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Preface

Every home has a story, but some homes hold more than just walls and a roof—they hold laughter, growth, and unforgettable memories. 

The Children’s Home with Big Hearts is inspired by the spirit of community, where even the smallest moments can make a profound difference. This book celebrates creativity, teamwork, and the kindness that transforms strangers into family. As you journey with Lola, Dave, and their friends, I hope you’re reminded of the power of togetherness and the beauty of giving. 

This story is not just about a place but about the hearts that make it come alive.
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Chapter 1: Lola and Dave’s Big Surprise
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Saturday mornings at the Ponderberry household were typically a whirlwind of clinking cereal bowls, Dave's muffled giggles as he tried to sneak an extra waffle, and Lola’s loud commentary about whatever new fashion accessory she planned to wear that week. This particular morning, however, was different.

Mrs. Ponderberry stood in the living room holding a colorful flyer. Her cheery voice echoed down the hallway. “Kids, come here! I’ve got something wonderful to share!”

Lola shuffled into the room first, dragging her glittery slippers across the carpet. She wore a polka-dot scarf that was so enormous it practically touched the floor. “If it’s another boring ‘family bonding’ thing, count me out,” she declared dramatically. “I have scarves to organize.”

Dave arrived moments later, chewing noisily on a jelly donut. Powdered sugar covered his face, and his hoodie bore the unmistakable smudges of earlier snack mishaps. “Does this wonderful thing involve food?” he asked, crumbs flying.

Mrs. Ponderberry held up the flyer with a flourish. It featured a picture of kids playing in a garden. “This is about helping others,” she said. “There’s a children’s home a few blocks away. They’re holding a fundraiser next week, and I thought we could visit today, see what they need, and maybe pitch in.”

“Helping others?” Dave looked skeptical. “Will there be cookies involved?”

“Dave, honestly!” Lola exclaimed, tossing her scarf dramatically over one shoulder. “Everything isn’t about cookies. Is it, Mom?”

“Well,” Mrs. Ponderberry said with a twinkle in her eye, “there might be cookies.”

Dave brightened immediately. “I’m in.”

“I have plans,” Lola said with a sigh. “Important scarf plans. Can’t Dad go instead?”

Mr. Ponderberry peeked over his newspaper. “I think it’s good for both of you to go. It’ll be an adventure.”

“Adventure?” Lola crossed her arms. “It’s just a house.”

“It’s not just a house,” her mom corrected. “It’s a home. A little home, filled with big hearts.”

Despite her reluctance, Lola found herself piling into the family van with Dave and their parents. Bags of donations—books, toys, and a suspiciously snack-heavy selection from the pantry—took up most of the back seat. Dave clutched a bag of potato chips protectively. “Don’t worry,” he whispered to the chips. “I won’t let them take you.”

As they drove down Maple Lane, Lola stared out the window. “What even happens at a children’s home? Is it like one of those sad places you see in old movies?”

“I think you’ll be surprised,” Mrs. Ponderberry replied with a knowing smile.

The van pulled up to a sunny yellow house with bright blue shutters. A garden bursting with colorful flowers surrounded the building, and cheerful laughter echoed through the air. It looked more like a cozy storybook cottage than anything Lola had imagined.

“This doesn’t look too bad,” she admitted grudgingly.

The front door swung open, and a woman with curly hair tied in a ribbon stepped out. She wore a polka-dot apron and radiated the kind of warmth that made you feel instantly welcome. “You must be the Ponderberrys!” she called. “I’m Miss Marigold. Come on in!”

Inside, the house was alive with activity. Kids of all ages darted around, playing games, painting pictures, and chatting in small groups. The walls were covered with colorful drawings, and the smell of cookies wafted from the kitchen. Lola couldn’t help but smile, though she tried to hide it. Dave, on the other hand, sniffed the air like a bloodhound on the trail.

“Is that chocolate chip I smell?” he asked eagerly.

“Dave!” Lola hissed, mortified.

Miss Marigold laughed. “Don’t worry, Dave. There are plenty of cookies to go around. Why don’t you two explore while I talk to your parents?”

Before Lola could protest, a whirlwind of energy sped past her. Two kids were chasing each other, one wearing a superhero cape and the other wielding a toy sword.

“Careful, Jasper!” Miss Marigold called. “And put the sword away, please!”

Jasper skidded to a stop and grinned at Lola and Dave. “Hey! You’re new! Wanna join our mission to save the Galaxy of Giggles?”

“Uh, maybe later,” Lola said, eyeing the plastic sword warily. Jasper shrugged and zipped off, cape flapping behind him.

Dave had already wandered toward a snack table laden with cookies, lemonade, and popcorn. A girl with bright purple glasses stood nearby, watching him with an amused grin. “Careful,” she warned. “Those cookies come with strings attached.”

“What kind of strings?” Dave asked, mid-bite.

A whoopee cushion exploded under his chair, sending Dave nearly leaping out of his sneakers. The girl burst into laughter. “Welcome to the house of mischief! I’m Snickers, by the way.”

Lola couldn’t suppress a snort. “Dave, you’ve been here five minutes and you’ve already been pranked.”

“I thought this was supposed to be a place of love!” Dave protested, brushing crumbs off his hoodie.

Snickers grinned. “Love and laughs. That’s our motto.”

Lola wandered toward a quieter corner where a boy about her age was sitting cross-legged on the floor, carefully sorting through a pile of marbles. He glanced up as she approached.

“I’m Pocket,” he said simply.

“Why do they call you Pocket?” Lola asked.

He reached into his pants pockets and pulled out an assortment of shiny objects—marbles, bottle caps, a keychain, and what looked suspiciously like a button from someone’s shirt. “I keep treasures in my pockets. You never know when you’ll need something special.”

Lola found herself intrigued. “That’s actually... kind of cool.”

Before she could say more, a loud crash echoed from the kitchen. Everyone froze, then sprinted to see what had happened. They arrived to find Dave standing amid a pile of flour, eggs, and an overturned mixing bowl. He looked sheepish.

“I just wanted to help,” he said, holding up a whisk as if it were a trophy.

Miss Marigold shook her head, chuckling. “Looks like you’ve volunteered to bake the next batch of cookies!”

Snickers clapped her hands. “I’ll help!”

“And me!” Pocket added, bouncing on his toes.

Soon, what began as a cleanup operation turned into a baking extravaganza. Flour flew through the air like snow, laughter echoed off the walls, and somehow—despite the chaos—a batch of cookies emerged from the oven, golden and perfect. Dave, of course, volunteered to taste-test.
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Chapter 2: The Little Home on Maple Lane
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The Ponderberry family’s second visit to the children’s home on Maple Lane came the very next weekend. This time, Mrs. Ponderberry drove with an entire trunk full of donations, including books, toys, and some of Lola and Dave’s favorite games. Even Lola, who had initially resisted the idea, had packed a few of her prized items—a sparkling art kit and a set of puzzles she hadn’t touched in years but still adored.

Dave, meanwhile, clutched a tin of his homemade cookies. Well, they were almost homemade. Mrs. Ponderberry had done most of the baking, and Dave had done most of the taste-testing. “I figured the kids could use my signature cookie magic,” he said proudly, wiping crumbs off his hoodie for the third time that morning.

“Let’s hope they appreciate the effort,” Lola teased, rolling her eyes.

As they pulled up to the little home, its cheerful yellow walls and blue shutters greeted them like an old friend. The front garden was even more vibrant than before, with the children’s hand-painted signs labeling each flower bed. The laughter that echoed from the backyard filled the air with a contagious sense of joy.

Miss Marigold met them at the door, wearing her usual polka-dot apron and a beaming smile. “Welcome back, Ponderberry family!” she exclaimed. “The kids have been talking about you all week. Come in, come in!”

The moment they stepped inside, Lola noticed a new detail she had missed before: a wall lined with framed photos. Each one featured the children of the home over the years—some holding trophies, others planting flowers, and a few mid-giggle with ice cream smeared on their faces.

Miss Marigold caught her staring. “That’s our wall of memories,” she explained. “Every photo tells a story. Some of these kids have gone on to do amazing things. Doctors, artists, teachers... Every single one of them has left their mark.”

Dave, who had been too busy sniffing the air for cookie scents, finally chimed in. “Do I smell pancakes?”

“That would be breakfast leftovers,” Miss Marigold said with a laugh. “But first, let’s get these donations sorted.”

The kids at the home were quick to swoop in, eagerly helping unload the Ponderberrys’ car. Jasper, the self-proclaimed superhero from their last visit, dragged a box twice his size toward the playroom while Pocket examined the art kit with awe.

“This is amazing!” Pocket said, holding up a glittery paintbrush. “Is this for us?”

“It’s all for you,” Lola said, feeling a surprising swell of pride.

Just as they were settling in, a loud clanging noise erupted from the kitchen. Miss Marigold barely blinked. “Sounds like the pancake pan war has begun.”

“The what?” Lola asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Oh, you’ll see,” Miss Marigold replied, leading them toward the chaos.

The kitchen was a whirlwind of activity. Kids of all ages were gathered around the long counter, each holding a cooking utensil and wearing an oversized apron. A pancake griddle sat in the center, sizzling with batter. Jasper stood on a stool, flipping pancakes dramatically into the air, most of which landed somewhere near the griddle. Snickers, the prankster with purple glasses, was waving a spatula like a sword, dramatically defending a stack of pancakes from an imaginary invader.

“Care to join the fun?” Jasper asked, tossing a pancake that narrowly missed Dave’s head.

“I’m in!” Dave declared, grabbing a wooden spoon and pretending to duel with Snickers.

Lola hesitated, standing in the doorway with her arms crossed. Cooking wars weren’t exactly her style. But as she watched the kids laugh and cheer each other on, she couldn’t help but inch closer.

“Here,” said Pocket, handing her a bowl of batter. “You can be on my team. We’re making blueberry pancakes.”

Lola sighed. “Fine, but if I get pancake batter in my hair, you’re paying for the shampoo.”

The kitchen soon erupted into organized chaos. Pancakes flew, batter splattered, and Dave managed to smear chocolate syrup across his face like war paint. Miss Marigold floated through the room, offering guidance when needed but mostly letting the kids lead the fun.

“Look out!” Snickers shouted as a pancake went airborne.

“Got it!” Jasper dove dramatically, catching the pancake on his spatula and holding it aloft like a trophy.

Even Lola found herself laughing as she expertly flipped her own pancake. “Not bad for a beginner, huh?” she said, smirking at Pocket.
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