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Chapter 1

I have three women who think they’re my mom. My sister 
Tracie has mothered me since I was three, when ours left us. 
Aunt Jenny steps in when an authority figure is needed and 
she thinks my dad’s being a slacker. Caroline, the one who 
gave birth to me? She sends the checks. 

So you can imagine how put out I was when Principal 
Farbinger kept saying he was going to call my mother. You’d 
think he’d know by now that I live with my dad. After all, 
I’ve spent half of junior high in his office for one stupid thing 
after another. I have never seen my school record, but I’d bet 
money Caroline’s name isn’t anywhere on it. Not if Dad had 
anything to do with it. 



2

Joëlle Anthony

I looked down at the khaki overcoat Farbinger had 
ordered me to put on over my costume. “It’s too big,” I said. 
“I’ll trip and fall.” I was hoping the idea of an accident would 
make him nervous enough to change his mind, but he just 
ordered me to sit down.

“You should’ve thought of the possible consequences 
when you chose your outfit this morning, Miss Tamaki,” he 
said.

“It’s Halloween,” I reminded him.
He grunted, but didn’t answer. This was totally gross. 

Farbinger had been a pain in my side since day one, grade 
six, but you’d think by grade seven he would’ve moved on 
to some other kid. I wrapped my arms tightly around my 
middle and glared at the floor. Did he seriously expect me to 
wear his trench coat for the entire day?

The material billowed around my feet, and the icy plas-
tic of the chair seeped through the coat, making my legs cold. 
Maybe someday they’d bronze this chair for me and stick 
a plaque on it that said something like: In memory of Suze 
Tamaki—for dress code violations, habitual tardiness, and all-
around smart-alecky attitude. Eventually I’d make it to high 
school, but my legend could live on here.

Resigned, I sighed, leaned back, and took a look 
around. Not much had changed since last week. Coffee rings 
still marked the top of Farbinger’s metal desk, papers over-
flowed onto the bookshelves, and there was a thick layer of 
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dust on the slate-gray blinds. His coat smelled sickening too. 
Like cigarettes. I figured part of his plan was to accuse me of 
smoking when I returned it and then suspend me. 

It was so stupid that he was making me wear his stinking 
coat all day just because my pink shorts said Sleeping Beauty 
across the butt. It was Halloween. I didn’t know the school 
rules about no writing on our butts counted today.

I’d come to school in what I wore to bed. My theory was 
that I could sleep in until the last possible minute, put my 
hair up in pigtails, and make a run for the bus. And it had 
worked. I even brought my pillow to school for naps during 
my boring classes (which is all of them). 

“I’m surprised your mother let you out of the house 
in such…such…attire,” he said, taking the all-too-familiar 
yellow detention slip out of his desk drawer.

I wanted to shout: My dad! I live with my dad. But why 
bother? 

The bell rang, ending third period, and I hoped 
Farbinger’d hurry up, so I could talk to Jessica before English. 
I shook my long bangs into my eyes to hide my impatience. 
He’d definitely make sure I was late if he thought I was anx-
ious to get going. 

“Miss Tamaki, I’m afraid I have no choice but to give 
you a detention tomorrow afternoon. I want you to think 
about what is and what is not appropriate for school.”

Like I hadn’t heard that one before. Just give me the slip 
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and let me go. As if he were doing something of incredible 
importance, like signing the Constitution of Canada, he 
filled in my name with a gold pen while I squirmed. 

“This is precisely the reason we have a dress code here at 
Maywood Junior High,” he told me.

Hurry up already!
After a million years, he handed me the form.
“I think I need a pass for English,” I said.
“You still have two minutes.” He shooed me out the 

door. “And Miss Tamaki? If I hear that you’ve taken that coat 
off during the day, it’s an automatic suspension.”

Tempting offer. I could stay in bed and read all day. I raced 
out into the almost-deserted halls, his coat flapping behind 
me like a sail. Naturally, my locker was all the way on the 
other side of the building. When I finally got there, I spun 
the combination and thumped the door a couple of times—
that was the only way to get it open. It still took three tries. 
There was no way to make it now. Our English teacher was 
really big on us being in our seats when the bell rang, and so 
far I’d disappointed him at least six times. About to be seven.

The bell clanged in my ears as I came tearing around the 
corner by the gym. Unfortunately, Mr. Franklin and Morty, 
two of our school janitors, also happened to be coming 
around the corner—only from the opposite direction.

We were on a preordained custodial collision course.
Like a conspirator, the belt from Farbinger’s coat snaked 



5

A Month of Mondays

itself around my ankles, tripping me. I crashed into Franklin’s 
enormous belly and bounced off. Morty caught him under 
the arms and swayed ominously from Franklin’s weight, but 
in the end, they stood their ground. Nobody bothered to 
catch me, though. My right knee smashed into the tiled floor 
and books shot out of my arms, like they’d been flung from 
a car window. I don’t know if Franklin was angrier at me for 
crashing into him, or at Morty for having to save him. Either 
way, he was not a happy custodian.

“What’s your name?” he yelled after me as I scooped up 
my books and dove through the door into the classroom.

Mr. Baker stopped in the middle of roll call, and every-
one looked at me standing in the doorway. Laughter rippled 
across the room. I must’ve looked pretty comical—my 
pigtails coming loose and Farbinger’s coat hanging all the 
way to the ground.

“Glad you could join us,” Baker said.
“No problem.” I limped my way through a maze of 

backpacks to my seat.
“From your coat,” he said, “I take it you’ve gone liter-

ary on us, Suze. Let me guess…. You’re dressed as Sherlock 
Holmes for Halloween.”

“Nope,” I grinned. “I’m a flasher.” 


