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Tia was about to have a  

day she would never forget . . . 

no matter how hard she tried!

Everyone in her family was  

getting ready for work or school. 

But not Tia—her alarm clock  

had not gone off.

Later, the family was enjoying breakfast 

—but not Tia.

The dog bumped the table.  

Most of Tia’s cereal ended up  

in her lap.
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Tia changed her clothes  

and stepped outside just in time  

to see the school bus driving away. 

“Great, just great,” whispered Tia.  

“This is turning into a real  

bad-luck day.”

Tia started walking.  

But something was bothering her.  

Had she forgotten something?

When she got to school,  

Tia opened her backpack.  

Her lunch and her homework 

were missing.

All the kids turned in  

their math homework 

—but not Tia.
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A row of cups sat by the window.  

The wind blew one cup over. 

On the side of this cup  

was the name “Tia.”

Tia’s friend Gracie felt sorry for her.  

“You’re having such a bad-luck day!  

Here, take my lucky charm. 

It will bring you good luck.”

“Thanks, Gracie,” Tia said. 
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Someone from the principal’s office  

came into class with a bag 

—Tia’s lunch!  

Tia grinned.

“I think your charm is working!”  

she whispered to Gracie.

On the way to lunch, Tia and Gracie 

stopped to wash their hands.  

The charm fell off Tia’s neck,  

into the sink. 

“I’d better keep it,” Gracie said nervously. 

“It almost went down the drain.”
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In the lunchroom, Tia didn’t see  

the puddle of milk on the f loor.

She slipped and fell with a crash.  

Her sandwich fell right into the puddle.

Everyone was enjoying lunch 

—but not Tia.  

Gracie offered Tia half of her  

tuna sandwich.

“My brother Tony surprised me. 

He made the sandwich.  

Here, take this half.”

Tia started to take a big bite.  

Then she noticed something.
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“A BUG!” Tia shrieked,  

dropping the sandwich.

Gracie leaned down.  

“It’s just a plastic worm,” she said.  

“I knew Tony was up to something.”

Back in class, everyone else was reading  

—but not Tia.  

Her stomach rumbled. 

She searched her backpack  

for something to eat. 

Tia found an old candy bar.  

Finally, some good luck!

Then a shadow fell across Tia’s desk.
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“I have to take that,” said the teacher. 

“Candy is not allowed in class. 

You know that.”

“I sure do,” sighed Tia.

When Tia got home, she ran to  

her room and shut the door.

“I’ll just stay here for the rest  

of the day,” she told the dog.  

“That way, nothing bad  

can happen.”

Tia called her friend Benny.  

She told him about all the  

bad things that had happened. 
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“I feel better talking to you,” said Tia.  

“I think my bad luck has finally stopped.  

What do you think, Benny?  

. . . Hello? Benny?”
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