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For Bennett



What if I fall?
Oh, but my darling, what if you fly?

– Erin Hanson
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Chapter One

The first time I knew for sure I was a Monday, I was 
sitting in one of Mrs. Flannagan’s boring English 

lessons last year in fourth grade. She wanted to know if 
anyone could tell her the difference between smiles and 
meteors (that’s what it looked like when I glanced at the 
board).

Of course, there was no way I could have possibly 
known the answer because I hadn’t been paying attention. 
Mark Masters had been picking at his nose for like the last 
ten minutes, and that always distracted me a little. Total 
gross fest. Mark’s in my class again this year and I feel sorry 
for him. Not because he still picks his nose, which he does, 
but because he is a Saturday. And Saturdays don’t have any 
special powers.
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“Who can tell me?” Mrs. Flannagan asked for the third 

time now, pushing her bright purple glasses up her bulbous 
nose. Her face grew pinker by the second.

From the corner of my eye I watched Ellie Preston’s 
perfect little manicured hand shoot up. She always has 
the right answers. That’s because she’s a Thursday. And 
Thursdays read minds. Once, I thought that I wanted to 
be one too, but decided it would get exhausting always 
being in other people’s thoughts. Plus, I wouldn’t want to 
share Thursday with Ellie. I’d rather be forced to spend my 
evenings at Power Academy, or eat fried cockroaches with 
anchovy sauce. Yuck. Heck, I’d rather be a Saturday.

“Miss Preston,” Mrs. Flannagan called, beaming.
Ugh.
Ellie perked up while pushing away from her face a 

few strands of long straight chestnut hair that had escaped 
from her obnoxious headband. She answered confidently 
as usual. “Similes compare two objects using the words 
‘like’ or ‘as.’ Metaphors don’t.”

Ellie had the brightest, whitest smile that was always 
plastered across her face when answering a question. She 
pursed her lips and shot me an of course you didn’t know the 
answer, Poppy kind of look. She’s never liked me.

Cheater. You’re not supposed to use powers in school, 
but Ellie got away with it, and still gets away with it today.

“You took the answer right out of my head, Ellie.” 
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Mrs. Flannagan chuckled and her double chin jiggled right 
along like Jell-O. Cherry Jell-O. Her face always turned 
bright red when she taught about special literature terms. 
My best friend Veronica looked over at me and we rolled 
our eyes together.

Mrs. Flannagan kept babbling on and on about more 
English stuff. I zoned out again.

Ellie’s desk sat right across from mine, so I could see her 
blue eyes darting around the room from person to person. 
I knew what she was doing—listening to thoughts. How 
could Mrs. Flannagan just ignore this? I couldn’t wait for 
the day she would actually get punished. Ha. Ellie Preston 
sitting in Principal Wobble-Wible’s office? That would be 
pretty much the most amazing thing ever.

I laughed to myself and imagined Ellie’s fluorescent-
pink-and-green headband flying off her perfect little head 
and breaking into teeny tiny pieces on the tiled floor below.

That’s when it got weird. What I imagined actually 
happened.

In like a millisecond after my thought, the sparkly 
headband literally flew off her head, without a push, shake, 
or anything. It smashed on the SMART Board directly 
behind Mrs. Flannagan. The pieces scattered across the 
floor. A few of them even hit grossy Mark. His dirty finger 
immediately pulled out of his nose.

“Who did that?” Ellie’s head whipped around and her 
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hair smacked Veronica in the face. Ellie’s eyes searched 
down the rows, one by one. She was using her powers on 
us yet again. But at that point, who was I to comment on 
using powers? I put her in this position in the first place by 
using mine. I thought so, at least.

Before she got into my head, I quickly changed to 
thoughts of my dog Pickle. If Ellie looked in, she would 
see dog poop and dirty fur. Nothing that could incriminate 
me for what just happened.

But someone knew it was me. Veronica smirked. I 
winked back.

“Poppy Mayberry!” Mrs. Flannagan’s nostrils flared 
as she stomped toward me like a big, red bull charging. 
“How dare you use your powers in this classroom!” Her 
pudgy hand pointed about a foot above the door to a 
plaque stating the number-one rule of Nova Elementary: 
No power usage!

Although I should have been ashamed of the awful 
trick I had just played, I couldn’t stop the giant smile from 
spreading across my face. Finally! My telekinesis was here. 
That’s when I knew that I, Poppy Rose Mayberry, was 
officially a Monday.
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Chapter Two

Pickle’s wet tongue licked my face—my wakeup call just 
about every morning. I thought about forcing her to 

jump off the bed using my mind, but decided not to. Her 
five-pound furry self was just too darn cute. Plus, it could 
have ended badly.

“I know what you want,” I said, scratching her in her 
favorite place—right behind her ears.

Pickle rolled over onto her back and begged me to 
rub her belly. So I reached my hand under her turquoise-
and-purple trimmed doggy pajamas and did just what she 
wanted. Her little beady eyes looked toward her brush in 
the puffy purple dog bed next to my dresser. A high-pitched 
whimper escaped from her lips. Such a princess.

I could have easily jumped off my bed, taken two steps, 
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and grabbed the brush. What was the point of being a 
Monday if I didn’t use my gift? I concentrated hard and 
imagined the brush lifting out of the plush bed and landing 
in my hand.

But it didn’t. Instead, at what seemed like 200 miles-
per-hour, it flew over my full-sized bed, bounced into the 
bright yellow wall, and crashed into the silver jewelry tree 
in the opposite corner of the room. Pickle yipped and her 
nails that desperately needed trimming ticked on the wood 
floor as she ran out of the room. Fail.

The plastic brush bristles were all tangled up in my 
dangling necklace tree. The beads clinked and clanged 
together, sounding like the wind chimes on the back porch. 
I never liked those wind chimes.

“Good morning, Poppy.” Mom plopped down on my 
purple-striped down comforter and kissed the top of my 
head. Her red poufy hair bounced with the bed. Pickle 
hesitantly entered the room again.

“Were you just practicing?” She looked at me with … 
concern? Sadness? I wasn’t sure. Both she and Dad had 
been waiting for me to gain total control over my Monday 
power, but it just hadn’t happened yet, which was a total 
bummer. I frowned, taking in the scene around me.

“So you were practicing?” Mom’s own necklaces 
and silver bracelets clinked and clanged together as she 
attempted to untangle Pickle’s brush from the web of cord 
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and beads.

“Seriously, Mom.” I rolled my eyes. “I think you know 
the answer to that,” I said, grabbing an orange pendant 
necklace from her hand and securing it around my neck. 
Just like pretty girl Ellie Preston, my mom was born on a 
Thursday in Nova, so she can read minds too. Of course, 
it’s not always super fun having a mom who reads your 
thoughts.

“Honey, you will master those powers soon enough,” 
Mom said for like the millionth time this week, reading 
me yet again. Or maybe the frown on my freckled face 
was a dead giveaway. Gosh, I hoped she was right. It had 
been a year since that first Monday power experience, and 
although I had made a little bit of progress with it, I was far 
from totally Monday-ing it up.

When that whole thing (and awesome thing I might 
add) happened with prissy Ellie’s headband, I had thought 
it would be much easier to adjust to being a Monday. I 
assumed that it would come as easily to me as it did for 
everyone else at Nova. As the rest of the year went on, I 
watched everyone in my class quickly move along with 
their powers—everyone except me.

Luke Bender, he’s a Wednesday, used his electricity 
manipulation power to turn off the lights on the last day 
of school—only four days after first discovering it. Sarah 
Simmion, a disappearing Friday, got so mad with Mrs. 
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Flannagan one day that she vanished from class and then 
invisibly walked back home—three weeks after her first 
disappearing episode. Right in the middle of class! She was 
promptly called to Principal Wobble-Wible’s office the next 
morning. Even Mitchell Weiss, the teleporting Tuesday 
who had to repeat the fifth grade three times, mastered 
his power over the summer—only two months—I rest my 
case.

As for my Monday power, I soon learned that whole 
incident with Ellie’s headband was just a fluke, and I was 
way behind everyone else. Bummer.

I thought back to the headband incident once again. 
“We are just so proud of our little Poppy Rose Mayberry, our 
precious Monday,” my Dad had said that first day, ruffling 
my spirally orange hair that I had so carefully pulled back 
in a ponytail. Do you know how difficult it is to get every 
single crazy curly piece of out-of-control hair secured back 
in a band? Being a guy, my dad obviously didn’t. I had told 
him and Mom about the headband incident over dinner 
that first night. Of course, Mom already knew about it.

“Well, how about a little demonstration then,” she had 
said, pushing the serving bowl of spaghetti my way. “Now, 
just nice and slow, move the scoop, and dump some on my 
plate.” Their expecting eyes had watched me closely, and 
they were beaming—obviously proud of their Monday of 
a daughter.
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I remembered concentrating really, really hard on 

getting the spaghetti on the plate. How hard could it 
have been? Out of nowhere, the scoop had just catapulted 
marinara spaghetti across the dining room. Some gooey 
noodles stuck to the china cabinet behind my mom. Others 
hung from my Dad’s bald head.

It was chaos. I could tell that they were trying to hold 
back frowns, and they gave one another a weird this-can’t-
really-be-our-daughter look. They knew what I knew—the 
whole power thing would not come easy to me.

I had looked across the table at my older brother 
Willie. He had a giant smirk on his face. He always 
found opportunities to rub in the fact that his teleporting 
Tuesday powers came in on the day he turned thirteen like 
clockwork. For some reason, Tuesdays get their powers 
later than other weekdays, but nevertheless, Willie’s powers 
were right on time for a Tuesday. Unlike mine. Ugh.

“I guess we can’t expect her to get them right away,” 
Willie had said, throwing his napkin in my dad’s face.

“Willie!” My mom looked toward my brother 
disapprovingly. But she was talking to an empty chair. He 
had disappeared on the spot, and was probably upstairs in 
his bedroom already.

“It takes time, Poppy.” She had warmly smiled at 
me. But I could tell she was lying. Her power and Dad’s 
Wednesday power came easy. They had told me years ago 
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that when you get your power—you just get it. It clicks on 
like a light switch. No Wednesday pun intended. I hated 
being a disappointment to them. I mean, it was almost 
a year since the headband and spaghetti incidents, and I 
couldn’t even keep Pickle’s brush from flying across my 
bedroom.

“Just practice a little more after school today. It will 
come soon enough, Poppy,” Mom reassured me, bringing 
me back to the sad reality that was my powerless life. By the 
look on her face, I could tell that she was reassuring herself 
as well. I hoped she was right. It was embarrassing how far 
behind I was compared to other people in my class. And 
at this rate, there was a huge possibility that I might get 
sent to Power Academy—the last place I want to spend my 
weeks this summer—away from my friends, away from my 
family and away from Pickle. Hello! I do have plans. My 
best friend Veronica White (she’s a Monday, too … but a 
much better Monday than me) and I wouldn’t be able to 
hang out if I was forced to go to Power Academy for the 
totally power-challenged rejects.

I heard whining and saw Pickle’s cute little face looking 
up at me. Even after the disastrous attempt a few minutes 
ago, she still wanted to be brushed. What a trooper. I 
sighed, and decided to do it the old-fashioned way—by 
hand. There was no way I would try to use my Monday 
power with the possibility of taking out one of her eyes.
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Chapter Three

I got to school and let out a sigh of relief after noticing 
that Ellie’s desk had been moved up toward the front of 

the room and far away from me. Ever since the headband 
incident last year, which was a total accident, she had been 
meaner to me than usual. For instance, two weeks ago, I 
tripped in the cafeteria and my whole tray of ravioli flew all 
over the floor and onto my brand new flats. Geesh, what’s 
with me and spilling Italian food?

Ellie looked at me with those crazed-meanie eyes. 
“Aww … not only is Poppy lagging behind in the power 
department, she can’t even walk without being a total loser.” 
Then she let out this horrible wicked-witch-like cackle. 
Seriously, I think she may have even had a green hue to 
her face. If Mrs. Flannagan hadn’t been on cafeteria duty 



• 12 •

Jennie K. Brown
watching me with those equally evil eyes of hers, I would 
have grabbed a handful of ravioli messiness and thrown it 
on Ellie’s white capris and pink purse.

Ellie’s Bff Celia Green was staring in my direction, too. 
She had that same annoying smirk on her face that Ellie 
did. Celia’s also a Monday, and I just knew Ellie told her to 
make me trip somehow. Those girls are unbelievable!

Another time of utter meanness was just last week 
during gym class. Ellie asked if I would be her partner in 
tennis. Not to brag, but I am pretty good at that game. 
Both my parents played in college. The whole hand-eye 
coordination just comes kind of naturally to me. Too bad 
my powers weren’t coming in the same way.

I knew Ellie would act even worse if I didn’t say yes, so 
I decided to be the bigger person and agreed to partner up 
with her. Well, that was a huge mistake.

“Now take it easy, Poppy. You know I’m no good at 
this game,” Ellie had warned just as I was about to serve. I 
threw the tennis ball up and gently lobbed it over the net. 
Seriously, I could not have hit it any softer.

In one swift movement Ellie tennis-shuffled to her left 
and whacked the ball so hard I could practically feel the air 
coming from the racket. The strings made direct contact 
with the ball, and it flew toward me so fast that I couldn’t 
get my racket up in time to stop it from bouncing off my 
head. I immediately fell to the ground. I felt the goose-egg 
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bump forming right away. It took two days for the swelling 
to go down. Once again, I heard Ellie’s obnoxious laugh 
coming from the other side of the net as Veronica ran to 
my rescue.

Ellie was totally faking me out. With that perfect shuffle 
and a hit that fast, she absolutely knew how to play tennis. 
And then the words came from her pretty, pink lip-glossed 
mouth. “If you were a real Monday, you would’ve been able 
to stop it.” Ugh! What a witch!

Anyway, those were just two specifics of the many 
examples of her utter cruelty. It was hard to believe that 
we grew up just doors away, and a few years ago we were 
playing with dolls in her enormous, perfectly pink, perfectly 
decorated toy room. A lot can change in a few short years, 
even though I wasn’t sure why things changed in the first 
place. Out of nowhere, she started treating me like we were 
the world’s biggest enemies. Last year’s headband incident 
multiplied that by ten.

And now, I watched as Ellie twirled her perfectly 
sculpted hair around her perfectly manicured fingers. 
She wasn’t even paying attention to Mr. Salmon’s lesson 
on Roman numerals. Well, none of us really were. I mean 
Mark’s finger was lost in his nose. Just like my powers, 
some things never change. I chuckled to myself.

“Psst,” I heard behind me. I turned around to see 
Veronica shaking her head. She quickly scanned the room 
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then tossed a piece of paper my way. It landed a few feet 
from my desk. I glanced up to make sure Mr. Salmon 
was still in his own Roman-numeral world, and carefully 
reached down and over to grab it.

Sort of intercepted this was written on the front flap in 
Veronica’s handwriting.

I looked back again at my best friend. Her head was 
still shaking, and her blue eyes looked almost sad. Open it, 
she mouthed to me with urgency as her eyes darted back 
up toward Mr. Salmon.

I unfolded the paper in front of me. At first glance, I 
noticed it was a note that had been passed back and forth 
between two students. It was obvious to me because that’s 
how Veronica and I communicate during class. She always 
writes in a blue pen and mine is always purple. But the 
two pen colors in this note were pink and orange. It totally 
didn’t have our blue and purple hallmark.

I glanced over toward Ellie and watched her pink pen 
tap the desk. Her partner-in-crime and Bff Celia was 
twirling an orange one between her fingers. I put two and 
two together, and then began to read.

Pink: Can u even believe she is wearing that! Lol
Orange: 4 real. Who even tries to pull off velvet headbands 

anyway?
I reached up to the top of my head and sighed once 

I felt the soft purple headband that my mom bought me 
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for Christmas last year. Don’t they have anything better to 
write about?

Pink: And what about those necklaces? She wears that 
orange one like every day.

Orange: Lol. To match her crazy hair! See what she is 
thinking about …

Pink: She is nervous about Power Academy for the power 
rejects. Of course she’s going. I heard she can’t even make a 
pencil move without stabbing someone.

Orange: That is ridiculous!
Pink: What a loser.
I made sure neither of the mean girls were looking 

my direction before I crumpled up the note and pushed it 
under my notebook. I felt a few tears begin to form in the 
corner of my eyes. Seriously, didn’t these girls have anything 
better to talk about than me? They were first-class bullies.

And what they said about Power Academy was just 
wrong. Sure, I’m not as good at the whole telekinesis thing 
as the other Mondays in my class, but that didn’t mean I 
would have to spend day after day of misery there—with 
the other … well … powerless rejects.

“Miss Mayberry? What seems to be the problem?” Mr. 
Salmon asked, jolting me from my thoughts. His toupee 
looked like a giant fur-ball bouncing on his head as he 
walked toward me. It would usually make me laugh, but I 
was definitely not laughing at this moment.
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I quickly wiped the wetness from my cheeks and shoved 

the corner of the note farther under my notebook. At this 
point all eyes were on me- including Ellie’s. Her lips curved 
into an I-hate-you smile.

“I … um …”
“You know that I don’t appreciate people passing notes 

in my class. Especially during my math lessons,” he smile-
yelled and his big eyes bulged out of their sockets. You just 
don’t mess with his math lessons.

“I wasn’t …” I tried to protest.
His skinny fingers reached down and pushed my 

notebook to the side. He grabbed the folded up piece 
of paper and took it to the front of the room. Everyone 
remained silent. Please don’t read it out loud, I thought to 
myself.

Leaning against his desk, Mr. Salmon folded the note 
back up, shook his head, scanned the room (I assumed 
looking for the owner of the pink and orange pens), and 
spoke. “I should have done this quite some time ago. To 
Mr. Wible’s office, both of you.” Mr. Salmon pointed 
directly at me and then at Ellie. Everyone else in the class 
made the typical, “ahhhhh” sound when anyone gets sent 
to the principal’s office.

“You should know that I, of all people Mr. Salmon, 
would never mean to intentionally interrupt your amazing 
lessons,” Ellie snipped. I’m pretty sure 90 percent of the 
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class rolled their eyes. She sure was full of it.

“I don’t want to hear it, Miss Preston. Off to the office 
for you.” He looked at me. “And Miss Mayberry, let’s get 
moving along.”

I grabbed my bag, caught a sympathetic glance from 
Veronica, and walked out the door, wishing that I were 
a Friday and could have just disappeared right then and 
there.
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Chapter Four

I n the five years that I had been a student at Nova 
Elementary, I had never been sent into the principal’s 

office. Not until Mr. Salmon sent me.
Ellie Preston sat across from me on a wooden bench 

completely avoiding eye contact. We were waiting outside 
the main office for our turn with Nova Elementary’s 
“esteemed principal.” (That’s what was written on his door. 
Ugh.) Esteemed? Yeah, right!

“You, like, totally know this is all your fault,” Ellie’s 
voice screeched. She rolled her eyes and pulled a nail file 
from her purse. Diva. Who even carries a nail file to school?

I didn’t give her the satisfaction of a response. I couldn’t 
even imagine how she thought this was even remotely my 
fault. She continued filing, and I cringed at every sawing 
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motion. That awful grinding sound always gets on my 
nerves. She leaned toward me, reached her hand out so that 
it was practically in my face, and continued just sawing 
away. Stupid mind-reading Thursday.

“Ugh.” I sighed.
“Ugh.” Ellie sighed, and then she used the file to point 

toward the principal’s door. “And you know that we are 
totally going to get at least like five days of detention from 
Mr. Wobble-Wible in there,” she said, rolling her eyes 
again, and then continued, “and unlike you, I have things 
to do this summer.”

I brushed off her last comment, and as much as I tried 
not to smirk, I did. I thought that Veronica and I were the 
only two that had a nickname for Principal Wible. Wobble-
Wible. I know it sounded kind of mean saying that, but 
Mr. Wible kind of wobbles when he walks. Really, it’s more 
like a waddle. But whatever you want to call it. With a 
shiny bald head and wobbly gait, he simply looks like a 
penguin in a suit.

The door creaked open, and Noah Summers, a Sunday 
with no powers, but kinda cute anyway, shuffled out with 
his head hanging down to his chest. Must not have gone 
well with Wobble-Wible for him.

“Miss Preston and Miss Mayberry, you’re up next,” 
Wobble-Wible shouted and Ellie tossed the nail file back 
into her over-sized pink (of course) purse.
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We quietly entered his office and sat down on the other 

side of the desk in two tan and red checkered chairs that 
were so humongous they practically swallowed us whole. 
Before I could even look up at his face, my eyes stopped on 
the paperweight holding down a stack of files. I laughed a 
little inside. What were the chances? A penguin.

I’m pretty sure Ellie saw it too or read it in my mind 
because when she caught my eye for a split second it was 
like we shared some inside joke. Her head snapped back to 
attention as Wobble-Wible cleared his throat and began.

“Ladies, I don’t know what exactly is going on between 
the two of you.” Wobble-Wible’s also one of those people 
who overemphasizes his “Ts.” “But it has been brought to 
my attention that there have been a few incidents over the 
past—”

“I have never done anything to her,” Ellie cut him off, 
protesting while sitting up and crossing her arms over her 
pink T-shirt. Her head snapped toward me and she smiled, 
batting her long eyelashes. “Right, Poppy?”

Mr. Wible and I rolled our eyes in unison. Maybe he 
was on my side after all.

“I don’t want to hear any disputes, just listen to what I 
have to say, Miss Preston.” Wobble-Wible’s voice was firmer 
with Ellie than I imagined it would ever be considering the 
fact that she was the “perfect” Nova student.

“Not only has there been some incidents involving you 
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and Poppy, but I have also been told that you, Miss Preston, 
have been illegally using your powers in school.”

Yes! Finally, someone noticed. Who better than the 
head principal?

He picked up the penguin. I laughed inside again, and 
then watched as he pulled a manila folder from underneath 
of it. From the corner of my eye, I noticed that Ellie shifted 
a little in her seat. Her ballet flats nervously clicked on the 
floor below. He opened the file.

“It seems that you have not only been using your 
powers to read the thoughts of other students, but you have 
also been taking advantage of some teachers as well.” His 
eyes searched Ellie’s for a response. “Isn’t that right, Miss 
Preston?” he prompted.

“Well … I …” she stuttered. And then defensively 
added, “Only when I absolutely ne—”

“You know the number one rule here, and so you 
must feel the repercussions of your prohibited actions.” 
Wobble-Wible’s also one of those people who likes to use 
big words—like prohibited, epitome, and metaphor.

At this point in the conversation, it seemed as if I were 
a non-factor in this whole situation. If I just slipped out the 
door, Wobble-Wible may not have even noticed.

“Because you have been so negligent with your 
Thursday powers, I find that we must do something about 
reining them in, and keeping them under control.” His 
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stubby fingers reached behind him and grabbed a large 
binder. I couldn’t quite make out what was written on the 
front. “You need to learn the proper time and place for 
weekday power usage. Since you so recklessly use them in 
school where they are not allowed, who’s to stop you from 
using them outside of the Nova city limits?” Wobble-Wible 
continued. “Could you even imagine what outsiders would 
think? They would—” He stopped there.

Ellie slouched in the chair, and stared at the clock 
above his head. “I guess I can try to do a better job with 
them,” she said unconvincingly while twirling a few strands 
of brown hair around her finger.

Mr. Wible laughed. “You’re going to have to do a little 
more than try, Ellie. And I’m going to see that you do so.”

He slid the binder across the large desk, and I could 
now make out the cover. An audible laugh escaped from 
my lips.

Ellie rolled her eyes, yet again, and sat back up to reach 
for the binder. “Ohhhh, no, no, no, no, no.” She stood up 
with hands firmly planted on her hips. “There’s nooo way I 
am going there.” Her filed finger wiggled at Mr. Wible and 
then she leaned down and rummaged through her purse. I 
assumed she was looking for the new rhinestone cell phone 
she showed off to our entire class last week.

“No use calling them, Ellie. Your parents are in complete 
agreement,” he said, totally using his own Thursday mind-
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reading powers on her. “You’re already enrolled in the 
Academy.”

Her breath came out in quick, short bursts. “I can’t 
leave my friends behind. There is no way I am going to that 
place …” she stuttered, “… alone.”

“Oh, you won’t be attending Power Academy alone,” 
Mr. Wible reassured her. That’s when his beady eyes meet 
mine. I panicked, sure of the words that were about to fly 
from his mouth. Knowing that I, too, needed a whole lot 
of work in the whole Monday power department.

“Poppy Mayberry will be joining you.”
Ugh. These were going to be the longest months of my 

life.



• 24 •

Chapter Five

“So, you’re telling me that you have to spend, like, 
the entire summer at Power Academy?” Veronica 

blinked hard. “With Ellie?”
I threw the Power Academy brochure down on the table 

in front of her. The bright reds and blues on the pamphlet 
made the place actually look appealing, but I knew that 
wasn’t the case.

My shoulders dropped. This day couldn’t possibly get 
any worse. “Yep.” I finally answered. I’d been trying to deny 
that little fact for the last two hours—ever since Wobble-
Wible told me the worst news I’d ever heard in my entire 
life. I mean, who in their right mind wants to be stuck in 
the prison that is Power Academy? Not to mention the fact 
that everyone knows that it is a last resort for the powerless 
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and power delinquents. You might as well be a Saturday or 
Sunday with no powers whatsoever! Sometimes I thought 
about how easy my life would be if that were the case.

When I told Veronica about this horrible news, she 
suggested we go to Novalicious—the best ice-cream-
dessert café in the world to cheer me up a bit. How could 
I say no? They have over one hundred different ice cream 
flavors.

“Well, thank goodness I got my powers nice and early,” 
she unknowingly bragged while taking a lick from her 
cone. “And extra thank goodness that I don’t have to go to 
that awful place. Blech!” Veronica looked disgusted. “I’d 
rather be forced to eat a sauerkraut-stuffed piece of duck 
liver than go there.”

I love my best friend, but she has no filter whatsoever 
and absolutely no concept of when she makes offensive 
comments. Was it necessary to rub it in that much?

“Thanks a lot,” I said, looking down at the delicious 
double-scoop chocolate peanut butter ice cream cone in my 
hand that, for some reason, now seemed a bit unappetizing 
after Veronica’s duck liver comment. “Way to make me feel 
better about the situation.” I threw my cone toward the 
trashcan to my left. But just as quickly as it went toward 
the metal can, it flew back in my direction. I snatched it 
with my hand in mid-air. Cone first. I didn’t want to risk a 
chocolatey, sticky mess on my favorite purple tunic.
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Veronica smirked. “You would totally regret throwing 

that away,” she said with a wink.
I laughed along with her, even if her Monday gesture 

was just another reminder of my own total lack of skills. I 
glanced around Novalicious to see all sorts of other people 
using their weekday powers. Mrs. Evans, my first grade 
teacher and another Monday, was using her telekinesis 
to move a napkin up and down her toddler’s cheek. After 
paying at the counter, Mr. Ellison and his oldest son 
Trevor (both Tuesdays) disappeared. I assumed that they 
teleported back home. Even though I knew that they 
weren’t all intentionally showing off, I just felt like they 
were purposely emphasizing that they were awesome at 
their powers when I was significantly less than awesome.

“Look, Poppy. You are totally going to be fantabulous,” 
Veronica stated in between bites of her gummy-bear 
covered vanilla ice cream. A white dribble ran down her 
chin. It seemed everyone had confidence in me besides … 
well … me.

And to be honest, being away from home scared me. 
I could only name on one hand the few things that I was 
afraid of. Truly afraid of. I’m not talking about my two 
totally irrational fears of turkey stuffing and Mr. Salmon’s 
toupee that looks like a furry, gray animal sitting on the 
top of his head. I’m talking about true fears. And Power 
Academy was one of mine. I’d heard that it was a mix of 
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intense school classes and boot camp. Although I’m pretty 
good at school, I didn’t want to make a fool of myself in 
the power boot-camp classes. Not to mention the crazy 
Headmistress Larriby. I’d heard nothing but bad and scary 
stories about that woman.

Not only that, but I had never been away from Mom 
and Dad for more than a weekend—and that weekend 
once a year was usually spent on vacation with Veronica. 
So at least then I had someone awesome to be with. But 
this summer, I would be away from them all.

“We’ll write to each other like every week,” Veronica 
said, snapping me from my self-wallowing. “I just don’t 
understand how they expect you to stay there if they don’t 
even give you the courtesy of using a phone.” She Monday-
powered her napkin into the trashcan. “I mean, welcome 
to the twenty-first century, Power Academy People!”

Although it was going to stink being away from Mom, 
Dad, and Veronica, I was comforted by one thing—Pickle 
got to come with me. Other than the basic necessities of 
clothes and stuff, each student invited (yes, they actually 
call it invited even though I am pretty sure we’re all forced 
to go which is pretty ridiculous) to Power Academy could 
bring one favorite personal item from home.

The examples for personal items stated in the 
brochure were things like instruments, board games, 
sports equipment, and stuff like that. The items listed in 
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the prohibited items section were things like cell phones, 
Xboxes, iPods, and electronic stuff that Wednesdays could 
totally tamper with if they were not so hot with their 
powers. And considering where these Wednesdays had to 
spend their summer, there was no way they were good.

“Here’s a thought,” Veronica said, her pitch slightly 
raised. “Why don’t I come along as your personal item?”

I couldn’t tell if she was serious or not, and pointed to a 
sentence written in bold on page twelve, Other individuals 
do not constitute as personal items.

“Oh.” She frowned. “It was a shot!”
But, the one thing the brochure didn’t say anything at 

all about was animals. So my favorite thing that would be 
staying with me at Power Academy really wasn’t a thing at 
all. Heck, she was practically one of the family. My cute 
dog Pickle would definitely help me get through those next 
few months.

The next morning, I started packing up my summer 
clothes and Pickle’s. Yes, my Yorkie wears clothing.
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“Only three months,” I reassured Mom a week later as 
she drove me to Nova Elementary where the bus would 
pick me—us (Pickle)—up and then drop us off at Power 
Academy thirty minutes later. She was not taking my 
departure well at all.

“Poppy, it’s just that—” Her watery eyes looked away.
“Only three months,” I said again, touching her 

shoulder and calming her down before she started crying 
again like she did this morning. And that one this morning 
was a gusher. My shirt was soaked. If she cried like that 
again, then I’d cry. Crying was, like, contagious to me.

“Just … don’t be afraid of your powers,” she said, 
locking eyes with mine.

What? What an odd choice of words. Powers? All her 
crying and crazy emotions must have gotten the best of her. 
Why the heck would I be afraid of being a Monday?

She turned her body toward me and her bracelets 
clanged together as she enveloped me in a hug. The seatbelt 
made me choke a little bit. “Okay, Mom.” I pulled away. 
“Love you.” Her blue eyes squinted as her lips curled up 
into that proud-mother kind of a smile.

“Love you too, Poppy.”
When we got out of the car she hugged me insanely 

tight one last time, and I inhaled her floral perfume, hoping 
to take some of her with me.
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