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Hey, Reader!

Thanks for checking out my story. Though I gotta warn you, I can’t ever let you know my real name or what I look like. This may seem weird, but trust me, it’s very important that I stay a secret.

Why? To protect myself! Seriously, these stories are super embarrassing!

Plus, you might even know me already! I could be in your class, on your baseball team, in your ballet class, or playing the tuba in your school band… anywhere!

For all you know I could be sitting next to you right now!

So I went ahead and scratched out my name and put a sticker on my face, so you don’t have to. You’re welcome.

Now, we can both enjoy reading all about my awkward life… if you’re into that kind of thing.

Peace out!

    [Redacted][image: ]
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1 MONDAYS, MAPLE SYRUP, AND MUTTS


If you ask me, Mondays get a bad rap.

Tuesdays have tacos. Saturdays have sleepovers and video games until dawn. But what have Mondays ever been good for?

I’ll tell you: Mondays bring a fresh start. And for an unlucky kid like me, that’s worth a thousand Saturdays. Mondays mean last week’s mistakes are in the past. Mondays come and hit the reset button on my cursed life.

This particular Monday marked the First Day of School. It was like a national holiday and Christmas morning all rolled into one. I got new clothes, new sneakers, and best of all, a whole new town where absolutely no one knew me! I had gone to sleep as the Unluckiest Boy Who Ever Lived. But today, I would wake up as the kid who—hold on. I hadn’t actually woken up yet!
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“[Redacted], are you still in bed?!” Mom shouted from downstairs.

My eyes shot open and I threw the covers aside.
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I looked at the clock, expecting to see the time. Only, there were no numbers on the screen. Just letters.

L-A-T-E silently flashed over and over again.

My alarm must have turned off! How? Who knows. Why? Well, because that’s just my luck.

Mom called up again. “[Redacted], you’d better hurry if you want jelly-bean pancakes!”

[image: Image]

Jelly-bean pancakes?! I hit the ground running. Funny thing is, I almost hit the ground several times on my way to the kitchen. Once, when I tripped over my own pants. Twice, when I bumped into my bookshelf trying to slip on my shoes. And thrice, when I slipped on toothpaste after brushing my teeth.
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This is what mornings are usually like for me.

“I’m coming, Ma!” I said, tracking minty globs behind me on the carpet.
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I glided into the kitchen and saw a stack of colorful pancakes that was probably three feet tall.

“Why’d you let me oversleep?” I asked.

“I was on pancake duty, not wake-up duty,” Mom said as she looked out the window. “Maybe I should pack your breakfast to go.”
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“Why?” I asked.

“Because our driveway is about to become a drive-through lane,” said Mom.

Outside I saw a yellow blur zoom past my house!

“THAT’S MY BUS!” I exclaimed.

I jumped up from the table and spilled maple syrup all over myself. This sticky day just got way stickier.
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I had to catch that school bus or my Monday fresh start was doomed. So I bolted from my front door and screamed at the top of my lungs for it to…

“WAAAAAAAAAAIT!!!”
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But it was no use. The driver couldn’t hear me over the sound of barking dogs.

Oh yeah, did I forget to mention the pack of dogs that were suddenly chasing me? That’s what happens when you smell like maple syrup, I guess.
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I ran faster. So did the dogs.

There was probably a good dog joke there somewhere, but I was too out of breath to think of one.

Suddenly, a minivan screeched around the corner and did a drift move straight out of an action movie.
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The side door opened, and there was Mom, wearing her coolest sunglasses and driving gloves.

“Want a ride to school? You look dog tired.” She giggled.
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“Good… dog joke… Mom,” I had to admit.

With my last ounce of energy left, I leapt into the van… but so did all the dogs.
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