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  To my first born. This one's for you. Thanks for always believing in me.  "…and hey, you've got this."   
Love, Mom






  
  Introduction
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My name is John. John King. I’m the oldest kid in our family, which automatically makes me the leader, at least with my siblings. I'm going to be a scientist when I grow up, or maybe an engineer or a chemist. I love math and science and would do experiments all day long if I could. 
Tyson and Afton, the twins, are almost seven. Tyson is the jokester, prankster, and aspiring ninja. Afton wants to be a botanist and knows more about plants and flowers than most adults. Baby Alyvia is one, and she is loud, is always making a mess, and is completely adorable. 
Mom and Dad are photographers, Mom does families and community events while Dad focuses mostly on nature. He’s also an Engineer, but he says that’s just to pay the bills. 
I would say we are your typical family: loud, fun, busy, and sometimes a little crazy. We may not be royalty, like our name suggests, but to us family is most important. That’s why Tyson, Afton, Alyvia and I will forever cherish and claim the title of the King Kids.







  
  Chapter 1


Tomorrow night is the night. The Science Expo. I’ve been looking forward to this day my entire life. In Redbridge you have to be nine years old to enter, and this is my year. Finally, I’ll get to use my favorite school subject to show the world, or at least, Redbridge, all that I can do. I could barely focus at school today as I thought about what I would say in my presentation to the judges and how I’d answer all the questions of the attendants.   
My dad and I have been working on my Science Expo project for months and brainstorming for years before that, and now it’s almost complete. 
The Project: Robo Ren. Yes, it’s as cool as it sounds. Robo Ren is a Robot about the size of a small adult, and super helpful. He walks on two legs like a person, can talk in a soft robotic voice, and does some basic chores. Oh, and he’s red and silver – my favorite colors. 
Robo Ren was designed initially to help mom out around the house – I mean, who works harder than Mom? However, as we’ve tinkered and worked on him we keep finding more and more ways to make him useful to the entire family. For example, we programmed him to vacuum, but then found with a few tweaks to the programming we could also get him to organize mini building blocks by shape and color. We initially programmed him to wash windows, but now he can also perfectly water my sisters’ flowers and play peekaboo with Baby Alyvia or read her a book. My brother had the idea to have it copy his ninja moves, but Robo Ren is limited by its metal joints and rigid angles. (see diagram 1) 
[image: image-placeholder]
When he’s turned on he says, “How may I help you today?” and then follows the basic commands my dad and I uploaded. He has incredible manners thanks to my sister Afton uploading over a hundred compliments into his database. My favorite is when Robo Ren tells me my feet smell like grilled cheese. 
I’m just about ready for the Science Expo. The research is done, graphs are charted, and Robo Ren’s pictures are printed and glued onto the presentation board. All I have left to do is add a title to the top of my display board. I have special permission from my dad to use his pen to write it across the top in my absolute BEST handwriting. 
This pen is no ordinary pen, and it isn’t used for just anything. My Dad got this pen when he graduated from college, when I was just a baby. It was a gift from his mom and dad, my gram and gramps. It’s a sleek black fountain pen with his name and the name of his school engraved into it. It sits in his desk drawer in the small sleek box it came in, also engraved with the school logo.
[image: image-placeholder]
 The ink is a distinct blue green color, unlike any other pen we have. It’s used for signing photography projects, sending letters to Grams, or other important things. This Expo project is extremely important.
As I approach Dad’s desk, my hands shake with anticipation. I slowly reach for the drawer and smile at the sound of wood scraping as the drawer slides towards me. Just as I’m reaching toward the pen’s sleek box, I hear, “Dinner!” I jump at the suddenness of the declaration. I guess I’ll have to wait. I gently close the drawer and rush to the dining room.






  
  Chapter 2


My foot bounces as I wait for everyone else to arrive for dinner. Mom’s pouring the milk, and I love the smell of the freshly baked garlic bread,  
[image: image-placeholder]
broccoli, and chicken casserole. I know immediately the broccoli’s going to be a problem for Tyson. 
He runs in shortly after me and does a funny spin-skip-slide thing into his seat. He spots the broccoli, opens his mouth to complain but is cut off by mom side-eyeing him and saying, “Everyone will be eating broccoli tonight, e-ver-y-one.” Tyson slumps his shoulders in defeat. 
“Even me?” Dad says with a yawn as he enters the dining room holding Afton’s hand. She’s dressed in her favorite princess dress tonight. “Especially you,” says mom with a raised eyebrow. They laugh. Dad actually loves broccoli. 
“Chicken Casserole?! That must mean the oven is fixed!” Dad says excitedly. 
“Yes!" Mom says,  "The repair man came this morning and finished right in time for my meeting with Mayor Johnston’s secretary.” 
Dad smiles through another yawn and says, “How perfect! Did you get all the community events that you’re photographing on the calendar?” 
“Sure did! They asked me to be the photographer for 13 events over the next three months, starting with the Science Expo!” As they discuss the different events, Mom gets Baby Alyvia settled into her high chair, and we start passing food around and dishing up. 
“Speaking of the Science Expo, how’s the presentation board coming along?” Dad asks as he passes me the broccoli. 
“Almost done! I was just going to use your pen to add the title to the top of my display board when Mom called us to dinner,” I answer. 
“That’s right!” Dad grins, “Special pen for a special project. Be sure to put it back when you’re done.”
“I promise, Dad.” I say with a smile. During our conversation I notice Tyson slowly, subtly shoving his broccoli under his napkin. 
Afton pipes up, “When is the science Expo? Are we all going? I want to go!” She’s always talking a mile a minute. 
“7:30 tomorrow night.  Afton, you have dance class until 6:30 so we’ll all need to eat quickly and go,” Mom says. “And yes, we’re all going.” she adds with a wink. Dad solutes her, and Mom glances at Tyson’s plate suspiciously. 
He notices the look and defaults to his best distraction tactic. “Hey Mom, why wouldn’t the crab share his treats?” He pauses for dramatic effect. “Because he’s shellfish!” 
Everyone chuckles a little. “Funny,” Mom says, “now eat your broccoli”. Tyson groans. Better luck next time, bro.
Afton is talking about how her Turk’s Cap Lilies in the front yard are blooming just as expected and in the same breath talks about finding one of her old dance shoes in Alyvia’s toy bin in the room they share. We all glance at Baby Alyvia, and she giggles at the attention, then knocks her plate of cut up chicken casserole to the floor. Dad covers a laugh with a little cough and then gets some paper towels to help clean up the mess.
[image: image-placeholder]
I finish my garlic bread in two big bites, ask to be excused, take my dishes to the sink, and rush to the office to get the pen. Again, my hands shake with excitement as I slide the drawer open, carefully lift the pen’s box, open the lid and stare, not believing what I see. 
The pen is gone.






  
  Chapter 3


Don’t Panic,  I tell myself as I continue to stare at the empty pen box. It can’t have gone far. I start by searching the drawer, looking under and around everything. No luck. I search all the other drawers and potential hiding spots in the desk. Nothing.
The pen was the final step in my entire Expo project. The last piece. The coalition of all the hours of work. Where could it have gone? It’s treated as a relic of sorts, always put back in the same place every time. My breath comes heavy as the realization sinks in. I can’t just use any old pen, it has to be Dad’s pen. Robo Ren comes in and gently asks “What can I help you with today.” 
“Um, can you help me find Dad’s pen?” There’s a pause then he replies, “That is not currently a part of my programming, would you like me to read you a book instead?” “Not now,” I say with an eye roll. He walks away to try and find someone else to help. I watch him walk away with a hint of pride before the worry sinks in again.
After a thorough search of the office, it’s time to sound the alarm. I rush back to the dining room, but everyone’s already finished eating, cleared their plates,
and gone their separate ways. I shout for the one person who knows everything that goes on in this
[image: image-placeholder]
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