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  To my mom,
It probably seems like everyone received a dedication before you and that’s because I was saving this one for you! It was only fitting that the book focused on service, be dedicated to the woman that taught me to serve others no matter what. Thank you for being such a great example!
-Sheree
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  Introduction


[image: image-placeholder]
My name is Tyson. Tyson King. I am the second oldest in our family. But only by a few minutes, because I was closely followed into this world by Afton, my twin sister. We are seven. It is nice having someone to share the ‘middle child’ role with. When I grow up, I’m going to be the world’s best firefighter. 
I have an older brother, John. He’s nine. He is a science and math fanatic. John does some really cool experiments that he lets me help with occasionally. He also co-invented Robo Ren with my dad - a robot that helps around the house.
I have a baby sister, Alyvia. She is the cutest almost two-year-old around. I have to leave my door closed when I leave for school because otherwise she gets in and makes a big mess. I love to make her laugh- peekaboo and silly faces usually do the trick.
Mom and Dad are photographers. Mom does families and community events, while Dad focuses mostly on nature. He’s also an engineer, but he only does that during the day. My favorite are his animal photos.
 I would say we are your typical family: loud, fun, busy, and sometimes a little crazy. We may not be royalty, but to us, family is most important. That’s why John, Afton, Alyvia and I will forever cherish and claim the title of The King Kids.






  
  Chapter 1


“After Thanksgiving, my mom takes out all the Christmas decorations. My favorite decoration is a little green elf that we call Pickles. Almost every morning in December we wake up and he has moved. We have to find him. A lot of times he makes messes. This morning he was in one of the cereal boxes. Last week, he unrolled a roll of toilet paper in the bathroom and was hiding in the  
[image: image-placeholder]
middle of it. Another time he made a trail of peppermint mints from the kid’s rooms to the Christmas tree, where there was a tiny house he had made of candy canes. Once, we found him using a phone charger like a lasso while he rounded up all of our toy dinosaurs. Pickles is a fun tradition, but I think my absolute favorite tradition is Secret Santas. On December first, my mom puts everyone in our family’s names in a Santa hat. Then we draw a name. Whoever’s name you draw, you do service for until Christmas Eve. I can’t tell you who I have since it’s a secret.” I glance at my twin sister, Afton. “Putting my ninja skills to good use and doing nice things without getting caught is a lot of fun. And those are two of my favorite holiday traditions. Thank you.” I give a dramatic bow and return to my table. 
“Well done, Tyson,” my third grade teacher, Mrs. Anderson, laughs. “Who would like to share their favorite holiday tradition next?” A few hands go up as I make my way back to my seat. “Cindy, you go next, then Jason, Brock, and Cami.” Mrs. Boulder sits back down as Cindy stands in front of the class to read her paper. Afton catches my eye from across the classroom and gives me a thumbs up. I am glad we didn’t tell the same story for our favorite holiday tradition report.
Cindy’s hands are shaking, and she keeps her eyes on her paper. “We go to my Grandma’s house in Colorado almost every Christmas. They get tons of snow and we usually go skiing. I used to fall down a lot, but I’m getting better.”
When Cindy sits down, she looks relieved. Jason talks about driving around and looking at Christmas lights. My family does that too. Brock talks about Hanukkah and lighting the candles of their menorah. Cami is the last to go. She talks about building snowmen and making snow angels with her dad, stepmom, and siblings.
As Cami goes back to her seat, Mrs. Boulder stands and says, “It’s time for everyone to get your papers from your cubby and put them in your backpack. Then, line up at the door. I hope you all have an amazing break. I have a little gift for each of you. I’ll hand it to you on your way out the door.”
I’m not the only one that cheers as we follow her instructions. Winter break, presents under the tree, family game nights, and hot chocolate. This is the best time of the year. Afton lines up behind me in the middle of the line. She shakes my arm excitedly.
“What do you think the gift is?” she asks. 
“A book,” I blurt, without hesitating. I stand on my toes to see to the front of the line. “It’s always a book.” The line moves slowly as our teacher wishes everyone a joyous holiday. I turn back to Afton and 
[image: image-placeholder]
wiggle my eyebrows when Mrs. Boulder hands me a rectangular present wrapped in bright green paper. Afton smiles and takes her similarly shaped bright red present from Mrs. Boulder. 
“You two have a fantastic break. Maybe I’ll see you on Winter Service Day!”
“Probably,” Afton says brightly. “Mom is in charge this year and we’ll be there to help.”
“So wonderful for her to volunteer. I know everyone was scrambling this year since the Johnsons moved away. Mrs. Johnson has done the event for the last fifteen years. Making kits for the foster care children is a fantastic idea.” The line moves forward and we wave goodbye. Afton and I walk down the hall toward the school pickup line.
“We don’t have to come to school again until next year!” I cheer.






  
  Chapter 2


We climb into the car quickly as mom pulls up to the curb, so that no one honks at us. She drives slowly on the snowy roads. 
 “You guys are not going to believe what Alyvia did today.” She pauses for dramatic effect. This is my favorite start to a story; my baby sister gets up to so much mischief while we’re at school. I click my seatbelt and wait to hear more. “She knocked over the Christmas tree.” Afton gasps and covers her mouth with her hands. Alyvia giggles from her car seat. I don’t know if it’s from Afton’s gasp or because she knows Mom’s telling a story about her. Either way, her giggle makes me laugh, too. “I was walking down the stairs with my arms full of presents for your cousins when I saw her walk toward the tree. I tried to distract her, but she saw her opportunity and wasn’t going to miss it. She got to the tree and grabbed a branch. It was like slow motion, watching it fall over. I’m glad it didn't fall right on top of her; it fell more to the side. Anyway, it crashed to the ground, and she looked at me with gigantic eyes and said, ‘oopsie daisy.’ Then she began to cry because it scared her. She probably thought she was in trouble. I put the presents down and rushed over to her, making sure she was ok, which she was, and then took a picture before setting the tree back up again. There was only one ornament that broke, but it was just a bulb from the discount store - nothing too sentimental.” My mind goes to the yearly ornaments I’ve gotten from gram and gramps for the past
[image: image-placeholder]
 seven years. I’m glad none of those broke. “I’ll show you the picture when we get home. I also wanted to mention that my Secret Santa made my bed and left a treat on my pillow this morning. Really made my day!” John squirms next to me. He looks like he’s trying not to smile.
We all walk into the house through the garage door that connects to the laundry room. It’s a tight fit, especially stepping over everyone’s shoes and around the basket of laundry. I see Robo Ren wiping down the kitchen tables. John and Dad invented and built Robo Ren. He is super helpful around the house. 
“Hello, welcome home. How was school?” he asks in his robot voice. He has Christmas lights strung around his neck and reindeer antlers on his head. 
“Hey, Robo Ren! It was good,” I reply, as John pushes past me and Afton to greet his robot. I hear a small jingling noise that quickly grows louder. Daffy, our puppy, runs toward us on her little legs, the jingle bells attached to her collar bouncing with every step. Daffy runs straight to Afton, who scoops her up. Afton lifts her chin and stretches her neck, trying to avoid the King Charles Spaniel's energetic kisses.
The door from the garage swings open as Mom enters the house with baby Alyvia in her arms. She sets Alyvia down so she can pull her phone out of her pocket. She scrolls for a minute, and then we all gather around to see the picture. There Alyvia is, sitting down next to the knocked over tree. I shake my head and then tickle Alyvia’s belly. 
[image: image-placeholder]
 “Where did Pickles go?” I ask Mom as we walk into the kitchen. 
“I moved him over there by the toaster. He made such a mess last night,” she mumbles with an eye roll.
“He sure did,” I nod, remembering how we found Pickles this morning. There was an entire bag of mini marshmallows dumped out on the counter and Pickles appeared to be doing snow angels in them. 
“I can’t imagine what that elf will get up to next,” Mom sighs. 






  
  Chapter 3


Ding! Dong! The doorbell again?! That’s the third time since we’ve sat down to eat. 
 “I’ll get it,” Mom says, leaving her plate of chicken stir-fry to answer the door. She greets someone cheerfully, but I can’t make out what they’re talking about. I’m pretty sure I know what it is, anyway. Mom is collecting all the donations for Winter Service Day. This year we are assembling care packages for foster kids in our state. Sometimes they leave their homes without anything but the clothes they are wearing. We are making kits for them with a toothbrush, a comb or brush, socks, crayons and a coloring book, things like that. There are different care packages for different age groups. 
“Thank you!” Mom says, and I hear the door close. She drops a box of donations in the living room and almost makes it back to her seat when the doorbell rings again. She turns on her heel and heads straight back to the door. I hear a strained voice and then a muffled thump, like a heavy bag being set down. Mom enthusiastically thanks whoever is at the door and comes back into the kitchen just as I take my last bite of chicken. I stand up to take my plate to the sink.
“This community is so generous,” Mom says, taking a bite of her now cold food. “Honey, will you move that big bag by the front door to the living room
[image: image-placeholder]
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