1.  MY DOG FIFO  by Charity Barger
 

My dog's name is Fifo McGee.  He is my best friend. 
We play all kinds of games together. 
His favorite game is playing baseball. 
He can catch almost any ball I hit. 
We run together, too.  He runs slowly so I can keep up.  I can tell he does because dogs usually run pretty fast. 
He even sleeps on my bed.  He steals the covers and snores.  Still, he is the best dog ever! 
My mom does not agree.  She says he is the worst.  Sure, he did track mud onto the carpet. 
That was because we were playing ball.  I did not mean to hit it hard.  At least he caught it.  It almost hit the window. 
He also got cookies all over the couch.  We were having a snack.  He does not have hands, you know. 
The truth is, most of the crumbs were mine. I tried to tell her. He tried to lick them all up.  He just missed a few. 
He did get her new dress soaking wet.  We were taking a bath.  I thought she would be proud of us. 
Fifo is my very best friend.  Mom says she is going to sell him. She has not sold ME, though!  So, I figure he is safe. 
Tomorrow we go to the beach.  Mom will not like Fifo's hair all over.  That is for sure! 
Still, she will remember to bring his pillow.  She will not like it when he barks.  But she will talk about him for hours.  She will talk to every one about him. 
Sharing ice cream is definitely a no-no so she will get him his own.  It will be the best day! 
Fifo is my very, very best friend.  And I will tell you a secret: I think my mom likes him too.

2.  Sam’s New Sneakers  by Laura Keyes Ellsworth
Sam got new sneakers for his birthday.  They were shiny and red. Best of all, they had springs for jumping very high.  
He bounded along the sidewalk.  “Boing, boing, boing,” went his sneakers.  He was very happy. 

Sam’s big brother Nick came outside.  Nick was no fun.  When they played games, he always won. 
“I can still jump higher than you,” Nick shouted at Sam.  Sam was mad.  
He bounced into his backyard to get away from Nick.  He looked at his trampoline and had an idea.  I’ll show him, thought Sam.  

No one was allowed to wear shoes on the trampoline.  Sam didn’t care.  He climbed up, still wearing his new sneakers.  He began to bounce. 

On the first jump he went as high as his bedroom window.  On the second jump, he bounced above his house.  On the third jump, something odd happened.  
He went up, up, up but he didn’t come down.  Everything around him was white and fluffy.  He was on a cloud.  Sam peered over the cloud.  
He could see Nick in the backyard.  “Help!” he cried, but Nick didn’t hear him.  He was worried.  How would he ever get down?  

He looked down at his yard again.  Nick was bringing all their toys inside.  Sam’s cloud was raining on his backyard.  The sun was shining above the cloud.  That gave Sam an idea.

Sam started to dig.  He dug a hole all the way through the cloud. The sun was now shining where it was raining. 
A big rainbow appeared.  Sam climbed onto the rainbow and closed his eyes.  He slid all the way down the rainbow.

He landed safely in his own backyard.  Sam never jumped on the trampoline with his shoes again.

3.  Bubble Grub by Ann Harth
“I got it!” Jarrod put down the box of Creepy Crunchies.  He pulled a sticker from his bowl.  “I got Bubble Grub!” 

“Great!” Dad called.  “Make sure he only sticks to your lunchbox.”

Jarrod pulled the paper from his sticker.  Oops!  His lunchbox was in his room. 
He placed Bubble Grub on a chair.  The sticky side was up. He ran upstairs.  Dad was coming down.

“Ready for school?” Dad asked. 

“I’m ready.” 

Jarrod grabbed his lunchbox.  He got to the kitchen and stopped.  Oh no!  Dad was sitting on Bubble Grub!  What could he do? 

Dad read the paper. 

Jarrod waited.

Dad drank his coffee.

Jarrod still waited.

“Time to go.” Dad walked to the door.  Bubble Grub was stuck to Dad’s pants!

Jarrod crept up behind his father.  He reached out to grab his sticker. 

Dad turned. “Have a good day.”

Jarrod jumped back. “I will.”

Dad reached for his keys. 

Jarrod reached for Bubble Grub again. 

Dad looked around. “See you tonight.”

Jarrod jumped back. “Okay.”

Dad turned to leave. 

“Wait,” Jarrod said.  Dad couldn’t take Bubble Grub to work. “You forgot your phone.” 

Dad snapped his fingers.  “Thanks.”  He went upstairs. 

Jarrod followed. He reached out and pulled the sticker. 
Got it!  No wait!  He didn’t pull hard enough.  Now Bubble Grub hung from one corner.  The sticker flapped as Dad climbed the steps.

“What are you doing?” Dad brushed the seat of his pants. Bubble Grub floated to the floor.

“Nothing.” 

Dad went to his room. 

Jarrod picked up his sticker and went downstairs.

“Now I’m late,” Dad said. 

Jarrod held Bubble Grub in one hand.  He hugged his dad. Now he could put on his favorite sticker.  He looked down at his hand. 

Bubble Grub was gone! 

“Bye Jarrod!” Dad turned to get in the car. 

Oh no! Now Bubble Grub was stuck to Dad's shirt!

4.  Grandpa’s Friend.  By Ann Harth


“Can we play in the boat, Grandpa?” Sophie stood on the back porch.  A small rowboat sat on the beach.

“You can.” Grandpa looked out to sea.  “Maybe you’ll see one of my friends.” 

Did Grandpa have friends?  He was a fisherman.  He was always alone. 

“What friends?” Ben said.

Grandpa just smiled.  “The tide comes in quickly.  Don’t get caught.”

“We won’t!” Sophie raced down the beach.  Ben followed.


“I’m the captain!” Ben said.  He climbed into the boat.

Sophie tripped on a thick rope.  “Ouch!”  She sat next to Ben. She brushed sand from her knees.


“Let’s be pirates today!” said Ben. 

“Then treasure hunters!” 

The sun was hot.  It was high in the sky.  Sophie felt the boat move.  She looked up as a wave crashed into them.  They were floating out to sea!

“Ben!” she said.  “The rope! It must have come loose when I tripped.”

Sophie looked toward the beach.  Grandpa was there.  He looked tiny.  He was yelling.

“What did he say?” said Ben.
“Something about his friends.”

Ben grabbed Sophie’s hand.  He pointed into the water. “Look. A dolphin!”

The dark triangle sliced through the water.


“It’s coming closer!” Ben shouted.

The sleek gray dolphin was close enough to touch.  Sophie stroked the dolphin’s back.  It felt like smooth rubber. 
The boat moved farther away from the beach.  The dolphin stayed close. 

Sophie had an idea.  A rope lay in the bottom of the boat.  She made a loop in the end.  The dolphin moved closer. 

“She wants to help!” Sophie slipped the rope over her head. 

The dolphin swam.  She pulled the boat behind her. 

“She’s going the wrong way!” 

“It’s okay, Ben.”  Sophie patted her little brother’s back. She was scared too.  “Just hold on.” 

The dolphin swam and the boat raced out to sea. 

 Sophie saw a shadow under the water.  What was it? 

Rocks! Just under the surface.  Without the dolphin, the boat would have crashed.  The dolphin was pulling them to safety.  

“Look Ben!  She’s turning around!”

The dolphin swam in a wide circle.  She headed toward the beach. 

Grandpa stood in the water with a red bucket.  The dolphin swam towards him.  Soon the water was shallow. Sophie could see shells on the bottom. 

Grandpa waded out and grabbed the side of the boat.  He handed the bucket to Sophie.

“You might want to say thank you,” he said. 

Sophie threw a fat fish to the dolphin.  Ben did too.  They threw fish until the bucket was empty.  The dolphin flapped her tail and swam away.

Grandpa pulled the boat to shore. 

Sophie smiled as he hugged her.  “You have good friends, Grandpa.”

5.  A Note in a Bottle by Ann Harth
“I’m bored.” Noah said.  He sat in Grandma’s kitchen. 

“Then find something to do.”  Grandma placed some paper and crayons on the table. 

Noah drew a horse.  It looked like a pig. 

“I’m bored,” he said again.  “There’s no one to play with.”

It was going to be a long summer.  Noah pulled a tennis ball from his pocket.  He bounced it on the table. 

Thunk

Thunk 

Thunk

“Noah!” Grandma yelled.  “Find something to do!”

Noah picked up his paper and crayons.  “I’m going to the beach to draw.” 

Grandma nodded.  “Stay in front so I can see you.”

“I will.” Noah stepped outside. 

He sat down on the beach in front of Grandma’s house.  He looked up the beach.  It was empty.  He looked down the beach. It was empty too. 

“I just need a friend,” he said. 

He stared out into the sea.  The waves were gentle.  A fish jumped. Something sparkled. 

Noah stood up.  He ran to the edge of the water.  What was it?  The waves carried it to the sand.

Noah picked it up.  “Only an old bottle.” He looked closer. Something was inside. 
Noah took off the top.  He turned the bottle upside down.  A piece of paper fell onto the sand.  Noah unrolled it.

“A note!” he said.

The note said:

Hello, 

I’m bored. I need a friend.

From,

Cathy.
“Where are you?” Noah yelled at the ocean.

He turned the paper over.  He wrote:

Hi,

I’m bored too.

Your friend,

Noah.

He rolled up the note and put it in the bottle.  He threw the bottle into the water.  He threw it as far as he could.  He watched it float away.

“Noah!” Grandma called. “Mom’s on the phone!”

Noah raced to the house. 

The next day, Noah ate his breakfast quickly.

“What’s the hurry?” Grandma said.

“I’m going to look for a note in a bottle.”

Grandma smiled.  “Stay in front where I can see you.”

Noah put a crayon in his pocket and ran outside. 

A girl was on the beach.  She leaned over and picked something up.  It looked like the bottle with the note. 

“Hey!” Noah yelled as he ran closer. “That’s mine!”

The girl turned the bottle upside down.  Noah ran to her side. 

“That’s my note,” he said again.

“No it isn’t.  It’s mine!” the girl said. “I wrote it two days ago.”

Noah smiled. “Are you Cathy?” he said.

Cathy nodded. “Who are you?”

Turn the note over,” Noah said. 

Cathy did. She laughed. “You’re Noah!”

Noah nodded. “Where are you staying?” 

Cathy pointed to a yellow beach house. “Right there with my aunt and uncle.  I’m here all summer.  I never have anyone to play with.”
Noah laughed. “You do now!” he said. 

6.  Ethan’s Room  by Renee Carver

“Mom, have you seen my soccer shoes?” Ethan yelled. “I need them for practice.”

“Aren’t your soccer shoes in your room?” Mom called back to him.

Ethan looked around his room.  Video game boxes covered his bed and socks covered the floor.  None of the socks matched. 

“They might be,” Ethan said. 

Ethan wanted to go play soccer, not clean his room.  But Ethan needed his shoes to play soccer.  Where could they be?

Ethan started to clean his room.  He picked up the video game boxes and shoved them under his bed.  Hey, there was his left soccer shoe!

Ethan scooped up his socks and threw them in his closet.  Hey, there was his right soccer shoe!

Ethan put on his shoes and got up to leave, then stopped and looked around.  His clean room looked very nice, and he did not want anyone to mess it up. 

How could Ethan keep his room clean?  He should make a sign to tell his little brother to KEEP OUT.

Here was some paper so all he needed was a marker.  He checked under his bed.  He tossed video game boxes this way and he tossed them that way but he didn’t find a marker.

He checked in his closet.  He flung socks this way, and he flung them that way, but he didn’t find a marker.

“Ethan, are you ready for soccer practice?” Mom asked from the doorway.

“Yes,” Ethan said. The sign would have to wait.

“I see you found your shoes,” said Mom. “You can clean up the rest of your room later.” 

Ethan looked around his room.  Video game boxes covered the floor and socks covered the bed.  None of the socks matched.

Ethan sighed.  Yes, he would clean up the rest of his room later.  Again.

7.  Time for a Change  by Joel Chartier

Maria was special.  Some would say magical.  She could change time. When people made a mistake, she would move time back.  
They got a chance to do things over.  Mistakes would go away and things were perfect.  Or so it seemed…

It all started on Maria’s seventh birthday when her grandmother gave her a gift.  It was a gold watch.  
The hands moved and a button was on the side. “Keep this always and use it for good” Maria was told.  She did not understand at first.

Some days it was fun.  She changed the time back on her watch. When her teacher gave a test it would go away.  “Yeah!” she said and no one else knew.  
When she spilt her milk, she changed the time.  Her milk was still in the glass.  She drank it and it was fine. 
“That was close” she would say.  She lost her favorite teddy bear.  She moved her watch back and she found it.  “I am lucky” she said.

Some days it was not fun.  Maria would move time back too far.  She would have to watch the same things happen again.  
Sometimes she would move the time ahead.  She wanted to see what would happen.  Then she would move the time back to the present. 
 “I am bored” she would say.  She always knew what was going to happen.

One day, she saw a car accident.  She moved time back to erase it. The accident never happened and everyone was fine.  
Maria was very happy she had this gift.  She wanted surprises.  Not knowing what was going to happen was better than knowing everything.  
She decided to only use her gift for important things: to make a difference in people’s lives.  Now she understood the gift.  “Thank you grandmother for the best gift!”
8.  Peep by Ann Harth

“Lisa, come look!” Nathan pointed towards the lake.  A bag of bread dangled from his hand.


“Wait.” Lisa kept reading. 

“Come on you’re going to miss them!” Nathan grabbed his sister’s hand. 

“I’m coming.” Lisa closed her book. 

Nathan pulled her toward the lake.

“What am I looking at?” Lisa yawned.

“There!” Nathan smiled.  A mother duck sat on the grass near the lake.  Small blobs of yellow fluff surrounded her. 
“Ducklings.  Ten of them.”

“They’re so cute!” Lisa said.

The ducklings waddled near their mother.  They cheeped and picked at bugs with their tiny bills.  

Nathan moved closer.  He pulled out a piece of bread.

“No Muffin! Come here!” A voice behind them yelled.

Nathan turned.  A woman stood on the sidewalk.  A small furry ball raced toward the ducks. 

“Muffin! No!”

Nathan’s stomach jumped. “Run ducks!” he yelled.

The mother duck dashed to the water.  Her babies followed.  They were small but they were fast. 
Muffin ran to edge of the lake and barked.  The duck family swam away. 

“Naughty girl, Muffin!” The woman scooped up her dog.  She marched away. 

Lisa picked up her book.  Nathan wandered to the water. 

The ducks were in the middle of the lake. 
“You didn’t get any bread.” Nathan called.  He shoved it into his pocket. He stared. 
Was one of the babies missing? He counted. “Seven, eight, nine … Lisa! There are only nine!”

Lisa looked up. “Nine what?”

“Ducklings! One’s missing.”

Lisa looked down at her book. “Mama duck will find it.”

Nathan raced back to water. 

“Peep.” 

What was that? 

“Peep.”

He followed the sound. 

Peep.” 

It was coming from a small bush near the water.  He went closer and knelt down.  He pulled the branches apart. 
Tiny black eyes blinked at him.  Tiny yellow wings flapped.

“Peep.”

Nathan picked up the missing duckling.  It was warm and soft.  It snuggled into his hands and closed its eyes.

“It’s okay little guy.” He looked at the ducks in the middle of the lake. “How am I going to get you back to your family?” 
Nathan sat down.  He put the duckling on his lap.  It pecked his jeans and his jacket.  It found Nathan’s pocket and the bread. 

Nathan laughed.  “You’re a smart bird!” He pulled out the bread.  He put the duckling in his pocket. 

“Come on Mama!  I have food for you!” Nathan tore off a small piece of bread and threw it in the water. 

The mother duck looked up. 

Nathan threw another piece.

The mother duck swam closer.  The babies followed. 

Nathan threw more bread into the water.  The ducks were swimming fast. 


“Here they come,” he said. 


“Peep!”

The ducks reached the bread.  Nathan took the duckling from his pocket.  He placed it on the ground. 
The duckling raced into the water.  Its family surrounded him. 

Nathan counted again. “Seven, eight, nine … ten!” He threw the rest of his bread into the water. 
The duck family gobbled it up.
“Bye little bird.”  

“Peep.” 

9. Jessie’s Hill  by Ann Harth
Jessie pushed his bike into the driveway. “Can I come to the zoo, Dennis?


 “Can you ride to top of the hill?” his brother asked.  His friends were ready to go.

Jessie looked up at the steep hill. “I think I can,” he said. 
“Let’s go.” Dennis and his friends rode away. 

Jessie jumped on his bike.  He pedaled as hard as he could.  He passed Mrs. Johnson’ house. 

His legs were shaky.

He passed Peter Potter’s house. 


It was hard to breath. He was hot.

He stopped in front of the yellow house.

“Jessie!” Dennis called from the top of the hill. 

Jessie looked up. 

“When you can ride to the top, you can come.”

Jessie stamped his foot.  His brother disappeared over the hill. 

The next day Jessie tried again.  He jumped on his bike.  He pedaled as hard as he could. 

He passed Mrs. Jennings house.  He passed Peter Potter’s house. 

His legs were shaky.  It was hard to breath.  He was hot but he passed the yellow house too!  

Jessie tried to ride up the hill every day.   His legs were shaky and it was hard to breath but every day he rode a little farther. 

It was Saturday morning.  Jessie pushed his bike into the driveway.  Dennis and his friends were leaving.

“Where are you going?” Jessie said. 

Dennis stopped. “We’re going to the zoo.”

“Can I come?” 

“Can you ride to the top of the hill?”

“Watch me!” Jessie jumped on his bike. He pedaled as hard as he could.  He rode past Mrs. Jennings house. 
He rode past Peter Potter’s house.  He rode past the yellow house.  His legs weren’t shaky.  He pedaled harder.

“Go Jessie!”

“You can do it!”

Dennis and his friends cheered. 

He pedaled harder. 
He passed three more houses. He was almost to the top of the hill.  His legs were shaky.  It was hard to breathe. 
Jessie was hot but he didn’t stop.  His bike slowed down.  It wobbled but kept moving.  Jessie stood on his pedals and pushed. He reached the top!

He looked down at Dennis and his friends.  They were puffing and panting. They rode up the hill. 

Dennis patted Jessie on the back. “Do you want to come to the zoo?” he said. 

Jessie grinned. 

10. 
Dopey  by Ann Harth

Jason raced to the car after school. "Dad! I'm in the school play!" 

   
"Great! What's the play?"

"Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs."

"Let me guess, you're the king?"

"Nope!"


"The prince?"


"Nope! Give up?"


“I give up.”


"I'm Dopey!"

“Dopey, huh? That's a pretty important part."


"I have to do a dance by myself.  I'm going to be the best Dopey ever!"


"Good for you!"


The second graders had play practice every day.  The show was only three weeks away! 
Jason learned his dance quickly . He kicked his legs and jumped three times.  He spun in a circle and touched the floor. 
He clapped his hands and jumped again.  Then everyone came out and bowed.


Jason practiced at lunchtime.  He practiced before bed.  He practiced at school and at home.  He even practiced at swimming lessons. 
It was the day before the show and Jason was ready.  He practiced one more time before he went to bed. 

Dad tucked him in. “Ready for tomorrow?”


Jason nodded. “Will there be lots of people?”


Dad pulled the blanket up. “I don’t know. Maybe.” 

Jason snuggled into the covers. “I hope there won’t be too many.”


Dad turned off the light. “Don’t worry.  You’ll be fine.”


It was almost time for the show to start.  Jason peeked through the curtains.  The lights in the auditorium were still on. 
He could see his father in the front row.  The room was filled with people.  They were watching the stage.

Jason’s stomach felt funny.  He wiped his hands on his baggy Dopey pants.  He could feel his heart beating.  Could he dance in front of all of these people? 

The show started.  The dwarves walked out on stage.  Jason went with them.  Snow White ate the poisoned apple and fell asleep.  The prince woke her up. 

The show was almost over.  It was time for Dopey’s dance.  Everyone left the stage except Jason.  He looked into the crowd. His dad smiled and waved.  There were so many people! 

Jason couldn’t move.  He stared at the audience and they stared at him.  His legs wobbled and his stomach hurt. 

Suddenly, someone turned on a spotlight.  Jason blinked. He looked at the audience again.  He couldn’t see them! 
The stage was as bright as a sunny day.  The audience was in darkness.  It seemed like they had disappeared!

Jason closed his eyes for a second.  The music started and so did Jason’s feet.  He kicked his legs and jumped three times. 
He spun in a circle and touched the floor.  He clapped his hands and jumped again.  The spotlight went out and Jason could see the audience. 
They were clapping.  His dad stood up.  Other people did too.   The rest of the class came onto the stage. They held hands and took a bow.  
Dad found Jason after the show.  He gave him a hug. “You were right,” he said.
“Right about what?” said Jason.

“You were the best Dopey ever!”

