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I usually love the first day of school.


Only it was March instead of September. And I was going to a new school, not my old one.


And my mom would be working there.


We were staying with my nanna because my mom got a new job. Just a few weeks ago she was working in the circus, where there were elephants and clowns and lots of fun things.


But then Mom got this new job where she’d be working in the principal’s office, helping out with a big project they were doing, and other office-y things. It did not sound as fun as seeing Ella the Elephant every day. And I don’t think there will be clowns in the principal’s office, but Nanna said I could be wrong about that.


“Piper! Breakfast!” Mom yelled.


I grabbed my new, pink sparkly backpack and bounced my way to the kitchen. I bounce when I’m excited about something, and I’m super-duper excited about Nanna’s breakfast. She makes pancakes with bananas baked right into them. Plus, she has hot syrup.


“Don’t you just look all bright and shiny, Piper.” Nanna smiles.


If Nanna thought my smiling face was bright and shiny, wait until she saw my backpack. I grinned. That was the shiniest part of my whole outfit—and my favorite. I saw the pancakes and squeezed into my chair, backpack and all.


“No backpacks at the table,” my mom said from behind me. “Pancakes. Yummy. We can’t eat like this every morning, though.”


I put my backpack on the floor next to me. But I made sure my foot touched it. That way I’d know if Oreo tried to take it. Oreo is Nanna’s puppy. He’s named Oreo because he’s black and white, like Oreo cookies.


“Mom,” I said, after swallowing my first big bite of pancakes. “Can I ride the school bus?”
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“No, Piper,” Mom said. She gave Nanna a look. When two grown-ups look at each other like that, it’s like they’re talking about you without talking.


“Your mom’s driving you to school today,” Nanna said as she brought over the last plateful of pancakes she’d made. “Maybe you’ll be able to be your mom’s helper. Won’t that be fun?”


“A helper like you were in the circus,” Mom explained. “You had fun doing that, right, Piper? And you might make some new friends. First you have to go to class, though.”


I actually had liked it when Mom was working for the circus. Besides meeting all the animals and clowns, I was part of the Little Explorers—a bunch of the other kids whose moms and dads worked for the circus too—and even though I wasn’t the greatest dancer or ringleader, I still had a lot of fun.


“I would be a good helper,” I said.


Mom leaned forward to give me a quick kiss on the forehead. “You were so good with the other kids in the circus, the principal might let you help in the office when he hears about it.”


That news was good enough to make me set my fork down. I bounced up and down in my chair, but just a little. Not enough to make the chair move.


“Yay!” I said. “Can I answer phones?” I could picture myself in a big chair, answering Very Important Phone Calls.


Mom and Nanna looked at each other and shared one of those isn’t she cute? smiles. Isn’t she cute? smiles are my favorite kinds of smiles.


“We’ll see, Piper,” Mom said. “Come on, let’s go to your first day of school!”





[image: Images]







Class Fact #1


The first school bus ever was a horse-drawn carriage. That means you climbed in the back of the cart and a horse pulled you all the way to school. It was called a “kid hack” because “hack” is short for “hackney carriage.”


Some kid hacks had one long bench on each side, so all the kids rode to school facing the kids on the other bench. You climbed in from the back so that you wouldn’t scare the horses. That meant you couldn’t pet the horses either, which would have been the fun part about having a horse pull you to school.


Still, buses with engines are better. Mostly because they have air conditioners and heaters.
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My eyes got wide as Mom drove into the parking lot of my new school. It was humongous. My last school was just a small one. Mom said that was because this school was four billion miles from Nanna’s house, and a lot of the other towns near Nanna had kids who went to this school too. I don’t think it was really four billion miles. That would take at least an hour to drive. We only drove for exactly forty-two minutes.


“Even though it looks big, Piper, don’t be nervous,” Mom said, squeezing my hand. “I think you are going to like it here.”


Inside, the school looked even bigger. There were really high ceilings and big windows, with lots of art and cool posters everywhere.


“Come on, Piper,” Mom said as I stopped to take a look at a flower picture. “We need to go to the principal’s office to get you all settled.”


The principal’s office was a small area at the front of the school. A principal’s office wasn’t a good place to be unless your mom worked there. Then it was fun.
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