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  Becky awoke to a beautiful stream of sunlight hitting the corner of her bed. She sat up, smiled, and ran her hand across the light. It felt warm, which was her clue that it would be a wonderful day to play hopscotch. Becky loved to play hopscotch ever since her grandmother taught her the game. It was her all-time favorite game to play, and she was very good at it.
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  Becky rolled out of bed, quickly got dressed, and glanced at her reflection in the mirror. She used her hands to smooth down her curly, brown hair. “No need for a brush or comb now,” she thought, skipping into the kitchen.


  “Good morning, Mother,” Becky said as she came into the kitchen. “Good morning,” her mother replied.


  “It is a very beautiful day today. After breakfast, may I go out and play?” Becky asked.


  “Yes, you may, as soon as you’ve finished,” said Becky’s mom.


  Becky looked down at her breakfast. She had milk, which she hated; a small orange, peeled and divided in half, which she did not like either; two eggs that seemed to stare directly up at her from the plate; and a long strip of bacon that was black in more places than it was brown.
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  Becky did not like wasting time on breakfast, and besides she was not hungry. “May I take my breakfast outside and finish it, Mother? The sun is so very pretty.”


  “Yes, Becky, I think that is a good idea,” her mother said. “The sun is pretty; make sure you eat all of your food. It’s very good for you,” she added.


  “Yes, ma’am,” Becky answered as she picked up her orange halves and put them on the plate with the eggs that looked like eyes, and the black bacon. She picked up her glass of milk and slid out the side door.
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  Becky pranced down the steps off of their side porch, balancing her milk in one hand and her plate in the other.


  When she reached the ground, she turned around and set the plate and the glass on the steps. “Now!” she thought, “I can start having fun.” Becky turned back around and looked at the driveway. The sun was lovely, but she really wanted to get started playing hopscotch. She loved the game.


  “I bet I’m the hopscotch champion on my block,” she said to herself. Becky turned again and looked under the first step where she always kept her special marker.
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  “Here it is,” she said, as her fingers grabbed the small object. It was a plastic hair barrette her grandmother had given her. She had told Becky this special barrette marker had made her hopscotch champion of her block when she was a little girl.


  Becky squeezed the special object in her hand as she walked over to her hopscotch board. Her father had painted it perfectly in the driveway on the side of her house. He had used special paint that did not wash off in the rain. Becky was ready now. She bent slightly and was just about to throw her marker in the box marked “1,” when she saw a large frog in the middle of her hopscotch board.


  [image: ]


  “YEEK!” yelled Becky. “What is that thing doing there?” Becky did not want to go near it.


  She quickly ran up the steps into the house. “Mother, Mother!” she cried. “There is a frog on my hopscotch board. How can I make it go away?” she asked.


  Becky’s mother was leaning over the kitchen counter talking on the phone when Becky came in. Her mother giggled and smiled as she moved the phone from one ear to the other.


  Becky tapped her mother’s leg and said, “Please, Mother.” Becky’s mother stopped talking and looked at Becky. “Did you drink all of your milk?” she asked.


  “Uh-oh,” thought Becky. “Not all of it, Mother,” she replied.


  “Well then,” her mother said, holding her hand over the receiver, “everyone knows that the way to get rid of a frog on a hopscotch board is to drink your milk while you wait for the frog to go away.”


  “Great!” Becky shouted. “Good thing I did not drink that old milk this morning,” she thought to herself.
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