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––––––––

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: 6-8 yrs. Old
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I write these stories for my grandchildren. You are welcome to read them, share them with the children in your life, and, I hope, enjoy them. 

For Maggie.  Nice is not always good.  
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Cookie stood in the line for her class. The sidewalk was full of kids. She pushed her hair behind her ear and looked around. All the same kids were there. 

Jeff was in front of her. He lived just down the street from her. In the line to her right was her brother, David. He was telling Jeff’s brother, Tom something. He waved his hands in the air. 

Cookie didn’t have time to wonder what David was saying. Right in front of Jeff was a new girl. Her hair was very dark. Cookie wondered who she was. 

The last bell rang out. A teacher opened the big double doors. The first line went inside. Cookie’s class was in the fourth line. They had to wait their turn.

When the fourth line began to move Cookie saw the new girl pass by the teacher.  

“Good morning, Laura,” the teacher said. 

Cookie decided she would ask to be Laura’s buddy. Whenever there was a new student they got a buddy. The buddy would show the new kid where the bathrooms were. They would help them if they got lost in the school. They would be a friend in a strange place. 

In the classroom the teacher stood in front of the class. She put her hand over her heart. Everyone said the Pledge of Allegiance to the Flag.  Then they sang The Star-Spangled Banner. After that they sat down. 

“Class,” the teacher said. “We have a new student today. Her name is Laura.”  Everyone looked at Laura. 

Cookie could see that Laura’s skin was brown. She was browner than any of the other kids. She was browner than Cookie got in summer when the sun baked into her skin. 

The teacher was still talking. “Please welcome Laura to our town and our school.”

Everyone said together, “Welcome, Laura.”

Laura ducked her head. She looked down at her lap. Cookie could see that her hands were clasped together very tight. 

The teacher didn’t ask for anyone to be Laura’s buddy. Cookie decided she would ask the teacher anyway. She held up her hand. The teacher did not call on her. She just turned around and started writing on the big chalkboard. 

Halfway through the morning was recess. All the kids went outside to play. Laura did not play with the other kids. She sat on the steps in front of the school and looked at the ground. 

“Hi!” Cookie said. She sat down next to the new girl. “My name is Cookie. Do you want to play?”

Laura turned her face to the side without lifting her head. “I guess.”

“Let’s play Hopscotch.”

Laura stood up and said, “Where can we play?”

Cookie looked around. They were on the wide sidewalk in front of the school. It was hard and smooth. “Right here,” she said.

“Won’t we get in trouble?” Laura asked. 

Cookie had only ever gone to that school. She had never gotten in trouble for playing on the sidewalk. “No,” she said. “It’s okay for us to play here.”

Around the bottom of a tree next to the sidewalk there were small white rocks. Cookie picked one up. “Look,” she said to Laura. “It works like chalk.” She drew a line on the sidewalk.

Laura crossed her arms. “I don’t think you should take that.”

Cookie looked around them. There were kids running and playing. There were kids yelling and laughing. There was even a smaller kid crying. No one was paying any attention to Cookie and Laura. “It’s okay.” 

Cookie scraped the little rock across the sidewalk. She began drawing squares. Then she put numbers in the squares. Before long she was done. She stood up and brushed the dust from her hands.  “Now, we can play.”
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“Do you know how to play Hopscotch?” Cookie asked Laura. 

“Yes,” Laura said. She rolled her eyes. “Everyone knows how to play Hopscotch.”

Cookie held out the small white rock.  “You can go first.” 

Laura tossed the rock toward the Hopscotch squares. It landed in the third square. She carefully hopped on one foot. First square, hop. Second square, hop. She bent her knee and hopped forward. Over the square with the rock she jumped. She landed with both feet down on the double squares. 

She got all the way to the end and turned around with another big hop. On her way back she leaned over and picked up the rock. Then she hopped back to the beginning.  

Cookie crossed her arms. “That’s not how we play it,” she said. “You have to throw the rock into the first square first.”

“That’s not how we play it where I come from,” Laura told her. 

Cookie thought about that. She liked learning new things. She liked doing things in new ways. “Okay,” she said. “We’ll do it your way.”

Cookie tossed the rock and it landed in the sixth square. That would be an easy one to jump over since there were double squares on each side. 

First square, hop. Second square, hop. Third square, hop. On the fourth and fifth squares she landed on both feet. With a big jump she bounced over the sixth square with the rock. She landed on the seventh and eighth squares. 

After hopping to the end she turned around. On the way back she picked up the rock.

As she handed the rock to Laura she said, “Where do you come from?”

Laura took the rock and held it in her hand. Cookie could she she was thinking. “We used to live a long way from here.”

“Where do you live now,” Cookie asked. 

Laura smiled like that was a joke. “I live here now.”

Cookie shrugged, “I mean what street do you live on?”

“C Street,” Laura told her. 

Cookie couldn’t believe it! She bounced up in the air. “That’s where I live,” she said. “Now we are neighbors.”

The bell rang out. It was time to go back into the classroom. Cookie was happy that now she had a friend on her street. She was the oldest of the kids on C Street. She leaned over to where Laura was in line in front of her. “When is your birthday,” she whispered. 

“October 4th,” Laura whispered back.

Cookie clapped her hands together. “That’s my birthday, too!” She forgot to whisper. The teacher looked at her and put her finger to her lips. 

Cookie felt her cheeks get hot. She didn’t like to break the rules. “We’re twins,” she whispered quietly. “We can have a birthday party together. I love birthday parties!”

Laura didn’t smile. She looked at Cookie and turned away. 

Now Cookie’s cheeks were even hotter. She was embarrassed. She knew twins looked alike. The little kids at the top of the street were twins. Their hair was yellow and they both had blue eyes. Even though they were a boy and girl they looked the same. 

Cookie and Laura did not look the same. Cookie had light hair and Laura’s was dark. Cookie’s skin was pink with freckles and Laura’s was brown. Cookie hoped Laura didn’t think she was making fun. She truly was not making fun. She was happy they shared a birthday. She felt like they could be special friends.

Maybe Laura thought Cookie was not as pretty as her. Maybe she thought that being twins meant that Cookie thought she was just as cute as Laura. 

“We don’t have to have a birthday party together,” she said. Laura didn’t turn around. Cookie was sad. Had she lost her new friend that quickly? “I’m sorry,” she added. “Can we still be friends?”

She saw Laura’s head nod. But she didn’t turn around. Somehow Cookie would make it up to her.
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Cookie walked home from school that day with the other kids on C Street.

“Next week is Valentine’s Day,” Jenny said. “In my class we are making mailboxes for the cards we will get.”

Tom turned around and walked backward. “We are making big envelopes for our cards to go in.”

Jackie clapped her hands together. “I wonder how many Valentine’s Day cards I will get.”

Cookie looked at her little sister. “Everyone gets the same amount,” she told her. 

Jackie stopped walking. “I don’t think that’s true. I will give cards to kids I like the best.”

David had a stick in his hand. He waved it in the air. “You’re not allowed to do that,” he said. “You have to give a card to everyone in your class.”

Tom was still walking backward. “That’s the only way to be fair.”

“Come on,” Cookie said to Jackie. “Keep up.”

Jackie ran to catch up with the other kids. “Valentine’s Day is about showing who you like the best. If I give a card to everyone, no one will be best.”

Jenny’s little brother, Steve said, “Yes, that’s what I think, too.”

Jeff had not said anything. He was quiet.

“What do you think,” Cookie asked him. 

“I think I would feel bad if no one gave me a card,” he told her. 

Cookie nodded her head. She would feel bad if she even got one less card than everyone else





















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.jpg
VALENTINE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg
K'g,f STREET






d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





