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It’S DOUBLE TROUBLE. . . .

While it can be a drag to constantly be mistaken for your identical twin, in truth, there’s nothing better than having a sibling there with you during those first days at a new school.

But on day one of sixth grade, Ray Grayson stays home sick, and Jay Grayson is on his own. Well, no big deal. The kids seem nice enough, after all. But Jay quickly discovers a major mistake: No one at the new school seems to know a thing about his brother. Ray’s not on the attendance lists, doesn’t have a locker, doesn’t even have a school folder. Jay almost tells the school—almost—but then decides that this information could be very . . . useful. And fun.


More School Stories from Andrew Clements
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[image: images] “A fresh, imaginative plot that will have readers smiling
all the way through, if not laughing out loud.”
—Horn Book Magazine, starred review

[image: images] “A captivating tale—one to press upon children, and one
they’ll be passing among themselves.”
—Kirkus Reviews, pointered review
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[image: images] “Practical as well as poignant.”
—Kirkus Reviews, starred review

[image: images] “Full of suspense, adventure, and action. Another wonderful
novel written by Clements.”—Library Talk, starred review
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[image: images] “Thought-provoking . . . Readers will cheer.”
—School Library Journal, starred review

“Another terrific school story by the inventor of Frindle.”
—Horn Book Magazine

“The story gallops along . . .”—New York Times Book Review
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For Douglas and Roselyn Paul, dear friends



CHAPTER 1


 

ALPHABETICAL

 

 

Jay Grayson was twelve years old, so the first day of school shouldn’t have felt like such a big deal. But when he turned the corner onto Baker Street and saw the long brick building, he had to force himself to keep walking toward it. And Jay knew exactly why he felt so tensed up on this Tuesday morning in September: He was a new kid at a new school in a new town. Plus, his brother had stayed home sick today, so there wouldn’t be even one familiar face in the whole school. He had to deal with this first day of sixth grade all on his own.

Jay’s mom had offered to come to school and help get him checked in. “I’m not some little baby, Mom.” That’s what he had told her. Which was true.

So as he walked through the front doors of Taft Elementary School with a small crowd of other kids, Jay tried to look on the bright side. He told himself, This could be a lot worse.
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And by that, Jay meant that it could have been like nine months ago when his family had moved to Denver, Colorado, in the middle of January. Jumping into a new school halfway through fifth grade? Miserable. By comparison, this most recent move to Clifton, Ohio, had worked out a lot better—they’d gotten settled into their new house exactly one day before the start of the school year.

Clifton seemed like a nice enough place to live. Their neighborhood was just outside the Cleveland city limits. Jay’s brother had complained that the town seemed a little worn out, a little run-down. But that was what their dad had liked about it. “You should always buy a house in a neighborhood that’s got some room for improvement,” he said.

And Mom had said, “It’ll be all right for a while. And who knows? Maybe in a year or two we’ll move to a bigger home in a nicer area.”

Jay’s parents were working for an insurance company in Cleveland. And having them both gone all day was a new development. Before, his mom had worked part-time during school hours. This year both parents were going to be putting in a full day. Coming home to an empty house after school would be different, but the plan was that the two brothers would always come home together, and Mom and Dad would be there by dinnertime. And their office was only fifteen minutes away.

As long as the whole family could be together under one roof at the end of the day, Jay didn’t much care where they lived, and their new neighborhood seemed fine to him.

The school looked okay too. They had driven past the place yesterday afternoon. And the best part? Taft Elementary was only three blocks from their house. That meant no bus riding, no waiting in lines before and after school. Being a walker was the way to go. And on this cool September morning, the walk had taken Jay exactly twelve minutes, door to door.

Once he got beyond the entryway of the school, Jay began looking for his homeroom. He followed the signs to the sixth-grade hall, and a big banner on his right announced, IF YOU’RE IN GRADE SIX, AND YOUR LAST NAME STARTS WITH A THROUGH L, THEN THIS IS YOUR HOMEROOM! There was one other sixth-grade homeroom for all the kids whose names began with the letters M through Z.

Jay found his name on a slip of paper taped to a desk, so he shrugged off his book bag, sat down, and then watched his new homeroom teacher as she bustled around the room. Mrs. Lane—that was the name written in perfect cursive on the chalkboard. She seemed nice enough. Not too old, not too young. Not too stiff, not too perky. And as she talked with some kids, Jay decided that her voice was easy to listen to. Not too sharp, not too sweet.

Jay looked around and discovered that Mrs. Lane’s room was jammed with books. There were bins of books on every windowsill, bookcases along every wall, and there was a reading corner where the cushions and beanbag chairs were flanked by a pair of wide bookshelves that started at the floor and went almost to the ceiling. Jay wouldn’t have described himself as a bookworm, but he was always in the middle of a book, sometimes two or three. So the room looked good to him.

He felt a tap on his shoulder, and when he turned around, the guy behind him smiled and said, “I saw the name on your desk. You’re Jay, right?”

Jay smiled back and nodded. “Right.” The kid had broad shoulders, bright blond hair, and the bluest eyes Jay had ever seen up close.

He said, “I’m Alex. You weren’t here last year, were you?”

Jay shook his head. “We just moved to town—like, yesterday. From Colorado.”

The kid kept smiling, and Jay saw that one of his front teeth was half broken off. It was a jagged break, and it made his whole mouth look crooked.

He noticed Jay staring and said, “It broke off during a hockey game. And my mom says there’s no point getting it fixed until I quit playing hockey. Except that’s never gonna happen. The guys on the team call me Fang,” and Alex shaped his lips so only his two front teeth were showing. Jay decided it was a good nickname.

Jay wanted to ask him where the ice rink was, but the bell rang, and right away the principal’s voice came over the intercom. She welcomed everyone, then made four or five announcements, and then led the Pledge of Allegiance.

The intercom went silent, and the teacher looked around the room and smiled. “As a lot of you know, I’m Mrs. Lane, and I’m glad to see all of you this morning. You’re sixth graders now, so that makes you the big kids here at Taft Elementary. The other sixth-grade teachers and I are going to do our best to get you ready to move on to junior high, and this is going to be a great year for all of us. Now, you’ve each found your own desk, and until I’ve learned everyone’s name, I want you to use that same seat every morning. Right after the Pledge of Allegiance we’ll start promptly with attendance, because homeroom is only eight minutes long. So when I call your name, please raise your hand and say, ‘Present.’”

The teacher looked at her seating chart and then said, “Sarah Alton?”

“Present.”

“Tanya Atwater?”

“Present.”

“Ryan Bateman?”

“Present.”

“Kelly Bellamy?”

“Present.”

Mrs. Lane kept plowing ahead through the alphabet, and after eleven more names, she said, “Jay Grayson?”

And he said, “Present.”

Then the teacher said, “Alex Grellman?”

And Alex, sitting right behind him, said, “Present.”

Jay Grayson sat straight up in his chair, and then he almost raised his hand. Because Mrs. Lane had made a mistake. She had definitely made a mistake. She hadn’t called his brother’s name.

Because whenever the attendance was called off alphabetically like this, the teacher always said, “Jay Grayson” and then, “Ray Grayson.” Every time, it was Jay first, and then Ray. Always.

Because Jay and Ray weren’t just brothers. Jay and Ray were twins.



CHAPTER 2


 

ONE, TWO

 

 

The boys had been born six minutes apart—Grayson baby one, and Grayson baby two. Some twins look a little alike, and some twins look a lot alike, and some twins don’t look alike at all. But some twins look exactly alike. They look like two peas in a pod, two ducks on a pond, two spoons in a drawer. And Grayson baby one and Grayson baby two were that sort of twins, completely identical—all except for one tiny, faint freckle on the ankle of baby number one.

Sue and Jim Grayson were the mom and dad, and they thought it was great to get two kids at once. Their family doubled in one day. And when the babies turned out to be boys, that was great too—although both Sue and Jim had secretly hoped for one of each, a boy and a girl. But each child was born healthy and strong, and that was all that really mattered. And the new parents were completely happy.

In fact, they were so happy that they were also a little giddy, maybe a bit dizzy, sort of the way it feels after riding a roller coaster. And as they sat together two hours after the boys were born, each one holding a child, both parents began giggling and grinning about how wonderful it was to have two beautiful sons.

Then a nurse walked into the room and said, “Have you decided on their names? No? Well you need to do that before you leave the hospital. So the sooner the better.”

The parents giggled and grinned and giggled some more as they tried out name after name after name after name. And the boys looked so similar that Sue and Jim couldn’t resist giving them similar names. And two hours later they each signed both birth certificates. Baby number one was named Ray, and baby number two was named Jay. And Ray’s middle name was Jay, and Jay’s middle name was Ray. Less than five hours into their first day, the boys became Ray Jay and Jay Ray, the Grayson twins.

The picture-taking frenzy started the moment the twins got home from the hospital. Both pairs of grandparents were waiting, and all four of them went nuts. Granny Grayson said, “Can you believe how kee-yoot these two teeny-tiny sweet patooties are? They are just the yummiest little things. There, hold ’em up together, over that way, closer to the window. So I can see both their faces. Can you get ’em to smile at the same time?” Click, click, click.

Sue’s mom, Gramma Herndon, said, “Here, let’s get these old white hospital blankets off of my precious baby boys. And let’s put these nice new blue blankies around them, one for each. There—isn’t that better? Now, Susie, you hold one, and Jim, you hold the other, and I want you to stand over here next to the table. Closer together—a little closer . . . there.” Click, click, click.

About two weeks later the tiny outfits began to arrive in the mail. Both sets of grandparents, all the aunts and uncles and great-aunts and great-uncles, all the cousins and cousins-in-law—everyone wanted to join up and march along in the baby twins parade.

Little sailor suits arrived. Then came the little Superman pajamas. Then little cowboy outfits, little baseball uniforms, little train conductor hats and overalls and vests, along with tiny sneakers and slippers and sandals and cowboy boots. And everything matched, just like the boys.

Everyone who sent something said, “Now, you be sure to send me a picture of how the twins look wearing these things, all right? And be sure to write on the back of the picture which boy is which, because I sure can’t tell!”

And when the twins were dressed alike with their hair combed alike, little Jay and little Ray were cute. They were. They were unbelievably cute. Unbearably cute. Dangerously cute. Cute, cute, cute. And spot-on identical.

And if Mom or Dad took them out for a walk in their new superlong double stroller, someone would always stop, and bend down, and then say, “Oooh, look! There are two of them. Aren’t they cute?”

And the answer to that always had to be yes. Yes, they were cute. Unfailingly, remarkably, and undeniably cute. So cute you could just eat ’em up. So cute you had to pat each of them on the head or tickle them under their adorable little chinny-chin-chins. So cute you just had to have a picture of them.

At naptime and at bedtime and at bath time, and even during a meal sometimes, Mom and Dad had to do the freckle-check. Because the boy with the tiny freckle on his right ankle, that was Ray. Right ankle, Ray. Right ankle, Ray—don’t forget that. Right ankle, Ray.
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Because it was important to keep calling Ray by the name of Ray, and to keep calling Jay by the name of Jay. Wouldn’t want the boys to get confused about their names, right? Because somewhere in the back of their minds, Jim and Sue Grayson actually did understand that these boys of theirs were two different people. Or that they would eventually become two different people . . . one day. Like, when they grew up . . . right?

When the boys got to be toddlers, Sue Grayson kept on dressing them alike. It made shopping for clothes a lot easier—in fact, it made clothes shopping twice as easy: two of this, two of that, two of these, two of those—all done.

And it also made getting the boys dressed a lot simpler—in fact, it made getting them dressed twice as simple: two of this, two of that, two of these, two of those—all matched up, all dressed. No muss, no fuss. And as the boys got a little older, dressing them the same also meant no arguments about which boy got to wear which shirts or pants or socks or shoes.

Then came school.

The twins became instant kindergarten celebrities. Everyone thought they were special. And cute. Very, very cute. And their teachers also thought they were adorable. And precious. And sweet. And dear. And darling. And charming.

The boys were a little small for their age, with straight brown hair and bright brown eyes, and shy smiles that made their right cheeks dimple in exactly the same places. And of course, no one could ever tell which twin was which.

Almost right away other kids started calling the boys names like “Ray-or-Jay” and “Jay-or-Ray.” Some kids always used the name Ray, and some always used Jay, and then just paused—in case the twin needed to say, “No, I’m Jay,” or “No, I’m Ray.”

And some kids wouldn’t even guess. They’d just say, “Hey, you.” Or “Hi . . . guys.”

The Grayson twins got tired of always having to correct people about their names. And they got tired of always seeing that question mark in the eyes of the kids at school, and even their teachers—a puzzled look that meant, Now . . . which one are you? That’s why Ray and Jay stopped dressing alike shortly after they started second grade.

And to help everyone out a little, Ray almost always wore a shirt or a sweater or a T-shirt or a baseball cap that had some red in it—red for Ray. And Jay usually wore something that was blue—blue for Jay, like the blue jay. And for the kids who actually cared about knowing which boy went with which name, the color-coded clothing helped. A little.

But the truth is, not that many kids tried to become really good friends with Jay and Ray. Because, like, how do you make two new friends at once? And if you wanted to get to know just one of the twins, which one would you pick? And if you did get to be friends with one of them, would that make the other twin feel left out?

Some kids also felt that most of the time Jay and Ray didn’t really look like they even needed another friend. Because those two? They always had each other. It was like Ray and Jay got to have a sleepover with their best friend every single night of the week.

And that was true . . . sort of. Ray and Jay were certainly best friends. But it wasn’t like they had gotten to choose that best friend. From the first moment of their lives, that other person who looked and talked and smiled exactly the same way was always there—eating at the same table, sleeping in the same room, riding on the same school bus, sitting in the same classroom. And almost no one was able to see any difference at all. Except Jay and Ray themselves.

During fifth grade the mix-ups had gotten worse. Like the time in February when Ray had been walking along the street near their home in Colorado, and this eighth-grade guy came charging up, shoved him into a slushy puddle, grabbed his book bag, emptied it onto the ground, and then shouted, “That’s for hitting me in the face with that snowball last week!” Which seemed like a fair payback. Except it was Jay who had thrown the snowball, not Ray.
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