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THIS ONE’S 

FOR YOU. 

MEWY YAY! 

Hello there, Everybuggy, 

friends used an AI bot to generate a basic been reading  Cricket since maybe six years WHOA. FIVE  

This is the first time I’ve sent something to the storyline. The AI copied an entire line out ago. I don’t know, but it’s been a long time HORSES! CAN I 

Letterbox! Other than reading  Cricket, here are of  The Hobbit! On top of that, the story  BORROW JUST ONE?  since I started reading  Cricket. 

some other things that I like to do: I like to read, was confusing, did not resolve many 

PLLLLEEEEASE. 

I looove reading books and riding 

especially Keeper of the Lost Cities. My favorites things at the end, and the characters 

horses. I’m not a sports gal. I just love in the series are book three,  Everblaze, and book were so, so cliché. 

nature and animals. My dad says I am 

nine,  Stellarlune. I’m also interested in doing cross-To end on a lighter note, I thank 

an animal whisperer, but I just have a 

country in the fall and archery in the winter. On the Cricket for supporting real artists and lot of animals that like me. My fave color topic of running, Phoenix Tears (July/August 2024), writers, and I thought that the July/August is sky blue. My top three fave animals 

it’s so cool that you ran such a quick mile! 

2024 magazine cover was really pretty. 

are cats (I have one, Mr. Socks), horses, and Sun Leaf, age 12

Firefly, age 13

parrots. The horses that I ride are Fergus, George, via email

Tilton, New Hampshire

Olof, Winchester, and Penny. My favorite book series are Warriors and Nancy Drew. 

Hi! 

Dear Old Cricket, 

Horse Gal, age 9

I have gotten  Cricket for two years, and it is I love to read and personally love to read magi-North Carolina

one of the highlights of each new month! I am a cal and fantasy stories. Any suggestions? Tater, Christian. Some of my favorite books are Nancy what is your favorite pie flavor? Mine is apple or Hi, Everybuggy, 

Drew, The Chronicles of Narnia, and Harry Potter. 

pumpkin. Echo Hallowswift (November/December This is my second time writing to you. I love the I am the oldest of four kids. I’m the only girl. I used 2023), you are so right! I hate fake pants pockets! 

contests, so keep it up! My favorite book series is to be a homeschooler, but my family moved to Does anyone like tomatoes? Cuz I despise them! 

Harry Potter. What is your favorite book? I have a Michigan from Pennsylvania, and I am now in real Imagine this: you’re in a car about to fall off a dog named Bisbee. She is a wheaten terrier poodle school. Some of my hobbies include: Latin, baking, cliff and you’re locked in the backseat. What do mix, which you call a whoodle! 

drawing, and reading! I don’t have a favorite color. 

you do?  Stop imagining! 

It is snowy here. We got almost three feet of It’s just whatever I am in the mood for. 

Squish Mallow in Girl Disguise

snow! 

Cadi, age 12

Waxahachie, Texas

Pussywillow, you need to get a magic yarn ball. 

Michigan

Make sure to tell me if you do. 

 Dear Squish Mallow in Girl Disguise, 

Larke Willis, age 10

WOO-HOO FOR 

Dear Cricket, 

 Many Cricket  readers love magical and Flagstaff, Arizona

WHOODLES AND YEAH 

I am writing about an extremely important issue fantasy stories. You can find their suggestions in FOR YARN. 

pertaining to the use of AI (artificial intelligence). 

 every Letterbox. Some classics I recommend are Dear Larke, 

People have started using generators to “create” art The Chronicles of Narnia,  A Wrinkle in Time,  and We each have so many favorite 

and writing so they can post it online. Basically, a Tuesdays at the Castle.  Tater likes sweet potato books! A few of them are: The In-whole bunch of art and writing created by real art-pie, and most of us do like tomatoes, especially the credible Journey ,  The Little Prince , ists and writers is fed into the generator to “train” 

 ones I grow in my garden. 

Charlotte’s Web ,  Charlie and the the AI. Then when a person sends a prompt into Love, 

Chocolate Factory ,  Inkheart ,   and the generator, the AI generates photos or writing by Old Cricket

Odd and the Frost Giants.  Pussywil-

taking bits and pieces of the material it was trained low would love a magic yarn ball! 

on and stuffing it all into one picture or piece of Hi, Everybuggy! 

 Love, 

writing. Worst of all, none of the creators I want to wish you a happy New Year! 

 Ladybug

whose work is used to train the AI are 

Also, congratulations to you, Puss, for 

even asked! 

winning the Cricket Country Spelling 

Dear Cricket, 

What infuriates me the most is 

Bee (January 2024). I know Ugly Bird’s 

I believe your magazine is a true masterpiece. 

that the creators of these AI then sell 

spelling is different than Cricket 

I don’t think that there is a single person who the generator’s use to other people. 

Country’s spelling, so good try to 

wouldn’t be able to find joy in reading one of your To me, this means that these creators 

everybuggy else. I like everybuggy 

ART THAT DOES NOT 

magazines. 

of AI are getting money for selling 

COME FROM THE HEART  in Cricket Country, but Ladybug is Math declares that I’ll be sixteen in two real people’s work. In fact, one of my 

IS NOT ART. 

the funniest, and Puss is the best. I’ve 

years, for many equivalent to the seat behind the 2
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steering wheel of a car or the bars of a 

I POP ON MY  Hi, Everybuggy! 

CHIRPS FROM CRICKET’S   

motorcycle. With enough effort, both 

HELMET BEFORE 

I’ve never written to the Letterbox 


LETTERBOX AND CHATTERBOX

will be true for me. My dad said that if I I HOP ON MY 

before, but I saw a lot of people in the 

write a letter about why I want to ride 

WHEELS. 

July/August 2024 issue saying that they 

Now that it’s January, it’s the season for drink-a motorcycle and get it published in 

love Keefe from the Keeper of the 

ing hot chocolate, snuggling under comforters, any print magazine, he will teach me 

Lost Cities series. Well, I just started 

sledding (if you live in an area with snow), and how to and let me ride a motorcycle 

reading the series a week ago, and I’m 

watching movies. The Chatterbox Valentine’s when I turn sixteen. I currently have 

already on the third book! I do really 

Day Reunion is coming up, and spring is just a few two motorcycle helmets from my dad. 

think Keefe is a great character, but he 

months away. 

I’ve become stuck on the idea of hav-

can be a little annoying at times. I really Poinsettia

ing a motorcycle of my own, finding myself like reading, writing, drawing, and doing Down to Earth 

thinking about it a lot. I asked Dad if he thought random spontaneous stuff. Also, I want to tell that people who don’t ride motorcycles are miss-everyone how impressed I am that they managed My five-year-old bro was outside in the 

ing out. Like always, he didn’t give me a straight to come up with such good, impressive, cool nick-nineteen-degree wind and snow, chipping at a answer. Instead, he said it depends on people’s names. Coyote was the coolest name I could come bucket of ice with a hammer. He got his glove personalities. I’m not exactly sure what that up with, and I sort of stole it from  The Remarkable and hammer all wet, so guess what? The hammer means, but I’m hoping to find out. When I hear Journey of Coyote Sunrise (great book, by the froze to his glove. 

people talk about motorcycles, they talk about way). I hope everyone has a nice life and all. 

Hawkstar

them like they are living, breathing creatures. It Coyote, age 12

Down to Earth

makes them all the more interesting for me. At Head in the Clouds

this moment, I want nothing more than to soon be p.s. To Lulu (July/August 2024), “Ravenclaws I’m really happy right now. I got second overall able to leave my driveway on a motorcycle. 

forever” is right! 

in my ski race and first for girls. Also, some kids So, Dad, I hope you get to read this and I hope there were so nice! 

I get to learn more about an interest we share. 

It’s snowing where I am, and my Samoyed, 

WildSong

Thank you, everyone at  Cricket, for your amazing Sophie (she’s almost one year old already!), is Down to Earth

magazines! 

absolutely adoring it. She is constantly begging Ivy C., age 14

to go out and play, and her fur is absolutely The Sami people, who live in the 

WE LADYBUGS NEED 

via email

perfect for keeping out the melting snow, most northern parts of Europe, 

MORE THAN 180 WORDS 

so she will try to stay out there for 

have more than 180 words to 

TO DESCRIBE OUR 

Hello, Cricket, 

hours. She can be kind of a handful, 

describe snow and ice. 

BRILLIANCE. 

How long does it take to manage and produce especially when she decides she wants 

Nyxie, age 14

your magazines? I am interested because I would to go on a little solo adventure and slips Somewhere in the East

like to run my own magazine someday. 

out when we’re going out. She tries to 

Augustus 

herd cars, which means running directly 

Via straightens her head deci-

via email

in front of them, and is so proud when they sively. “I bet you’re a really good artist swerve out of the way and behave like cattle. 

because you see things that other people 

 Dear Augustus, 

But compared to a lot of other dogs she actually don’t. When we’re out of this place, let’s make Selecting features for an issue, then illustrat-has a pretty even temperament. She never barks paintings together and hang them all over my house ing, laying out each page, proofreading, and aggressively or gets nervous around strangers, and until all my walls are covered.” 

 finally printing, addressing, and mailing takes her biggest flaw is probably that she gets so excited Blackfooted Bobcat

 about eight months. 

around new people and new dogs, but even then Kyngdom 

 I look forward to reading your magazine she might put her paws on you but will not bark, just someday, Augustus. 

whine with excitement and wag her tail so hard she It’s lovely that there are always more lovely Best wishes, 

can’t walk straight. She’s really cute. 

things in the world for us to uncover. 

 Cricket

Jaybells

Celine Burning Bright

This Month, Chatterbox

Down to Earth 

Dear Everybuggy, 

I love your magazine! Cricket, you’re my 

The ride into Mer was uneventful. They arrived Tokyo and Kyoto (two Japanese cities) are favorite buggy. George and Tail, you’re both my in the crowded, glittering, southern Kyngdomish anagrams of each other. 

second favorites! I have a betta fish 

streets of Mer. Tarava remembered having loved Moon Wolf

WE TIED FOR 

and a box turtle, Shelly. 

it before, and she still loved it now. She turned to Down to Earth 

SECOND? 

I am a serious 

Elmira with a smile. “Well, here we are,” she said. 

bookworm, and I’m in 

They set out along the street. Tarava felt the middle of writing a 

almost safe, safer than she’d ever felt in crowded Pokémon fan fiction. I 

ballrooms of Evranel or other cities. And more Email letters to Cricket’s Letterbox  

really love the stories in 

energized. Maybe she was imagining it, but Mer at cricket@cricketmedia.com. 

your magazine. Keep up 

felt like it was harboring a secret, a movement, Letters may be edited for length. 

the good work! 

something that could change a whole land. . . . 

WE’RE 

Sophia Letto, age 10

Amethyst

Visit the Chatterbox at:   

ALWAYS TIED. 

Carriere, Mississippi

Kyngdom, Chatterbox 

cricketmagkids.com/chatterbox
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I SHOULD HAVE 

WORN MY 

SNOWSHOES . . . 

TIME TO 

ER, SNOWSHOE. 

CHOOSE SIDES 

GO, MY TEAM! 

MEWY 

FOR THE 

MY TEAM IS 

WELL, MY TEAM IS SLUGGO, 

I’LL PROVIDE 

HEY! 

BIGGEST 

MARTY, ZOOT, 

PUDDING, MUFFIN, AND TAIL! 

THE AIR COVER. 

SNOWBALL 

GEORGE, AND TATER! 

FIGHT EVER! 

UMMM. 

GEORGE AND TAIL 

PICK 

AREN’T ON THE 

MEWY NO 

ME! 

HUH? 

YAY! 

SAME TEAM? 

PICKED ME! 

WHERE’S 

THE SNOW? 

THAT’LL BE 

A STRETCH! 

DON’T 

HEADS UP! 

WORRY, PUSS. 

YOU’RE TOO SMALL 

SNOWBALL 

THIS IS A 

HA-HA! WHAT DO 

YOU CAN BE 

TO COUNT, 

COMING 

SNOWBALL. 

HAVE A 

YOU THINK OF THIS, 

ON ANY SIDE 

ANYWAY. 

THROUGH! 

(EEK! OOF!) 

SNOWBALL, 

CRICKET? (HEAVE!)

YOU WANT. 

BETTER STAY 

TAIL! 

TOO SMALL? 

OUT OF THE 

(THWACK!)

MEWY 

WAY, PUSS. 

AND 

PHOOEY! 

YOU CALL 

HERE’S ONE 

THAT A 

FOR YOU, 

SNOWBALL? 

GEORGE! 

TAKE THAT! 

(TOSS!)

I THINK 

I NEED A 

BIGGER 

OH, YEAH? 

SNOWBALL. 

TAKE THAT! 

MEWY 

WANNA HELP! 

OH, YEAH? 

STAY UP HERE–YOU’LL BE NICE 

THIS’LL BE THE 

COME ON, TEAM! 

AND SAFE. NOW EXCUSE ME, LOOKS 

MEWY GRRRR. 

SNOWBALL TO 

LET’S ROLL 

I’LL PUT YOU 

LIKE THE TEAM NEEDS HELP FROM 

SPTT-SPTT. 

END ALL 

A MONSTER 

OUT OF THE 

AIR PATROL. 

SNOWBALLS! 

SNOWBALL AND 

C’MON, TIME TO SHOW 

SHOW CRICKET! 

WAY, PUSS, SO 

YOU DON’T GET 

OOF! 

I CAN’T 

SOME BUGGY MUSCLE! 

SQUISHED. 

OOF! 

LIFT IT. 

PUSH! 

LET’S PUSH 

THEM BACK! 

WE’RE 

NO, WE 

WATCH 

WINNING! 

ARE! 

OUT! 

MEWY NO! MEWY 

(OOF!)

(OW!)

PLAY, TOO! 

MEWY 

HEAD FOR THE 

WHOOPS! 

HILLS! SHE’S 

EEK! 

MEWY 

MFFT! 

COMING THROUGH! 

MFFFT. 

SPPT! 

GRR! 

MEWY EEK! 

MEWY HELP! 

(TUMBLE, 

TUMBLE)

GRR! 

NO, I’M 

WHOA. 

I’M WINNING! 

WINNING! 

PUSS? 

PUSS! 
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“ P S S T ! ”   S A I D   A   V O I C E  in the and the  tock-tock, tick-tick of its gears. They dark. “Wake up!” It was Number One. 

watched as the big hand pointed to each of Number Two opened an eye and yawned. 

them, then moved on. 

“Is it morning?” asked Two. 

“Time is just passing away,” said Five. 

“It’s six after one,” said One. “The little 

“Hour after hour,” agreed Six. 

hand is pointing at me. The big hand just 

“Days, weeks, months!” added Seven. 

passed.” 

“Years!” Eight chimed in. 

“It’s coming over this way,” agreed Two. 

“That alarm gives me a headache!” said 

“I’m tired of hanging around here doing 

Nine. 

nothing!” said One. 

“I say we do something about it,” said 

The alarm clock ticked. It tocked. On the One. 

clock face, the other numbers stirred. They 

“What can  we do?” asked Four. 

sat listening to the creak of the clock’s spring The others waited. 

Time Off! “Let’s have a look around,” said One. 

“Explore the place!” said Two. 

Text and Art by Helena  

Clare Pittman
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OOH, I LOVE MATH 

WORKING WITH THESE 

AND WORKING WITH 

NUMBERS WOULD DRIVE 

NUMBERS. 

ME UP THE WALL! 

“Explore the world beyond time!” 

them. The clock face looked blankly on. The declared Ten. 

hands waved goodbye. 

There was an awed silence. 

The numbers crept across the carpet until Twelve whispered, “Maybe there are others they came upon a desk. On the desk sat a 

like us. If we find them, we could ask them book. 

to take over for a while so we can have some Nine hopped up to read its cover. 

time off.” 

“M-A-T-H,” read Nine. The math book 

Everyone looked at Twelve. “Time off!” 

fanned its pages. 

some numbers echoed. Others nodded. A few 

“Wow!” exclaimed Nine. “This thing is 

clapped. 

full of numbers! Some are bigger than we are!” 

Four looked doubtful. “But . . .” 

“Bigger than me?” asked Twelve. 

“Let’s go!” said One. 

“We’re from the clock,” One called up to 

“We’ll need to work together,” said 

the numbers in the math book. “We’re going Twelve. 

downstairs. Do you want to come?” 

“We always do,” said Six. 

“We’re looking for others like ourselves,” 

So the circle of numbers leaned against 

added Seven. 

the glass and pushed. 

“Looks like you found some!” cried a 

“Teamwork!” cried Twelve. 

Thirty-three. 

They pushed and pushed until,  thwack! 

Numbers burst from the math book. 

The glass gave way. 

They mobbed the desktop and clambered to 

“Free!” cried One, riding the minute hand the floor. 

to the shelf. Numbers Two through Twelve 

The crowd stampeded for the hall. They 

followed, tumbling over one another in 

stopped when they came to the tall banister. 

excitement. 

“Teamwork!” Twelve reminded everyone. 

They stood along the shelf, looking at the They piled onto each other’s points and 

floor. 

crooks until they made a tower. Then they 

“It’s a long way down,” said Four. 

hauled each other up, One by Two by Three, 

“Come on,” said One. “Hold on to me.” 

until they all stood on the handrail. Next One and Four made a boat and sailed to 

they slid in numerical order to the first floor, the floor. Three crept down the wall like a double digits and complicated fractions 

caterpillar. Eight bicycled down. Ten became bringing up the rear. 

an umbrella and floated. Six and Nine skated. 

“Follow me!” cried One. 

Eleven turned into skis and slalomed. Twelve 

“Wait a minute,” said Eight. “Let someone made a sled. Two, Seven, and Five linked up, else go first for a change!” 

bumping and rocking their way to the floor. 

“It ought to be Twelve,” said Four. 

When they landed, the others untangled 

“That’s only right,” agreed Eleven. 

SLALOMED MEANS MOVED 

IN A ZIGZAG PATTERN 

THROUGH A COURSE. 

THAT SOUNDS 

TRICKY! 
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“Thank you,” said Twelve modestly and 

led the way to the kitchen. 

At the kitchen door they stopped. 

“Sh!” said Four. 

 Tock-tick,  they heard.  Tock-tick, tock-tick, tock! 

“What is it?” whispered Seven. 

“It sounds familiar,” whispered Four. 

“What do you know?” exclaimed One. 

“It’s another clock!” 

But that wasn’t all. “Look there!” cried 

Six. Hanging from a hook on the wall was 

a pad of paper ruled with squares. Inside each square sat a number. The crowd on 

the floor hurried to the wall and stared. 

The calendar numbers stared back. 

“Well, how rude!” said its Twenty-three. 

That broke the spell. 

“Excuse us,” said Twelve, “but we’re 

looking for others like ourselves.” 

“We’re from the clock upstairs,” said 

Seven. 

“What is your job?” asked Nine 

politely. 

“We number the days,” said Thirty-one. 

“The days!” exclaimed the others in 

admiration. 

scrambled down and 

“We’ve decided to explore the world,” 

joined them. 

said Twelve. “Do you want to join us?” 

“We are many!” cried Eleven. 

Twenty-three looked coolly at Twelve. 

“A multitude,” said Twelve. 

“What do you think?” it said, turning to 

“It makes me nervous,” said Four. 

the other calendar numbers. 

Silence fell. 

“Let’s go!” cried Thirty-one. 

“We’re with you, Four,” said Seven. 

In a great tumult the calendar num-

“You’re not alone,” said Eight. 

bers slid from their spiral-bound pages 

“Together we’re strong,” said Ten. 

to the floor. The kitchen clock numbers 

“Then let’s go!” said Four. 

WHOA. WHO KNEW LITTLE 

NUMBERS COULD MAKE SUCH 

A TUMULT—BIG, NOISY 

COMMOTION?! 
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The throng of numbers stopped by the 

Five tangoed. The double digits square-danced. 

cookbook, the pile of shopping receipts, and Others whirled and stomped. 

the price stickers on the food boxes and cans. 

“This surpasses all expectation!” said Three. 

Then they trekked outside and picked up  

The numbers changed partners and 

the house address. Everyone cheered as  

danced to the next tune. Then the radio 

One-hundred-and-two parachuted to the 

stopped playing music, and a loud voice 

porch floor to join them. 

began talking. With a  click, the radio 

“Over here!” a voice called when they 

switched itself off. Everything was quiet. 

returned to the kitchen. “On the table!” It Five was the one who broke the silence. 

was the radio. Its numbers were flashing. 

“Haven’t you ever wanted to do something 

“More  numbers!” Twelve exclaimed. 

 important?” 

“We’re growing by the minute,” agreed 

Everyone looked at Five. 

Eleven. 

“Those sleepers upstairs couldn’t do any-

The crowd of numbers scaled the table legs. 

thing without us,” said a Sixty. 

Twelve switched on the radio. Three asked Four 

“They couldn’t make appointments,” said 

to waltz. Six and Seven jitterbugged. One and a Twenty-nine. 

“Or tell time!” added Four. 

“Or know where they live!” said 

One-hundred-and-two. 
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Two stepped forward. “There  is some-The numbers exchanged looks of 

thing I’ve always wanted to do,” said Two. 

satisfaction. 

“I’ve always wanted to play!” 

“But too much time has passed for it to 

“You mean like Twenty Questions?” said 

be night!” said Three. 

Four. 

“No time has passed at all!” declared 

“I mean—math!” 

Twelve. “I never thought of that!” 

“Math is hardly a game!” said a number 

“You mean time has stopped?” asked 

Forty. 

Eleven in disbelief. 

But Sixty-four was flattered. “Twenty-five Twelve nodded. 

and Thirty-three are Fifty-eight,” it said. 

“We’re not doing our jobs!” said Ten as 

“Twelve and Twenty are Thirty-two,” said 

the truth began to dawn on them all. 

someone else. 

One gave a long, low whistle. “We really 

“Forty-four and Sixty?” 

are important!” 

“One-hundred-and-four!” 

The numbers looked around at one 

“Eight times Eight?” 

another in wonder. 

“Sixty-four!” 

“We ought to go back,” said Three. 

They added, subtracted, multiplied, and 

“But this is so much fun!” said Four. 

divided until they were tangled and exhausted. 

“We’ll do it again,” said Two. 

Then they chatted, discovering all they had 

“How about next year?” said Five. 

in common. One approached the math book 

“Sure!” said Seven. 

numbers and asked if they could take over on 

“Same time, same place!” said Thirty-one. 

the clock from time to time. 

“Let’s go home,” said One. 

“Listen!” said Five suddenly. “Isn’t it 

Ones by Twos, Threes by Fours, Tens 

awfully quiet?” 

by Twenties, the numbers moved off in their 

“They’re still sleeping upstairs,” said One. 

own directions. The clock’s numbers hurried 

“Isn’t it morning?” asked Nine. “We’ve 

upstairs to the shelf. They pushed and pulled been playing for hours.” 

each other back to their places on the smooth One went to the window. “It’s still night!” 

white clock face, which extended its hands to declared One. “Look at all those stars!” 

help them. One looked at the sun, just begin-The numbers hurried outside. 

ning to rise outside the window. 

Four wondered how many there were. 

“BRRRRIIIIINNNG!” went the clock’s 

“Too many to count!” said Eight. 

alarm, and the sleepers woke feeling very well 

“They are infinite!” said Six. 

rested. 

“What does that mean?” asked Two. 

With a yawn, One nestled between 

“It means they go on forever,” said Twelve. 

Twelve and Two and waited for the big hand 

“Like we do,” said Seven. 

to sweep by. 
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Number, Please? by Timothy Tocher

the German army in the 

Argonne Forest just a 



few miles away. 

The operators, or 

“Hello Girls” as they 



had been nicknamed 

by the troops, heard 

footsteps overhead. 

A bucket brigade 

scrambled to pour 



water on the scorching 

rooftop, hoping to pre-



vent Communications 

Headquarters from join-


ing the surrounding 

buildings in flames. A 



German prisoner had 

started the fire by turn-


ing over an oil-burning 

stove. Grace’s team kept 

working until they were 



ordered to leave. 

By the early twenti-


eth century, the telephone 

Smoke seeped under the door and  

had revolutionized military communication, around the oilpaper windows of the small replacing hand-carried messages and battle wooden barracks in Souilly, France. While signals sent by semaphore flags. Stretching Chief Operator Grace Banker rescued their hundreds of miles, telephone wires linked the personal possessions from the women’s 

front and rear with an instantaneous means of barracks, the on-duty telephone operators communication. For the first time, telephones ignored the rising heat and stayed at their allowed a general to communicate by voice switchboards. The last great battle of World with his officers in the heat of battle. 

War I was underway, and their job was 

But the telephones of 1918 were not easy critical—to connect General Pershing and to use. They had no dials or keypads. Instead, his officers to American soldiers fighting a caller picked up the phone and spoke to an SEMAPHORE REFERS TO A SYSTEM OF 

SIGNALING, ESPECIALLY ONE WHERE A FLAG 

IS HELD IN EACH HAND AND DIFFERENT ARM 
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POSITIONS STAND FOR DIFFERENT LETTERS. 
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operator at a central switchboard. The opera-the same gear as soldiers. A compromise was tor held a wire with a plug at each end. To reached. The women would buy their own complete the call, she would plug one end of uniforms and equipment. The $300 cost 

the wire into the caller’s circuit on the switch-would be deducted a little at a time from the board, ask, “Number, please?,” and then plug $60 a month salary they would earn. 

the other end into the connection for the The new recruits were sworn in, promis-party the caller was attempting to reach. 

ing to serve with courage and loyalty. They When the United States entered World 

completed basic training identical to that War I in the spring of 1917, President given to male members of the Army Signal Woodrow Wilson chose General John J. 

Corps. Once in Europe, they slept in crowded Pershing to lead America’s forces. Pershing tents or wooden barracks. 

insisted on setting up a modern telephone In the months of fighting that followed, network between headquarters and the front many of the Hello Girls moved forward with lines before launching a major offensive. He the advancing army. They worked in build-needed a highly skilled set of bilingual switch-ings where the windows rattled from the board operators able to complete calls in both explosion of shells, with gas masks hanging English and French. And they would have to be adept at handling multiple calls at a time. Since being a switchboard operator was considered a “woman’s job,” there were no experienced men available. The soldiers who trained were slow to develop speed, and mere seconds of delay could cost lives. 

General Pershing asked that women be 

recruited. 



The U.S. Army contacted American 

Telephone and Telegraph, the private 

company with the greatest number of 

experienced personnel. Eager to help with the war effort, AT&T asked for volunteers. 

More than 1,700 women stepped forward. 

From this group, 223 were chosen. 

Now came the tricky part. The U.S. 

Army was strictly a male organization. 

Helmets and gas masks hang from their chairs as Hello Girls operate But the Hello Girls would need much of their switchboards at First Army headquarters. 
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from the backs of their chairs. Operators were States and civilian life. Many of the Hello closely supervised to make sure they never Girls remained in France to assist the said anything that might reveal their position. 

American Peace Commission. Merle Egan, If the Germans learned where a switchboard from Helena, Montana, had so impressed was hidden, they would bomb it out of service. 

army officials that she was sent to Paris as Each Hello Girl was responsible for fifty chief operator. She supervised the women lines communicating hundreds of orders to who, on a daily basis, completed telephone begin bombardments or to position troops. 

calls between President Wilson and Prime Code names to disguise troop movements Ministers Lloyd George of England, Georges changed frequently. By the war’s end, the Clemenceau of France, and Vittorio Orlando Hello Girls were completing more than 

of Italy. These duties kept her in Paris until 150,000 calls a day. Calls from General May of 1919, when the commission’s work Pershing were put through within half a was complete. Merle received a citation second. One general remarked that if the tele-signed by General Pershing thanking her for phone lines went down for even an hour, “the her valuable service. 

whole military machine would collapse.” 

When Merle returned to Montana, she 



After Germany surrendered on 

wrote to the army requesting the Victory November 11, 1918, hundreds of thou-Medal that was given to all soldiers who had sands of soldiers returned to the United served in the war. A letter came back stating that none of the Hello Girls had 

ever been in the service. They 



had been civilian employees 

since only men could join the 

army. There would be no med-

als, no discharge papers, and no 

veterans’ benefits. Women who 

suffered from injuries or diseases 

contracted while serving were 

denied medical benefits. The 



Hello Girls would not receive 

the wartime bonuses, equaling 

as much as a year’s pay, awarded 

Unlike radios that broadcast Morse code messages that could easily be by Congress to “all persons 

intercepted by the enemy, telephone lines were relatively secure and their serving in the military or naval 

messages could be immediately understood. 

forces,” nor the recognition of a 

THE HELLO GIRLS SERVED BRAVELY EVEN THOUGH 

THEY COULDN’T DO THAT! WHAT THEY 



12

THEIR SERVICE WASN’T RECOGNIZED AFTER THE WAR! 

WERE DOING WAS REALLY IMPORTANT! 

(HARRUMPH!) I WOULDA HUNG UP ON THOSE GUYS! 

THEY KNEW THAT. 

[image: Image 15]

WE SHOULD GET THE VOTE SO 

WE CAN VOTE FOR ME! I’LL GET 

THIS MESS STRAIGHTENED OUT. 

flag-draped coffin and a military 



funeral. 

Chief Operator Grace Banker, 

who had kept her crew working 

through fire and fatigue, and once 

had stayed on duty for twenty-



one hours straight while cannons 

roared nearby, was awarded the 

Distinguished Service Medal—an 

honor given to only 18 out of 

16,000 Signal Corps officers. Still 

the army claimed she had never 



been a soldier. 

But the sacrifices made by the 

Hello Girls and other women dur-

ing the war did not go unnoticed. 

The Hello Girls loved the adventure of being near the front lines and the chance For years American women had 

to serve their country. Chief Operator Grace Banker is second from the right. 

been campaigning for the right to 

vote in national elections. One of the argu-to agree, the nineteenth amendment to the ments used against them was that women did U.S. Constitution became law. For the first not risk their lives to defend their country and time, more than eight million women would therefore were not full citizens. 

cast a ballot in a presidential election that President Wilson recognized the valuable November. 

contribution women had made and encouraged It took considerably longer for Congress Congress to amend the Constitution. He asked, to recognize the Hello Girls as veterans. 

“We have made partners of the women in this Merle Egan made it her life’s work to fight for war; shall we admit them only to a partnership their rights. More than twenty times, a bill of suffering and sacrifice and toil and not to a to recognize female veterans was introduced partnership of privilege and right?” 

in Congress, only to be defeated. Not until Once the bill passed the House of 

1977, with added pressure from the National Representatives and the Senate, it was up to Organization for Women, did the bill become the state legislatures. If three-fourths of the law. Only 18 of the 223 Hello Girls were still forty-eight states approved, the amendment alive. Merle Egan was one who lived long would take effect. On August 26, 1920, enough to receive an honorable discharge and after Tennessee became the thirty-sixth state her Victory Medal. 

YAY! THE HELLO  

I DIDN’T KNOW THEY HELPED 

GIRLS GOT THEIR 

WIN THE RIGHT FOR WOMEN TO 

HONORS . . . AT LAST! 

VOTE! YAY, AGAIN! 
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YAY! 

GREAT! 

WE 

I’VE GOT

ADD THEM 

WE HAVE 

GET MORE 

SOME MORE 

TO THE 

TO READ 

EVERY DAY! 

READER 

PILE. 

SHOULDN’T WE 

THEM 

WE’LL NEVER 

SUGGESTIONS 

PUT THEM ON 

FIRST! 

FINISH THEM 

FOR YOU. 

THE SHELVES? 

ALL. 
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to fight them, except 

who leaves home hop-
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find out that you have to pay to become Picture a small house 
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her as she finds out her savvy and starts  bers the brother by Naomi Novik

an adventure with family, frenemies, 

clearly. But one day, 
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well as any evidence 
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country Polnya is 

of his existence, 




persecuted by the  

disappeared, and 

Skyriders

forest harboring a 




everyone seemed to 

by Polly Holyoke





malevolent force 

forget him, except 

known as the Wood. The valley’s only 

This is a captivating and adventur-

for Charlie. Now, 

defense against the Wood is a cold-

ous fantasy book about a girl named 

a year later, Charlie and his best friend, hearted wizard known as the Dragon. 

Kiesandra who, like everyone else in 

Ana, are going on a journey to try and 

 

In return for his magical help, the 

the fantasy world, can communicate 

find his brother once and for all. Read it! 

Dragon demands that every ten years 

through thoughts with her winged horse, Periwinkle
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The Dragon,s Scales by Pamela Love

“

, 

T H R E E   Y E A R S   I V E  been waiting, Not that it mattered. The dragon’s huge, when Torquil promised he’d return them scaly wings looked plenty strong enough to in three days. I’m not waiting three more knock down the door (and maybe the whole days to get back what’s mine!” The dragon building) with one flap aimed in the wrong punctuated his remarks with a smoky snort direction. Its claws and teeth were equally and a lashing tail. 

impressive. “May I help you?” I’d asked I sighed. This wasn’t Mr. Finnegan, the politely, the way I’d been taught. (And in leprechaun scheduled to pick up a basket this case,  very politely.) holding a dozen pounds of extra-lucky four-To be fair, the dragon had been every bit leaf clovers. (My boss, Torquil, had weighed as courteous at first. “Years ago, Torquil the the clovers before he left.) Should’ve looked Wise borrowed my scales and forgot to return before opening the door, Althea, I told myself. 

them. However, I require them back now.” 

AND UGLY IS SCARY 

Illustrated by Alicja Kocurek

DRAGONS CAN 

BE EVEN SCARIER 

ENOUGH! (GULP)

THAN UGLY BIRD! 
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“I’m afraid he’ll be away for the next few days, but if you’d like to leave a message—” 

That’s when the dragon began complain-

ing loudly about how long he’d been waiting already. No, he didn’t want to leave a message. He wanted to leave with his scales. 




Immediately. 

Handing them over would be the sensible thing to do. So why didn’t I? Not because I was scared I’d lose my job. While it’s true I needed the work, being fired by Torquil had to be better than getting “fired” by a dragon. 

My problem was finding the scales. See, my boss sells magical ingredients: troll tears, beans for giant beanstalks, demon dandruff, and such to witches, wizards, and whoever else can pay his prices. No doubt the dragon scales were tucked away somewhere in Torquil’s enormous storehouse where I worked. Floor to ceiling, it’s filled with thousands of bottles, flasks, boxes, and other containers. Torquil knows what’s in every one. He just goes to the fourth shelf of the third rack, grabs the 

“Torquil,” said Serena the Sorceress, 

second jar, and there it is, magic-mirror pol-

“Althea is just the person you need. She can ish or whatever. Unfortunately, as I’d already label every item here. She can even reorganize explained, my boss would be away for three the products in a more logical manner.” 

days, and I had no way to reach him. 

“Don’t need her,” Torquil grumbled. 

To make things worse, almost none of 

Serena’s eyes narrowed. “The Council 

those bottles and boxes were labeled. Nobody thinks you do. We will even pay her salary, can read Torquil’s handwriting anyway. Which but you  will hire her.” 

is why I was here. The Magical Council got That was that, as far as she was con-worried that if anything happened to Torquil, cerned. But Torquil? Ha! Oh, he gave me they wouldn’t be able to use any of his supplies. 

plenty of chores, so I was earning my pay (He’s nearly three hundred years old, after all, (what little there was). He pointed to a and his Fountain of Youth water must run out closet. “All you’ll need is in there.” Paper sometime.) So they made him hire a clerk. 

and pens? 

SO MANY POTIONS! BUT HOW 

DOES HE FIND ANYTHING IF 

MAYBE HE’S GOT A 

MEWY HEE HEE HEE. 

NOTHING IS LABELED? 

POTION FOR REMEMBERING 

POTIONS. 
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“Just please give me some time to find what you want.” 

The dragon grumbled, and I knew his idea of “some time” would be closer to minutes than hours, so I started scanning the shelves. 

After all, there was a tiny chance the scales were nearby. Then I thought I heard a clock ticking, even though Torquil uses a sundial. 

“Uh-oh,” I whispered. It had to be the dragon tapping his claws. Not a good sign. 

What would I do if I didn’t find his 

scales? If the dragon did come in, he’d quite likely accidentally destroy what had taken Torquil centuries to collect. (Not to mention the danger of stuff swirling together in a way that might cause some magical disaster—at least to me. That was all I needed, to turn into a toad.) 

“How can you  lend your own scales anyway?” I wondered out loud. “Dragons are reptiles, so I suppose they shed their skins, scales and all. But why not just sell them?” It Try dishpan and mop. 

didn’t make sense. 

I hadn’t spent years becoming a clerk  

Keep looking, I thought. Then I thought to do housework. Torquil didn’t let me label another word I won’t repeat. 

anything. By the time the dragon showed Nervousness was keeping me from using 

up, I suspected that if Torquil had his way, my brain. A dragon’s scales weren’t all the I never would. Just my luck to have to deal same size. I needed to ask how big they were with a dragon before I could quit. 

so I could narrow down my search to the Before I could explain, the dragon 

right possible containers. Eyelid scales might demanded, “Will you fetch my scales? Or be as small as my fingertips, but those from shall I find them myself?” 

his back could serve as a shield—  

That did it. Just the thought of the  

A shield! Nothing was tougher than a 

damage he’d do weaving his way around, dragon’s scales, and Torquil’s work can be over, or through the shelves made me shiver, dangerous. (Ever try plucking a feather from despite the heat from his snout. 

a burning phoenix?) That had to be it. 
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I WONDER WHAT THE LEPRECHAUN IS 

LET’S FOLLOW HIM AND SEE IF HE’S 

GOING TO DO WITH ALL THOSE FOUR-LEAF 

GOT A POT OF GOLD SOMEWHERE! 

CLOVERS. 

“And I know where the shield is!” I said, Lucky . . . maybe I could improve my 

breaking into a run. Torquil had gone herb luck. Not caring what my boss thought, I gathering, not on some dangerous quest, so dashed back to the workroom. Reaching into he’d likely left it behind. Sure enough, it was the four-leaf clover basket Mr. Finnegan had leaning against the side of his wardrobe, next ordered, I wondered how much I’d need. A to his armor. Dark green, smooth and glossy, pinch? An ounce? Suddenly, I spotted some-it did look like dragon’s scales sealed together. 

thing out of the corner of my eye. Then it Relieved, I headed for the door with the was my turn to laugh. 

shield. “Here, um, Your Dragon-ness.” 

Once more, I returned to the door, this Instead of the thanks I’d expected, there time carrying the device Torquil had used was an ominous rumbling deep in the dragon’s to weigh the four-leaf clovers. “Are these the throat. No time to run. All I could do was scales you’re looking for?” 

crouch behind the shield and hope for the best. 

Letting out a smoky sigh, the dragon said, But the air filled with laughter, not flames. 

“Finally! My last clerk preferred to use his own 

“I like a good joke. You should become a jester. 

scales to weigh my gems and gold. When he Now, bring me  my scales so I can be going . . . 

retired, he took them with him. That’s when I unless, of course, you’re trying to stall.” 

remembered Torquil never returned mine.” 

Which wasn’t a bad idea. After all, a 

Casually, I asked, “So . . . are you looking powerful leprechaun was on the way. If I was for a new clerk?” 

really lucky, he’d arrive in time to chase away 

“Yes, indeed.” 




the dragon. 

Turns out I was lucky after all. The dragon is a generous employer. Now I’m 




working happily ever after. 

And I don’t feel guilty about 




leaving the labeling job undone. 

I told Mr. Finnegan (who’s on 

the Magical Council) I was quit-

ting when he finally showed up. 

“Good luck getting Torquil to 

cooperate with the next clerk,” I 

added. “Not that you’ll need luck 

from me.” 




The leprechaun grinned as  

I handed him the four-leaf  


clovers he’d bought. “To be sure 

I won’t.” 
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Solution on page 47




Across

 1.   Result of multiplying two numbers together  3.   25 x 4 is 

to 100

 5.   Short for United States of America Down

 7.   Fourth, fifth, and sixth letters of the alphabet  1.  15 

19 equals 34

 10.   2, 3, 5, and 7 are 

numbers

 2.   In a fraction, the denominator goes the 

 11.   Bad smell

numerator

 12.   Mountains (abbreviation)

 3.   Volcanoes do this

 13.   Short for least common denominator  4.   Zero is the 

whole number

 15.   Small fly

 6.   Finds the sum of two numbers  16.   Result of adding two or more numbers  8.   7⁄8 and 3⁄4  for example

 17.   Twofold or double




 9. 

is a mathematical 


for division

 19.   To make an offer at an auction  11.   Short for overtime

 20.   Federal Communications Commission  13.   To throw a ball slowly in a high arc (abbreviation)

 14.   Informal for father

 23.   The square 

of 9 is 3

 17.  0–9

 24.   If you don’t know the answer, 

! 

 18.   Measure of a plane or curved surface  26.   1, 3, 5, 7, 9 is a sub

of whole numbers 

 20.   Twelve inches equals one 

from 1–10

 21.   Count (abbreviation)

 27.   When you buy something, you pay sales  22.   Short literary composition

 28.   Prepare for a math test

 23.   Proportional relationship between two numbers  29.   Math question for solving

WHAT DOES UGLY   25.   Math test

KNOW ABOUT 

MATH?! 

OHHHH, HE’S A NUMBER 

CRUNCHER FROM WAY BACK. 19
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T H E   B I G   A N N O U N C E M E N T 

came on my birthday. I was eating dinner 

with my parents at A Taste of Naples, which was my favorite restaurant partly because of the pizza but mostly because it was the one place where my parents always got along. 

I think it reminded them of Naples, Italy, where they stayed on their honeymoon. 

We were halfway through a large pie with 

peppers and onions when Dad gave Mom an 

are-you-ready? kind of look. She gave him a go-for-it sigh. 

“Solly,” said Dad. “Now that you’re 

twelve, it’s time to start preparing for your Bar Mitzvah.” 

I put down my slice. “You want me to 

have a Bar Mitzvah?” They both nodded. 

“Why?” 

“To celebrate an important rite of passage,” 

he said. 

Mom gave Dad another look. Then they 

He sounded like the rabbi giving a sermon both sat there as if waiting for the other on Rosh Hashanah, the only time we ever 

person to answer. 

went to synagogue. I felt like laughing, but 

“That was basically my idea,” said Dad. 

he gave me an I’m-serious stare, and Mom 

“And the Bar Mitzvah is mostly mine,” 

kept nodding, so I took another bite of pizza. 

Mom said. 

“Why should I want to celebrate that?” 

“Isn’t there some  other way I can celebrate I asked. 

this important rite of passage?” I asked. 

“Because you’re Jewish,” said Dad. 

“No.” 

We all ate pizza and drank our sodas for 

“But I can’t even read Hebrew.” 

what felt like a very long minute. 

“That’s OK.” Dad took a bite of pizza and 

“Because it will be fun,” Mom said. “And 

chewed slowly. “I couldn’t read Hebrew when you’ll get lots of presents.” 

I was your age, and I still managed.” 

“I thought you gave up religion.” 

“You had a Bar Mitzvah? I thought your 

“What made you think that?” 

parents were atheists.” 

“Well, you never sent me to Hebrew 

“They were agnostics.” 

school.” 

“What’s the difference?” 

A GIRL’S CEREMONY 

AT HIS BAR MITZVAH, A THIRTEEN-YEAR-OLD 

IS CALLED A BAT 

ATHEISTS BELIEVE THERE IS 

BOY BECOMES AN ADULT MEMBER OF THE  

MITZVAH. 

NO GOD. AGNOSTICS ARE 

JEWISH COMMUNITY WITH FULL RESPONSIBILITY 

UNCERTAIN WHETHER GOD 

FOR HIS OWN MORAL AND SPIRITUAL CONDUCT. 
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DOES OR DOESN’T EXIST. 
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“They had doubts, but we were still 

Anyway, Mom made up for lost time by 

Jewish.” 

asking  both my Grandma Rosie and Papa 

“I still don’t see why I need to have a Bar Morris to be my tutors. She told me about Mitzvah.” 

this “special arrangement” with her parents Dad gave Mom a half smile, then looked 

the day she picked me up after school for me in the eye. “You’re having one because we my first lesson. 

said so.” 

“Why do I need two tutors?” I asked. 

Then he took another bigger bite. 

“Because they each have a specialty,” 

Mom said. When we stopped at a traffic 

M Y   F O L K S  at least let me finish the basket-light, she turned toward me. “Your grandpa ball season before they made me start my Bar is the singer, and your grandma used to 

Mitzvah lessons. I’m tall and lanky like Dad, teach Hebrew school, so she’s good with 

so I play forward for Glen Hills Middle School. 

beginners.” 

March was tournament month. We made it 

By singer, Mom meant that Papa Morris 

to sectionals before we lost to Whitefish Bay. I worked as a part-time cantor. I heard him would have sacrificed my Bar Mitzvah training sing every year on Rosh Hashanah. His bass in a second to reach the state tournament. 

voice sounded like thunder. 

ROSH HASHANAH IS A HIGH 

HOLY DAY THAT BEGINS THE 

Illustrated by Laura Perez

JEWISH NEW YEAR. 
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The part about Grandma Rosie once 

being a Hebrew teacher was news to me, but it wasn’t a surprise. Whenever we went to her house for Passover, she always tried to teach AT A SEDER,   me something new about the Seder. 

THE RITUAL 

PASSOVER 

“How much are you paying them?” I 

MEAL, THE  asked. 

STORY IS TOLD 

OF HOW MOSES 

Mom gave me a look. Then the light 

LED THE JEWS 

OUT OF EGYPT  turned green, and she stepped hard on the gas AND BONDAGE 

TO PHARAOH.  as we sped past three cars in the next lane. 

G R A N D M A   R O S I E   A N D   P A P A Morris live in Wauwatosa. Some people say the city was named after a Native American chief. Others say its name comes from the Algonquian word for firefly. Either way, I like Wauwatosa a lot more than my town’s name, Glendale, which comes from a Scottish word for valley. 

Glendale is ten miles north of Milwaukee 

and about two miles west of Lake Michigan. 

If I drew a line on a map south from Glendale to Milwaukee, another line west from 

Milwaukee to Wauwatosa, and a third line 

north from Wauwatosa to Glendale, I would as a pediatric nurse at the hospital, so she have an isosceles triangle with Glendale at practically pushed me out the door. 

the top vertex. But there’s no direct diagonal 

“Who’s coming to pick me up?” I asked 

route from Glendale to Wauwatosa. To get 

before she drove away. 

from our place to my grandparents’ house 

“Your father,” she said, in a way that 

we have to drive at a right angle, which takes us sounded like an apology. 

twenty-five minutes, with no traffic. 

The Wednesday Mom drove me to 

G R A N D M A   R O S I E  met me at the door Wauwatosa for my first Bar Mitzvah lesson and hung my jacket in the closet, then led there was a car accident along the way, so the me into the dining room where a plate of 

ride took over an hour. Mom needed to get oatmeal cookies and a glass of milk waited back to Glendale, where she works part-time on the table. A small blackboard, chalk, a 22
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brothers. When my great-grandpa Sol went 

to fight in World War II, Rosie and Hannah had to do all of the chores. I was named after Sol, who was killed in North Africa. After he died, they lost the farm, and Grandma Rosie moved with her sister and her mom, my great-grandma Beyla, to Milwaukee, where they 

worked as seamstresses. That’s where Grandma Rosie met Papa Morris, who owned a jewelry store. Sewing clothes and selling jewelry are not heavy work, but Grandma Rosie still has arms that look like they could each carry a bale of hay. 

“Where’s Papa Morris?” I asked. 

“Tutoring at the synagogue,” she said. 

“I thought he was going to teach me, too.” 

“All in good time.” Grandma Rosie rested 

her big hand on my shoulder. “You need to walk before you can run.” 

She opened the workbook and slid it 

toward me with the pencil, then drew a 

squiggle on the blackboard. 

“Do you know what this is?” she asked. 

“A petrified worm,” I said. 

pencil, and a notebook with Hebrew lettering She studied the squiggle, then stared at me. 

on the front waited also. 

“I can see this is not going to be easy.” 

“A little snack before we start?” she asked. 

She picked up her chalk and drew the letter 

“I’m not hungry,” I said, too annoyed  

two more times. “Would you like to know 

to eat. 

what it looks like to me?” 

Setting the cookies on the far end of 

“Not really.” 

the table, she took the glass of milk into the 

“I’ll tell you anyway. It looks like linguine.” 

kitchen, then returned a few seconds later Grandma Rosie drew the letter another 

and sat down next to me. 

time. 

Old as she is, Grandma Rosie can move 

“This string of linguine is a  lamed and fast. She’s strong, too. She and her older makes the L sound. Can you say lamed?” 

sister, Hannah, grew up on a farm without any 

“Lamed.” 
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“Good. And what sound does it make?” 

I practiced my crossover dribble instead of 

“L.” 

waving to him as he drove past me. 

“Congratulations. You’ve learned your 

“Hi, guy,” he said, stepping out of his car. 

first letter. Now please copy it over ten times I mumbled a hello and took another shot 

and say it aloud each time you write it, so as the garage door glided shut. The ball hit the you’ll remember.” 

front of the rim and bounced off to the right. 

She made me feel like I was back in second Dad hopped over a puddle to grab the rebound, grade, so I copied the lamed about fifty times caught the ball on the second bounce, then let and said the word over and over like I was one fly from the corner.  Swish! 

totally bored before she took the pencil. 

We both went for the ball as it fell through 

“You’ve made your point.” 

the net, but Dad slipped on an ice patch 

My stomach grumbled in anger. 

and landed on his butt. I scooped up the 

Grandma Rosie nodded toward the cookies. 

ball and banked one off the backboard. 

“Have one.” 

“You ought to do some shoveling so you 

“I’m not hungry.” 

can have more room to maneuver,” said Dad. 

Grandma Rosie hopped out of her chair 

I sank one from the foul line, retrieved 

and headed for the kitchen. She reappeared the ball, dribbled, faked out an invisible with the glass of milk. 

opponent, then pulled up for a jumper. My 

“I  said I’m not hungry.” 

shot fell short. Dad grabbed the rebound, 

“This is not for you.” 

dribbled past me, and launched one from 

She drank the milk in two gulps and ate 

three-point land. 

three cookies while I sat there wishing she 

“Yes!” he cried, as the ball hit nothing 

would just disappear. 

but net. 

“Want to play some one-on-one?” I 

I N   W I S C O N S I N  March comes in like offered. 

a lion and goes out like a wolf or coyote. On 

“Sorry, I’ve got to be at the hospital in April Fools’ Day, we had five inches of snow. 

an hour.” 

Some of it had melted, making our driveway It was the exact answer I had expected. In an obstacle course of ice patches and slush high school Dad lettered in three varsity sports puddles, but I didn’t care. As soon as I got and got a college scholarship to play Division home from my lesson with Grandma Rosie, 

III basketball. I loved playing with him, but I went out to shoot buckets. 

he usually didn’t have the time because he I had already taken twenty-five shots from was either too busy seeing patients—Dad is both corners and was practicing at the foul an ophthalmologist—or he had to go to some line when the garage door opened automati-committee meeting or another. He and Mom 

cally. Dad honked his horn from the street. 

argued about that a lot. 

AN OPHTHALMOLOGIST IS A 

DOCTOR WHO TREATS EYE 

DISEASES. 
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Dad took a shot from the corner and 

missed. 

“I’ll put in a pizza for us,” he said. 

I got the rebound and returned to the  

foul line. 

“By the way,” I said, sinking a shot. The ball bounced off the court and then rolled onto the snow-covered lawn. “You forgot to pick me up after my Bar Mitzvah lesson.” 

Dad stopped short. “It totally slipped  

my mind.” 

“That’s what we thought.” 

I trudged through the snow after the 

ball. 

“I’m sorry, Solly. We had an emergency 

this afternoon. A little boy got hit in the eye with a hockey puck.” 

“Don’t worry about it. Grandma Rosie 

drove me home.” 

I heaved a Hail Mary from the lawn. 

The ball ricocheted off the rim and landed in a puddle. 

I N   S I X   L E S S O N S  Grandma Rosie taught me the twenty-two letters and nine vowels of the Hebrew alphabet. By the end  

“To mark the occasion,” she said. 

of May, I could read a picture book about a 

“What’s so special?” 

boy who wakes up one morning and discovers  

“We’ve managed to get this far without 

he’s the size of a gerbil. I could understand yelling at each other. Don’t you think that’s only a few of the words, but Grandma Rosie special?” 

thought it was a big deal. As soon as I finished 

“I think it’s miraculous.” 

reading, she sprang toward the kitchen. A She tossed me the package. Ripping apart 

minute later she returned holding a pancake-the wrapping paper, I uncovered a green suede shaped package wrapped in white paper with kippah with the words  Milwaukee Bucks tiny blue Stars of David sprinkled all over it stitched on one side in Hebrew-looking script. 

like snowflakes. 

It had seams like a basketball on it in white. 

A KIPPAH, OR YARMULKE, IS A CAP 

WORN BY OBSERVANT JEWS, ESPECIALLY 

DURING PRAYER OR RELIGIOUS STUDY. 
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“Now you’re ready to start learning your 

“What now?” I had a bad feeling, seeing 

Torah portion,” said Grandma Rosie. 

the way she looked down at her hands lying I thought a head covering that looked like so still on the table. 

a basketball was kind of tacky, and I still didn’t 

“Your dad and I are going to try living 

want to have a Bar Mitzvah. But Grandma 

apart for a while,” she said. 

Rosie had gone out of her way to buy me a 

“You mean you’re getting divorced?” 

present with my favorite team’s name on it, 

“Not divorced,” corrected Dad. “It’s a trial and that counted for something. 

separation.” 

“How did you know I like the Bucks?” 

I shouldn’t have been surprised. I had 

I asked. 

perfected my midrange jumper thanks to all 

“How do you think?” 

the times I had run out of the house to escape She fastened the kippah to my hair with  

their arguments. Still, I could taste pizza rising a big clip and kissed my head through the in my throat like I was about to throw up. 

basketball. “Come on, we’ve got work to do.” 

“I’m moving out at the end of the week,” 

said Dad. “You and Mom will live in the 

I   H A D   O N E   M O R E  Bar Mitzvah lesson before summer vacation, and then I went away to basketball camp for three weeks. Along with the Bucks kippah, Grandma Rosie gave me 

photocopies of my Torah portion in Hebrew and English, so I could practice reading the words and learn the story on my own. I went over the Hebrew a couple of times and read through the English once while I was away. 

My Torah portion told about when Moses 

climbed Mount Sinai to receive the Ten 

Commandments. He took so long that the 

Israelites got worried and built a golden calf for protection. When Moses returned with  

the stone tablets and saw his people bowing to a statue, he went nuts. 

I felt kind of like Moses when I came back from basketball camp and had dinner with my parents at A Taste of Naples. We had just ordered dessert when Mom and Dad traded looks. 

“We have something to tell you,” said Mom. 

DURING HIS BAR MITZVAH, A BOY READS AND 

COMMENTS ON A PORTION OF THE TORAH, 

WISDOM AND LAW IN JEWISH SCRIPTURE, AND 
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FROM THE BOOK OF PROPHETS, THE HAFTARAH. 
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house, and you’ll be able to stay with me at 

“OK,” I said, my tongue feeling like 

my new apartment.” 

sandpaper. 

“Where is it?” 

Our waitress served dessert: espresso for 

“Three blocks from your school,” said Dad. 

Dad, tea for Mom, cannoli and a glass of 

“When will I visit you?” 

milk for me. 

“Every other weekend.” 

When Moses returned with the Ten 

Other kids I knew whose folks had split 

Commandments and saw the golden calf, he 

up divided their weeks evenly between both smashed the stone tablets. Then he burned parents. Or they spent an entire week with the statue, ground it into powder, threw the one parent and every weekend with the other, powder into water, and made the Israelites then switched it around the next month. I drink it. After that, he had every idol  

did the math in my head: every other weekend worshipper killed. 

added up to maybe six days a month. Just 

As I cut into the cannoli, I wanted to 

like always, my name ranked low in Dad’s 

smash my glass against the wall. But I just ate appointment book. 

my dessert and sipped my milk in silence. 

 to be continued
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by Stephen S

Four Opposites

Four Oppos caer

Exercise

The opposite of exercise

is sleeping late, which isn’t wise, 

Ben Franklin said. He must be right. 

He exercised by candlelight

each morning and was rarely ill, 

and on the $100 bill

he still looks great, I hear. Why spend a day in bed? Fill your agenda, 

like Franklin did, with self-improvement, beginning with some healthy movement:

a fourteen-mile morning run. 

Be sure to wake me when you’re done. 

Snow

Snow’s opposite I understand

to be a blend of salt and sand

that’s scattered on my walk and street

to melt the snow and grip our feet. 

If you, like me, would like to go

as far as you can get from snow, 

there are worse places you could be

than lounging by the sandy sea

beneath a palm tree on a beach, 

a glass of mango juice in reach. 

Illustrated by Wendy Wahman
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Fly

The opposite of fly is fall. 

Another antonym is crawl. 

Time flies when it goes by too fast, 

the way a sparrow whizzes past, 

and when a crow flies you expect

the route it takes will be direct. 

But when we’re doing things we hate

the hours crawl by, turtle-rate. 

(And while it’s true some things crawl quickly, they make me feel a little sickly.)

Room

Spell “room” backward and you’ll find

it turns to “moor,” which brings to mind

the opposite of room, a place

of mossy land and open space, 

where Sherlock Holmes might chase a hound through mist across the boggy ground. 

My ceiling isn’t half as tall. 

My room is relatively small. 

So when I need more room to roam, 

I find the space outside my home. 
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The Legend of the  

Giant’s Causeway

by Rachel Delaney

I T   I S   S A I D   that many years ago, Finn gasped. “What’re you talking about? 

before the Book of Kells was written 

I’m the biggest giant in Ireland!” 

and Saint Patrick banished the snakes, a Benandonner laughed again. “Come over 

THE BOOK OF 

KELLS IS AN  giant named Finn MacCool lived on the here sometime, and we’ll see who’s the real ILLUMINATED 

MANUSCRIPT  northeastern coast of Ireland. There he and giant.” He turned and stomped away, his OF THE 

GOSPELS 

his wife, Oona, fished the cold waters and boots pounding on the earth like a slow-beating CREATED 

kept fine, fluffy sheep on the grassy cliff tops. 

drum. Finn shook his fist after him. 

AROUND THE 

YEAR 800. 

One morning, as the sun rose over the 

“Can you believe that?” Finn asked 

ocean and lit the cliffs like the inside of an Oona that evening after telling her about oyster shell, Finn kissed Oona goodbye and Benandonner. “Tomorrow I’ll give him a SAINT 

hauled his nets down to the beach. He shiv-piece of my mind.” 

PATRICK IS  ered as he waded into the surf and slung out 

“You shouldn’t,” Oona said as she laid THE PATRON 

SAINT OF 

his seines. As the tendrils of mist retreated a plate of fried fish and roasted potatoes in IRELAND. 

THEY SAY  over the sea, Finn made out a tall shape in front of him. “You say you could barely see HE EXPELLED 

ALL THE 




the distance. 

him across the water. For all you know, he’s SNAKES! 

 “Oy!” the distant figure called. “Who’s twice your size.” 

there? Who comes near Benandonner’s land?” 

“You’re right, my sweet shamrock.” Finn It was another giant, on the shore of 

put an entire fish in his mouth and chewed SEINES ARE 

Scotland to the north. He waved an axe in thoughtfully. He washed it down with a swig NETS. 




one hand. 

from his jug. “But he challenged me. I have to Finn thrust out his chest. “I’m Finn 

accept.” 

MacCool, slayer of Aillen Fire-Breath and 

“No, you don’t.” Oona set the second 

A CAUSEWAY  catcher of the Salmon of Knowledge. Nice to course on the table. “Just forget about it.” 

IS A RAISED 

meet you, neighbor!” 

Finn cut into his corned beef. “If only I ROAD OVER 

WET GROUND. 

Benandonner’s deep belly laughter wob-

could get across the water. Say, you’re clever. 

bled over the waves. “Finn MacCool! Ye wee Can you think of a way?” 

thimble of a lad. How can ye stand over there Oona shook her head. “I can think of at 

—————————————————————

without drowning?” 

least one. But I’ll never tell.” 

THE SALMON OF KNOWLEDGE? 

IT’S FROM IRISH 

REALLY? WHAT’S THAT ALL 

MYTHOLOGY . . . 

ABOUT? 

LONG STORY. 
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“Why not?” 

Finn sighed. “I suppose you’re right, my 

“Because it’s a bad idea,” she said. “That Connemara pony. You’re the wisest wife in giant could be twice your size and thrice your Ireland, after all.” 

strength. Just ignore him.” 

The next day, Finn went to the shore 

Finn swallowed a ladleful of cabbage. “Of determined to follow Oona’s advice. But course, my lovely leprechaun. You’re very Benandonner was waiting for him. 

wise. But what if I can’t ignore him? Please He called to Finn, “Good day, me bonny tell me how to get across. Just in case.” 

wee bairn!” 

Oona patted Finn’s beefy forearm. “Just Slinging out his nets, Finn took a deep leave it be. For all you know, he’s twice your breath but said nothing. 

size, thrice your strength, and meaner than a 

“What mischief are you up to today, 

————————

banshee in a bog.” 

laddy? Riding on your wee sheep?” 

THE CONNEMARA IS A HARDY BREED 

BUT ARE THEY AS SMART AS THE 

A BAIRN IS A BONNY 

OF IRISH PONY. AND SOOOO CUTE! 

SALMON OF KNOWLEDGE? ANSWER 

WEE BABY. 

THAT, MY LOVELY LEPRECHAUN. 
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Finn ground his teeth. 

“Aha!” 

“Playing with the sprites again? Or are His boots squelched in the wet sand 

you too timid and small even for pixies?” 

as he tore a rock pillar from the cliff and Benandonner laughed. 

threw it like a spear into the water. It landed 

“That’s it.” Finn stamped his foot on a straight up on the ocean floor, creating a rock, driving it deep into the sand. “I’ve had stepping stone above the water’s surface. He enough of your mouthing!” 

went back for more, grinning to himself. 

“What are you going to do?” Benandonner Oona would be so impressed to hear how teased. “It’s too far for a  babby like you to he had cleverly built a causeway to Scotland swim.” With a chortle he walked away. 

and bravely defeated Benandonner. He broke Finn glared. He had to do something. 

another armful of pillars from the cliffs and Like most giants, he was a terrible swim-trotted along the stepping stones to place mer; he sank like a stone. But there must be them at the end. 

another way. If Oona could figure it out, why The sun was just peeking over the 

couldn’t he? Scratching his chin, he looked up waves when Finn finished his causeway. He at the tall basalt columns of the cliffs. 

———————————— jumped ashore in Scotland and trotted along The Giant’s Causeway is an astounding rock formation on the northeast coast of 

Northern Ireland. Geologists believe it was formed millions of years ago by intense vol-canic activity. As lava flowed into the sea and cooled rapidly, it contracted and fractured, creating the Causeway’s 40,000 hexagonal 

basalt columns. Across the channel, on the Scottish island of Staffa, are similar basalt columns, part of the same ancient lava flow. 

The columns look like giant stepping 

stones extending into the sea, giving rise to the Gaelic legend of a causeway from Ireland to Scotland that was destroyed when the Irish giant Finn MacCool was challenged by the 

Scottish giant Benandonner. 
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EEJIT IS SLANG IN 

IRELAND FOR FOOL. 

the sand to Benandonner’s house, where he over his shoulder and saw Benandonner’s heard a resounding snore through the open hulking silhouette stomping along the shore. 

window. He peered in. Benandonner lay 

Benandonner swung his axe and roared as in bed, his fiery red hair tousled, with one only an enraged giant can. 

huge, hairy foot protruding from the tartan Finn got home, panting. “Oona! I’ve been blanket. 

an eejit.” 

Finn gasped. The foot was twice the size Oona emerged from the kitchen, wiping 

of his own feet! 

a wooden spoon on her apron. “What is it Benandonner groaned and began to open 

this time?” 




his eyes. 

“I challenged Benandonner. You were 

With a yelp, Finn sprinted back to the right. He’s twice my size. I won’t have a causeway and pounded across. He may have chance! What can we do?” 

feasted on the Salmon of Knowledge, but Oona tapped the spoon against her palm. 

he did not like his odds against a giant that 

“We’ll have to think of something . . .” 

size—let alone a grumpy, half-awake one. 

Finn heard Benandonner’s footsteps boom-As he fled across the stones, Finn glanced 

———————————— ing across the causeway and started to weep. 

The rock known as the Giant’s Boot 

(above) is said to be a size 93½, just 

right for a giant like Benandonner. 
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Oona smacked his muscle-bound arm. 

“That’s—” Benandonner swallowed. 

“Stop that, ye giant baby!” Then her green eyes 

“That’s Finn’s son?” 

IF THERE’S A  sparkled. “Of course! I have the perfect plan.” 

Oona tickled the baby under his chin. 

SALMON OF 

A few minutes later, Benandonner 

“He’ll be just like his father when he grows KNOWLEDGE, 

WHY NOT A  knocked at the MacCools’ door. Oona up. Won’t you?” 

LADYBUG OF 

WISDOM? 




answered. 

Benandonner’s eyes widened. If the baby 

“Where’s Finn?” Benandonner demanded. 

was already bigger than his mother, his father 

“I have a dispute to settle.” 

must be a giant among giants! Without 

Oona put a finger to her lips. “He’s just another word, Benandonner turned on his out herding the sheep. Be quiet, or you’ll heels and dashed out of the house. As he DON’T BE 

wake the baby.” 

crossed the causeway, he smashed the rocks AN EEJIT! 

Benandonner heard a giggle inside the 

with his axe so Finn couldn’t follow. 




cottage. 

Finn climbed out of his boat and untied 

“That’s our son, waking from his nap,” 

his bib and bonnet. He and Oona stood at Oona said. “Isn’t he a handsome lad?” 

the window, watching Benandonner flee. One Benandonner bent down and peered 

of Benandonner’s shoes came off in the sand, through the doorway, where the biggest baby and he ran on without it. 

he had ever seen lay in a wooden cradle the To this day, the remains of the Giant’s 

——————————————

size of a boat! The baby sucked his thumb Causeway are still there, along with 




and cooed. 

Benandonner’s lost boot. 
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<3 LOOKS LIKE A HEART ON ITS SIDE! 

SIGH. 

OOH, IT’S A LOOOOVE QUEST. 

SHE SITS IN the same tree 

every day at lunch, feet dangling from the edge of her wooden defense tower behind the kickball courts. 

I stay off the blacktop as I make my 

way around, away from the big kids, 

not wanting to draw enemy action as I 

approach her. This mission requires my uninterrupted attention and expert knowledge in treaty tactics. 

My new shoes alone make me more 

prepared than the last time I was on this quest. Plus five charm, plus five spirit, plus ten agility. But I also carry a secret weapon, which I keep hidden in the back pocket of my jeans. Like the Obsidian Crusader 

<3 Quest said in  Knight Golems: The Stone War,   

“When attempting to make allies with an unfamiliar faction, show confidence, show charisma, show something you have that is by Drew Rogers

super awesome.” 

“Hi, Aberdeen,” I say, stepping across the grass, coming nearer but not so close that I put myself at risk of her launching an assault. 

Aberdeen lifts her head from her book, 

 Dragon Bones: The Ancient & Arcane.  I know it well. She looks at me, her crystal-blue stare like that of a frost wizard, two brilliant glaciers that turn me to ice. 

She says, “Hi,” back, and I thaw out. 

Suddenly I realize I’ve come unpre-

pared. I have nothing to offer her, other than the secret weapon, but I can’t use that yet. Patience is key; she must first show interest, lower the drawbridge. 

BEWARE MY 

PLUS TEN 

FROSTY STARE! 

YAWWWWN. 

Illustrated by Tom Disbury
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BRAINS AND BEAUTY, LIKE ME! I 

AHHH, BUT CAN YOU STAND UP TO 

COULD RULE A MULTIVERSE, TOO. 

A TWENTY-FOOT-TALL BEAST-BOY? 

“I’ve read that book four times,” I say, Klinkhammer, my rarest card, but a small feeling exposed, defenseless. 

price to pay for her alliance. I wiggle it so she 

“I’ve read it five,” she says. “This is my can see that it’s a foil. 

sixth.” Her retainer shimmers when she says 

“Nice,” she says. “I have a holo, too. First 

“sixth,” a no-doubt purposeful flourish. Sigh. 

edition.” 

Brains  and beauty. Then it occurs to me that Plan fail. I pocket the card, trying to play she doesn’t need any allies. She could control it off like I had not been offering it to her as any realm—the multiverse, if she wanted—by a gift, but I feel no less defeated. Mine isn’t a simply exposing her teeth. 




first edition. 

Aberdeen closes her book and sets it on the 

“Nice shoes, dork.” The earth shudders, branch, letting me know that I have her atten-and I cringe slightly at the armor-piercing tion, if only for a moment. She tucks a strand voice that comes from behind me. “Did your of hair behind her ear, gleaming threads of red-mommy pick those out for you?” 

orange sunlight, spun by tiny fire sprites. 

Great. Bum-rushed by an opposing faction. 

“My dad said I should invite you to my I turn to the twenty-foot-tall beast-boy birthday party on Saturday.” I surprise myself, standing there and kick myself for letting my firing the words up at her without hesitation. 

guard down, not watching my own back. 

She casts a deflection spell. “I have to go to my grandma’s this weekend,” she says, effectively dodging my invitation. It lands somewhere in the grass beyond her timber tower, burrows underground, and stays there, refusing to come back out. 

Aberdeen starts whistling at birds perched high in the tree—her winged protectors, ready to swoop down and carry me away at her command. 

It’s quiet for too long, and I’m out of ideas. It’s all or nothing. I pull the secret weapon from my pocket and hold it up, a level two-hundred dragon strike, not aimed at her but at the sky, a fiery proposition to become allies. 

“You said Klinkhammer was your 

favorite.” A holographic Goblin General 36
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“Yeah,” I say, because my 

mom did, and because I don’t 

know how else to respond, “for 

my birthday.” 




The enemy stares me 

down, kickball in one hand 

and my pride in the other. 

I feel like running. Then 

Aberdeen hops down from  




her branch. 

“Whoa, cool shoes,” she 

says. “Those are just like 

Reggie’s hyperspeed boots from 




Amazing Undercover Middle 

 School Super Heroes,   Episode Seven.” Her words, though 

tonally soft and sweet like a 

siren song, squelch the invader 




like a banshee scream. His 

mouth opens and closes a few 

times, but he’s unable to speak. 

Utterly spell-silenced. 

“Yeah,” I say. I turn one 

foot to the side so she can 

really see the coolness of them, 

pressing my shoe into the grass. My heel lights up; her face lights up. 

breath, but she knows my power, my awe-

“I bet you can run as fast as Rapid Reggie,” 




some speed. 

she says. “Want to race to the swings?” 

“Come on,” my new ally says. Then she 




My shoe boosters activate. 

takes my hand in hers, and for a second I I waste no time getting a head start. We’re think this may have been a trick because rushing to the jungle gym, our paths igniting I feel a powerful conflagration spell warming in flame as we leave our enemy behind. 




inside my chest. 

She’s ultrafast, but I get to the swing set Any moment now I’ll surely burst into 

a nanosecond before she does. I’m out of flame. 

IT’S A CONFLAGRATION, BIG FIRE, OF 

LOOOOVVVVE! ISN’T THAT SWEET? 

SHOE BOOSTERS ACTIVATE! 

HEY! COME BACK HERE! 
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It’s Math— 

Not Magic




by Linda O. George

T R I C K S   W I T H   N U M B E R S   

Here’s an example. Since we can start 

can be fun. Here’s one you can try with with any number, let’s pick 5. 

your friends:

Think of a number. 

5

Think of a number. 




Add 3. 

5 + 3 = 8

Add 3 to this number. 




Multiply by 2. 

8 x 2 = 16

Multiply your answer by 2. 




Subtract 4. 

16 – 4 = 12

Subtract 4. 




Divide by 2. 

12 ÷ 2 = 6




Divide by 2. 

Subtract the original number.  6 – 5 = 1

Subtract the number you started with. 

Is this magic? No! Math is magic only 

If you did everything right, your answer for people who don’t understand it. There is will be 1. Try the trick again using a different a reasonable explanation for every number number. Your answer will still be 1. 

trick. We can explain ours in several ways. 

Illustrated by Anna Raff
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Let’s use pictures first. If we pretend that This will happen every single time. 

our numbers represent buttons, we can see Remember that the bag of buttons could what happens in this trick. 

hold any number of buttons, and we did not do anything to change the buttons 




1.  Think of a number. 

inside the bag. So we will always end up S ince we can start with any number  

with 1 lone button at the end of this trick. 

 of buttons, let’s hide them in a bag. 

This lone button stands for 1. 

People who use algebra might use a letter instead of the bag of buttons. They might 2.  Add 3. 

pick “n” for example. Then they would 




Our bag of buttons and  

explain the trick using symbols this way: 3  more buttons. 

1.  Think of a number. 

n




2.   Add  3. 

n +  3

3.  Multiply by 2. 




3.   Multiply  by  2. 

2n + 6 

 Now we have 2 

 We’ve multiplied both  

 bags and 6  buttons n  and 3  by 2 . 

 altogether. 




4.   Subtract  4. 

2n + 2




5.   Divide  by  2. 

n + 1

 We’ve divided both  

 2n  and 2  by 2 . 




4.  Subtract 4. 

6.  Subtract the original number.  1

 Take away 4  buttons. 

C O M P A R E   T H E   A L G E B R A I C 

solution with the buttons-and-bags solution. The way we think in both cases is 5.  Divide by 2. 

the same; we just use different ways to 

 That leaves us with 1  bag and 1  

illustrate the problem. So the next time 




button. 

you see a number trick, try to figure out why it works. You can be sure that if it’s 6.  Subtract the original number. 

math, it isn’t magic. 

 Take away the bag of buttons 

 we started with, and we are left 

 with 1  button! 
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Ramanujan by Vashanti Rahaman

W H E N   H I S   F R I E N D S   played in the time he was eleven, school mathematics the street, the boy on the porch sometimes was no longer enough for him, and he began looked up to watch, calling out to them and pestering the students staying with his family smiling at their games. More often, though, to teach him more. They brought him books he did not even notice them. For Srinivasa from the college library, and Ramanujan Ramanujan, the beautiful and compelling went beyond even those, developing his own calculations on his slate were all the theorems and ideas. One of Ramanujan’s entertainment he needed. 

favorite books—George Shoobridge Carr’s Ramanujan was born in 1887, in south 

 A Synopsis of Elementary Results in Pure and 

India, and grew up in Kumbakonam, about 

 Applied Mathematics—listed  about 6,000 

160 miles south of the port city then known theorems, and Ramanujan set about verifying as Madras. His parents were poor: his father them on his own, jotting down the results in was a store clerk, and his mother sang in the notebooks. 

temple. The family boarded college students Although he spent so much time on 




to bring in extra money. 

mathematics, Ramanujan’s high-school grades A quiet, sensitive, and pleasant boy, 

were good, and he won a college scholarship. 

Ramanujan showed his talent for mathematics But once in college, he concentrated on noth-from the moment he started his studies. By ing but mathematics and eventually flunked CHALK AND A 

IT’S FUNNY TO THINK SOMEBUGGY COULD 

CHALKBOARD AND A 

Illustrated by Nicholas Stevenson

SIT ON HIS PORCH WITH JUST CHALK AND 

MIGHTY BRAIN FOR 

A CHALKBOARD AND MAKE DISCOVERIES 

MATHEMATICS! 
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out. Without a college degree, it was difficult wanted. He said he wanted a pittance to live to get a job. Ramanujan tried tutoring, but on so that he might pursue his researches. 

his teachings always wandered into math

For about a year Rao supported 

ematics his students could not understand. 

Ramanujan’s mathematical research. Then, Soon Ramanujan went back to sitting on the since Ramanujan was growing uneasy about porch with his slate. 

being unemployed, Rao helped him obtain a In 1909, Ramanujan’s mother arranged 

clerical position at the Madras Port Trust. 

a marriage for him, according to their fam

Meanwhile, in 1911, Ramanujan published ily’s traditional Indian custom. Ramanujan his first article in the  Journal of the Indian 

knew if he was to assume adult responsibili

 Mathematical Society. The title of the article ties, he would have to have a job. He traveled was “Some Properties of Bernoulli’s Numbers,” 

to Madras in search of employment, taking one of the families of numbers recognized by his mathematics notebooks to show what mathematicians. 

he could do. But for a long time no one he Other articles followed, and Ramanujan approached knew enough mathematics to tell slowly gained recognition as a noteworthy whether he was a genius or a madman. 

mathematician. But when a friend said, Finally Ramanujan was introduced to 

“Ramanju, they call you a genius,” Rama

Ramachandra Rao, a wealthy and influential nujan just laughed, his eyes twinkling with government official with a strong interest in mischief. “Look at my elbow,” he said. “That mathematics. Even Rao couldn’t understand will tell you the story. My elbow is making everything in Ramanujan’s notebooks, but he a genius of me.” Unable to afford sufficient could tell Ramanujan was no madman. Later paper, Ramanujan still worked on a large he described their first meeting:

slate, using his elbow as an eraser. The A short uncouth figure, stout, unshaved, rough, stained elbow told of his many hours not overclean, with one conspicuous feature—




of hard work. 

shining eyes—walked in with a frayed 

As Ramanujan’s fame grew, friends 

notebook under his arm. He was miserably and supporters encouraged him to send his poor. He opened his book and began to 

papers to Cambridge University in England, explain some of his discoveries. I saw quite at one of the most prestigious schools in the once that there was something out of the world. The first two Cambridge mathematiway; but my knowledge did not permit me to cians to whom Ramanujan wrote ignored 

judge whether he talked sense or nonsense. 

him. Then he contacted G. H. Hardy at 

Suspending judgment, I asked him to come over again, and he did. And then he had Trinity College, one of the oldest and most gauged my ignorance and showed me some famous of the Cambridge colleges. Sir Isaac of his simpler results. These transcended Newton had studied there; it was the home existing books, and I had no doubt he was a of geniuses.  I beg to introduce myself . . . , remarkable man. . . . I asked him what he began Ramanujan’s letter. 

SOMETHING OUT OF THE 

A PITTANCE IS A VERY 

WAY MEANS SOMETHING 

SMALL AMOUNT OF MONEY. 

UNUSUAL OR REMARKABLE. 
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At first Hardy put aside the large bat-dressed in strange, uncomfortable English tered envelope covered with Indian stamps. 

clothes. Leaving his family behind, he sailed But when he and a colleague began working to England in 1913. 

through the mathematical papers Ramanujan From his very first year in England, 

had sent, Hardy was impressed. The papers Ramanujan was ill. He was a strict vegetar-contained more than one hundred theorems ian. That had been no problem in India that Ramanujan had developed. Some seemed where others cooked for him and the neces-vaguely familiar to Hardy; others defeated sary foods were plentiful. But in England, him completely. Years later, Hardy said, “I Ramanujan could not always find the right had never seen anything in the least like them foods or the time to prepare them properly. 

before. A single look at them is enough to Often he ate only rice with lemon juice. 

show that they could only be written down by There were other discomforts as well. 

a mathematician of the highest class.” 

Ramanujan had worn sandals all his life. 

Then came a great struggle to get Rama-For a long time shoes hurt his feet, and he nujan to England, for he was reluctant to shuffled around in slippers. He knew noth-leave his homeland. But in the end he sadly ing about cold weather and slept wearing an cut the long hair he had worn all his life and overcoat in his university rooms. A visitor guessed his problem and showed him how to turn back the blankets on the bed and cover himself with them. 

In mathematics, though, Ramanujan was 

home at last. For the first time in his life there were people who could understand him, teach him, and work with him. To the university-trained mathematicians, Ramanujan’s powers in mathematics were astonishing. In India, he’d had no access to recent discoveries, and yet he arrived in England knowing the lat-est work in his areas of interest. Incredibly, he had, completely on his own, made many of the same mathematical discoveries that had been made by the best minds in Europe. 

And many of his discoveries had not yet been made by anyone else. 

During his stay in England, Ramanujan 

published a steady stream of papers in many 42

[image: Image 45]




THE MAN WHO   

happens is that you get closer and 




KNEW INFINITY

closer to the number 2. 

Ramanujan was especially inter-

Some of the infinite series that 

ested in mathematical sequences 

Ramanujan studied add up to a 

called infinite series. To form an 

number called pi. Pi is used in many 

infinite series, numbers following 

mathematical formulas, such as in 

some special pattern are added 

calculating the areas of circles and 

together—forever. A simple infinite 

the volumes of spheres and cones, 

series is 1 + 2 + 3 . . . , all the count-in making special measurements of 

ing numbers added together. The 

angles, and in calculating some prob-

terms add up to infinity. 

abilities. Pi is a number bigger than 

Some infinite series have an infi-

3.1 and less than 3.2, and since earli-

nite number of simple terms, but the 

est times mathematicians have been 

terms do not add up to infinity. For example, 1 + 1⁄2 + 

trying to find more and more accurate values for it. 

1⁄4 + 1⁄8 + 1/16 + 1/32 . . . is another infinite series. But as Today some of the most rapid and accurate calcula-you add more and more terms of this series, all that tions of pi are made with Ramanujan’s mathematics. 

areas of highly advanced mathematics, a Ramanujan discovered patterns of number number of them in collaboration with Hardy. 

behavior that are used by chemists, physicists, In recognition of his work, Ramanujan was and engineers today, and his discoveries have awarded a degree from Cambridge in 1916. 

contributed to polymer chemistry, computer In 1918, he was made a Fellow of the Royal science, and other fields unimaginable in his Society and a Fellow of Trinity College, the time. But to mathematicians, that is not why first Indian to be so honored. 




Ramanujan is important. 

Unfortunately, Ramanujan’s health grew Ramanujan died before he could fully 

worse. Friends cared for him, but Ramanujan explain his work. He made his discoveries in was a difficult, strong-willed patient who huge leaps of knowledge and intuition and often refused medical treatment. Believing then tried to break them down into steps that that he suffered from tuberculosis, doctors others could understand. Mathematicians are concluded that the English climate wasn’t still working through his visions of numbers. 

good for him, and in 1919, Ramanujan 

In those visions lie his greatness. “He discov-returned to India. He died a year later, at the ered so much,” said one mathematician, “and age of 32. All through his final illness he kept yet he left so much more in his garden for working on his slate. “It was always maths,” 

other people to discover. Every time I come said his wife. 

back, I find fresh flowers blooming.” 

WHO KNEW YOU COULD SPEND 

NUMBERS MAKE PERFECT 

H’M. I WONDER IF YOU 

SO MUCH TIME THINKING 

SENSE, IF YOU CAN 

IT ALL ADDS UP, AT 

COULD LOVE WRITING ON 

ABOUT NUMBERS? 

FIGURE OUT WHAT 

LEAST FOR ME. 

A SLATE AS MUCH AS 

THEY’RE SAYING. 

PLAYING A CELLO. 
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Snow Butterflies

by Emanuel di Pasquale

A million million white  

butterflies descend, 

Ascend, circle, move west: 

An early January snow flurry. 

Illustrated by Kristen Scribner
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WHAT 

DRAMA! 

WHAT 

TALENT! 

WAIT FOR ME! 

W I N N E R S




SEPTEMBER 2024 STORY CONTEST

P e a r l s   o f   W i s d o m




First prize 10 and under

To find your words, there is nothing you must do. 

evacuation boat because this storm, no, this wild tem-Carys M.,  age 10

You must just wait, and they will come at the right time pest, destroyed everything. A strange feeling boiled in Colbert, WA

and place. 

my chest as I locked eyes with one of the bullies. Tears stained her face, and I felt sick when I noticed her mom Finding Words



First prize 11 and up

was missing. My stomach fluttered again, and as the She had always been a quiet child. She always look-Kritika C.,  age 12

boat streamed over the sky-blue sea, the pastel pink and ed at things, never commenting on her observations. She Brecksville, OH

yellow colors on the horizon bleeding to become one, I would think about it but never thought that what she finally understood. With my family’s warmth right beside was thinking about was worth speaking for. She did have Something Dollars Can’t Be

me, I realized that the truly important things in life, the many great thoughts, although she never thought so. She    “Lillian, we can’t afford that new coat.” 

ones that matter, are free. 

only answered questions. Her mother always worried for 

“Lillian, Santa may not be able to give you all those her, as did all her elders. She loved reading, for it is somethings.” 



Second prize 10 and under

thing she could enjoy without talking about it. 

“Lillian, remember the best things in life are free.” 

Cara C.,  age 9



On a lonely Sunday afternoon, an unlikely change There always had to be tall trees in the way of the Shaker Heights, OH

occurred. She never thought it would happen, nor did sun. I couldn’t be like other girls, no matter how hard I anyone else. She was walking along the shoreline, for she wished. Living with four siblings and a single mom in a Work Hard. Be Kind. Have Fun. 

lived in a quaint little home on the beach. She thought it cramped Florida condo, heck, I couldn’t have anything. 

Each day, when Cara’s mother drops her off at was lovely, though, of course, no one knew. She listened Today the torture would start again: school. As I shoved school, she always gives her daughter the same goodbye: to the waves, crashing up against the surf, like throwing a  down my cereal, the flicker of the TV caught my atten-

“Work hard,” she begins, giving a kiss on Cara’s forehead. 

rock onto a wall. She thought about the ocean, the sand, tion. Another hurricane watch. We’d been hearing these 

“Be kind,” she continues, planting another kiss. “Have her home, the book she read last night. 

all month, so the warnings eventually became a routine. 

fun!” Cara’s mother finishes, giving three final kisses. 



Suddenly, she felt something small crawling across The cloudy sky outside the classroom matched my Today was no different. Cara received her mother’s her foot. She let out a short gasp of surprise, before she mood as I shuffled to my prehistoric desk. The soundless mantra along with her kisses and walked to her class-really looked at it. It was a hermit crab, but none like routine of school buzzed, like a mosquito that loyally room. The first class was math. Cara looked at her she had seen before. Its shell was shiny, like a freshly pol-didn’t leave despite annoyed swatting. Bullies didn’t care worksheet and groaned. More word problems. She was ished medallion, gleaming in the sunlight. It was simply that I couldn’t control the amount of money my family terrible at word problems! But she remembered her beautiful. 

had, but my handed-down clothes and cheap school mother’s first word of wisdom:  work hard. Cara thought, It deserved so many more words, but the perfect supplies must have been too good of an opportunity to Part of working hard is asking for help when I need it .  She description was “beautiful.” 

miss. 

raised her hand. 

Then, a few words popped from her mouth. “You,” 



Suddenly, a loud screech blared across the school, The teacher kindly reminded Cara of the various she clearly stated, “are beautiful.” 

disrupting the ruthless stream of teasing whispers gath-strategies to try. By the end of class, Cara solved all the She kept talking. “You were on a mission. You ering around me. The severe weather alarm. We weren’t problems and felt proud.  Check one.  Two to go. 

completed that mission, and now you are complete. 

expecting another drill until next semester. Until I, along At lunch, Cara headed for the table with her friends You found your shell.” 

with the scared kids around me, realized this wasn’t a and took a seat. She scanned the cafeteria and saw She lifted the tiny creature, ran to the water, and drill. We screamed, heading like a tsunami out the door the new student sadly sitting alone at the next table. 

placed it down. 

to shelter. Oh, keep us safe, I willed. 

She remembered her mother’s second piece of advice: A few moments later, she burst into the house, call-

*The next day*

 be kind.    There weren’t enough chairs at the table for ing, “Everyone! Guess what I just saw!” 

I walked across the debris on the sand with my another person, so Cara picked up her lunch, said bye to 


• • • •

siblings’ hands in mine. We boarded the government her friends, and went to the new girl. 
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“Hi! I’m Cara,” Cara said. “Can I sit with you?” 

But Adelita wasn’t paying attention. She already knew Third prize 10 and under

“Sure!” said the new girl. “I’m Vanessa. Thanks for that she would be playing center defense. It was her favor-Gary T., age 9  

sitting with me.” 

ite position, and Coach Michelle had put her there every Bellevue, WA

“No problem! I remember what it’s like to be new,” 

game. Besides, her  abuelita,  or grandma, was here, so it Cara replied cheerfully. The two girls happily ate and was a very special game. She didn’t want to play a position The Saving of the Earth

chatted.  Check two.   One to go.   

that she had never played before—not today, anyway. 

Once upon a time, there was a world that was like Soon it was recess. Cara introduced Vanessa to her 

“You will be playing left forward, Adelita.” 

ours: they polluted and damaged the Earth. Down below friends. Suddenly, music trickled out of an open class-Adelita’s head snapped up. 

is a story that took place in that world. 

room window. 

“Oh, Coach!” she exclaimed, panicking. “Please don’t The people from that planet loved the Earth but did 



“Dance party!” the girls cheered all together. Cara put me there!” 

not know how to care for the Earth properly. They dumped looked on nervously. She wasn’t a great dancer. Then her 

“Phoebe is going to play center defense today,” she acids into the rivers and streams, stacked trash on the mom’s voice rang in her ears:  have fun! Cara moved one said. 

land, and released harmful chemicals into the air. In a few foot, then another, then twirled. She was dancing! More Adelita sighed as she walked onto the field. Then she decades, the world was a world of trash. Everyone was importantly, she was having fun!  Check three. 

remembered what her abuelita had told her a few days very melancholy about the Earth being filthy. 



When Cara returned home from school, her mother before. “No tengas miedo de probar cosas nuevas. Don’t One day, a new baby was born into the world. Nobody asked, “How was your day?” 

be afraid to try new things.” Adelita wondered if it was knew, but that baby was created for cleaning the Earth. As 

“Great, same as always!” Cara replied cheerfully. “I true. But she had no time to think.  TWEET! The whistle the baby grew older, he grew increasingly interested in the worked hard. I was kind. And I had fun!” 

blew, and before she knew it, the ball was at her feet. 

Earth. One day, when he was nine, he saw that the rivers She dribbled it up the field, around two defenders, took a were purple and gray, and he became incredibly sad. He Second prize 11 and up

shot, and scored! 

decided he would do something about it. 

Annie M., age 12

“Ándale, Adelita!” cheered Abuelita, from the First, he organized groups to help clean up the trash. 

Toutle, WA

sidelines. 

He conducted research and found out something: you At halftime, Coach Michelle asked if she wanted to could recycle plastic and paper! He told other people Abuelita’s Wisdom

switch positions. 

about this technique, and they soon got rid of all the trash 

“Flora, you will be goalie, and my sweeper will 

“No, thanks,” she said. And at the end of the game, on the land. 

be Lylia,” Coach Michelle said, as she began directing when she had scored two more goals, she realized that His next ambition was to get rid of waste in the waters. 

Adelita’s soccer team to where they would play. 

what Abuelita had said was true. 

One day, in his laboratory, he made a brilliant deduction: POOR, DEAR

EEK! WHAT’S 

PUSSYWILLOW. WE 

GUESS SHE WANTED TO 

AND IT GOT HER 

HAPPENING?! 

TOLD HER TO STAY 

BE LIKE YOU. 

SMOOSHED FLAT! 

THIS WILD 

OUT OF THE WAY! 

POOR, HELPLESS BABY. 

MEWY NOT 

SNOWBALL 

WHY DIDN’T SHE 

HELPLESS! NOT 

IS GROWLING 

LISTEN? 

SMOOSHED FLAT! 

AND MOVING! 

(SOB)

RUN FOR YOUR LIFE! IT’S MAD, 

NOT ONLY THAT–SHE WON THE 

AND IT’S AFTER US! 

SNOWBALL FIGHT SINGLE-HANDED! 

MEWY

WOW! IT IS! HEY, 

(HUG) NEXT TIME I’LL MAKE SURE 

FINE!!! 

PUSSYWILLOW. 

TO PICK YOU FIRST! 

SPPT-SPTT

YOU SURVIVED! 

MEWY BETTER! 

EEK! WHAT DOES IT WANT? 

(PURR, PURR)

WAIT A SECOND. “MEWY 

GRRR”? CAN IT BE? 
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he figured out the way to filter water. He brought his crew the rest of the honey she wanted to put in her tea, she Honorable Mention

to the river and streams and soon cleared the filthy water. 

slammed the jar down to the floor. 

Vivian B., age 14, Rochester, NY. Arden D.,  age 15, New Next was the air. He fumbled around with electricity She exclaimed, “I can never have anything in this York, NY. Arden K.,  age 9, Richfield, OH. Saanvi K.,  age until he found a way to purify the air. He made multiple house! If I can’t have honey, I’ll go get it myself!” 

9, Westlake, OH. Rachael L.,  age 13, Chino Hills, CA. 

machines and operated them. Very quickly, the air Her parents shook their heads, telling her it was Tang L.,  age 12, Palmetto Bay, FL. Allie T.,  age 13, Mount started to become clean again. 

too dangerous. She didn’t listen and stormed out of the Pleasant, SC. 

He was happy with his accomplishment and wanted house. She went to the small beehive in her backyard to to spread the word about how to clean the Earth. Today, collect some honeycomb. Silvia reached her hand in slop-To see more winning Cricket League 

he hopes this story will help you purify the Earth. The pily and grabbed a piece. 

entries, visit our website:   

World Cleaner’s final sentence before he died was: “You Bringing it up to her face, she wiped off some of the cricketmagkids.com/contests

don’t want the world’s last drop of water to be your bees crawling around it. A mission well done, until she tears.” He hopes that the world can stay healthy, and felt a sharp pain on her head. She yelped and put her Solution to Crossbird Puzzle

everyone can contribute! 

hand to her forehead. A bee had stung her! The sting M

E

L

B

O

R

P

Y

D

U

T

S

swelled up as she glanced back at the hive. There she 29

28

A

I

A

T





Third prize 11 and up

saw the swarm, hurtling straight for her. 

X

A

T

T

E

S

S

A

I

Sofia S. , age 12

Her slippers flew off as she ran, her feet squished in 27

30

26

29

E

O

A

N

S

S

E

U

G

Cleveland, OH

the mud, and her white socks changed color. Screaming, 25

24

T

O

O

R

O

she ran toward the small pond near her backyard and E

R

I

23

22



Hurting for Honey

belly-flopped into it. She sank down with a groan. 

C

C

F

D

I

B

L

A

U

D

21

20

23

19

18

17

Silvia belonged to a calm family. Her little brother After the bees left, her head bobbed up to the L

A

T

O

T

20

16

17

16

was irritating as he was young, but he usually never was surface, and she trudged shamefully back home. As her T

A

N

G

D

C

L

S

T

M

15

14

13

12

a problem. Their house was in a rural area with large mother assisted her in cleaning up, she mumbled to S

G

T

A

R

O

D

O

11

fields and fresh green grass surrounding their house with Silvia, “I’ve told you so many times, don’t make a moun-E

M

I

R

P

R

E

D

S

10

numerous beehives in their backyard due to her parents tain out of a molehill.” 

W

S

U

F

E

D

A

S

U

being beekeepers. This explained their patience. 

Her little brother chimed in, “Yeah, don’t make such 9

9

8

8

7

6

5

O

R

N

L

However, Silvia was born into the wrong family. She a big deal out of everything!” 

L

A

U

Q

E

T

C

U

D

O

R

P    

would wail if her ice cream melted or even if her pencil She nodded her head in agreement. As she did, a 4

3

4

2

1

lead broke. One day when her little brother had eaten few dead bees fell out of her hair onto the ground. 
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Contest Rules

From time to time, CRICKET mails to its subscribers advertisements for other 1.  Your contest entry must be your very own original work. 

3.  Be sure to include your name, age, and full address in your entry. 

Cricket Media products or makes its subscriber list available to other reputa-Ideas and words should not be copied. 

4.  Only one entry per person, please. 

ble companies for their offering of products and services. If you prefer not to 2.  Your entry  must be signed by your parent or guardian, stating  5.  Your entry must arrive by January 25, 2025. 

receive such mail, write to us at CRICKET, P.O. Box 6395, Harlan, IA 51593-1895. 

that it is your own work, that no help was given, and that 6.  Email entries to cricket@cricketmedia.com. 

Printed in the United States of America. 

 Cricket has permission to publish it in the magazine and on 7.  We will publish winning entries in the April 2025 issue and on our website. 

the  Cricket website. 

1st Printing  Quad   

Sussex, Wisconsin  December 2024
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H E R E ’ S   A   S T O R Y   about a number of things. That is, a story about numbers. The earliest human beings probably counted on their fingers and toes. (I still do.) Then, around five thousand years ago, the Egyptians began to use picture writing to show different numbers. For example, the symbol “coiled rope” meant 100; “lotus flower” stood for 1,000; and “tadpole” stood for 100,000. It worked well enough, though it was a bit awkward. How would you like to subtract three lotus flowers from two tadpoles? The Greeks used letters from their alphabet for numbers. So did the Romans. We still use ancient Roman numerals on special occasions, but they’re confusing to most of us. 

They probably confused the Romans, too. 

One of the greatest inventions in mathematics came from the ancient people of India. Their style of numbers passed through Arabia and into Europe about twelve centuries ago. We call them Arabic numerals, and they’re the ones we use most commonly: 1, 2, 3, 4, and so on. 

But in our story the real hero is zero. People in India invented the symbol 

“0” and called it  sunya, which means empty. People in Arabia called it  çifr, and our English word  cipher comes from that. What a marvelous invention that zero was! It made calculating so much simpler and easier than the old Roman and Greek letters and Egyptian picture writing. If you think arithmetic is hard, imagine what it must have been like for Roman kids who didn’t have a zero. This empty “nothing” can do so much: 2 minus 2 equals 0; but adding zeros to the right-hand side of a number can mean millions! It’s another case of nothing that turned out to be quite something! 
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9–14 years

6–9 years

3–6 years

< 3 years

HISTORY & CULTURE

LITERATURE & IMAGINATION

SCIENCE & EXPLORATION

See for yourself why we’re the gold standard in children’s literature at shop.cricketmedia.com. 
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