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Dedication

For my children, grandchildren, and all the
children on their way

in our extended family. Goodness and
loving-kindness

follow you all the days of your life.
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Chapter 1

Misty and Tyler squirmed at the kitchen
table, ogling each other. Tyler thought Misty’s blue-grape eyeballs
would burst out of her head from staring at him so long.

Misty had now counted the freckles on Tyler’s face
five times and could not stand it anymore. “I’m bored!” she
said.
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They had finished playing hide and seek
which ended when Tyler refused to look for Misty. She had waited
and waited inside the stuffy closet, but no one came. Finally she
stormed out and yelled at Tyler, which made his freckle face
sqrinch like he was going to cry. She decided she would never, ever
play that game with immature Tyler again!
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Tag was also out since Misty was so much
faster than Tyler and he never could catch her anyway.

Just then, they heard father open the front
door. “I’m home. Come and see what I’ve got.”

As they heard the drag-scraping sound down
the hallway into the den, both children climbed down from the
chairs and ran from the room in fast breaths.

What could father have brought them? They
could both only imagine as they rounded the corner into the
den!

And then there it was.
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It was a huge, empty, box twice the size of
Misty! The cardboardy-smell filled their noses. Tyler touched its
cool sides and walked in.

“Thank you, Dad!” he yelled from inside. “Is
it for us?”

“Yes, Tyler and Misty. It was left over from
work. I thought you might like it.”

“But what can we do with it?” Tyler
asked.

“Silly”, Misty said. “Didn’t you hear dad?
We can do anything we want. Isn’t that right, Daddy?”

“That’s right” Dad said, as he turned and
stepped into the living room to say hi to mom.

Suddenly Misty’s heart was thump-thumping.
“Tyler, go and get the paint set and our crayons. I will bring
paper, scissors and tape.”
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They met in front of the box with lots of
supplies.

Tyler said, “Well I know what I want this to
be. This will make the best sled ever! We could pull it to the top
of the hill and climb inside. Look, we could both lie down on our
tummies like this, and hold tight as the sled swoosh-slides down
the snow run, faster than anyone!”
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“Can you just see the look on Billy Green’s
face?” said Misty. “Boy, will he ever be jealous!”

“But you know what?” Misty said. “Instead we
could paint rows of beds on the insides and a big red cross on the
outside. This way it will be a hospital with Dr. Misty on duty. And
you could be the sick little boy brought in so I could operate on
your freckles.”
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“No!” said Tyler. “My freckles? There is
nothing wrong with my freckles.”

“Oh yeah?” said Misty. “Then what are you
doing in my hospital, silly?”

Tyler just stared off in the distance. “I
know what I want to make this box into. I will paint two windows on
the inside and lots of dials and buttons. And I will color in a
‘jection seat and a space suit.”

“What are you talking about?”

“It will be the first rocket ship to the sun, and
you can be my co-pilot if you’re nice to me. Suddenly we
will fly through a space storm, and I will steer us to safety.” His
pudgy little face curled up with a smile.
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Misty said, “That could be fun, but
how about if on the outside we draw two dials and cut out a big
picture window? And paint on a rabbit ears antenna? We’ll get
inside, then ask mom and dad to come into the den to watch you and
me on television. I will sing the news and you could give me the
‘Cademy Award’. And you could be the commercials. Wouldn’t that be
funny?”
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