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Alvin becomes a big brother in the fifth book in the hilarious chapter book series that tackles
anxiety in a fun, kid-friendly way. Perfect for both beginning and reluctant readers, and fans of
Diary of a Wimpy Kid!Alvin, an Asian American second grader who's afraid of everything, has
started to notice his mother getting bigger . . . and bigger. Alvin's sure it's all the mochi cakes
she's been eating, but it turns out she's pregnant! There are lots of scary things about babies, as
everybody knows. There's learning CPR for the newborn and changing diapers (no way). But the
scariest thing of all is the fact that the baby could be a GIRL. As a result of the stress, Alvin puts
on a few pounds and—in one hilarious misunderstanding—worries that he might actually be
pregnant, too!A humorous and touching series about facing your fears and embracing new
experiences—with a truly unforgettable character—from author Lenore Look and New York
Times bestselling and Caldecott Honor winning illustrator LeUyen Pham.“Alvin’s a winner.” —
New York Post

"Compelling characters and their passionate differences...drive the plot...unforgettable family
and friendship story...a great cross-curriculum title." BOOKLIST, starred Booklist, ALA, Starred
Review"Park creates a Korean-American seventh-grader so lifelike she jumps off the
page....introduces many issues relevant to budding adolescents." PW Publishers Weekly"A rich
work that treats serious issues with warmth, respect, and a good deal of humor." KIRKUS
REVIEWS, starred Kirkus Reviews, Starred"This skillfully written tale will have wide appeal."
SCHOOL LIBRARY JOURNAL, starred School Library Journal, Starred"Park has a sensitive ear
for the nuances of self-doubt and burgeoning self-awareness that permeate junior-high
experience." THE BULLETIN Bulletin of the Center for Children's Books"Julia is a vivacious
character...provide[s] interesting glimpses into how fiction is written." HORN BOOK Horn Book
—About the AuthorLinda Sue Park is the author of the Newbery Medal-winning A Single Shard,
the best-seller A Long Walk to Water, and the highly-praised novel Prairie Lotus.
She has also written several acclaimed picture books and serves on the advisory board of We
Need Diverse Books. She lives in western New York with her family. www.lindasuepark.com,
Twitter: @LindaSueParkExcerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.ONEPATRICK
AND I became friends because of a vegetable. Not just any vegetable. A cabbage. And
not just any old cabbage. A Korean pickled cabbage. Which isn’t a round cabbage like Peter
Rabbit would eat, but a longer, leafier kind. It gets cut up and salted and packed in big jars with
lots of garlic, green onions, and hot red pepper, and then it’s called kimchee. Kimchee is really
spicy. Koreans eat it for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. I don’t like kimchee. My mom says that
when I was little, I used to eat it. She’d rinse off the spiciness and give me a bite or two. When I
got to be six or seven years old, she stopped rinsing it. Most Korean mothers do that, and most



Korean kids keep eating it. Not me. I hated the spiciness, and I still do. My mom keeps telling
me I should eat it because it’s refreshing. But what’s so refreshing about having your mouth on
fire? My family used to tease me about not liking kimchee. My dad said maybe it meant I
wasn’t really Korean. “We should have your DNA tested,” he’d tell me. The seven-year-old
snotbrain named Kenny who lives with us—?otherwise known as my little brother—?would wave
big pieces in front of me and threaten to force me to eat them. Another thing about kimchee is,
it has a really strong smell. Even though it’s stored in jars, you can still smell it, right through the
jar and the refrigerator door. It sends out these feelers through the whole house. Three years
ago, when I was in fourth grade, we were living in Chicago. I’d made friends with a girl named
Sarah. The first time she came over to play, she stopped dead in the entryway and said, “Eww!
What’s that smell?” I’d never really noticed it. Smells are funny that way—?they can sort of
disappear if you live with them all the time. But Sarah was so grossed out that I was really
embarrassed. The exact same thing happened again a few weeks later, this time with two
friends, a boy named Michael and his sister, Lily. They both stopped dead in their tracks and
grabbed their noses. Then they insisted that we play outside because they couldn’t stand the
smell. I asked my mom to stop making kimchee, but she told me I was being
unreasonable. When we moved to Plainfield two years ago, our new apartment didn’t smell
like kimchee—?for about half a day. Then my mom unpacked some groceries, including a big jar
of kimchee. Sigh. I met Patrick on our second day in Plainfield, a Saturday morning. Actually, I
saw him on the first day; he was hanging around on his front steps three doors down, watching
the movers. Him and his three brothers as well. I noticed him right away, not because of the way
he looked—?brown hair in a normal boy-haircut, a few freckles, a gap between his front teeth
that predicted braces in his future—?but because he seemed to be the closest to my age. The
other three boys were little, younger even than Kenny. On the second day, I took a break from
unpacking and went out to have a good look at the neighborhood. There they were again, the
four boys, like they’d never moved off the steps. This time there was a girl with them, too, but she
was a lot older. Patrick came down the steps and said hello and told me his name. I said hi
back and told him mine. “Can I see inside your house?” he asked. “Sure,” I said. As we
started down the sidewalk, we were suddenly surrounded by his three brothers. “Can we
come, too?” “Patrick, we wanna see.” “Patrick, what’s her name?” Patrick stopped walking.
“Claire!” he yelled. The girl on the steps looked up from picking at her nails. “Yeah?” she
said. “Make them stay with you,” Patrick said. “I can’t go barging in with all of them.” “I’m
leaving soon. Michelle is picking me up to go to the mall.” “Well, that means I’ll be looking after
them then. So you take them for now.” Claire stood up. “YOU BEEN ICKY!” she yelled. At
least that was what it sounded like to me, but later I learned that their names were Hugh, Ben,
and Nicholas, and that Hugh was a year older than Ben and Nicky, who were twins, and that they
usually got called “Hugh-Ben-Nicky” all in one breath. “Aw—” “Patrick—” “Pleeeeease can
we—” “Hugh, let’s go see if there are any cookies,” Claire said. Hugh let go of Patrick’s arm
and turned back toward their house. Ben and Nicky trotted after him. Patrick grinned at me. “If



you get Hugh to do something, you’ve got all three of them,” he explained. As we walked in the
door of my house, Patrick tilted his head and sniffed. I braced myself for his
reaction. “Whoa,” he said. “What’s that? It smells great!” That was the beginning of Patrick’s
love affair with kimchee. Whenever he eats dinner with us, my mom puts one bowl of kimchee on
the table for the family and gives Patrick a whole private bowl for himself. He eats it in huge
mouthfuls, sometimes without even adding any rice. I can hardly stand to watch him. Maybe
he’s the one who needs his DNA
tested.“Goats.” “No.” “Sheep.” “No.” “Swine.” “Wine?” Patrick and I were sitting on the
floor of my room. He was reading aloud from a pamphlet. I was sewing up one of the cushions I
keep on my bed. It had split the week before when we had a pillow fight, and the stuffing was
falling out. Patrick snorted. “Not wine, ssswine. You think they’d let us anywhere near alcohol?
Anyway, we’ve already decided to do an animal project. Wine is not an animal.” Patrick and I
had just joined the Wiggle Club. Its real name is the Work-Grow-Give-Live! Club (Plainfield
Chapter), which means its initials are WGGL, which is why all the kids call it Wiggle. The
Wiggle Club is supposed to teach kids about farming. Or at least it started out like that, a long
time ago. It used to be for kids who lived on farms, far apart from each other, and it gave them a
way to get together. These days, hardly anyone lives on farms; most of the land has been taken
over by giant companies. Then the Wiggle clubs got started in cities and suburbs, so now we
have one in Plainfield. That’s what Mr. Maxwell told us, anyway. He’s the guy who runs the
Wiggle Club, and he owns one of the only small farms left near Plainfield. In January, club
members sign up to do a project. They work on it for months, and the best ones get chosen to be
exhibited at the state fair in August. Now it was March, and everyone else in the club had been
working on their projects for a couple of months. Patrick and I had signed up only a week ago, so
we were going to have to work fast. We’d just attended our first meeting, where we decided
we’d do an Animal Husbandry project. “Mr. Maxwell?” Patrick had waved his hand. “Why is it
called Animal Husbandry? Are we only allowed to work with male animals?” Mr. Maxwell
laughed. “No, Patrick, we work with both male and female animals. It’s called husbandry
because it’s raising animals, taking care of them—” Patrick interrupted him. “Then why isn’t it
called Animal Wifery? Wives take care of stuff—?I mean, like raising babies—?more than
husbands do, don’t they?” Patrick isn’t a rude person, but he really gets into things sometimes,
and his ideas sort of pop out of him like he doesn’t have any control over them. His question
made Mr. Maxwell pause a second. “Hmm. I think maybe it’s because the word ‘husband’ has
another meaning, one that not many people use anymore. It means to guard or watch over—?
like if someone’s resting, we say they’re ‘husbanding their strength.’” Patrick thought it over. He
said, “Okay, I get it. But wouldn’t it be fairer just to call it Animal Parentry?” That made Mr.
Maxwell laugh again. “That would be fairer. Maybe you could start a campaign to change it. In
the meantime—” He handed Patrick a Wiggle pamphlet on Animal Husbandry projects. Patrick
began reading it right away. He loves to read. He goes to the library all the time, and if he reads
something interesting, he absolutely has to tell me about it. Once, when he was reading late at



night about crows, he got so excited about how smart they are—?they can learn to imitate
sounds like car engines or dogs barking, he told me afterward—?that he forgot how late it was
and called me. My dad answered the phone and yelled at him. So now when Patrick’s excited
like that, he sends me an e-mail instead. Wiggle meetings are held in the community
recreation building a few blocks away from where I live. When the meeting ended, we walked to
my house. We went up to my room, and that was when Patrick started reading the pamphlet out
loud to me.Patrick and I went through the whole list of animals. It was discouraging. Most of them
were big farm animals, and the rest were ordinary pets—?dogs, cats, hamsters. We couldn’t pick
dogs or cats because the townhouses we live in don’t allow pets that aren’t in cages. “We
could do a hamster project,” Patrick said doubtfully. “Bo-o-o-ring,” I said. I needed one more
piece of thread to finish sewing up the cushion’s seam. I licked the end of the thread, held up the
needle, and took a deep breath. I always want to thread a needle on my first try—?it’s a thing
with me. I poked the thread at the needle’s eye. Bingo. “Reptiles,” Patrick said. “Reptiles are
more interesting. Maybe we could raise some kind of . . . of snake. No, not snakes—?lizards.
Lizards would be cool.” I pulled the thread halfway through and knotted the ends together. “I
don’t think so,” I said as I started stitching. “My mom hates snakes, which means she probably
wouldn’t be too keen on lizards, either. And a snake at your house?” I snorted and shook my
head. Patrick nodded. “Gak,” he said, which is what he always says when he’s frustrated.
“Yeah, you’re right.” Both of his parents work, so during the day his grandmother looks after the
family. Patrick is the third oldest, after Claire and Katie, and then Hugh-Ben-Nicky. Their gram
does the best she can, but nothing, and I mean nothing, is safe from those three. Patrick
shares a bedroom with his three brothers, and ages ago he started storing all his important stuff
at my house. My mom doesn’t mind, because he’s very tidy about it. He even leaves his
backpack here most days, and picks it up every morning when we walk to school. It’s easy,
because we always do our homework together anyway. “Maybe we should do a gardening
project instead,” Patrick said. “Remember that girl Mr. Maxwell told us about who grew three
different kinds of strawberries, and made jam from them, and wrote about which made the best
jam—” “Bo-o-o-ring,” I said again. “Well, don’t forget, Jules, she won a prize at the state
fair.” Patrick usually calls me Jules, which I kind of like. Everyone else calls me Julia. A long
time ago I tried out “Pat” in my head as a nickname for him, but it didn’t seem to fit. “Yeah, but
not for the gardening,” I said. “She won a ribbon for the jam. For the cooking part—?you know,
that cooking and sewing category.” “Domestic Arts,” Patrick said. “But it was still a really good
project. Mr. Maxwell said so, because it counted in two categories, Gardening and Domestic
Arts. I wish we could think of an animal project like that.” Patrick looked at the alarm clock on
the bedside table. It was almost five o’clock. “I’d better go,” he said. Now that his older sisters are
in high school, they’re almost never home, and Patrick usually helps his gram give Hugh-Ben-
Nicky an early supper. He stood up and put the pamphlet next to the clock. “I’m leaving this here.
Read it before you go to bed. I’ve already read it, so I’ll think about it. Maybe one of us will wake
up with a good idea.” That’s one of Patrick’s favorite theories. He read somewhere that people



remember stuff better if they read or think about it right before they fall asleep. We always try to
study for a test together at bedtime, on the phone or by instant messaging. I glanced at the
pamphlet as we left the room. It would probably take a while before I got around to reading it. I
don’t like to read, not the way Patrick does. Besides, he reads enough for both of us.I’ve got
another story to tell you, and I’m going to do it here, between the chapters.Every story has
another story inside, but you don’t usually get to read the inside one. It’s deleted or torn up or
maybe filed away before the story becomes a book; lots of times it doesn’t even get written down
in the first place. If you’d rather read my story without interruption, you can skip these sections.
Really and truly. I hereby give you official permission.But if you’re interested in learning about
how this book was written—?background information, mistakes, maybe even a secret or two—?
you’ve come to the right place. Some people like that sort of thing. It’s mostly conversations
between me and the author, Ms. Park. We had a lot of discussions while she was writing. Here
we go.Me:Why am I named Julia?Ms. Park:You’re named after my sister. Sort of. Her name is
Julie.Me:What about Patrick?Ms. Park:Oh, that’s just a name I like. But his character is partly
based on a boy named Mark who lived across the street from me when I was growing up. Mark
had five or six brothers and sisters, and he always had some kind of project going. I liked
hanging out with him and was sad when he moved away after only a year in the neighborhood. I
guess writing about Patrick is a way for me to spend more time with Mark.Me:Do you know
what’s going to happen in the story? Do you already know the ending?Ms. Park:I have a general
idea of how I want the story to go, but nothing definite yet. Really just you and Patrick and the
Wiggle project—?that’s all I’ve got so far.Me:Hmm. It looks like you could use some help. Good
thing I’m here. And I have one more question. That part about the friends who thought the house
smelled awful. Did that really happen?Ms. Park:To me or to you?Me:To you, of course. I know it
happened to me.Ms. Park:Yes. But it happened to me in third grade, not fourth grade.Me:Is that,
like, legal? To change stuff like that?Ms. Park:It is if you’re writing fiction. . . . Fiction is about the
truth, even if it’s not always factual. I changed the fact about the grade, but not the truth about the
feelings. Get it?Me:Yeah. I think so.Okay, do you see how this is going to work? On to chapter 2
now, and I’ll see you on the other side.Read more
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead,
events, or locales is entirely coincidental.Text copyright © 2013 by Lenore LookJacket art and
interior illustrations copyright © 2013 by LeUyen PhamAll rights reserved. Published in the
United States by Schwartz & Wade Books, an imprint of Random House Children’s Books, a
division of Random House, Inc., New York.Schwartz & Wade Books and the colophonare
trademarks of Random House, Inc.Visit us on the Web!Educators and librarians, for a variety of
teaching tools, visit us atRandom House Children’s Books supports the First Amendment and
celebrates the right to read.v3.1ContentsCoverTitle PageCopyrightAuthor’s
AcknowledgmentsChapter One: A Dark and Stormy NightChapter Two: The Rest of the Dark
and Stormy NightChapter Three: Alvin Doesn’t Look So WellChapter Four: The Trouble with
Eating for TwoChapter Five: Personal Donations KitChapter Six: The Pregnancy TestChapter
Seven: A Scary SurpriseChapter Eight: The Trouble with Naming a BabyChapter Nine: Gone,
Just Like ThatChapter Ten: The Alien Detection MachineChapter Eleven: Decoding Your Baby’s
CriesChapter Twelve: “I Miss You, Dad.”Chapter Thirteen: Sibling SchoolChapter Fourteen: My
Mom Was Getting Bigger and Bigger!Chapter Fifteen: A Snow Day!Chapter Sixteen: It’s a …
Alvin Ho’s Simply Pathetic Glossary“Every child begins the world again.”—Henry David
Thoreau, Walden“Babies come from BabyStore.com, as everyone knows.”—Alvin“It’s the worst
thing that’s ever happened to me. He cries all night. He wears a diaper. He smells bad. And my
mom and dad pet him like crazy.”—Scooter“Babies need kissing.”—Anibelly“It makes different
cries for hunger, pain, fear, loneliness … and diaper change. And you have to figure out which
cry means what, or else.”—Calvin“Boys don’t have babies, do they?”—Nhia“I CAN’T WAIT
FOR THIS PREGNANCY TO BE OVER!”—AlvinAnn Kelley for her incomparable editing.The
Phamtastic LeUyen Pham for bringing Alvin to life.Anne Schwartz for loving Alvin even before he
was born.Lucy Dzina, who knows how to put on a hockey uniform.Shepherd Dzina for wearing
one.it was a dark and stormy night.My name is Alvin Ho. I was born scared and I’m still scared,
so a dark and stormy night is a really crummy way to start a book.C R A A A A A A A A A
A C K!!!!BOOOM!Usually it takes a couple of pages for things to get really creepy. But not this
time!C R A A A A A A A C K!!!!Worse, I was already freaking out before the storm even
began.Normally, I’m afraid of many things.Moldy food.Hairy ice cream.Hairy ears.A full
moon.Battlefields.Cemeteries.CPR. (Cell phone radiation.)Dark and stormy nights.But this was
not normal.I had only one issue.And it was DA BOMB.MY MOM IS GOING TO HAVE A BABY!!!
How this happened, I have no idea. My mom said she told us months ago, but I don’t remember
hearing about such a thing. Ever.And now it’s too late.“Darling, you know I can’t return it,” my
mom said. “It’s not the same as buying a toy and then changing your mind. There are no refunds
on babies.”I knew that. Babies come from BabyStore.com, as everyone knows, and when your
mom shops in the clearance bins you’re stuck with whatever she buys. All sales final. No refunds.



No returns.The baby was a Final Sale.I wiped my eyes on my sleeve.It was after dinner and I
was helping my mom put our dirty dishes in the dishwasher. Normally, I like helping her or my
dad after dinner. It’s our alone-time together. Calvin and Anibelly aren’t good cleaner-uppers, but
I am, and so is my dad. But this was not normal. We were not alone.Little ears were
listening.“Alvin,” said my mom. “Don’t you remember when we took your grandparents out for
dim sum and your dad and I gave everyone the news together?”No.“Don’t you remember that it
was all we talked about at dinner for a while?” asked my mom.Not really.I thought we were
playing the what-if game. You know, someone asks, “What if … Godzilla came to Concord,
where would you go?” Or “What if … Babezilla were born into your family, what would you
do?”“There are pictures of the baby on the refrigerator,” said my mom, pointing to the curling
squares stuck to the door with magnets.Baby?That’s a baby?I thought they were satellite
pictures of UFO landings!I opened my eyes. I looked really hard. I tried to imagine a baby in the
white lines and dark spaces. But all I saw were light beams from an alien spacecraft, and maybe
an alien or two if I concentrated as hard as I do for a spelling test.“Alvin,” said my mom. “Haven’t
you noticed the baby growing inside me?” She rubbed her tummy.No.I thought maybe my mom
had gotten chubby, but I wasn’t sure. Who could tell with all the loose clothing she’s been
wearing? I was pretty sure that one of the rules of being a gentleman is to not notice when a lady
puts on a few extra pounds. But if you break that rule, then you’d better not even think of
breaking the next one, which is to not ask her about it or else!“Darling,” said my mom, “I’m sorry
you didn’t know.”I was sorry too.All I know is that my troubles began during show-and-tell, when
Scooter showed pictures of his new baby brother.“It’s the worst thing that’s ever happened to
me,” said Scooter. “He cries all night. He wears a diaper. He smells bad. And my mom and dad
pet him like crazy.”He wiped away a tear.Then someone said that it looked like my mom was
going to have a baby too.It was news to me.Then someone else asked when the baby was
coming.I had no idea.“My mom says it looks like it could be any day now,” said Flea, who’s a girl,
and who sits next to me. And girls, as everyone knows, are very annoying.I wanted to set her
straight, but I couldn’t. My voice doesn’t work in school, where I haven’t said a word since
kindergarten.“You should come over to my house and see the baby,” Scooter said. “That way you
can see the bomb before it hits you.”I nodded.Then Miss P, our second-grade teacher, beamed
and said, “Congratulations, Alvin! That’s such wonderful news!”It freaked me out! She’s never
congratulated me for anything, ever. And if it was such wonderful news, why did I suddenly feel
so sick?In fact, I ended up going to the nurse’s office.Soon after that, my mom had to come and
take me home.And I’ve been feeling like a ferry tipping to one side and taking on water ever
since.“Why don’t you run along and relax,” said my mom. “I’ll finish in here.”Relax? How can
anyone relax when they’re on the brink of ruindom?I mean, what if the baby’s a girl?I already
have a girl for a sister, and the problem with a sister, as everyone knows, is that you can’t thump
her. With a brother, a good pounding usually settles everything.Worse, how will I ever keep an
eye on things? It’s hard enough already with Anibelly getting into my toys, eating my food and
drinking my chocolate milk.Who can run along and relax?“Is it a boy … or a girl?” I asked my



mom.My mom smiled her mysterious momsmile and rubbed her tummy. “I don’t know,” she said.
“I want to be surprised.”Surprised???“But I’m allergic to surprises,” I said. “If a meteorite is
heading for me, I’d like to know about it!”My mom’s smile disappeared.Her eyes narrowed.She
crossed her arms.The look on her face said she was NOT carrying a meteorite in her belly.I
blinked.I wiped away a tear.Then I ran into the living room and sat down next to Calvin, who was
in front of the TV.I breathed in.I breathed out.In.Out.In.Out.Extreme breathing is very loud, like
my dad’s car, Louise, when she’s going uphill. It’s something I learned to do from my scary
psychotherapist. She said to breathe deeply whenever I need to calm down, and to imagine my
breath blowing away all my troubles like wind blowing away dust.Cough. Cough.It’s never worked
before.And it wasn’t working now.I wasn’t calm, or relaxed.Worse, Calvin ignored me
completely!“calvin?” i said. “Did you know Mom’s going to have a baby?”“Of course,” said Calvin,
still not looking up from his phone. “Everyone knows.”“I didn’t,” I said.“You’re not so good at
paying attention,” said Calvin, his thumbs hopping up and down on his new cell phone which he
got for no good reason except he goes to so many activities after school that he needs to call my
mom and dad for rides all the time, it isn’t fair. He’s nine, and I’m seven, which also isn’t fair.“But
—” I began.“Shhh,” said Calvin.“The recent rash of burglaries in Concord continued today with
three break-ins before noon, and police say they may finally have a lead in the case,” said the
news announcer on TV.Gasp!“Stay tuned for more details.”I froze.My dad was on a business trip
in Connecticut, which is even harder to spell than Massachusetts. Usually, we don’t miss him too
much when he goes away for a few days. But this was not usual. It was a dark and stormy night.
And there was a thief on the loose.“Mommmm!” screamed Calvin, his thumbs hopping like
crazy.“You don’t need to scream in the house,” my mom yelled from the kitchen. “I can hear you
just fine.”“Three more homes were broken into today,” Calvin shouted.“Oh dear,” said my mom,
hurrying into the living room. She sat down on the couch next to Anibelly, who immediately threw
her arms around my mom. If I didn’t mention Anibelly before it’s on account of she’s always
hanging around me and Calvin but doing her own thing, like a fungus between two toes. And my
dad says it’s not necessary to mention fungus, snot and earwax all the time.“I’m scared,”
squeaked Anibelly, who’s four and who’s hardly ever afraid of anything. Not like me. I’m fearful of
everything. Especially of Anibelly being scared.“There’s no need to be afraid,” said my mom,
pulling Anibelly close. “Lucy’s a very good guard dog, aren’t you, Lucy?”“O o o o w w w o o
o o!” howled Lucy.“She said yes, right, Mom?” asked Calvin, his thumbs still bobbing like a
couple of worms on the tiny keyboard.“Darling,” my mom said firmly, which doesn’t mean
“darling” at all when she says it that way. “You know the rules about the phone.”“I knnnow …,”
said Calvin. His thumbs sped up, then stopped. “Sorry, Mom,” he said.My mom gave him The
Eye. She likes us to be polite, and she’s told Calvin a squillion times to hold his thumbs still while
someone is talking to him.If she only knew.“Thieves think twice before coming near a house with
a dog,” my mom said. “It’s just easier to go where no one’s making so much noise.”“Did you hear
that, Lucy?” Anibelly asked. She slipped off my mom’s lap, slid down beside Lucy and gave her a
squeeze.I was this close to throwing myself at my mom and telling her how scared I was. But I



didn’t. I had a feeling a gentleman wouldn’t throw himself like that at a lady, especially a pregnant
lady. Worse, I was so freaked out that I couldn’t speak—I couldn’t even squeak—just like when
I’m at school.“Concord police say a suspect was spotted leaving a house this afternoon on
Jennie Dugan Road,” the announcer said. “The suspect was a white male, about six feet tall,
dressed in a black coat, carrying a black bag and wearing black sunglasses.”C R A A A A A
A A A A A A C K!BOOOOOOM!“Police say residents should report any suspicious activity
and lock their doors.”Music played. A shampoo commercial came on. A lady whipped her hair
around in slow-mo, which made Anibelly get up and whip her hair in fast-mo. I was in no-
mo.“Lock their doors?” Calvin asked. “But we never lock our doors.”“We should take
precautions,” my mom said. She didn’t sound particularly worried, which in a normal town might
be okay. But we live in Concord, Massachusetts, which is hard to spell, and which is where the
American Revolutionary War began with all sorts of explosions, and where famous dead authors
are still in their homes leading tours.B O O O O O M!C R A A A A A S H!Lucy’s ears
shot straight up.Calvin jumped—which made me jump, on account of Calvin never jumps except
to kick my butt. He knows karate, and someday he’ll climb Mount Everest without oxygen, I just
know it. And when you’re tough like that, it takes a lot to make you jump.“What’s that?” Calvin
asked, dropping his phone.“It’s just the wind,” said my mom.“It could be the robberer,” said
Anibelly.“It’s not the thief,” said my mom, going to the window, but still not running to lock the
doors. We hurried after her.“How do you know?” Calvin asked.“If you were a thief, would you be
out tonight?” asked my mom.Calvin looked into the storm. The rain was coming down so hard it
looked like a vertical Walden Pond!Thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap!Anibelly covered
her ears.“It’s only a branch hitting the house,” said my mom. “There’s nothing to worry about.
When your dad’s away, we’ve got two men of the house instead of one—right, boys?”Thwap-
thwap-thwap!C R A A A A A A A A A C K!B O O O O O M!Calvin and I looked at each
other.Then Z Z Z Z Z A P!We weren’t looking at each other anymore.It was as black as a
dead computer screen.“E e e e e e e e e k!” cried Anibelly, followed by the sound of
Anibelly being picked up.“It’s all right,” said my mom in her let’s-not-panic voice. “Let’s find some
flashlights. Hopefully, the power will come back soon.”“I’ll get them, Mom,” said Calvin, suddenly
sounding like my dad. “I know where they are.”Calvin lit his way with the flashlight app on his
phone, the bubble of light growing tinier and tinier until he was gone, like a shiny pearl swallowed
by the vast black sea.Now I was the only man of the house.Thwap-dok-thwap-thwap-dok-thwap-
dok!I went skinless.W a a a a a a a a a a h! Crying is really great, especially when you’re
the man of the house and you don’t have any scary quillery on your chin, not even a
whisker.Even the shadows on the wall were strange—my mom was as big as an SUV! I’d seen
something like it before.…This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents
either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to
actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.Text copyright © 2013
by Lenore LookJacket art and interior illustrations copyright © 2013 by LeUyen PhamAll rights
reserved. Published in the United States by Schwartz & Wade Books, an imprint of Random
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AcknowledgmentsChapter One: A Dark and Stormy NightChapter Two: The Rest of the Dark
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Eating for TwoChapter Five: Personal Donations KitChapter Six: The Pregnancy TestChapter
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CriesChapter Twelve: “I Miss You, Dad.”Chapter Thirteen: Sibling SchoolChapter Fourteen: My
Mom Was Getting Bigger and Bigger!Chapter Fifteen: A Snow Day!Chapter Sixteen: It’s a …
Alvin Ho’s Simply Pathetic Glossary“Every child begins the world again.”—Henry David
Thoreau, Walden“Babies come from BabyStore.com, as everyone knows.”—Alvin“It’s the worst
thing that’s ever happened to me. He cries all night. He wears a diaper. He smells bad. And my
mom and dad pet him like crazy.”—Scooter“Babies need kissing.”—Anibelly“It makes different



cries for hunger, pain, fear, loneliness … and diaper change. And you have to figure out which
cry means what, or else.”—Calvin“Boys don’t have babies, do they?”—Nhia“I CAN’T WAIT
FOR THIS PREGNANCY TO BE OVER!”—AlvinAnn Kelley for her incomparable editing.The
Phamtastic LeUyen Pham for bringing Alvin to life.Anne Schwartz for loving Alvin even before he
was born.Lucy Dzina, who knows how to put on a hockey uniform.Shepherd Dzina for wearing
one.“Every child begins the world again.”—Henry David Thoreau, Walden“Babies come from
BabyStore.com, as everyone knows.”—Alvin“It’s the worst thing that’s ever happened to me. He
cries all night. He wears a diaper. He smells bad. And my mom and dad pet him like crazy.”—
Scooter“Babies need kissing.”—Anibelly“It makes different cries for hunger, pain, fear,
loneliness … and diaper change. And you have to figure out which cry means what, or else.”—
Calvin“Boys don’t have babies, do they?”—Nhia“I CAN’T WAIT FOR THIS PREGNANCY
TO BE OVER!”—AlvinAnn Kelley for her incomparable editing.The Phamtastic LeUyen Pham
for bringing Alvin to life.Anne Schwartz for loving Alvin even before he was born.Lucy Dzina, who
knows how to put on a hockey uniform.Shepherd Dzina for wearing one.it was a dark and stormy
night.My name is Alvin Ho. I was born scared and I’m still scared, so a dark and stormy night is a
really crummy way to start a book.C R A A A A A A A A A A C K!!!!BOOOM!Usually it
takes a couple of pages for things to get really creepy. But not this time!C R A A A A A A A
C K!!!!Worse, I was already freaking out before the storm even began.Normally, I’m afraid of
many things.Moldy food.Hairy ice cream.Hairy ears.A full moon.Battlefields.Cemeteries.CPR.
(Cell phone radiation.)Dark and stormy nights.But this was not normal.I had only one issue.And
it was DA BOMB.MY MOM IS GOING TO HAVE A BABY!!!How this happened, I have no idea.
My mom said she told us months ago, but I don’t remember hearing about such a thing.
Ever.And now it’s too late.“Darling, you know I can’t return it,” my mom said. “It’s not the same as
buying a toy and then changing your mind. There are no refunds on babies.”I knew that. Babies
come from BabyStore.com, as everyone knows, and when your mom shops in the clearance
bins you’re stuck with whatever she buys. All sales final. No refunds. No returns.The baby was a
Final Sale.I wiped my eyes on my sleeve.It was after dinner and I was helping my mom put our
dirty dishes in the dishwasher. Normally, I like helping her or my dad after dinner. It’s our alone-
time together. Calvin and Anibelly aren’t good cleaner-uppers, but I am, and so is my dad. But
this was not normal. We were not alone.Little ears were listening.“Alvin,” said my mom. “Don’t
you remember when we took your grandparents out for dim sum and your dad and I gave
everyone the news together?”No.“Don’t you remember that it was all we talked about at dinner
for a while?” asked my mom.Not really.I thought we were playing the what-if game. You know,
someone asks, “What if … Godzilla came to Concord, where would you go?” Or “What
if … Babezilla were born into your family, what would you do?”“There are pictures of the baby on
the refrigerator,” said my mom, pointing to the curling squares stuck to the door with
magnets.Baby?That’s a baby?I thought they were satellite pictures of UFO landings!I opened my
eyes. I looked really hard. I tried to imagine a baby in the white lines and dark spaces. But all I
saw were light beams from an alien spacecraft, and maybe an alien or two if I concentrated as



hard as I do for a spelling test.“Alvin,” said my mom. “Haven’t you noticed the baby growing
inside me?” She rubbed her tummy.No.I thought maybe my mom had gotten chubby, but I wasn’t
sure. Who could tell with all the loose clothing she’s been wearing? I was pretty sure that one of
the rules of being a gentleman is to not notice when a lady puts on a few extra pounds. But if you
break that rule, then you’d better not even think of breaking the next one, which is to not ask her
about it or else!“Darling,” said my mom, “I’m sorry you didn’t know.”I was sorry too.All I know is
that my troubles began during show-and-tell, when Scooter showed pictures of his new baby
brother.“It’s the worst thing that’s ever happened to me,” said Scooter. “He cries all night. He
wears a diaper. He smells bad. And my mom and dad pet him like crazy.”He wiped away a
tear.Then someone said that it looked like my mom was going to have a baby too.It was news to
me.Then someone else asked when the baby was coming.I had no idea.“My mom says it looks
like it could be any day now,” said Flea, who’s a girl, and who sits next to me. And girls, as
everyone knows, are very annoying.I wanted to set her straight, but I couldn’t. My voice doesn’t
work in school, where I haven’t said a word since kindergarten.“You should come over to my
house and see the baby,” Scooter said. “That way you can see the bomb before it hits you.”I
nodded.Then Miss P, our second-grade teacher, beamed and said, “Congratulations, Alvin!
That’s such wonderful news!”It freaked me out! She’s never congratulated me for anything, ever.
And if it was such wonderful news, why did I suddenly feel so sick?In fact, I ended up going to
the nurse’s office.Soon after that, my mom had to come and take me home.And I’ve been feeling
like a ferry tipping to one side and taking on water ever since.“Why don’t you run along and
relax,” said my mom. “I’ll finish in here.”Relax? How can anyone relax when they’re on the brink of
ruindom?I mean, what if the baby’s a girl?I already have a girl for a sister, and the problem with a
sister, as everyone knows, is that you can’t thump her. With a brother, a good pounding usually
settles everything.Worse, how will I ever keep an eye on things? It’s hard enough already with
Anibelly getting into my toys, eating my food and drinking my chocolate milk.Who can run along
and relax?“Is it a boy … or a girl?” I asked my mom.My mom smiled her mysterious momsmile
and rubbed her tummy. “I don’t know,” she said. “I want to be surprised.”Surprised???“But I’m
allergic to surprises,” I said. “If a meteorite is heading for me, I’d like to know about it!”My mom’s
smile disappeared.Her eyes narrowed.She crossed her arms.The look on her face said she was
NOT carrying a meteorite in her belly.I blinked.I wiped away a tear.Then I ran into the living room
and sat down next to Calvin, who was in front of the TV.I breathed in.I breathed
out.In.Out.In.Out.Extreme breathing is very loud, like my dad’s car, Louise, when she’s going
uphill. It’s something I learned to do from my scary psychotherapist. She said to breathe deeply
whenever I need to calm down, and to imagine my breath blowing away all my troubles like wind
blowing away dust.Cough. Cough.It’s never worked before.And it wasn’t working now.I wasn’t
calm, or relaxed.Worse, Calvin ignored me completely!it was a dark and stormy night.My name
is Alvin Ho. I was born scared and I’m still scared, so a dark and stormy night is a really crummy
way to start a book.C R A A A A A A A A A A C K!!!!BOOOM!Usually it takes a couple of
pages for things to get really creepy. But not this time!C R A A A A A A A C K!!!!Worse, I



was already freaking out before the storm even began.Normally, I’m afraid of many things.Moldy
food.Hairy ice cream.Hairy ears.A full moon.Battlefields.Cemeteries.CPR. (Cell phone
radiation.)Dark and stormy nights.But this was not normal.I had only one issue.And it was DA
BOMB.MY MOM IS GOING TO HAVE A BABY!!!How this happened, I have no idea. My mom
said she told us months ago, but I don’t remember hearing about such a thing. Ever.And now it’s
too late.“Darling, you know I can’t return it,” my mom said. “It’s not the same as buying a toy and
then changing your mind. There are no refunds on babies.”I knew that. Babies come from
BabyStore.com, as everyone knows, and when your mom shops in the clearance bins you’re
stuck with whatever she buys. All sales final. No refunds. No returns.The baby was a Final Sale.I
wiped my eyes on my sleeve.It was after dinner and I was helping my mom put our dirty dishes in
the dishwasher. Normally, I like helping her or my dad after dinner. It’s our alone-time together.
Calvin and Anibelly aren’t good cleaner-uppers, but I am, and so is my dad. But this was not
normal. We were not alone.Little ears were listening.“Alvin,” said my mom. “Don’t you remember
when we took your grandparents out for dim sum and your dad and I gave everyone the news
together?”No.“Don’t you remember that it was all we talked about at dinner for a while?” asked
my mom.Not really.I thought we were playing the what-if game. You know, someone asks, “What
if … Godzilla came to Concord, where would you go?” Or “What if … Babezilla were born into
your family, what would you do?”“There are pictures of the baby on the refrigerator,” said my
mom, pointing to the curling squares stuck to the door with magnets.Baby?That’s a baby?I
thought they were satellite pictures of UFO landings!I opened my eyes. I looked really hard. I
tried to imagine a baby in the white lines and dark spaces. But all I saw were light beams from an
alien spacecraft, and maybe an alien or two if I concentrated as hard as I do for a spelling
test.“Alvin,” said my mom. “Haven’t you noticed the baby growing inside me?” She rubbed her
tummy.No.I thought maybe my mom had gotten chubby, but I wasn’t sure. Who could tell with all
the loose clothing she’s been wearing? I was pretty sure that one of the rules of being a
gentleman is to not notice when a lady puts on a few extra pounds. But if you break that rule,
then you’d better not even think of breaking the next one, which is to not ask her about it or
else!“Darling,” said my mom, “I’m sorry you didn’t know.”I was sorry too.All I know is that my
troubles began during show-and-tell, when Scooter showed pictures of his new baby brother.“It’s
the worst thing that’s ever happened to me,” said Scooter. “He cries all night. He wears a diaper.
He smells bad. And my mom and dad pet him like crazy.”He wiped away a tear.Then someone
said that it looked like my mom was going to have a baby too.It was news to me.Then someone
else asked when the baby was coming.I had no idea.“My mom says it looks like it could be any
day now,” said Flea, who’s a girl, and who sits next to me. And girls, as everyone knows, are very
annoying.I wanted to set her straight, but I couldn’t. My voice doesn’t work in school, where I
haven’t said a word since kindergarten.“You should come over to my house and see the baby,”
Scooter said. “That way you can see the bomb before it hits you.”I nodded.Then Miss P, our
second-grade teacher, beamed and said, “Congratulations, Alvin! That’s such wonderful
news!”It freaked me out! She’s never congratulated me for anything, ever. And if it was such



wonderful news, why did I suddenly feel so sick?In fact, I ended up going to the nurse’s
office.Soon after that, my mom had to come and take me home.And I’ve been feeling like a ferry
tipping to one side and taking on water ever since.“Why don’t you run along and relax,” said my
mom. “I’ll finish in here.”Relax? How can anyone relax when they’re on the brink of ruindom?I
mean, what if the baby’s a girl?I already have a girl for a sister, and the problem with a sister, as
everyone knows, is that you can’t thump her. With a brother, a good pounding usually settles
everything.Worse, how will I ever keep an eye on things? It’s hard enough already with Anibelly
getting into my toys, eating my food and drinking my chocolate milk.Who can run along and
relax?“Is it a boy … or a girl?” I asked my mom.My mom smiled her mysterious momsmile and
rubbed her tummy. “I don’t know,” she said. “I want to be surprised.”Surprised???“But I’m allergic
to surprises,” I said. “If a meteorite is heading for me, I’d like to know about it!”My mom’s smile
disappeared.Her eyes narrowed.She crossed her arms.The look on her face said she was NOT
carrying a meteorite in her belly.I blinked.I wiped away a tear.Then I ran into the living room and
sat down next to Calvin, who was in front of the TV.I breathed in.I breathed
out.In.Out.In.Out.Extreme breathing is very loud, like my dad’s car, Louise, when she’s going
uphill. It’s something I learned to do from my scary psychotherapist. She said to breathe deeply
whenever I need to calm down, and to imagine my breath blowing away all my troubles like wind
blowing away dust.Cough. Cough.It’s never worked before.And it wasn’t working now.I wasn’t
calm, or relaxed.Worse, Calvin ignored me completely!“calvin?” i said. “Did you know Mom’s
going to have a baby?”“Of course,” said Calvin, still not looking up from his phone. “Everyone
knows.”“I didn’t,” I said.“You’re not so good at paying attention,” said Calvin, his thumbs hopping
up and down on his new cell phone which he got for no good reason except he goes to so many
activities after school that he needs to call my mom and dad for rides all the time, it isn’t fair. He’s
nine, and I’m seven, which also isn’t fair.“But—” I began.“Shhh,” said Calvin.“The recent rash of
burglaries in Concord continued today with three break-ins before noon, and police say they
may finally have a lead in the case,” said the news announcer on TV.Gasp!“Stay tuned for more
details.”I froze.My dad was on a business trip in Connecticut, which is even harder to spell than
Massachusetts. Usually, we don’t miss him too much when he goes away for a few days. But this
was not usual. It was a dark and stormy night. And there was a thief on the loose.“Mommmm!”
screamed Calvin, his thumbs hopping like crazy.“You don’t need to scream in the house,” my
mom yelled from the kitchen. “I can hear you just fine.”“Three more homes were broken into
today,” Calvin shouted.“Oh dear,” said my mom, hurrying into the living room. She sat down on
the couch next to Anibelly, who immediately threw her arms around my mom. If I didn’t mention
Anibelly before it’s on account of she’s always hanging around me and Calvin but doing her own
thing, like a fungus between two toes. And my dad says it’s not necessary to mention fungus,
snot and earwax all the time.“I’m scared,” squeaked Anibelly, who’s four and who’s hardly ever
afraid of anything. Not like me. I’m fearful of everything. Especially of Anibelly being
scared.“There’s no need to be afraid,” said my mom, pulling Anibelly close. “Lucy’s a very good
guard dog, aren’t you, Lucy?”“O o o o w w w o o o o!” howled Lucy.“She said yes, right,



Mom?” asked Calvin, his thumbs still bobbing like a couple of worms on the tiny
keyboard.“Darling,” my mom said firmly, which doesn’t mean “darling” at all when she says it that
way. “You know the rules about the phone.”“I knnnow …,” said Calvin. His thumbs sped up, then
stopped. “Sorry, Mom,” he said.My mom gave him The Eye. She likes us to be polite, and she’s
told Calvin a squillion times to hold his thumbs still while someone is talking to him.If she only
knew.“Thieves think twice before coming near a house with a dog,” my mom said. “It’s just easier
to go where no one’s making so much noise.”“Did you hear that, Lucy?” Anibelly asked. She
slipped off my mom’s lap, slid down beside Lucy and gave her a squeeze.I was this close to
throwing myself at my mom and telling her how scared I was. But I didn’t. I had a feeling a
gentleman wouldn’t throw himself like that at a lady, especially a pregnant lady. Worse, I was so
freaked out that I couldn’t speak—I couldn’t even squeak—just like when I’m at school.“Concord
police say a suspect was spotted leaving a house this afternoon on Jennie Dugan Road,” the
announcer said. “The suspect was a white male, about six feet tall, dressed in a black coat,
carrying a black bag and wearing black sunglasses.”C R A A A A A A A A A A A C K!
BOOOOOOM!“Police say residents should report any suspicious activity and lock their
doors.”Music played. A shampoo commercial came on. A lady whipped her hair around in slow-
mo, which made Anibelly get up and whip her hair in fast-mo. I was in no-mo.“Lock their doors?”
Calvin asked. “But we never lock our doors.”“We should take precautions,” my mom said. She
didn’t sound particularly worried, which in a normal town might be okay. But we live in Concord,
Massachusetts, which is hard to spell, and which is where the American Revolutionary War
began with all sorts of explosions, and where famous dead authors are still in their homes
leading tours.B O O O O O M!C R A A A A A S H!Lucy’s ears shot straight up.Calvin
jumped—which made me jump, on account of Calvin never jumps except to kick my butt. He
knows karate, and someday he’ll climb Mount Everest without oxygen, I just know it. And when
you’re tough like that, it takes a lot to make you jump.“What’s that?” Calvin asked, dropping his
phone.“It’s just the wind,” said my mom.“It could be the robberer,” said Anibelly.“It’s not the thief,”
said my mom, going to the window, but still not running to lock the doors. We hurried after
her.“How do you know?” Calvin asked.“If you were a thief, would you be out tonight?” asked my
mom.Calvin looked into the storm. The rain was coming down so hard it looked like a vertical
Walden Pond!Thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap!Anibelly covered her ears.“It’s only a
branch hitting the house,” said my mom. “There’s nothing to worry about. When your dad’s away,
we’ve got two men of the house instead of one—right, boys?”Thwap-thwap-thwap!C R A A A
A A A A A A C K!B O O O O O M!Calvin and I looked at each other.Then Z Z Z Z Z A
P!We weren’t looking at each other anymore.It was as black as a dead computer screen.“E e e
e e e e e e k!” cried Anibelly, followed by the sound of Anibelly being picked up.“It’s all right,”
said my mom in her let’s-not-panic voice. “Let’s find some flashlights. Hopefully, the power will
come back soon.”“I’ll get them, Mom,” said Calvin, suddenly sounding like my dad. “I know where
they are.”Calvin lit his way with the flashlight app on his phone, the bubble of light growing tinier
and tinier until he was gone, like a shiny pearl swallowed by the vast black sea.Now I was the



only man of the house.Thwap-dok-thwap-thwap-dok-thwap-dok!I went skinless.W a a a a a
a a a a a h! Crying is really great, especially when you’re the man of the house and you don’t
have any scary quillery on your chin, not even a whisker.Even the shadows on the wall were
strange—my mom was as big as an SUV! I’d seen something like it before.…“calvin?” i said. “Did
you know Mom’s going to have a baby?”“Of course,” said Calvin, still not looking up from his
phone. “Everyone knows.”“I didn’t,” I said.“You’re not so good at paying attention,” said Calvin, his
thumbs hopping up and down on his new cell phone which he got for no good reason except he
goes to so many activities after school that he needs to call my mom and dad for rides all the
time, it isn’t fair. He’s nine, and I’m seven, which also isn’t fair.“But—” I began.“Shhh,” said
Calvin.“The recent rash of burglaries in Concord continued today with three break-ins before
noon, and police say they may finally have a lead in the case,” said the news announcer on
TV.Gasp!“Stay tuned for more details.”I froze.My dad was on a business trip in Connecticut,
which is even harder to spell than Massachusetts. Usually, we don’t miss him too much when he
goes away for a few days. But this was not usual. It was a dark and stormy night. And there was a
thief on the loose.“Mommmm!” screamed Calvin, his thumbs hopping like crazy.“You don’t need
to scream in the house,” my mom yelled from the kitchen. “I can hear you just fine.”“Three more
homes were broken into today,” Calvin shouted.“Oh dear,” said my mom, hurrying into the living
room. She sat down on the couch next to Anibelly, who immediately threw her arms around my
mom. If I didn’t mention Anibelly before it’s on account of she’s always hanging around me and
Calvin but doing her own thing, like a fungus between two toes. And my dad says it’s not
necessary to mention fungus, snot and earwax all the time.“I’m scared,” squeaked Anibelly,
who’s four and who’s hardly ever afraid of anything. Not like me. I’m fearful of everything.
Especially of Anibelly being scared.“There’s no need to be afraid,” said my mom, pulling Anibelly
close. “Lucy’s a very good guard dog, aren’t you, Lucy?”“O o o o w w w o o o o!” howled
Lucy.“She said yes, right, Mom?” asked Calvin, his thumbs still bobbing like a couple of worms
on the tiny keyboard.“Darling,” my mom said firmly, which doesn’t mean “darling” at all when she
says it that way. “You know the rules about the phone.”“I knnnow …,” said Calvin. His thumbs
sped up, then stopped. “Sorry, Mom,” he said.My mom gave him The Eye. She likes us to be
polite, and she’s told Calvin a squillion times to hold his thumbs still while someone is talking to
him.If she only knew.“Thieves think twice before coming near a house with a dog,” my mom said.
“It’s just easier to go where no one’s making so much noise.”“Did you hear that, Lucy?” Anibelly
asked. She slipped off my mom’s lap, slid down beside Lucy and gave her a squeeze.I was this
close to throwing myself at my mom and telling her how scared I was. But I didn’t. I had a feeling
a gentleman wouldn’t throw himself like that at a lady, especially a pregnant lady. Worse, I was
so freaked out that I couldn’t speak—I couldn’t even squeak—just like when I’m at
school.“Concord police say a suspect was spotted leaving a house this afternoon on Jennie
Dugan Road,” the announcer said. “The suspect was a white male, about six feet tall, dressed in
a black coat, carrying a black bag and wearing black sunglasses.”C R A A A A A A A A A
A A C K!BOOOOOOM!“Police say residents should report any suspicious activity and lock



their doors.”Music played. A shampoo commercial came on. A lady whipped her hair around in
slow-mo, which made Anibelly get up and whip her hair in fast-mo. I was in no-mo.“Lock their
doors?” Calvin asked. “But we never lock our doors.”“We should take precautions,” my mom said.
She didn’t sound particularly worried, which in a normal town might be okay. But we live in
Concord, Massachusetts, which is hard to spell, and which is where the American Revolutionary
War began with all sorts of explosions, and where famous dead authors are still in their homes
leading tours.B O O O O O M!C R A A A A A S H!Lucy’s ears shot straight up.Calvin
jumped—which made me jump, on account of Calvin never jumps except to kick my butt. He
knows karate, and someday he’ll climb Mount Everest without oxygen, I just know it. And when
you’re tough like that, it takes a lot to make you jump.“What’s that?” Calvin asked, dropping his
phone.“It’s just the wind,” said my mom.“It could be the robberer,” said Anibelly.“It’s not the thief,”
said my mom, going to the window, but still not running to lock the doors. We hurried after
her.“How do you know?” Calvin asked.“If you were a thief, would you be out tonight?” asked my
mom.Calvin looked into the storm. The rain was coming down so hard it looked like a vertical
Walden Pond!Thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap-thwap!Anibelly covered her ears.“It’s only a
branch hitting the house,” said my mom. “There’s nothing to worry about. When your dad’s away,
we’ve got two men of the house instead of one—right, boys?”Thwap-thwap-thwap!C R A A A
A A A A A A C K!B O O O O O M!Calvin and I looked at each other.Then Z Z Z Z Z A
P!We weren’t looking at each other anymore.It was as black as a dead computer screen.“E e e
e e e e e e k!” cried Anibelly, followed by the sound of Anibelly being picked up.“It’s all right,”
said my mom in her let’s-not-panic voice. “Let’s find some flashlights. Hopefully, the power will
come back soon.”“I’ll get them, Mom,” said Calvin, suddenly sounding like my dad. “I know where
they are.”Calvin lit his way with the flashlight app on his phone, the bubble of light growing tinier
and tinier until he was gone, like a shiny pearl swallowed by the vast black sea.Now I was the
only man of the house.Thwap-dok-thwap-thwap-dok-thwap-dok!I went skinless.W a a a a a
a a a a a h! Crying is really great, especially when you’re the man of the house and you don’t
have any scary quillery on your chin, not even a whisker.Even the shadows on the wall were
strange—my mom was as big as an SUV! I’d seen something like it before.…
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Kris P. in NYC, “7yo loved this series. I read this aloud to my kiddo and we both loved the details
of Chinese life throughout and the realistic details of school and family. Plus general silliness.”

Heidi Grange, “A funny story about a boy who worries about everything on the planet.. Getting a
new sibling is a pretty common theme in children's literature. Undoubtedly because for many
children it is a big deal. But I doubt many books with that theme are as funny as this one. Alvin
is stunned when his mother informs him that she is pregnant and will be having a baby. Alvin
freaks out big time (not unusual for him). And he is even more shocked when he is informed that
he is 'sympathetically pregnant' or 'simply pathetic pregnant' as he puts it. And his friends really
aren't much help telling him the dangers of naming the baby, getting fat, and crying babies. In
addition, Alvin is pushed into donating his life savings and his PDK (Personal Disaster Kit) to
help those suffering from the earthquake in Haiti. Can Alvin learn how to deal with the coming
baby? What if, horror of horrors, it's a girl?!Alvin is a sweet boy who worries/stresses about
pretty much everything on the planet, but who honestly wants to help others and do the right
thing. And his family is always right there to back him up. His brother Calvin and his Rube
Goldberg machines, Anibelly's kind words, and his mother's efforts to help him adjust to the
coming baby all help give Alvin the support he needs to let go of some of his worries. The book
is quite funny, Alvin is constantly misunderstanding what he is told by his teacher, his
classmates and even his family. This book is a light fun read for early middle grade readers who
may find themselves worrying about the world around them and the changes found there.
Recommended.”

RLWS, “My So-Called Life (of a Chinese-American Second-Grader). A well-written, funny book
about the trials and tribulations of a quirky Chinese-American second grader. In this 5th book in
the highly entertaining Alvin Ho series, Alvin's mother is expecting a baby, and Alvin experiences
symptoms of a sympathetic pregnancy. We enjoyed the references woven throughout the book
to aspects of Chinese culture (language, food, etc.) and liked that the book presented the culture
of being Chinese-American without beating you over the head with it in a preachy way. The
illustrations are also beautifully done. Please note that there is a glossary in the back for
historical and cultural references. The glossary is very useful (and also hilarious) so you should
consult it throughout your reading of the book. We have read all of the Alvin Ho books available
to date (6 books so far) and this one is my kid's favourite. We hope the author Ms. Look comes
out with a new Alvin Ho book very soon!”

A. Peckinpaugh, “Alvin Ho is a terrific series for 1st/2nd/3rd grade children.. These books would
be good for boys and girls. My 2nd grade son and I read this entire series together. Every night
we looked forward to learning what predicaments the well-meaning Alvin got himself into. Alvin is
smart, sweet, creative, funny and tries to be a gentleman. Alvin is also shy, anxious, and unable



to speak in public. My son says,"I like to read Alvin Ho. I think these are good books. I hope there
will be more, like books #7, 8, 9 and 10! I think the next book should be 'Alvin Ho:Allergic to
history, reading and other big stuff.'"”

MatthewJ, “Awesome series. This series is just amazing. Alvin Ho has better values than the
white values we see in series like Juni B Jones.”

Suzan Lawrence, “Alvin has "pathetic" pregnancy syndrome in this story about a new baby
coming into the family. I bought this book to donate to a school library. The Alvin Ho series is a
big hit in this school and the books fly off the shelf. This book is no exception. Ms. Look has a
way with words. Poor Alvin has a "pathetic" pregnancy while is mom is pregnant. Enjoyable
book.”

Ebook Library Reader, “On time, high quality and well packaged.. On time, high quality and well
packaged.”

Mia, “  . My grandson loves Alvin Ho and all stories about his adventures.”

Ebook Library Reader, “We also have the audio books which they loved but they have also
enjoyed picking up the book .... This was for my children aged 6 - 10 (girl and two boys). We
also have the audio books which they loved but they have also enjoyed picking up the book as it
has fun little illustrations. Can't recommend highly enough - very funny. An enjoyable read. My
six year old girls first chapter book - her choice - so not just for boys.”

The book by Linda Sue Park has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 90 people have provided feedback.
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