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“Did you see my mud pie? I put leaves in it!)”

‘T sure did, and it looked awesome!”
Sam’s mom said with extra enthusiasm.
“But look how filthy your hands are,” she
continued. “Let's go wash up befere you eat”

Sam was small and couldn’t reach the sink,
but his Mom was there to help him. She held
him up as he washed his hands under the

warm water.

“Wash between your fingers,” she instructed.

Soon Sam’s hands were clean, and he headed

off 4o the kitchen.
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After lunch, Sam asked, “Mommy, can T go
outside and play again?”

“Of course,” she said, and with a big hug and
a kiss, he was out the frent door lickety-split.
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Be'Fore Sam knew i, his mom was at the door again.

“Sam, come inside for a snack” she called.
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“Ok, coming Mommy,” he called back, shaking
mud off his rubber boots.
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Sam |oved to play outside.
T} was his faverite thing to do.
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§am s mom was standing by the open door
to their house. “Come inside please, it's

time for lunch,” she called.
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“Ok, coming Mommy,” Sam said, shaking
off his wet and muddy hands.
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“What's for lunch?” Sam asked.

“Macareni and cheese, your faveritel” his mom answered as she

placed a heaping bowl in front of him.

Sam stabbed at a noodle with his fork. The macareni was so
slippery that it shot out from the prongs and landed on the floor
with a quiet plop. He was going to pick it up after he was done
eating. But, with a plate of his faverite pasta in from of him, he
soon forgot all about it.

Sam decided to use his fork as a spoon. Instead of stabbing at
the macaroni, he dished up seviral pieces and dumped them all into
his mouth. ‘tRu“(\\
“Mommy... I don't like if, it's oo crunchy," he said with a mouthful
of hard macaroni.
Sam’s mom was surprised the pasta wasn't cooked. ‘T thought I
had boiled it long enough,” she said. “No worries, T'll make you a peanut

butter and jam sandwich instead”
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