
  
    [image: Read-to-Me Stories]
  


  
    
      Read-to-Me Stories

    

    
      
        Deb Logan

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: WDM Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        
          Chattermaster

        

        
          
            Chattermaster

          

        

      

      
        
          Deirdre’s Dragon

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

      
        
          The Fox and The Fleas

        

        
          
            The Fox and The Fleas

          

        

      

      
        
          Mom’s Helper

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Also by Deb Logan

      

      
        Sample: “Cinnamon Chou: Space Station Detective”

      

      
        About Deb Logan

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chattermaster

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Blake loved to talk. He rarely closed his mouth.

      He chatted with his parents over protein shakes at breakfast. He gabbed to his friends on the way to the educational unit. He whispered answers to himself when his instructor called on someone else. He even chanted in a sing-song rhythm during recess in the exercise pod.

      Sometimes his happy chatter annoyed other people.

      “Don’t talk with food in your mouth, Blake,” Mother said at dinner one night. She spoke distinctly because the ship’s galley brimmed with colonists. Most family units ate at six bells.

      “But…”

      Father held up one finger, preventing his son’s reply.

      Blake deflated. He’d only wanted to point out his mouth was empty.

      “It’s dinner time, Blake,” said Father. “Get some food in your mouth.”

      Obediently, Blake bit into the replicated chicken, chewed and swallowed before opening his mouth. Mother spoke first.

      “Tomorrow is a big day for you, Blake,” she said, pausing to sip recycled water. “Master Farmer Jaden has agreed to test you for a possible apprenticeship.”

      Blake’s mouth gaped, but no words came out. Master Farmer Jaden grew all the food for the Starship Generations. Blake’s parents worked alongside the great man in the hydroponics gardens.

      “You should be honored,” said Father. “The Master Farmer rarely tests applicants.”

      Early the next morning Blake marched into the hydroponics pod. The chamber hummed with activity. Rows upon rows of green plants towered above stainless steel troughs. Pumps whirred, circulating nutrient-rich liquid to nourish the plants that fed the ship’s occupants. Farmers and apprentices made careful adjustments or harvested ripe fruit.

      Blake waved to Mother and Father. They smiled and nodded toward the Master Farmer’s office.

      At Blake’s approach, the office doors whooshed open to reveal the Master Farmer hunched over a computer console. Wispy white hair framed a wrinkled face. Antique glasses perched upon his nose. When he looked up, faded brown eyes measured Blake.

      “Good. You’re prompt,” said the old man. He straightened and strode past Blake out the door. “Walk with me and tell me what you know of gardening, boy.”

      Blake raced to keep up with the man’s long-legged stride. The invitation to talk thrilled him.

      “Both my parents are farmers,” he said, “so I know lots about plants. This garden is so efficient, it feeds the whole ship. Nothing is wasted.”

      Blake happily parroted information gained during visits to the garden. He explained how the plants grew in liquid without icky, old-fashioned dirt. Blake gabbled non-stop, barely pausing to breathe.

      Master Farmer Jaden stopped outside a chamber on the far side of the hydroponics pod. He raised a hand to stem Blake’s chatter. Silver-green silence bloomed.

      Blake waited.

      The Master Farmer remained still.

      Blake fidgeted, but kept quiet.

      After what felt like ages, Master Farmer Jaden spoke. “Well, boy, it is clear you have an active mind and can absorb what you are told. Certainly, you communicate well. Both are qualities I will require in my next apprentice.”

      “That’s wonderful, sir,” said Blake. “I’d love to be your apprentice. Father always says…”

      He trailed off at the old man’s raised eyebrow.

      Silence ruled again.

      Blake squirmed under Master Farmer Jaden’s gaze, but kept his lips together.

      Finally, the Master Farmer spoke. “I will watch your progress, boy. When you’re twelve, if you’ve learned the value of silence, you’ll be my next apprentice.

      “Make no mistake; this will be a challenging position. Your parents were born on this ship and have lived their whole lives with hydroponics, but things are changing. My next apprentice will be required to learn the secrets of this chamber.”

      The old man waved a hand and the chamber doors whooshed open.

      Warm moist air greeted Blake as he stepped onto a dark, cushiony surface. An unfamiliar odor teased his nose. He sniffed cautiously and then inhaled deeply.

      Master Farmer Jaden nodded. “That smell is dirt. These plants are growing in it. You’re standing on it, too.”

      Blake glanced down. His thin-soled shoes sank into a mushy brown substance.

      “Dirt?”

      “Yes, dirt.” The old man observed Blake’s confusion, smiled and laid a hand on his shoulder. “You see, boy, this ship will reach planetfall during the prime of your life. My next apprentice must learn the art of growing food in dirt. This small chamber has been preserved for generations to train the first planetside farmer.

      “What do you think, Blake? Will you be up to the challenge?”

      Blake squatted and touched the dirt. He pinched a bit, brought his fingers to his nose and savored the rich, distinctive aroma. Quiet warmth blossomed in his chest; he’d found his calling.

      “Yes, sir!” he said. Blake grinned broadly—and closed his mouth.
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      Deirdre rubbed her eyes, and then stared open-mouthed at the dragon squished onto the window seat. He was shiny, golden, and too big to be believed.

      The dragon oozed off the cushion onto the hardwood floor. He yawned and stretched, reminding Deirdre of a really big (make that gigantic!) cat.

      She stood perfectly still, heart pounding so hard her fingers and toes felt like they might explode. She wondered if the dragon was hungry, but mostly she wondered what dragons ate.

      “Caviar,” the dragon rumbled, licking his lips. “You know, little black fish eggs, but I’ll settle for peanut butter and jelly on rye.”

      “You, uhh, you talked! Where did you come from? Wait a minute. I didn’t say that out loud.” Words gushed from Deirdre’s mouth. She was standing in the library of Gran’s Scottish mansion talking to a dragon, and all she could do was ask stupid questions.

      “Of course I talk,” said the dragon, “and I hear your thoughts, too.” He lifted his lip in what Deirdre hoped was a dragon smile. “As to where I came from, why, you called me.”

      “I did? I didn’t mean to. I mean, I’m sure you’re a very nice dragon and all …” her words trailed off. She took a deep breath and tried again. “How did I call you?”

      “You touched that silver medal, and on your twelfth birthday, too.” A wisp of smoke escaped his nostrils.

      Deirdre hoped he didn’t belch up a flame. With all these books, she’d be toast in a heartbeat! Oh, yeah, the medal. She glanced at the ornament clutched in her sweaty palm. The bright disk boasted a tiny picture of a dragon in mid-flight.

      “I am bound to the females of your bloodline,” the dragon continued, “but you must be twelve before I’m allowed to show myself.” He lowered his head and looked straight into her eyes. “Happy birthday, Deirdre.”

      “Thank you.” Mom would be pleased. Even with her mind in a whirl, Deirdre remembered her manners. Mom. Aha! “Does my mother know about you?”

      “Of course.” He turned his jewel-bright eyes away from Deirdre and glanced around the room. “She’s heard all your Gran’s stories, just as you have.”

      “No!” Deirdre cried, stamping her foot. “That’s not what I mean, and you know it.” She decided to be more specific. “Does my mother think you’re real? Has she ever talked to you?”

      The dragon ambled to the hearth and curled up in front of the extinct fire. “No.” He yawned and nestled his triangular head onto his front feet. Claws flashed, and then retracted, rescuing the hearthrug from certain destruction.

      “Why not?”

      “The enchantment skips a generation. You won’t be ready to give me up when your daughter turns twelve.” His eyes sparkled, laughter dancing in their depths. “But when your granddaughter comes of age, well, that will be another bowl of caviar.”

      “Well … what if I don’t have a daughter? Or a granddaughter?”

      His head jerked up, his eyes round as saucers. “No granddaughter? But you have to have a granddaughter!”

      “No, I don’t,” Deirdre said, her heart skipped a beat. Arguing with a dragon might be dangerous, but this was important. “Mom says I can be anything I want.” She planted her fists squarely on her hips and stared up into the dragon’s glittering eyes. “Dad says so, too. I’m going to be an astronaut and discover new planets.”

      The dragon stared at her. His huge eyes whirled, and the spiky tip of his golden tail beat a rapid rhythm on the hearthrug. “Maybe you could have a daughter before you go exploring?”

      She relaxed a little and considered his suggestion. “Maybe, but I might be too busy training. You might have to wait until I get back from my new planet.”

      He looked so disappointed. She wanted to ease the sting. “Maybe I’ll name my first planet after you. Say, what is your name?”

      He stood proudly on all four feet, wings furled tightly against his back and made a noise that sounded like chewing up rocks and gargling the slurry.

      “Oh.” She cleared her throat — it hurt just listening to that name – and said, “well, maybe I’d better just take you along when I go exploring.” She paused, thought about that terrible noise, and asked, “I don’t suppose you have a nickname?”

      He grinned his toothy grin and said, “You may call me Roddy.”

      Voices in the hall interrupted them. Deirdre turned from the dragon to stare at the closed door. A moment later, it burst open and Dad stepped into the room.

      “Hi, Dad,” she said, stuffing the medal into the back pocket of her jeans. She glanced over her shoulder at Roddy.

      The majestic beast was gone. In his place lay Gran’s favorite toy — the dragon she’d told all her stories about.

    

  

OEBPS/images/chattermaster-6x9.jpg
DEB LOGHN

AUTHOR OF THUNDERBIRO

CHATTERMRASTER

R "READ-TO-ME" STORY






OEBPS/images/deirdretitle.jpg





OEBPS/images/wdm-dragon-logo-w-border-small.jpg
WDM
Publishing





OEBPS/images/deirdresdragon-6x9.jpg





OEBPS/images/r2m-collection-6x9.jpg
DEB LOGAN

AUTHOR OF THUNDERBIRD

READ -TO-ME STORIES

A Collection of Early Reader Tales





OEBPS/images/depositphotos_140012946_xl-2015.jpg





