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Kevin
My name is Tracy A. Conway. I am just starting fourth grade, even though the school is not really that offishilly open inside. Still I’m in fourth grade, because my third grade teacher said that on the last day of school, you have already turned onto the next grade. I have a big brother named Kevin. I wish he wasn’t around. He ruins almost everything. He tricks me and gets me into trouble.


Uh-oh. Here he comes now. 

Your Diary Writer,
Tracy.
Kevin came in. “Hey Dreamer,” he said. I wrinkled my nose as I bit into one of my cookies. “What’s up Dreamer?” he asked. 
 	“How are you, Crazy Kevin?” I answered back. 
“You mean Smart Kevin,” he said, rolling his eyeballs. “I’ve got tons of homework to do, Foil Face.” Then, he thudded upstairs. I think he’s trying to trick me again. Maybe he doesn’t have loads of homework like he said he does. Besides, it’s summer. School isn’t until next week. I decided to let it go.
I finished my cookie and bit into another one. “Tracy,” called Mother. “Do you know that next week is the first day of school?” 
“Yeah,” I answered real grumpily. 
Mom continued, “I see your spelling has improved.” 
“I know. . .” I answered. I think my fourth grade teacher won’t be as nice as my third grade one. Maybe she’ll be real crankyish and things. 
  	Suddenly, Kevin came back downstairs. He glanced out the window. “Hey I just saw your friend Stacy ride on her bike past here. I crossed my arms. Kevin raised his eyebrows. “Really,” he said. 
  	Suddenly, I heard a knock on the door. I opened it. It was my friend. But it wasn’t Stacy. It was Abby. “Told you,” said Kevin, biting into my last cookie. I frowned. 
  	“Hi, Abby,” I finally said. 
“Hey,” she answered, “want to ride our bikes around the park?” Mother called. Kevin went to see what she wanted. 
  	Kevin came back wiping his mouth with his sleeve. Abby tossed her hair. “You should use a napkin,” she said. Kevin shrugged. “Mom says you’ve gotta come back before dinner, and you ain’t gonna let Abigail in the house when it’s real messy.” Then he grinned and walked back upstairs.
  	When Kevin was gone, Abby whispered, “What grade is he in? He needs some more English practice.” 
“He’s just starting seventh,” I answered, “but he always says he’s in eighth. He thinks he’s a real genius. But he’s a real craze.” Abby made a face. 
  	We went outside and I got my two-wheeled bike. I looked all around me. Just in case. Kevin sneaks on me every minute.
  	As we rode around the park, Abby said, “My big brother Robert is a big nuisance. He ruins everything.” I nodded. 
Just as we rode around the corner, Kevin booed us. “Boo!” he said. Abby shrieked. I got off my bike and parked it. I just ignored him. 
  	Abby looked at her watch. “Isn’t it time for you to go home?” she asked. 
“Jeepers, you can tell time,” Kevin teased. 
I started counting, “One, two, three, four . . .” 
Kevin ignored me. He apparently doesn’t want to do any counting.
  	“Bye, Tracy,” Abby called, as I started wheeling my bike home. She ran up to me and we made a huddle. I nodded, and we both giggled. Abby started to go the opposite way from where I was going, to her house. We both waved. 
  	I snickered as I walked with my bike home. Just as I was parking my bike in the garage, I felt a tickle on my back. I ignored it. The person kept on tickling me. I flung around so fast my hair swiped his face. 	“Kevin Alan Conway!” I shouted. 
  	Kevin laughed so hard he fell down and, I think, bit his tongue.
  	I just walked into the house with my hands on my hips. I’d get him for this.  
  	I was eating my oatmeal the next day when Kevin came downstairs and I said, “He-e-y, do you know that I have a loose tooth?” 
Kevin hit his head with his hand and replied in his always I-think-I’m-sick-of-you-voice, “For the seventh time, stop saying that!” And that was the point. I was trying to make him sick. On account of this: He absolutely definitely positively apparently is as annoying as a rutabaga. 
    	Suddenly, I heard a knock on the door. It was Abby and Stacy, my two best friends. They took their shoes off and waltzed in. Kevin was upstairs. Me and Abby and Stacy were making a plan. 
  	I went into the living room and checked the channels. I gave a thumbs-up sign. Then, I called out from the bottom of the stairs, “Kevin, NFL is on!” Immediately, Kevin dashed down the stairs, and I dashed behind the couch with Abby and Stacy. 
  	While Kevin watched his favorite television show, Abby whispered, “I brought my brother’s pet snake.” Stacy and I giggled. Abby unwrapped a piece of plastic, and there it was. The snake. Good thing it was sleeping.
  	Kevin is obviously real scared of snakes. Once, he saw one at the zoo, and jumped ten feet in the air! Now, he always is with the lions when we’re going to the snake exhibit. 
  	Abby tickled the snake’s head. Slowly, it opened its eyeballs. Right when Kevin was yelling, “Yes! He scored! He scored!” Abby pushed the snake under the couch. Then, she covered her mouth. 
Stacy and I whispered, “What?” 
“It went up . . . his . . . shirt . . .!” she answered in an exclaiming whisper. 
“Uh-oh,” I said. “Mother going to kill me for this. She just got Kevin that baseball shirt. Kevin’s going to kill me too. In fact, he already pounded on me when I wrecked his football one.”  
“Really?” Abby gulped.
  We waited for a scream real quietish. And suddenly we heard it. “AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! GET THIS THING OFF OF ME!”
  	The minute we heard that, we jumped out from the couch and yelled, “BOO!” Kevin jumped six feet in the air! Abby quickly grabbed the snake, and we all slapped our knees laughing.
  	Kevin raised two fists like a boxer and started chanting, “Foil Face is my sister’s name
Ask me again and I’ll tell you the same.”
  	I just rolled my eyes like that was nothing and said, “Kevin, Kevin has a stomach ace
‘Cause he’s scared of a little snake
Kevin Conway is his name
Jumping from snakes is his game.” We were all giggling. Kevin face was as reddish as a beet. 

Then Abby and me and Stacy walked out of the living room tossing our hair and laughing. 

Kevin just glared after us. Then, he struggled up the stairs. I said good-bye to Abby and Stacy. And reached up to the cupboard to get some Fig Newtons. 
  	While I was eating them, Kevin was fumbling with something in one of the bedrooms. I could hear him. Five minutes later, he came back done, hair sticking up on end, but he looked happier than usual. 
  	I looked at the digital clock. The time was five minutes to three. Kevin shut down the television, frowning. “Did Pittsbob beat Green day again?” I asked. Kevin made a football player’s annoyingish face. 	
“It’s Pittsburgh Steelers and Green bay Packers.” Kevin always mentions the whole of the team’s name. “And yeah, the beat ‘em like a rutabaga.” 
For some reason my family uses the word ‘rutabaga’ a lot. We kind of got the habit because Dad, who is always into jokes, started it. And even though we live in Pennsylvania, which is where Pittsburgh is, Kevin doesn’t cheer for their football team a lot. I wonder why.
  	Kevin grabbed a Fig Newton and popped it into his blabbering mouth. I looked at the clock again. It was three. “Uh-oh. Got to go to soccer practice!” I ran upstairs and into my room. My soccer shirt was hanging in my closet. But something was different about it.
  I slumped down on my bed. Then I slowly got up, reached into my drawer and pulled out a natural, regular old T- Shirt. 

And that was it. 
  










Carla
  	
Just as I got home from practice with Abby and Stacy, again, my big sister Carla came into the house.
    	Kevin is one year younger than Carla. He is twelve and Carla is thirteen.
  	Carla saw Kevin’s face as reddish as a beet. She bent down to me and whispered, “Trace, what happened to him?” I explained what happened. Then, Carla stood up and rolled her eyes at Kevin. Kevin quickly fixed his face.
  	Then she walked over to him and said, “Here’s this football that was on sale. I got it only because you’re crazy about it.” She tossed it. Kevin caught it, but didn’t say anything. He probably thinks Carla has bad throw. I do too. That’s probably the only thing we agree about.
  	The reason I don’t talk much about Carla is because I hardly see her. She is always going shopping and all that stuff, and Mother says I’m not supposed to hang around her so much. She’s not really exciting. Kevin doesn’t say much to her. The only time I could remember that he said something to her was when Carla left her weirdish headbands on his bed. He said, “Carla, how in the world do you just waltz into my room and stuff your old—stuff in my room?” 
Carla answered, “Because that’s where the mirror is. And Dad is in the bathroom.” Kevin didn’t say anything after that. I wonder why.
  	Carla went upstairs. I could tell they’re up to something. Kevin went into the kitchen. Abby was getting ready to say something; I could tell by the way she crossed her arms and cleared her throat. Then she went, “Why did you spray paint Tracy’s soccer shirt blue? Because you should already know that blue is the boys’ team t-shirt.” 
Then Kevin snickered, “Why do you think I did?” And that was all he said. I know he was getting fair that we messed up his baseball shirt. Now he wants to mess up my soccer shirt, and, obviously did already. I just did a little huff. 
                                                                    
 	Mother and Dad weren’t home yet. Kevin unwrapped some fish that’s been sitting in the sink for two weeks, if not, more or less, and started spreading some green stuff like seasoning or something on it. Then, Carla came back downstairs, took one look at what Kevin was doing, and immediately snatched up a knife and cut of the head. 
  	Kevin made a face, but remained calm. Carla did that every time he was making fish. 
Cooking is an exciting part to watch.  Stacy, Abby and me sat on stools and watched them. Maybe something interesting would happen. 
 	Then, Kevin accidently cut his finger with the knife, and zipping fast, turned on the water to the sink to wash his blood. Carla just rolled her eyes and waited till Kevin was done, to wash the vegetables. Stacy whispered to me, “I wonder why she doesn’t get him a bandage.” Me and Abby  just shrugged. We didn’t know.
  	Nothing exciting happened after that, until the next day. Saturday morning, Carla came out of her room, half yelling and half talking, “How did big, fat Al get under my covers?” Me and Mother and Dad looked at her. She was in her pajamas. I walked up and stood next to her, and wrote an imaginary Kevin in the air. Because if you write it the opposite way from her, it’ll look backwards and she won’t know what in the blaze you’re talking about. Carla half nodded. 

Mother said, “I’ll talk to him when he comes back from soccer practice.” 
  	Al is Kevin’s pet salamander. He got it from the pet store on his own.
  	I decided I wanted to solve this. I put on my sunglasses, and got my disguise kit. It has my magnifying glass, and detective and disguise stuff in it. 
  	I went to investigate the basement, where Al’s cage is. When I got there, I pushed the door. It was unlocked. But it didn’t look like a human opened it. There were scratches all around the lock and the door. 
  	I looked on the floor next to the cage. I saw tiny foot prints. I wrinkled my forehead.  They were kind of lizard-footprintish. Suddenly, I heard the door front door open, and Carla’s voice half yelling and half talking. Of course, yelling is talking, but it’s a more loudish of a talk.
  	I hurried downstairs. Carla had just finished saying to Kevin, “Will you please not ever scare me by your extraordinary salamander?” Kevin just yanked the salamander that was crawling on the table and said, “Whatcha talking ‘bout, Alrac? I never let Al outa that headquarter cage.” Kevin calls Carla her name backwards when she’s joking crazy. Then he lowered his eye-lids and said in an annoyingish whisper, “Mom never let’s me.” 
There was still time, so I could really actually bring the evidence to them. I could still here them talking—which they haven’t done in practically three months, if not, more or less.
  




Carla half talked and half crinkled her voice (I wonder why she’s doing quite a lot half-everything today),

 “How would you explain that I found a salamander just like yours right in the middle of my. . .” 
I finished taping the shape of the footprints onto a piece of tape, and taking a piece of the broken lock, and rushed down stairs before Carla could finish her sentence, so fast like a cheetah, which I had learned about in second grade, that my hair came all over my face, and I looked kind of weirdish, and said so zippety-fast, like Mrs. Washington, my third grade teacher who is so nice and hardly gets angry and is the nicest teacher I have ever met because she always pats us on the back even when we get something wrong, “How do you explain this?” 
Carla and Kevin turned. I showed them the footprint on my piece of tape and the lock that was broken. 
  	When Carla looked at it, she asked, “Who could have broken the lock?” 
“Al could’ve,” said Kevin. 
I said, “There were teeth marks that were pretty disgustingish, so it’s practically not humanish, but it’s quite a lot lizardish.” Kevin rolled his eyeballs to both me, and Carla. Then, he just went downstairs to the basement, to fix the lock, and put Al back in his cage.
  	Mother overheard me talking, and she called me to come to her. For some reason Mother knows about everything I say, but I know that she’s definitely not eavesdropping. When I was there, she told me, “Tracy, you have been doing too much ishing, so if you can help it, please stop saying it so much.” I half nodded   .
 

  	When I got back in the kitchen, Carla was waiting for me. “Hey, Trace, want me to help paint your shirt yellow   again?” she asked. 
“Sure, I said. Then I wondered how she knew so much about my closet. 
  	While we were up there, I told Carla, “Did you hear about the big soccer match? We’re going against Kevin’s team, and we’re going against his team, because both of our teams won the poetry contest.”

Carla mumbled, “We were just point behind those seventh graders.”
  	Here’s one thing: Me and Carla a four whole years apart and we get along pretty well; Mother said so. But me and Kevin are less that many years apart, and don’t; Dad said so. Anyway, I’m glad I don’t have two big brothers, because they’d put their stink-up-the-room socks in my pillow, and you can forget about winning the best bedroom award, if you know what I mean.         
  	After Carla and me dyed my shirt yellow again, I went into my room to read Pearl Watson. Pearl Watson series are absolutely my most favorite books in the whole world. 
  	It’s about a ten year old detective whose parents have no idea that she is. She plays soccer like me, and every time, something is going wrong. She has a best friend named Ella Bartlett, and only both of them know that Pearl is a detective. Ella helps her. Both of them always know, that when something goes wrong, it’s most likely to be Herb Crane, who is a class villain, but on the outside is very nice. Not even the teacher knows that Herb is the one who mostly messes everything up; he hardly goes to the principal’s office.
  	You’ll find out why I love, love, love these books soon. I take that back. You’ll find out actually . . . right now!




                     



Pearl Watson

  I start reading my book called, THE ADVENTURES OF PEARL WATSON, which is the first book in the whole series.

  The Missing Soccer Ball
   It was a bright blue day, at the household of a girl detective named Pearl Watson. Mr. and Mrs. Watson come to wake her up, “Pearl, it’s time to get up. Don’t be late for school.” But they have no idea that Pearl won’t really be doing school there. She actually has detective work there, which is safely kept a secret by her best friend, Ella Bartlett. Pearl wakes up and yawns. She follows her parents to the kitchen.
  You see, there are five bedrooms, two kitchens, two bathrooms, and three living rooms in the Watsons’ house. There are two bedrooms, one kitchen, one bathroom, and two living rooms upstairs, and there are three bedrooms, one kitchen, one bathroom, and one living room downstairs. Upstairs are where guests stay if they want to sleepover, and downstairs is the regular place where the owners stay. Somehow, they have just enough furniture to fit inside all of the twelve rooms. They also have a basement underground (which windows are at sidewalk’s length), which they use to store old furniture in. But still, it doesn’t have a single scrap of metal or wood, because the Watsons always have use for the old thing that they have.
  While Pearl is eating her melted strawberry Popsicle in a bowl, she can hear the Bartletts in the kitchen upstairs. They came to stay with Pearl for three weeks, because there were problems with their bank account, and they had lost most of their money, and couldn’t pay their bills, so for some reason had been kicked out of their house.  Luckily, the Watsons’ bank account was still okay.
  Just after Pearl licked her popsicle stick clean, Ella came downstairs with a little jelly smeared on her mouth. She was out of her pajamas and ready to walk out the door. She said, “See you at school, Pearl.” Then, she walked out the door just like she was ready to. Pearl just waved, because she was chewing a pretzel.  Ella was always rushed out of the house, and was always the first one at school.



   After Pearl was done eating, she trotted into her room, yanked her school clothes on, and combed her hair. Then, she picked up her back pack, and called, “I’m going, Mom!” “Bye, kiddo,” said Mrs. Watson. “Buh-bye, kiddo,” said Mr. Watson, as Pearl walked out the door.
  For some reason, Pearl is always late for school. She always has to stop and talk to her cousins that lived nearby. Finally, after she had passed all those houses, she began to cartwheel into the school playground. It had been twenty-one minutes since the bell had rang.
  Pearl walked into the school halls. She hoped the principal’s secretary wasn’t there so they could have a little chat about why she was always late. But she was. Mrs. Sun looked up from her typewriter. “Pearl,” she said in a stern voice. “What are you up to?” Pearl pretended not to hear her. She looked up from the floor. “Oh, hi, Mrs. Sun.” Pearl looked at her watch. “Man, I have to hurry before the lunch bell rings.” She pretended to jog off to her classroom.
  Mrs. Sun shook her head slowly as she watched Pearl disappear into the school halls. 
  Pearl walked slowly. She guessed that boy Herbert must have been messing around here lately. There were a few signs: chalk dust on the boys’ bathroom door; muddy footprints leading into the classroom, Room 5C;  a few rips in the student of the month poster; and big gray scratches next to the lunchroom. 
  Pearl entered room 5C. Everyone didn’t stare at her because she was late. This wasn’t the first time she had been late. Even her teacher, Mrs. Spring, just half smiled and pointed Pearl’s seat. Then she said, “I’m glad you can make it.”
  Pearl sat down and kicked her feet under her desk as she listened to Mrs. Spring’s boring lesson. At least she only had to listen to her for only ten more minutes. She wondered why Mrs. Spring never sent a note to her parents about being late like the other teacher’s did. Because she’s the nicest teacher, thought Pearl. Pearl stared at the clock. Then, she heard Mrs. Spring’s voice. “Pearl! Pearl Watson.” Pearl jerked and looked up and the teacher. 
  “Can you please tell me what the numbers on the blackboard add up to?” Herb, a mean boy, but who was also a nice boy expert said, “Yeah, Pearl. Add up two plus one plus eighteen minus four plus two plus five minus seven.” Pearl thought for a second. “Seventeen,” she said in her best casual way. “That is correct,” said Mrs. Spring. “I am surprised that only you knew the answer. Duh, thought Pearl. A first grader could figure that out. She noticed in the corner of her eye that Herb was crossing his arms under his desk. 
  Suddenly, the lunch bell rang. Pearl was relieved. She went out of the class room and got her coat. She draped it over herself and walked with Ella to the cafeteria. Ella was saying, “Did you notice all those scraps and tears and chalk dust? Anyone 
could’ve though Robert did it except for us.” Pearl nodded.
  Robert was—
“TRACE, MOM WANTS YOU TO COME OUT OF THE CLOSET AND GET THIS INSTANT TO SOCCER PRACTICE FOR TOMORROW’S MATCH!” 
I slowly closed my book and walked out of the room. Kevin was already wearing his blue soccer shirt. “I’m coming! “
  	Okay, I’m back. At soccer practice Kevin’s team practically scored seven goals which is so not fair because the last one Abby caught and it flipped off of her hand and out of the goal. The ref sure has bad eye sight of that. My team scored only three, because, come on, we’re practically two whole years apart.
  	Anyways, I don’t care about just fake old soccer practice. I care about the game tomorrow. The day after tomorrow is the first day of school, and the soccer match will be the grand opening, sort of.
  	Anyways, I want to read Pearl Watson some more, but mother says I can’t read in her closet any more with the flash light because we only need flashlights for blackouts and mother’s closet is a place for clothes, not reading.
  	So I’ll just read in my oldish—make that old—normal room.
  Robert was a boy who got into mischief but was not as mean as Herb. The reason why people don’t think Herb did much of any mischief is because he always acts nice in front of teachers. The teachers convinced the children that Herb didn’t do it, even though some of them had proof that he did.
  As Pearl ate her pizza she said, “I just know that Herb is going to do something at soccer practice after this.” Ella shrugged. “Even if Herb did do something and you figured it out, everyone, including Mrs. Spring, will forget about it in a day or two. Herb always something to do when he’s sour grapes.” Herb, who was sitting at a table with the rest of the boys, snickered.
  Recess meant soccer. So, after Pearl finished eating, she went outside and did some warm-ups. Then coach John came outside for practice. He seemed to be thinking. Pearl knew this was something unusual. She went up to him and asked, “What’s wrong?” The coach answered, “I have no idea where I put the soccer ball!” 
  Then Robert said, “I brought one. I left it on the shelf when I went into the classroom earlier. I can bring it if you want.” Coach John brightened up a little. “Yeah, go and get it. And please come back quickly.”
  Pearl walked back to the bench and sat with Ella. Ella said, “You were right. Something happened. And I think I know just who made it happen.” Pearl didn’t ask who. She already knew. And she didn’t think she knew. She knew she knew.

Detective Work
  
Ella and Pearl raised two fingers.  That meant they had an emergency. But it wasn’t the emergency everyone was thinking about. Coach John nodded. “Be back soon!” he called after the girls as they went inside.
  Ella and Pearl examined the metal sports shelf. Ella whispered, “Hey, Pearl, c’mere. I found some finger prints. “ Pearl came over and looked at them. “So did I.” She looked at the fingerprints Ella found and the one on a piece of tape she held in her hand. “Hey,” she said. “These aren’t the same. That doesn’t surprise me though. Lots of people come here to get their sport equipment. They leave fingerprints all over the place.
  “I just thought of something else, too. Since Mr. Brown, the principal, was sitting out at the exit to get some fresh air today, no one could have gotten out without him seeing. The exit and the entrance are the same doors. All the other exits set off an alarm.”
  Ella held up a thumbs-up sign. “Nice thinking. But how are we going to know where the soccer ball is, and if Herb really did it? There’s too many clues to gather up at once.” Then, she looked at her watch. “And soccer practice starts in ten minutes. We’re definitely not  going to solve this unless we have more time!”
  Pearl thought fast. “I know! Everyone did a fingerprint master piece for art today. All we have to do is tape up all the different finger prints we find, and see if one of them matches the art.”
  “But how are we going to figure out where the soccer ball is?” Pearl thought quickly again.  “Remember those footprints that lead inside the classroom. I bet those are Herb’s. Maybe . . . he took the soccer ball yesterday, when the principal was in his office. It has to be hidden somewhere outside. All we have to do is follow the footprints backwards.”
  “Great strategy,” said Ella. “C’mon, let’s test the fingerprints first.” They went across the hall to the art bulletin board. “Uh-oh,” said Pearl. “I think we have a problem. Herb’s artwork is at the very top. I can’t even see it. Robert’s is at the bottom.” “Okay . . .” said Ella. “Let’s start with Robert’s then. I’ll get you a chair from the classroom when you can’t see the next one.” “Okay,” said Pearl.
  She tested the first fingerprint. “Nope. Robert’s fingerprint is a loop. This one is an arch.” She tested the next one. “Hmm . . . It looks exactly the same. Ella, I think I found something!”
  Ella came and looked. Then Pearl and Ella looked at each other. “Could it be Robert who took the soccer ball?” asked Pearl. Ella shook herself like she had been asleep. She opened her mouth to say something, but then, Mrs. Spring came. “Aren’t you two supposed to be at soccer practice?” “Yes, Mrs. Spring we sort of . . . uh . . .” Pearl stuttered. “We were getting our coats,” said Ella. “Right, Pearl?” “Right . . .” said Pearl.
  “We better hurry, or we’ll be late,” said Ella. They ran out the door. 
  Robert’s going to be in big trouble, thought Pearl, as she lined up.
Robert?
  As Pearl kicked the ball, she thought. Just then—
“TRACE, MOM’S CALLED YOU FOR DINNER EIGHTY TIMES SO COME ON.”
I closed my book again. Kevin was standing in the door way with a face like a football player’s. “Sure, I’m coming,” I said, in my best annoying voice. 
  	I’m glad Mother yelled at Kevin before me. “Kevin Conway, I can hear the walls shaking when you talk.” She put her hand on her hair and shook her head. “And, Tracy, you need to come to dinner at least the third time I call you.”
  	I started eating my spaghetti and meatballs. Dad said, “I have just got news that Sue Maple Moore is coming to your school on the first day.” My whole mouth dropped open so wide I thought half of it dropped off before I closed it. 
  	Then, I slapped my knees. “Nice one, Dad.” Dad raised his eyebrows, which really annoyed me. Kevin was the one who usually did that when it came to jokes.
  	And what do you think happened next? Dad grabbed the newspaper off of the floor and showed it to me. Again, my mouth dropped open, but this time even wider than the other time. 
  	I was real surprised. Not surprised that the author of Pearl Watson was on the newspaper, because of course she would because her books are real famous. But because she was coming to where I live, which is in Pennsylvania, and to my school, which is Bradley East School, and to my classroom, which is going to be room 4.1!
  	Carla smiled. Kevin frowned. Carla’s favorite books are by Sue Maple Moore, too. And Sue Maple Moore was visiting all the classes in school. Kevin is obviously a little drowsy, because he just found out that people write more about girls than boys, which is unfair for him. I think he has a sort of point.
  	I ate my last meatball and put my plate in the sink. Kevin ate his last meatball and tossed it into the sink from where he was sitting. I ducked. I hope he won’t do that tomorrow at soccer. 

  	I think he thinks soccer and football are practically the same thing, because some people call soccer football. I don’t get it though. If American football is called football, how come you can still use your hands? I think the inventor of that sport needs to stop inventing for a while so he can come up for the point of why football is called football.
   	Dad had already left for his nighttime job. Carla was already done eating, and was in the living room with her face all over the television. She probably left big eyeball markings on the screen. 
I sat on the couch, which was not so close to the screen, on account of I don’t want to wear glasses. I leaned all the way over and said, “I can’t see. What’s going on?” 
Carla, still with her head all up the television’s business, said, “Sue Maple Moore’s Patricia and the Maple Tree and Pearl Watson and the Secret Flight to India are finally in our bookstores! Plus, Hannah Brown and Ann Debby are coming to our school on the second day! Both at the same time! When Ann Debby reads my Riana book, she’ll make me the Writer of the Month winner. Did you know that Ann Debby was an editor and author? And Hannah Brown was an author and an artist. Plus, Sue Maple Moore—you won’t believe this—was an author, editor, baton twirling expert, doctor, musician, and a pilot, so she probably got a lot of money and it was so easy to get her books published and she actually met Hannah and Ann and—” 
Kevin was cracking up.
  	“Man, that’s a lot of information you got to remember about those authors. Boy, are you going to forget you’re math problems.” 
Carla stood up and put her hands on her hips. “And I’m going to go to the bookstore to get the books. Trace is coming too.” Then, she lowered her eyelids and said, “Plus, Jean, the Knight, and Swagger, the Dragon are also in the bookstores.” 
  	Kevin suddenly jumped out of his seat. “Man, I gotta get that,” he raced upstairs, and came back down with some dollars sticking out of his pocket. “Gotta go,” he said, and raced out the door.
Mother raised her eyebrows, and went to the door and locked it.
  	Carla shrugged. Then, she said, “You’ll owe me thirteen dollars. That’s how much a book is.” I nodded, even though my allowance wasn’t that much. We went to the coat rack and put on our coats. “Bye, Mother.” we called as we went out the door.
  	Me and Carla hardly caught the bus. But, finally we were at the bookstore. There were only like fifteen people in line. That was good, though. Kevin was in the bookstore across the road. I watched him. He was waiting, and waiting, and waiting, and tapping his foot, and waiting, and more waiting, and—
  	“Hello.” 
I looked up. There she was, Sue Maple Moore. “Uh . . . my name is Tracy, and I’m in fourth grade. I want the new edition of Pearl Watson— ”
 “And I’ll take the Patricia one,” said Carla. Sue Maple pulled the two books from under the desk. 
“So I’ll sign them for Tracy and . . .?” “Carla,” said Carla. I wonder why Carla isn’t quite at all surprised that she is meeting Sue Maple Moore right this second. It took a while for her to sign them, which made me happy. 
  	Then, she gave the books to Carla. She was about to hand over the money, but then Sue Maple said, “Never mind. People who come from Bradley East School do not need to hand their money over.” Carla sighed a big relief. I did, too.
  	Then, what do you think happened next? Sue Maple Moore said, “Tracy Conway and Carla Conway?” Me and Carla nodded. “Your teachers sent me a letter saying what you’ve been writing. I’m sure I’ll enjoy your Riana book and your Conway Family.” 
Me and Carla smiled. We waved as we walked over to Kevin. 
  	Kevin had his eyes bulged and was reading his new book. Carla said, “Hey, Crazy Kevin.” 
Kevin jumped two feet in the air. When he came back down and saw us, he said, “Oh.” 
Me and Carla cracked up. Then I said, “We got our books free, garlic face.”
  	I have kind of got this habit of calling Kevin garlic face, because when he looks really annoyed, he looks as white as garlic. I’m not sure if onion face fits him well.
  	Kevin just walked down the road to a bus stop, rolling his eyeballs and talking to himself. We went down the opposite way to another bus stop. I wondered what Kevin was saying.       
  	Anyway, I just opened my book to the first page, BOOM! Just like that, I started reading with big huge eyes, wanting to know what the story would be about. But, of course, I read what the author wrote to me first:

Dear Tracy A.	
Thank you for getting my book. I cannot wait to see you at the soccer match tomorrow. I still haven’t decided what team I want to win. But I will be cheering for both teams. You are a lot like my character, Pearl Watson. I hope you will make a good detective. Since you have my Pearl Watson book already, when I come to your school, and get to your classroom, I will give you a summary of my next Pearl Watson book.
You also may have one question for me, but were too shy to ask. Why can’t I read Patricia books, and why do you write them, too? I write books for all ages. Pearl Watson books are for your age and lower. Patricia books are mostly for big kids and adults. I know, you might be urging to read Patricia books.
Anyway, I had a good time seeing you, and I hope you will not be absent on Monday. 

Signed with lots of smiles,
[image: ], author of Pearl Watson and the Secret Flight to India.   

















Before the Soccer Game

I decided to send a copy of this letter to Abby and Stacy. So when I got home, I immediately got a piece of paper and wrote this:

16 18,   2 4 4 50
  14 42 10 38 38   46 16 4 40?   18   16 2 44 10   40 16 10   28 10 46   10 8 18 40 18 30 28    30 12    32 10 36 24   46 2 40 38 30 28!   40 16 18 38   18 38   46 16 2 40   38 42 10   26 2 32 24 10   46 36 30 40 10   26 10. 
                   That was our secret code. It’s with numbers. And what do you think happened? Kevin was snooping over my shoulder the whole time. I flung around so fast my hair swiped his face and yelled, “Kevin Alan Conway!” And what do you know? Kevin just disappeared after that. I finished writing my letter. This time it doesn’t have numbers. It has actual letters.
  Dear Tracy A.	
Thank you for getting my book. I cannot wait to see you at the soccer match tomorrow. I still haven’t decided what team I want to win. But I will be cheering for both teams. You are a lot like my character, Pearl Watson. I hope you will make a good detective. Since you have my Pearl Watson book already, when I come to your school, and get to your classroom, I will give you a summary of my next Pearl Watson book.
You also may have one question for me, but were to shy to ask. Why can’t I read Patricia books, and why do you write them, too? I write books for all ages. Pearl Watson books are for your age and lower. Patricia books are mostly for big kids and adults. I know, you might be urging to read Patricia books, Anyway, I had a good time seeing you, and I hope you will not be absent on Monday. 

Signed with lots of smiles,
Sue Maple Moore, author of Pearl Watson and the Secret Flight to India.   

  `50 30 42 36   12 36 18 10 28 8,
40 36 2 6 50.

 


You might think that my cursive is pretty sloppy, but I wanted to copy exactly how Sue Maple Moore’s hand writing was, and I kind of have a habit of making my letter O into big wavy swirls.
  	I made another copy for Stacy. Then, I sneaked outside and zipped two envelopes into the mail slot. Then I saw the car pull up by the garage. I swooped back in the house, because I was supposed to be in bed by now, and then Mom would go, “Scat! Aren’t you supposed to be in bed right now?” And then she would go, “Jonathan!” 
Except for I don’t know why she calls him his full name at only that specific time instead of just John, which she always normally calls him. Then, Dad comes and starts pretending to swing his belt right into me, and that makes be hurry upstairs and jump into bed, even though he wasn’t going to really swing at me.
  	Anyway, I hopped into bed because I didn’t want any of that to happen.
  	But I had this problem that I couldn’t go to sleep. So I started looking at my fourteen Silly Bandz to amuse myself. Then, I realized that I only have thirteen, and I was missing my favorite one. I look into the hall and saw it. I am about to get out of bed and get it, when Kevin walked by.
  	“Kevin don’t step on . . .” But he just walked over it because it was too late, and it breaks at some point. Then, Kevin looked behind him, and just said, “Oops,” and walked off without even one “Sorry.” I just sat there looking at my broken Silly Band. But I’m just staring to much that I fell back and kind of do what people call nodding off. 


And that is called sleeping. 
  	When I woke up the next day, everyone was rushing around trying to get ready and set. Eventually, Mother, coaxed me into doing that too. I felt all drowsy, because usually I sleep late, and that was because I had three months of no school, which I am used to. But I’m not used to getting up early and rushing about along with everyone.
  	Me, Carla and Kevin were upstairs. 
Carla called downstairs, “Where’s my ‘purple’ brush?” 
and Kevin called, “Where’s my ‘super’ helmet?” 
and I called, “Where’s my ‘Pearl Watson’ socks?” to be exact.
  	And Mother said, “Under the dresser, on top of the bookshelf, behind the dresser.” 
We all found our stuff and called, “Thanks!”
  	I rushed around trying to find my brush, but I couldn’t, so I asked Carla, “Hey, can I borrow your brush?” 
and she said, “Yeah sure.” So I brushed my hair real quick.
  	But then, Kevin came and said real grumpily, “Hey, can I borrow your brush?” 
Carla didn’t immediately answer. When she did, she didn’t say, “Yeah, sure.” She said, “Go on,” which wasn’t too bad. 
I cracked up when I watched Kevin brush his hair. Mother came up and cracked up, too, which usually isn’t what mothers are actually supposed to do. 
  	She always says, “Kevin is absolutely a stranger to hygiene,” which he is. 
  	I had no idea why people are rushing about, because the soccer game is at four o’ clock.
  	So I started to read my new Pearl Watson book, which wasn’t the one I got from Sue Maple Moore. It’s called, How to Get to Things Without Much Difficulty. It’s about what Pearl usually does when she wants to do something which she normally can’t. And so I start reading. I am surprised at all the things you can do to get people to give in. Suddenly, I remembered the letter I sent to Abby and Stacy, so I decided I should start testing this on Mother.
  	I went to her and said, “Would you like some coffee?” Of course, she was surprised, and she nodded. Then, I made her some steaming coffee, and then I said, “Can I use your computer? I won’t spill any milk on in this time.” 
Mother sipped her coffee once, and then said, “Go on.”
  I went upstairs. Fortunately, the computer was on. I typed in my email and see if Abby or Stacy had sent me any messages. Both of them have.
  I click on Abby’s first. It said:
   Hi, Trace
That Pearl books sounds pretty good. Cant wait till tomorrow when Ill get it, too. Hope well win the big game today.  o, and I’m comin over to ure house. C u soon.
  Your friend, 
Abby
P.S: Robert had to use my Pearl Watson brush today. Haha 

I sent a message back to Abby:
  Hi, Abby
Im not so sure well win the game. Nope, not unless weve got a pretty good player on our team. k, Ill meet u here.
  Your friend,
Trace
P.S: People keep rushing around today.
P.P.S: Kevin used Carlas brush today. Hehe

I clicked the send button, and then clicked on Stacy’s message. It said:
  Hey-ya Trace,
Pearl Watson and the secret flight to india sounds good. Can’t wait. And guess what? Abby just told me that Robert just broke his toe. She didn’t tell u in the email cause Robert was snoopin around her shoulder. U know what I mean. So we have one down on the other team. And since Roberts the best goalie, weve probably got a chance to score at least more than we did last time. Oh, mom wants me. Keep in touch.
  Your friend,
Stacy.
P.S: I have got a Pearl Watson digital camera. Mr. Smith wants to use it to video tape the game.
  I sent a message back to Stacy:
Hey-ya Stacy,
  Hey, maybe well have chance to win after all. That Pearl Watson camera should be a goal at getting a good shot of the game. The seventh graders will be pretty disappointed that Robert isnt there. Have you heard that Roger Hansson just popped jello into Mr. Smiths face? He went bonkers. Roger is the meanest, and toughest boy in the fifth graders class. He is tough at everything, except he is the worst goalie in the whole school. Once, he wrestled Robert and Robert fell face on the ground and had to go to the nurses office.
“	TRACE, MOM NEEDS YOU TO DO THE LAUNDRY THIS INSTANT, SO GET OUT HERE.”
 “Okay, okay,” I say in my most annoying voice. Then, I quickly finish my message. 
 Uh oh, got to go. 
  Your friend,
Tracy.
P.S Kevin had to use Carlas brush today. Hehe
P.P.S It’s a good thing u don’t have a big brother.    

Then, I clicked the send button and I didn’t realize that Kevin was snooping over my shoulder. “Robert ain’t gonna be there? Why not?” 
“Broken toe,” I said, and hurried downstairs before he could talk about why I told Stacy about him using Carla’s brush.
  As I was doing the laundry, I heard a knock on the door. Someone comes in. I couldn’t recognize him at first, but a second later, he is Roger Hansson.
  	Before he could say anything I turned on the laundry machine, and went upstairs to Carla’s room. I noticed lots of pictures on the floor. And what to you know? They were pictures of Curly, my little kitten, which I lost. 
  	You see, I used to have a kitten, but she got lost at pet day at school. Everyone, especially the ref of our soccer team used to come and feed her. But he has probably forgotten now. It’s been eighty rutabaga years since I lost her, if not, more or less.


   	I was just staring at the picture and wondering where Curly could be, when I heard Carla talking on the phone to her friend, Cassie, who is Roger’s sister, and saying,
  	“And it was whispering really low, but it was saying something strange. Like, little and fluff and then there was a strange laugh. Then, I realized it was—”
  	I didn’t wait for Carla to finish. I realized why all those pictures were on the floor. I raced downstairs, and out the door. Roger was still there. But I was running so fast that I tripped on the steps. I didn’t get a cut, though. I stood up and said, “You’ve got my kitten.” 
  	Roger looked shocked, but grabbed my soccer shirt and said, “I think you made a mistake,” really annoyingish. 
And I was like, Ha-ha, very funny. 
  	Then, Roger saw my Pearl Watson soccer badge that I had pinned on my remove-able shirt sleeve. 
  	“I think I’ll have this.” And he started unpinning it. I was too weak to do anything, so for some reason I let him. I was about to say, “What do you think you’re doing, blaze?” which is something Pearl Watson says, but someone else comes from nowhere and does it for me. 
  	It said, “Don’t look now, blaze, but what do you think you’re doing?” And guess what? It was Carla’s friend, Marcie.
  	Roger looked a bit scared, so he said, “She said I could see her badge.” 
  	And Marcie went, “Yeah, right.” And Roger was so freaked out that he stuffed the badge back on the shirt sleeve (surprisingly it didn’t cut through my skin), and was about to take-off, when I said, 
“Roger’s got Curly.” 
	
  	Then, Roger was really about to take off, and he said, “I think you’ve made a mistake,” again. And then Marcie did a real loud whistle. Then, Carla pops out from the back door. And she comes over to me. 
  	And Marcie said, “Roger here says Trace was giving him her Pearl badge.”  
And Carla said, “Trace would never do that.” 
And Marcie said, “I thought so.”
And then Carla did a really loud whistle. And guess what? Out from nowhere comes Cassie, holding Curly. I ran to her and picked Curly up. “CURLY!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” I yelled so loud the birds got scared and scattered away, but I didn’t care. I got my cat back.
  	Cassie told Roger, “I think you owe her one. And I know how to do it.” And just like that, she marches him off.  Roger looked like a cat himself. A scaredy-cat. 
  	I said, “Thank you, thank you, thank you!!!!!!!!!” about a million times and rushed back in to feed Curly some milk.
   	After she licked her milk up, Abby knocked on the door. I opened it. Then, she saw Curly and asked me, “How did you get her back? I thought you lost her.” 
  	And I said, “Roger Hansson had her the whole time. I wonder how he got her, though.” 
Abby petted Curly. “Maybe the school will visit Curly again, now.”
  	I nodded. Then, I heard another knock on the door. I opened it.
  “Hey, Trace. Mom said I could stop over.” 
“Hi, Stacy,” I said.
  	Then, Stacy saw Curly. “Aw, where’d you find her?” she asked.
  	I said, “Carla was talking on the phone with Cassie earlier, and she had lots of pictures of Curly on the floor. She was saying, ‘And it was whispering really low, but it was saying something strange. Like, little and fluff and then there was a strange laugh. Then, I realized it was—’ but I didn’t wait for her to finish. I knew that she would say ‘Roger Hansson’ and that he’s got Curly.”
  	“Then how did you get her back?” asked Abby.
  	I said, “I’m reading the Pearl guide book called How to Get to Things Without Much Difficulty, and it tells you a lot about how to deal with things you usually can’t.”
  	Then, I told them about Marcie, and Carla, and how she whistled really loud, and Cassie came with Curly and marched Roger off.
  	Stacy asked, “What do you think will happen? What do you think he’ll do to owe you one?”
  	I scratched my head. “I’m not quite at all sure about that, blaze.”
  	Abby suggested, “Break his toe by dropping a fifty pound board on it?” 
  	Stacy and I said, “I’m not sure Cassie would do that.” And we laughed.

Then, I scratched my head again. 
What would Cassie make Roger do to owe me one?
The answer to that question was quite familiar to me . . .  






















The Game 
  
  	I am here at the soccer field, doing some warm ups. We flip a coin. Our team picks heads. The other team also picked heads, but not before we did. So they had to pick tails.
  	And it landed on heads. So the ref blew his whistle and threw the ball into the field, toward our team. When I see that he throws it to a boy named Carlos, I look at who the goalie is on the other team. And guess what?
 
There is Roger Hansson. Worst goalie in history of Bradley East Elementary.
  	I try not to crack up. Then, I see Stacy pass the ball to me. I dribble it toward the goal. Then, I see Thomas, a boy from the seventh grade class, charging behind me. I turn back and face him. I trap the ball between my legs, and before he can get hold of it, I kick the ball backwards, and into the goal. And guess what? Roger just missed it. 
  	The people cheered. Then, I see someone waving at me. And guess who is in one of the front seats? Sue Maple Moore.
  	I wave back.
   	I see Roger kick the ball to one of the people on Kevin’s team. Abby steals it, but a girl from Kevin’s class gets it back, and shoots it into the goal. But guess what? The goalie got hit in the head, and there was a big bruise right there.
  	And guess what? The ref needed a new goalie. And what do you think happened next? 
   	The ref made me guard the goal!
    	And that’s my best talent!
    	I kicked the ball to Stacy. Stacy passed it to Abby. Abby dribbled it close to the goal, but when she saw a seventh grader behind her, she stopped, and made a quick pass to Hannah. Hannah circled around a seventh grader, and kicked it to the goal. But Roger somehow, by accident, blocked it.
  	So far, it was a tie, one to one. Roger kicked he ball into the field towards a seventh grader. But before that seventh grader had a chance to kick,  Ralph came out from nowhere and stole it.
  	He dribbled it towards Roger, and shot it right into the goal. Roger was tying his shoelace the whole time. 
  	Roger stood up, and kicked the ball to Kevin. Kevin came and dribbled it to me. And guess what? Abby spun around him and stole the ball, but a girl named Patsy stole it from her. And she kicked it toward me, and guess what?
  	It didn’t even get near me! But Kevin came and dribbled it toward me. I did jumping jacks so he couldn’t get it through my legs, or kick it in to the side of the goal. 
  	Kevin got real confused, and he just kicked it without even thinking. And guess what? I blocked it!
  	I stretched my legs to give me some energy. Then, I kicked he ball to a boy named Dick, and he kicked the ball to Stacy, who shot it into the goal. And Roger was stretching his muscles the whole time.
  	He realized we had gotten three points, so he kicked the ball toward a boy with weird hair. And he circled around everyone, and shot it into the goal. I hardly have a chance to make a save.
  	I am watching the game when I realize that my Pearl Watson badge has slipped off of me.
  	I picked it up, and pinned it on me, when someone shoots the ball into the goal.
  	The ref says, “There are only three minutes left until the end of the game.” And then he blows his whistle. 
I stand up and look at the direction of Abby. The seventh graders circle around her. Then, as I pretend to aim the ball to Abby, I quickly pass the ball in the direction of Stacy. Stacy dribbles the ball toward the goal, and kicks it. The ball bounces just barely into the goal, and then back out. The ref blows his whistle and says, “I will have to look at the clip before I can decide who wins the game. That goal was close.” We all groan.
 	Then, we go inside to the cafeteria to take a break. And guess who I see there? The eighth graders. Roger is walking in, not realizing that Cassie is sitting at a table that he is passing by. 
  	I stop by. And Cassie says, “Come here.” And guess what she hands me? A Silly Band that was the exact same kind that Kevin broke. 
I said, “Thanks,” 
and she says, “De nada,” which is Spanish for you welcome.
  And then she says, “Hey, can I have that purple one that’s shaped like goggles, porfa vor?” 
I say, “Sure, I never really liked it anyway,” and hand it over to her. 
  	I walk with Abby and Stacy to a table that is just behind the eighth grader’s one. Roger is sitting there. He is blabbing about how annoying Cassie can be, and then, Abby says, “Don’t look now but look behind you, blaze.”
  	And Roger turns around and sees Cassie, right there, listening, and turned as purple as a rutabaga.
  	Suddenly, the ref comes in with a little envelope. He says, The winner team of this years’ match is . . .” We all held our breath. The ref pulled out a card from the envelope, “The Fourth Grade All-Stars! They shot the ball into the goal, which counted.” 
  	The whole fourth grade, the whole eighth grade, and the girls from the seventh grade clapped. The seventh grade boys just groaned.
  	Then, I asked the ref, “Do you think you come to my house and see my kitten?”

And guess what? He hasn’t forgotten. He says,







           “Sure, blaze.”


                          The End.




















Psst… Visit the Tracy A. Conway website for:
· More books!
· More contests-maybe you could get your name in the book next!
· Meet your favorite characters!
· [bookmark: _GoBack]Take the quiz!
· Send a text message to Tracy!
· And way more!
All on www.barakahshakoor.wix.com/tracyaconway.



If you are reading this book on the computer, you may buy the book when it gets published. Watch out for the announcement on the link above, or, search for it on www.lulu.com. 
               Thanks for reading!













Check it out! There’s the first
Official Tracy A. Conway, Volume 1, Books 1-3 Book! Visit www.lulu.com to buy!
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