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				"... and that is why I should be able to go to camp with my friends in the summer," spoke Allie confidently to her parents at dinner. She was trying to persuade her parents that she could attend a week and a half sleep away camp in the summer. 
"Well..." replied her mom and dad, looking at each other. Allie looked at them patiently, crossing her fingers. 
"We will think about it," her dad finally answered. He and her mom exchanged looks. 
"They'll never let you go," laughed Allie's older brother Jack. Allie replied by rolling her eyes, but she hid behind her blonde hair, knowing that Jack was probably right. The dinner table was silent for a few moments. The only noise was the chewing of spaghetti. 
"Please pass the salt," Allie asked quietly, breaking the silence. She shook the salt onto her pasta, but then it flew out of her hand and salt spilled onto the table. 
"Oops!" She exclaimed, brushing the salt off the table.
 

	"Looks like somebody's going to have bad luck!" Jack laughed. 
"Jack," sighed her mom. 
	"What do you mean?" Allie asked in a shaky voice. 
"If you spill salt, then you have bad luck - everybody knows that!" He explained with a mouthful of spaghetti. 
"Don't listen to him, Allie," her dad said. The rest of the dinner was eaten in silence. 
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				The night passed slowly as she lay in her bed. Even though she knew her mom was right, she kept thinking about what Jack had said. 
	Bad luck? What does he mean?  Allie finally fell asleep after what felt like hours of worrying. 
BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! Allie's alarm rang at 6:45AM. 
"Too early!" She muttered. Allie shut the alarm off and went back to sleep. Later, she woke up and looked at the clock next to her bed. 
"8:00?! I'm going to be late for school!" Allie exclaimed. She jumped out of her bed, put on school clothes, and ran out of the house. Backpack in her hand, she stuffed a piece of toast in her mouth for breakfast. 
"Allie?" Her mom shouted. 
"Bye!" She shouted back, then kept on running. 




She ran to school as fast as a race car. Panting, Allie ran through the hallways. Luckily, no one was in the hallways. Her legs started to burn, but Allie finally arrived at her classroom door and knocked. 
"How nice of you to finally join us," said her math teacher, Mr. Levi said, opening the door. 
	"Sorry, I woke up late," Allie mumbled. She walked to her desk with her head down and sat down. It felt like the whole class was staring at her. 
"I'm passing out your math tests from yesterday that I graded," Mr. Levi announced. As he passed them out, Allie stared at her grade. Red X's everywhere! Her parents would be disappointed.
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			Finally, lunch came. Allie was going to go get her lunch when she realized that she forgot to pack one. Allie got into the dreaded hot lunch line. The lunch lady plopped some unrecognizable food onto her tray. Allie sat down by herself at a lunch table because her best friend had music practice. Allie poked the so-called meat loaf.  Then, she started wondering, Was Jack right? Does spilling salt REALLY mean good luck? I've been having bad luck all day! 
Allie came home (after being chased by an angry German Shepard) and had a snack of Ritz crackers. 

	"How was your day?" Her mom asked her. 
	Horrible! Jack was right. Spilling salt did give me bad luck!" 
"Don't listen to Jack. Sometimes we are so scared that we cause bad luck. Think about it." Her mom stood up and left Allie something to think about. Waking up late, failing the math test, and forgetting lunch was all caused by herself! 


	At dinner, Allie and her family were eating chicken noodle soup when her parents announced something. 
"Allie, we've decided that... you can go to camp!" 
"What?" Jack yelled, spitting a mouthful of soup on to the dinner table. 
	"REALLY??!" She screamed so loudly that everyone had to cover their ears. 
"Yes," her dad said smiling. Allie had to pinch herself to make sure was not dreaming. It looked like her luck had come back. 
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				Danni L is a fifth grader who lives in the state of California. She likes play basketball and read books. Danni likes to read so much that she usually reads while she eats! She wrote this book because she likes to write bad luck scenarios. Her favorite part in the book is when the cafeteria lady plopped some unrecognizable food on to her plate. Danni has an energetic younger brother who is in second grade.
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