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  To my youngest, 
We are getting to know you. Your energy and spunk are a marvelous addition to our chaos. 
Love, Mom








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Introduction
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgments
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Introduction


[image: image-placeholder]
My name is John. John King. I’m the oldest kid in our family, which is great. It means I get to be the first to do all the things- lose teeth, go to school, music lessons, etc. 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 photographs 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


“John. Hello! John,” I flinch and look up from my book to see my teacher’s hand waving in front of me. I look around and see that everyone’s chairs are empty. I look behind me and see the class lined up at the door.   
“Oh, Sorry,” I say and jump up to get in line. I can feel my cheeks getting warm. I’m only a little embarrassed. It’s not the first time I’ve tuned out the rest of the world during silent reading time. This particular book is a robotics handbook.
 It’s the newest version of the handbook and discusses up and coming technology in the robotics industry.
[image: image-placeholder]
The author is a professor from the same university my Dad attended. He’s pictured on the back of the book looking very sharp in a suit and red bowtie. I wonder if I’ll be on the back of a book someday.
As I get in the back of the line the girl in front of me, Chelsea, turns back and says, “You were really into that book. What were you reading?” I give a quick rundown and see her eyes start to glaze over. That’s ok. It’s not for everyone. She blinks quickly a few times, shakes her head, and says, “My uncle was one of the judges at the science expo a few months ago. He was the one with big glasses.” 
“The one in the polka dot bow tie?” I ask. 
“That’s the one! He told me how impressed everyone was with your project. Robot something?”
“Robo Ren,” I correct. “He’s great. I’m glad your uncle liked him.”
“What exactly does he do?” Chelsea asks, falling in step beside me as the teacher leads us to the library.
“Whatever I program him to do. My Dad helps with the programming too. We invented him to help out around the house. When we turn him on he says, ‘How may I assist you today?’ He can sweep, vacuum, water my sister's flowers, read to my baby sister, wash windows, that 
[image: image-placeholder]
sort of thing.” I take a breath. That came out fast.
“That’s amazing!” Chelsea says.
“Thanks, I get to take him to the National Science Expo in a few weeks in Texas. It’s like the Science Expo here in Redbridge, but bigger. There will be more people and projects - more competition. The winners get awarded scholarships and are interviewed by top news stations.”
“Sounds fun,” she says. 
“I’m doing a lemonade stand tomorrow to fundraise for the Expo. You should stop by.” 
“I’ll ask my mom,” Chelsea says as we walk into the library.






  
  Chapter 2


After school I kick off my shoes and walk into the office to turn on Robo Ren. He’s not there. However, Daffy, the twins’ puppy, is. She is chewing on a toy in her dog bed in the corner until she spots me. She runs up to me and jumps up on my leg barking until I pick her up. Now she’s licking my face. Afton hears the barking and comes to take her from me.  
“There you are Daffodil! Ready to go for a walk?” Afton coos, rubbing noses with the spaniel. 
I follow them out of the office, looking for Robo Ren. He must be helping somewhere in the house. I walk into the kitchen and see him mopping the floors. I smile proudly and turn to leave but see Alyvia playing with her alphabet magnets on the refrigerator, right in Robo Ren’s path. I squat down next to her.
[image: image-placeholder]
“Hi Alyvia! Are you playing with your magnets?” She smiles and babbles at me, pointing at the fridge. “How fun! Let’s take a few and leave Robo Ren to mop the kitchen.” I hand her a letter A and a letter S. She puts the S in her mouth and taps the A on my arm as I pick her up. 
Robo Ren looks up from his chore and says, “Hi Mom! How was your night?”
“Um, I’m John." And it’s still daytime.
“That’s what I said,” Robo Ren says, turning back to his mopping. Strange.
“Hey John, want to play cards?” Tyson asks loudly from the living room. 
“I’m more in the mood for chess,” I admit, carrying Alyvia into the living room.
“You always win at that game,” Tyson complains. “How about checkers instead?”
“Deal, get it set up. I’m going to take Alyvia to Mom,” I say, heading to the stairs.
I find Mom upstairs in the girls' room, setting Afton’s clean folded clothes on her bed. As soon as she sees Mom, Alyvia wiggles to get down. I set her down and she toddles over, arms raised, to be picked up. Mom scoops her up and gives her a kiss.
“Are you excited for the lemonade stand tomorrow?” Mom asks, looking over at me with bright eyes. 
I’m fundraising for the National Science Expo. Mom and Dad agreed to pay travel costs and asked me to cover the entry fee.
“Definitely. After dinner I’m going to make the signs,” I say.
“Great, you're welcome to any art supplies in the hallway closet. I’ll also make some social media posts to help spread the word. Let’s dig the folding table and chairs out of the garage tonight so they’re ready to go in the morning.” 
“Sounds good,” I say, stepping into the hallway. 
I walk back downstairs to see if Tyson is ready to play. As I take a step into the living room water soaks into my sock. Yuck. Alyvia must have spilled her sippy cup. I go into the kitchen and tiptoe over the drying floors to grab a dish towel from the oven door handle. I use it to soak up the spilled water. 
I take off my socks and join Tyson at the coffee table where he has checkers all set up. He’s sitting by the red pieces. 
[image: image-placeholder]
“I swear, Alyvia is always spilling her water,” I grumble.
“That’s true, but it wasn’t her this time,” Tyson says. I raise my eyebrows, inviting him to explain.
“I had to tell Robo Ren to stop. He was mopping the carpet." My hand pauses on the checker I am centering in its square.
“He was? That’s not in his programming. I set very specific parameters for the mopping function - kitchen, entryway, and bathroom floors.”
Tyson throws up his arms in defense and says, “I’m just telling you what happened. Black goes first.” He points to the checkers board. 






  
  Chapter 3


Only a few moves left and I’ll beat Tyson. Unless he has some trick up his sleeve, this game is in the bag. Afton comes into the room dressed in a white leotard, pink tutu, and tights. She has her dance bag over her shoulder.    
“Hey guys! Who’s winning?” she asks.
“John,” Tyson says grumpily.
“He usually beats me, too,” Afton replies.
“Older and wiser!” I say with a grin. Two more moves and the game is over.
“Winner cleans up the game!” Tyson says, getting up to leave. Mom walks into the room, leaning sideways a little while holding Alyvia’s hand. 
“Everyone cleans up, Tyson,” Mom says. Alyvia lets go of Mom’s hand and makes a dash for the checkers. Mom steps forward and grabs her before she gets to the board. Crisis averted. Tyson kneels down, picks up the board and bends it in the middle where it folds so all the pieces slide to the middle, then tips them into the box. I add the pieces from the table and he places the folded board on top. Once the lid is securely on the game, Mom lets Alyvia go. She immediately goes to the checkers box and pushes it off the table. I'm glad the lid stayed on so we don't have to pick up the pieces again. Mom laughs, picks up the game, and hands it to me.
“Put this away and then someone please set the table. What’s today? Friday? I think it's Tyson’s day to set and John has dishes. Check the chart on the fridge to make sure. Dad will be home soon and I’m going to make some quick grilled cheese sandwiches for dinner,” Mom says as she walks toward the kitchen. Tyson grumbles a little and follows Mom.
When Dad comes in the front door we all greet him excitedly, then settle in around the table. The grilled cheese sandwiches go great with Mom’s homemade tomato soup. “I want to know the most exciting thing that happened to everyone today,” Dad says, looking around the table. We all pause and try to think if anything exciting happened.
“I’ll start,” Dad says when no one speaks up.
“It was a typical day at the office, very quiet with everyone working at their desks when a delivery man brought in a package. He left it with the secretary and as he was leaving, a gust of wind caught the door and blew it wide open. A bird flew in! It was chaos. It flew around the ceiling swooping low and then back up again. Some people were standing on desks trying to get it, others were under their desks. Someone was waving around a broom at one point. Chairs were knocked over, papers were flying and falling all over the place. 
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“Finally, someone thought to turn off all the lights inside so that the only light was coming from the open door. The bird
[image: image-placeholder]
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