mouth.


“Thank you, Mr. Frobish, and thank you, Miles,” Ms. Vaughn said.


“Yay, Dad!” Danny Frobish shouted. Danny was in Joe’s third-grade class.


“Would any of you like to come up and meet Miles?” Mr. Frobish asked the kids.


All hands went up.


“We really have to move on to our next guest,” Ms. Vaughn apologized.


“Okay. I’ll put Miles in his cage backstage,” Mr. Frobish said. “When the assembly is over, I’ll bring him back out to meet the kids.”
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