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Dedicated to my mom

Sharon Louise

My Inspiration for Addison:

artistic, determined, and 

always ready for adventure
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  Dear Friend: 
Hi! Remember me? I’m Barney, a blue-eyed border collie and a very handsome one at that, even if I do say so myself. I hope you enjoyed getting to know me in Empty Pockets—the first book in the Feathers, Treasures & Sandy Paws series. But enough about me.
In our last story, we learned that my best buddy Jack Cooper works hard and does good deeds which pay off in unexpected ways. In this part of our story, Jack gets help from all his friends—including magical, mystical friends. That’s where my other best pal Freckles the budgie comes in. She asked me to share this poem with you:
Some birds sing, some birds squawk
Some birds whistle, some birds talk
But magical birds tell secrets!

Ha-ha, that Freckles. She’s a clever bird.
Our little seaside village of Hansford Landing might look like a quiet life but look a little closer. I can’t type, so I’ll let the author tell you all about it. I hope you enjoy reading more about our adventures.
Your friend,
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  The End of the Middle of Middle School


Twelve-year-old Jack Cooper squirmed and wobbled in the springy, fold-down auditorium seat. He was impatient for the final assembly of the school year to begin, and even more impatient for it to end. He had made it through the seventh grade with flying colors, passing all his tests and turning in his big science project at the end of March. He only had one more hour to go, and then he would be free from schoolwork for the whole summer. But as everyone knows, the last hour of the school year is always the longest. 
Middle school principal, Miss Joan Minshull, tucked a loose frond of blond hair into her tightly coiled braid bun, her signature hairdo, as she approached the podium. She tapped her thick stack of notecards as she waited for the audience to quiet down. She leaned into the microphone wearing her most brilliant smile and began her remarks: “Boys and girls, teachers and parents, we have concluded another successful school year thanks to your hard work and dedication. Such endings are always bittersweet. At this time, please join me in bidding farewell to our eighth graders, who, at the conclusion of this assembly, will officially become graduates of Hansford Landing Middle School.” She stepped back to clap, and the audience joined her in a round of applause.
The eighth graders jumped to their feet and danced around in their places while making silly faces—a secret surprise performance. Everyone laughed at their antics, even though it wasn’t much of a secret, and no one was too surprised except for a few new teachers and out-of-town grandparents. It was becoming a middle school graduation tradition. Of course, to the delight of several graduates and the embarrassment of several parents, these were precisely the moments photographed by local reporter Brian Tapp and published on the front page of the local newspaper the next day. The caption read “Happy Feat.”
Miss Minshull smiled at this nonsense and returned to shuffling her index cards as she waited for the noise to die down. “Next year’s eighth graders will have big shoes to fill—dancing shoes, that is,” she quipped. The audience responded with laughter. “Now on a more serious note, I have exciting news.”
This is it! thought Jack. She hadn’t yet announced the results of the seventh-grade science fair, and that was the one thing keeping him wiggling in his seat with anticipation. He hung on her every word for some sort of clue that she was about to announce the winner. Maybe . . . just maybe, he thought.
Principal Minshull looked out over the audience. “I’d like to ask our seventh graders to please stand.”
Jack and his friend Logan Hansford exchanged questioning glances as they stood. Their friend Evie Hill looked back at them from a few rows ahead, shaking her head, shrugging her shoulders, and mouthing the words, “I have no clue.”
Principal Minshull continued, “As you all know, last year, under the leadership of seventh-grade teacher Mr. Dawson and with the help of community sponsors, among them Hansford Landing’s most prominent banker, Mr. Edward Hubbard, our seventh graders erected two tree forts in the south playground for the elementary school. The project was a great success.” Principal Minshull paused as the audience clapped. “I took the liberty of entering the project in the state’s annual Green Projects competition. And I’m happy to announce the project won. Let’s have a round of applause for those students standing.” The audience clapped, cheered, and whistled.
Principal Minshull smiled and waved her hands for everyone to quiet down. She spotted Mr. Dawson in the audience and continued, “There was a small cash prize, Mr. Dawson, so we’re looking forward to a similar project next fall.” She gestured to him to stand.
Thomas Dawson rose from his seat as the audience applauded. He bowed to her in appreciation of her recognition. It was, after all, a big deal. And a big surprise, too. She had objected so strongly to the project last fall, he thought. He struggled to force his puzzled expression into a smile. He succeeded at the precise moment he calculated that her gesture was probably influenced by Mr. Hubbard. Nothing motivates her toward a kind gesture faster than Mr. Hubbard, he thought, grinning ear to ear.
“Students, you may be seated.” She shuffled her note cards again. “I’m proud to announce that students from our school also entered the state’s Middle School Science Fair this spring with several competitive entries. As you may know, the award includes a fifty-dollar cash prize.”
Jack sucked in his breath. Here we go, he thought. I sure could use that money.
“I have the privilege of announcing that the winner is a student of Hansford Landing Middle School.”
I’m going to burst, Jack thought. Be cool, be cool.
“The theme of the project was an analysis particularly relevant to our seaside community.” She paused to scan the crowd for the winner.
Jack knew of several of his classmates’ entries that would fit that description. Jack held his breath as he followed her line of sight across the audience until she caught his eyes, stopped, and smiled. Is it me? Is it really me? he thought.
Principal Minshull read from her card as she proceeded with her announcement: “And the winner is the project entitled ‘Currents and Tides’ by Jack Cooper.” She looked up again. “Jack, please stand.”
Jack stood, beaming as everyone clapped and cheered. His parents, Coreena and Murray, applauded along with the crowd, so proud of the work he’d put into his project. Coreena dabbed her eyes with a tissue as Murray squeezed her hand.

      ***Jack retrieved his shoebox savings he kept under his bed and placed into it five crisp ten-dollar bills—a fortune to behold for someone whose pockets were always empty. It was the most money he had ever held at once. He reviewed his wish list he kept with the cash in his box and nodded. I’m getting closer, he thought. At the top of his list was a new motor for his dad’s fishing boat.
Principal Minshull was in a good mood these days or so it seemed to Jack. Maybe she was, after all, just an art buff who had been interested in buying the coral treasure he’d found last year. But that story was over, for Jack had returned the red coral treasure, and it was now in the hands of its rightful owner.
Walking on Sunshine

Jack’s summer was off to a terrific start. He had his tin whistle back. After a year of searching for it, he had found it in the most extraordinary and yet most likely place, precisely where he’d lost it—in the sea. He’d almost given up hope, never expecting to see it again. But one day, there it was, caught in his fishing net, poking out from among the flipping and flopping fish.
He carried it with him everywhere and smiled whenever he patted his pocket to find it there. Just where it belongs, he thought. Did his tunes charm fish right into the net like his dad said? Their daily fishing hauls certainly seemed bigger since he’d found his whistle. Everything seemed bigger and better these days. It felt like the world was at his fingertips—and in a way, it was.
Old Willie Barrett continued to give Jack music lessons. Despite coming into a great fortune thanks to Jack’s help, Willie enjoyed a simple life, playing his harmonica down at the pub as he always had. Though, these days, Jack needn’t carry tools with him to make any repairs to Willie’s seaside cottage. The wooden stairs no longer creaked and swayed under his weight. Only a few months ago, the dwelling had been barely safe for habitation. Now it was the pride of the little port village of Hansford Landing, a sight to behold, restored to its original stateliness as built by Willie’s grandfather.
While Willie insisted there would be no charge for music lessons, Jack’s mom, Coreena, never sent Jack empty-handed. For every trip to Willie’s, she packed a little something fresh from her oven. One morning, as she was kneading dough to make cinnamon pastries she knew to be Willie’s favorite, it occurred to her that Jack and Willie must be the happiest two souls on Earth. She was probably right.
As for the Coopers, they continued to struggle financially to keep their little grocery market going. They’d lately spoken of selling their fishing boat, which was in bad need of repairs. But they wouldn’t allow any talk of money troubles to spoil the splendid summer ahead.






  
  Meet Me at the Fair


It was a busy July morning in Hansford Landing, especially for the contestants competing in the Fourth of July County Fair. 
Jack’s friend Evie wished for a blue ribbon as she brushed her new cocker spaniel puppy, Ginny. She held Ginny’s chin in her hand, studying her face as she gently combed the swirly, curly fur on her ears. The compliant little puppy whimpered a faint complaint. Why can’t I chase my new ball? Ginny thought.
Evie gave her a little hug, and held her up, slowly turning her this way and that way to look her over. “Just one more brush of your coat and legs, Ginny. You look adorable,” she said confidently.
Ginny would have agreed, but she was too modest.

      ***Kindergarten teacher Becky Ann Chidsey scowled at the mirror as she unrolled her curlers. “It was not easy to get any sleep with you little pink plastic torturers all over my head last night,” she hissed. As she finished unwinding the last cylinder, she smiled and sighed. “Oh, but it was worth it.” She cupped her hands under the magnificent mop of bouncy ringlets.
She hummed to her reflection to practice a few notes of the song she’d selected for the competition. “You can do this,” she sang.

      ***Everyone in the little port village of Hansford Landing and friends from the neighboring city of Elson packed a picnic lunch and headed to Hillcrest Park—a park like any other . . . except when it wasn’t.
Opening Ceremony

“Friends and Neighbors,” began Mayor Fowlkes, “I’m excited to kick-off our Fourth of July festivities this year from the platform of this grand gazebo freshly remodeled courtesy of our very own Mr. Willie Barrett. Let’s also give a round of applause for the renovation of restroom facilities, too. I know my wife is very pleased with the new ladies’ room.”
“Oh, John, how embarrassing!” cried the elegant Mrs. Elizabeth Fowlkes, who stood at the foot of the gazebo stairs, fanning herself. “Move along now,” she urged him with a rolling gesture of her hand, her face hot pink from the blush of embarrassment. Though any kind friend would simply attribute her rosy color to summer’s warmth.
Everyone clapped and whistled as the shy and modest Willie Barrett walked forward with his hat in his hand and bowed his head in appreciation to the mayor and the crowd. Mayor Fowlkes led Willie to the gazebo post, where a little section of it had been veiled.
“In recognition of your generosity,” Mayor Fowlkes continued, addressing Willie, “we dedicate this gazebo to you.”
The mayor pulled a little cord, and the fabric fell away from a brass plaque. He shook Willie’s hand as local reporter Brian Tapp snapped the photograph. The plaque read:
In appreciation for his generous contributions to our community,
we dedicate this gazebo to William James Barrett
After the clapping died down, Mayor Fowlkes continued, “Willie has also given me permission to announce here today that he has gifted his inheritance of this park to the village of Hansford Landing.”
The enthusiastic crowd offered more clapping, cheering, and sharp whistles. The park was nearly as well loved as Willie.
“Wait, wait,” said Mayor Fowlkes, gesturing for the crowd to quiet down. “The council held a special session and voted unanimously to rename the park Barrett Park in honor of the Barrett family’s longstanding generosity.”
The crowd clapped again, and bystanders congratulated and thanked Willie as he descended from the gazebo. Waiting there was his sweetheart, the Antiquities and Curiosities shop owner Miss Jeannie Mae, who greeted him with a big smile as he took his place beside her in the audience.
“You’re a kind and generous man, Willie Barrett,” she said squeezing his arm.
Mayor Fowlkes concluded his remarks. “We have many amusements today. I’m looking forward to judging the jellies and jam contest. And I’ll see you all at the dunking booth, where we hope to raise a lot of money for several worthy causes.”
The crowd dispersed in search of their favorite events. Coreena and Murray walked arm in arm among them.
Coreena spoke wistfully, “Willie Barrett has made it possible for us to enjoy this lovely park for always. He’s been very generous with his change of fortune. Though, in truth, he was always generous.”
Murray nodded his head in agreement. “He’s repaid every kindness ever shown him. We have a new freezer thanks to him . . . and thanks to you, Coreena.” Murray squeezed her hand. “He appreciated the meals and groceries you took him all those years. He didn’t forget.”
Coreena blushed and changed the subject. “I’m parched. Shall we get some lemonade?” Her purse was thin, but she’d set aside a little cash especially for today.
“Let’s go find the dunking booth.” Murray smiled slyly. He’d also set aside a little cash for today.
Dunks for Dollars

Like most county fairs, that of Hansford Landing featured all sorts of events and competitions, attracting crowds from Elson and surrounding counties. There were ribbons for the major categories of livestock, crafts, food, and music. Preparations involved many hours of pet grooming, whittling, knitting, baking, and rehearsals. There were always enough ribbons to go around. Brian Tapp meandered from event to event, checking the schedule, ready with his camera and notepad to document the highlights for the local paper.
The dunking booth always drew a big crowd as a fund-raising event. Jack and his friends Logan and Evie hurried over to see who their favorite targets would be this year.
The middle school’s most popular teacher, Mr. Thomas Dawson, had volunteered. He played up the role, wearing a diver’s wet suit and a snorkel, as if he were going to sink to the depths of the ocean. The entire student body of the middle school had a go at him. Jack and Logan took turns spending most of Logan’s pocket money to try their hand at the game.
“Put down that hotdog, Logan Hansford! Get over here and give it your best pitch! I dare you!” shouted Mr. Dawson. He quickly replaced his snorkel in his mouth to ready himself for the imminent plunge. Logan was the middle school’s best pitcher.
Jack was up first, but he was a little hesitant to dunk his favorite teacher.
Logan insisted as he handed him a ball. “It’s our duty!”
“It’s for a good cause,” Jack shouted apologetically before nailing the target with a bang and sending Mr. Dawson splashing into the water. Jack was the middle school’s second-best pitcher.
“Yeah, a good cause,” shouted Logan as he took his position, “’cause we wanna see you get dunked.” He hit the target hard, sending Mr. Dawson into the depths of the dunking booth. Logan raised his arms like a gladiator champion and shouted, “Let’s hear some noise for a good cause.” He charmed the crowd into a roar of applause and laughter as only Logan could and proceeded to the end of the line for another turn.
Mayor Fowlkes was also a good sport to volunteer for the dunking booth. When he was up, he shouted like a true carny to familiar passersby, “Step right up here! Empty your pockets and pay your money! I dare you! Come on, Mr. Hubbard, give it a shot! Try your luck! Only one dollar per ball! Buy a dozen for only ten dollars! It
Blue Ribbons

A Fine Feathered Friend

Sweet Summer
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