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PETER STOKES'S TRUE AND REAL STORY

This is the true and real story of what happened when Grandpa came to live with us and took my room and how I went to war with him and him with me and what happened after that.

I am typing it out on paper without lines on my dad's typewriter because Mrs. Klein, she's my 5th grade English teacher, said that we should write a story about something important that happened to us and to tell it“true and real” and put in words that people said if we can remember and to put quote marks around them and everything.

She also said to keep the sentences short. Looking back on how I began, I can see I'm doing terrible already. The first two sentences took up almost ½ the page.

My little sister, Jennifer, just came in and asked me what I'm doing and I told her. She told me to put Pac-Man in my story and maybe Wonder Woman she watches reruns of every afternoon on Channel 6. “No,” I said.

“Why not?”

“Because it is a story about Grandpa and me, silly. Not some made-up thing like on TV.”

“Could it have a horse in it?” she asked.

Jennifer loves horses a lot. She cuts pictures of them out of magazines and tacks them up on the wall in her room. “No horses.”

“A magic fairy?”

“No!”

“I bet it's going to be a stupid story,” she said.

Jennifer was wearing a Pac-Man cap, her Superman T-shirt, a jeans belt that said JEANS on it, and sneakers that said LEFT and RIGHT on the toes. She looked like a walking billboard.

“It is going to be a great story,” I said.

“How does it begin?”

“I don't know. That's what I was trying to remember when you came marching in.”

“I think it should begin with me,” Jenny said, “because I found out Grandpa was coming to live here before you even knew about it.”

“Good idea,” I said.
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“And put in the story that I am very beautiful with long blond hair and lovely blue eyes.”

“I just did”

“Now you'll have a good story” she said.
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THE BEGINNING

I like to read stories that have lots of chapters that are short. Because it makes the book go faster and you always can find your place. So you can bet my story is going to have a bunch of teeny-tiny chapters.

It really began when Jennifer came into my room with that look on her face that usually means she knows something that I don't. That's one thing Jennifer likes best in life—a secret. Not that she is so good at keeping secrets. She is no good at all in that department. In fact, I can usually get her to tell me anything I want because I'm her big brother and she's only a little kid.

“I know something you don't,” Jennifer said. She headed across my room to the broken rocking chair.

“Don't sit on my rocker,” I replied.

She looked at me and made one of her faces where her eyes roll back in her head and she pouts. “Why not?”

“Because you will make the arm pop out of the back like you always do because you rock too hard.”

“I will not,” she said, which was a lie. She always breaks my rocker.

The rocker used to be in the living room until it broke. My mom was going to throw it in the trash, but I rescued it and brought it up to my room. One of these days my dad says he will glue the arm really solid so it won't pop out all the time.

Jennifer was standing right near my rocker.“Don't even touch it!” I said before she could.

“Don't you want to know what I know?” Jennifer asked me.

“I already know everything you know and a whole lot more,” I said. I picked up the book on my bed like I didn't want to talk anymore and pretended to begin reading.

“It's about Grandpa.”

I kept on reading.

“Grandpa Jack.”

I ignored her.

“From Florida.”

That made me laugh. We have only one Grandpa Jack and he lives in Fort Lauderdale in Florida. “I remember him,” I said.

“It's not funny, Peter Stokes,” Jennifer said. “Grandpa Jack is too lonely down in Florida since Grandma died, so he sold their house and he's coming to live with us. Right here, in this very house. I heard Mom talking to Dad about it on the telephone. We're supposed to cheer him up, you and me, because his leg is hurting him a lot and all. And he's very sad about Grandma.”

“Grandpa's coming to live here?” I said.

“Yop.” She nodded.

“I'm glad,” I said, and I was. I like Grandpa a lot, but I don't get to see him much because he lives so far away.“For once you found out a good secret, Jenny,” I said.

“That's not the secret,” she said, putting her hand on her hip and posing like a statue or something. “Where do you think his room will be?”

“I don't know. Upstairs on the third floor, probably, in the guest room.”

She smiled and put her tongue between her teeth so it showed.“Oh, no,” she said, “that's where you are going.”

“Me!”

“Yop.” She smiled at me because I was groaning out loud.

“You mean Grandpa is getting my room?”

“I can't tell you,” Jennifer said. “That's the secret.”
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A ROOM WITHOUT GLOOM

Let me tell you about my room. I love it!!!

I was born here. Well, I was born in a hospital, really, but I have lived in this room all my life. Ten years so far. My crib used to be in the corner near the window that looks out on the driveway. Now my bed is on the long wall. I have these bookshelves right behind my headboard and my high-intensity lamp is there too. My desk is in the corner where my crib used to be and I can look out the window while I do my homework. I have these yellow toy cabinets with all my stuff in them. On top of the cabinets are shoeboxes where I have all my baseball cards. There's a thick carpet on the floor that used to tickle my feet when I was little. And I have a poster up on the wall over my dresser of Hank Aaron hitting his 715th home run.

This room is MINE. Nobody else in my family ever lived here. Nobody. I know how my room is in the morning, when the sun peeps over the roof of the Murphy house behind ours and comes through my Venetian blinds. I know the sound when it rains hard and pings against the windows and the drainpipe outside. I can get up out of my bed in the middle of the night and walk around my room without even looking because I know where every single thing is.

Nothing about my room is scary. When floorboards creak at night I know it's floorboards and not some monster. When the wind rubs the maple tree against the side of the porch outside I'm not afraid some crook is sneaking into our house.

When you live in a room your whole life, that room is yours. It doesn't belong to Jennifer, or my mom or my dad. And it certainly doesn't belong to Grandpa Jack, who never even lived one day in this house.

This room is mine. I love it. I belong in it. And I don't ever want to live anywhere else.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 
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