
[image: ]

[image: ]

By Lindy Casey
Published by Salt of the Earth Press
Copyright © 2020 by Lindy Casey

––––––––

A long time ago,
in a little town in the desert,
a bunch of kids lived on C Street.
They weren't perfect people,
but they were perfectly wonderful kids.
This is a story of their adventures.

—

This book has been scored using 7 readability formulas. Reading Level: very easy to read. Reader’s Age: 8-9 yrs. old 
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All the kids on C Street were playing together. First  they played tag in Jeff and Tom’s yard at the bottom of the street. They took turns being IT. The person who was IT had to chase the others. If IT tagged you by touching you, then you were the next IT. 

Jeff was first and he tagged Jackie because she was the littlest and did not run fast. 

Jackie had a hard time tagging anyone. She ran and ran but everyone was faster. Jenny felt bad for her and ran slower. Jackie touched her on her arm. “Tag, you’re IT!” she called out. 

Next they played Mother May I in Cookie, David, and Jackie’s yard.  The person who was Mother stood on one side of the yard. The rest of the kids stood in a line on the other side of the yard. Mother would tell them what to do. They had to say, “Mother, may I?” before they did what Mother asked. If they didn’t say it,  they lost their place and had to go back to the start.  

David chose the best moves. “Wriggle like a snake,” he would tell them. “Spin like a top,” he would say. The kids had to think so hard to figure out how to wriggle like a snake or spin like a top, they would forget to ask, “Mother, may I?”

When they got done with that game they came across the street to Jenny and Steve’s yard. Half the kids stood on one side of the yard. They held hands. The other half stood on the other side of the yard and held hands. 

On one side, all of the kids called out, “Red Rover, Red Rover, send Cookie right over.” Cookie ran as fast as she could and tried to break through their arms. If she broke through she chose one of them to come back to her side with her. If she couldn’t break through she had to stay on that side.  In the middle of playing Red Rover, Jenny had to go to the bathroom. She hurried inside. She didn’t want to miss her turn. 

She was in the bathroom when she heard the phone ring. 

“Hello,” her dad said. 

Jenny heard her dad make a sound. It was not a happy sound. She came out of the bathroom. He did not have a happy look on his face. 

Jenny’s mom put her hand on his arm. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 

But Jenny’s dad didn’t say anything. He was listening to the person on the phone. He was listening very hard. His mouth was tight. 

Jenny came up close to her mom and dad. She didn’t know what was wrong. It made her feel funny to see her dad look that way. 

Dad put the phone back and he let out a big breath. His head was down and his shoulders were down and his arms were down. 

Mom leaned against him. “What happened?” she asked quietly. 

“My mother died,” he said. 

Jenny felt her face get hot. Her chest felt tight. Dad’s mother was her Grammy.  A big noise was in her ears and she felt like all of time stopped for one minute. And then when it started up again, it was a new world. Her Grammy had died.

All of a sudden Jenny could hear the kids outside playing. She could hear them laughing. They were calling out “Red Rover, Red Rover, send David right over!”

Jenny ran to the door and pulled it open. “Stop it!” she yelled. “Stop playing!”

The other kids stopped and looked at her.  

“You can’t play! Stop laughing! My Grammy has died.” 

The big feeling in her chest got bigger and pushed up into her throat and she started to cry. 

A soft voice near her said, “Jenny, hush now.” It was Mom. She put her hand on Jenny’s shoulder. “Grammy is your dad’s mother. Let’s be quiet right now. He is very sad.”

Jenny turned around and pushed her hot face against Mom. 

Dad went into his bedroom and shut the door. 

The house was quiet. Steve came inside and stood by the door. He didn’t say anything. His eyes were big and he looked scared. Mom put one arm around Jenny and her other arm around Steve. 

It felt like nothing would ever be the same again.
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After dinner Mom went into the bedroom with Dad. Their voices were a low hum through the door.  Jenny and Steve were washing the dishes. 

“I feel sad,” he said. 

Jenny felt worse than sad. She didn’t have words for how big the bad feeling was inside her. 

Steve dried the last dish and put it into the cupboard. “Did Dad cry?” he asked. 

Jenny thought about that look on their father’s face. It was worse than crying. “No, I didn’t see him cry.” She tried to imagine what he felt like. “I feel bad that Grammy died, but he must feel worse. Grammy is his mom.”

“Where will we go for visits now?” Steve asked. 

Every few weeks their family drove to see Grammy. It was a long trip that took almost a whole day to get there. They would drive across the desert. They would go through towns and cities. 

Grammy’s house was on a shady street. It was the same house Dad had grown up in. The grass was thick and green. There were always flowers in the yard. 

When they drove up Grammy would come out and give them hugs. She smelled like powder and her hair was curly and white. She always wore dresses and funny little glasses. 

Inside her house it was quiet and cool. When Grammy called them to dinner she told them “children must be seen and not heard,” and they would not talk. 

After dinner they would help her wash the dishes and she would tell them about her things. “This spoon came from my grandmother,” she might say. “I won these dishes in a contest when I was young,” she once told them. 

Jenny thought those were funny things to talk about. Maybe old people thought those were things that mattered. 

At night at Grammy’s house,  Jenny slept in a room at the end of a long hallway. In the morning Grammy would make breakfast. There was always a big pitcher of cold orange juice. Grammy had an orange tree in her backyard and she made her own juice. 

When Grammy made scrambled eggs they were always too runny. Jenny didn’t say anything though. She just ate them.  The toast was always cut into little triangles, and grapefruits cut in half to eat with special spoons. 

With Grammy being gone, all of those things would be gone, too. There would be no more trips across the desert. There would be no more hugs that smelled of powder. There would be no more stories of spoons and dishes. There would be no more fresh juice and runny eggs. 

Steve tapped Jenny’s arm. “What happens when someone dies, Jenny?” he asked.  

“I don’t know,” Jenny said. 

“I’m going to ask Dad.”

Jenny grabbed his arm. “I don’t think you should ask him that right now,” she told Steve.  

When it was time for bed Mom and Dad came into Jenny’s room to tuck her in. Dad’s eyes looked tired. 

“I’m sorry about your mom,” Jenny told him. 

“Thank you, honey.” He kissed her cheek. 

She felt tears in her eyes again. “I’m going to miss Grammy,” she said and her voice came out very small. 

He nodded but he didn’t say anything. 

Mom pulled the covers up to Jenny’s chin and kissed her forehead.
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When Jenny woke up she forgot that Grammy had died. She made her bed and got dressed. 

She was eating a bowl of cereal when Steve came out of his room. His hair was standing straight up. He rubbed his eyes. 

“Do we have to go to school today?” he asked.

Jenny looked at him. “Are you sick?”

He shook his head and poured milk into his bowl. “No,” he said.

“Then you have to go to school,” she told him.

Mom came into the kitchen. “I am going to wash clothes today.”

That was funny, Jenny thought. Mom usually washed clothes on Saturday. 

“What day is it?” she asked. 

“It’s Tuesday,” Mom told her. 

Jenny wondered why Mom was washing clothes. Jenny wondered why Steve thought he might stay home from school. But she only wondered for a minute. It was time to walk to school. 

“I’m going to drive you today,” Mom said. 

At the school Mom said she had to go into the office. 

“Did I do something wrong?” Jenny asked. 

Mom smiled. “No, I am going to tell them you and Steve will be absent from school on Thursday and Friday.” They were walking across the schoolyard.

Steve cheered. “Yay!” he said. 

“Why?” Jenny wanted to know. “Why will we be absent?”

“We will be driving to Grammy’s house for her funeral.”

Then Jenny remembered. Grammy had died. Her head felt funny again. 

“What’s a funeral?” Steve asked. 

Mom stopped at the
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