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Dedication

			This book is dedicated to my grandson, who is the main character of this book and my greatest inspiration. It is also dedicated to the foster care children who go from foster home to foster home or group home, to children of military families who have to move from one base, fort, or foreign country to another, and to any child whose family moves in pursuit of better opportunities. Most of all, this book is for any child who is going through any crossroads in their early life.
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			So, is this something new? Do you feel blue? Did you walk into a room that needs a different view? 

			Or do you feel you need a different face just to fit in this space? 

			Well, walk right in 

			AND 
ACT LIKE YOU OWN THE PLACE!

			My Mom and Dad got great new jobs. So, we have to move out of my home, out of my town. I feel like I’m all alone, my face wears a frown.

			We arrive in this new town, which my parents call home. Folks in the area call it Newcomb.

			As I look around, I see the townspeople. Some look old, and some look new. Gosh, I miss my Grandma, and now I feel like I have the flu.
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			We followed the movers down the road. 

			

			They were carrying all of our things—what a heavy load.

			The weather was nice and clear, but I knew I was leaving all who were dear—mile by mile. Remember, Mom and Dad, I’m only seven, but I must act like I own the place, and I’m not yet eleven.
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			Mom and Dad have the movers move my bed, bean bag, toys, desk, and chair too. 

			

			But this new room, in this new house, in this new town, just feels so blue. 

			I miss my old room, the bird’s nest, because my Mom told me it was a mess. 

			Gosh, my brain needs a rest.
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			By our new house in Newcomb Square is a playground. Dad, can I play there? Do I dare?

			There are tennis courts and a great big pool. Gosh, I miss my old friends, my church, and my old school.
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			I went to my Dad and tapped him on the shoulder. 
He doesn’t see that this move has made me look older. 

			He was moving furniture and helping and was really busy. Dad, don’t you see this new place has got me in a tizzy. 

			Plus, I miss Lucky. 
He’s my big puppy. 

			My cousin Payten has him now. Lucky always ate a lot.

			I hope she doesn’t feed him too much, 
but I wondered whether he has eaten his lunch.
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			Everything is in its place in our new home in Newcomb, when some neighbors came to greet us. 

			Some even bring delicious cakes over, making a big fuss. 

			But Dad said I couldn’t eat the cakes before we fix our dinner plates.
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			After dinner, Dad and I play tennis, and my hair is sweating. Dad said: 

			“Son stop fretting.
“It’s not your hair, 
“It’s just the hot air. 
“Your skin will sweat while you're playing tennis; that’s healthy. 
“One day playing tennis may make you wealthy.”
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