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Dear Readers,

All young adults in America have to read
fiction in school and then discuss it from the
stance of literary analysis. That is, they have
to talk about the character development,the
plot,the setting,and the writing style in the
book.Many of these young people read fiction
for pleasure outside of school,as well But
others don't.The ones who don't often find
reading a chore and they have enough chores
in their life without picking up a book.

When I write for young adults,I always
remember that reading can be a chore—so I
want to make that chore worth it for them.
My goal is to get the reader to care so much
about the characters,that turning the page
is a joy.I don't think about trying to send a
message or anything didactic like that.I think
only of trying to tell a good story-—one that
helps the reader get inside the skin of my
characters and truly understand them.

When I was a child, I lived in a poor
family.I didn't have many opportunities to
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know much about life outside the small envi-
ronment I lived in.But I was very lucky: I

loved to read.And reading opened up the world
for me.It taught me that there were other

cultures,other languages,other ways of living.
I became such a good reader that school was
easy for me and I was lucky again:I got a

scholarship to go to college.Then I studied
further and became a university professor.
And now I am a writer,as well.

When I write, I remember the child I
was—TI remember how reading opened up doors
for me.My job as a writer is to give the gift
of lovingto read to children and young adults.
That way maybe I can help open up doors for
them,t00.50 I never write only for the "good"
reader.I try to write for everyone.I try to
entice everyone,grab their hearts,make them
laugh or cry or both.

I hope you enjoy these books.I wrote
them for you.

Sincerely,

ornolohagite

Donna Jo Napoli



TFEXRFEIZE

FRE A

PRAALEBRFSFERFIN—ANE, iR i2d
ik, BEBERNLF S MABEHITHHR, B0 A MR
K. HF. FFRAMERGERRE, RV Fi2ARER it
PREE—FRAE, R, LA —RARECER A, Atk
AR, 2FFHRARRRRXRY, BACEXiEH?

Bk, AAFSFE o, RERRBAT.: BT
REZRGF, X — SRR R AAE HEF— e
e, RO BAFR LA P P o8E & LA, UM
g ER—HREGE, AREAERK, HRRHF—A
HEBHHF—— Mk F X G AR F FAY,
M BT A E,

HBOHBRRERY, RTATAEN IR, RV AN
SETRIMEGER, [2¥iEaR, RFEHOGEF, &P$
BEFBTRR, A ERoEHR EZH NG, AH
BERANGEETFT X, ZRBHIMEEERT — 252
A, AERFEREIN T ERFHRFS, KA G A%
SR, BREETXFHIE, ALERLERA-LHE,

FREHGIZ, RELRRHTHERNK, KA
Wik B REFARTFTARERGR, A —2#



4 fFERPERS

K, RERBEFZEPOIRES A D ELRNGFY
F, RFXHLEARNITF—BARERGIT, EF A
ARE, BOPERARRBLMREZ ERGAN, "ABLH
A, RER A THERERREBANGEE, RIELNE
3, AR ARG EFRRERHCEE,

ARAEMNERENG RS, BAXEERZEAKRNHE
9,

JE I+ 3 4 A



*E 65 IF

REMIOEFRRBF KBFERNRS | RAE L KR
B, REFEHE, FTERRCFEANR, AndE, ¥4
B F e Mg ERB AL, AHEEULEIRAIE
B, BB TR I ) SARZGE DY

HBEXFRE, BEMMEREERPEMRLE
(FiEVR) RELFHT “HEFRERK” 28, U4
ERVEXFEERNER, EFRLFREPIIETERAR
Wi, S5 XG5EBFRT, PR E A F 0F R s R
AR PHT TEERBENBREE, GREW, ¥
TRy, REHEMMERE M AR XENILE,
P XM SMMMALER S OBTRERE, ANN
B, AMRBREEGEXFERBEZN, FHEABEBE
P E LKW FESCEAF A, AR ERY RO RET
M, RIRKL. BERE. BASME, WA XEFRMBITX
TMERBEXRFHANER SN, 5 TrEREXE,

[l 2T B RO RS T B AT 32 P A4 SO 4T B SR
FRRG, RERNEMS Stk BiF, #£FE LR
RFDHICEAE S, BN TRt F 8 B U AR —E bR
EHBEN, TEFHRIMEBESFECFEGERE,
XEE SRS RERE N KEDFERE L,

WS ¥E5 AL E YA, BRETEARELXE



2 BENE

NAFRZERER -7 - REAYARPOFEILEDR, BH
TEFRAW S NG R, B -Fr- NIEF R EH Swarth-
more £ BRI EH B S FBE, ENENETHER, iR
TROUFENCHE, BETERBTHESAELOEESSE, 1
HEMBRZXBEFREHRE, B 190 FREAR T,
AEAEMAEILE, HhEBRMEL,

BRREFRRABER, EFEE, EFLOREPZA
AR SRE, MERRISUA, BRNE T kAR E R
RERH, ftk; wTrKETNESRHEXSANRET
R REFAT N SFIESR; ATLEEF D FEEERRN.O5
ORESNRRARAET, ER&GIGERER ORI ER
SCEEAE i R LB SRR E R

RIHE, X—ERBEEYHBIR, W FFEERE
HKXEBTY, BRFEEREENE, BRIARIHEZES
HeshtEM .

BFARFPERF R EER DS
kAT 3 ¥



\

PR R RE W W W
s & B
g

»
ol

B

¥
$t+—%
#+=%
Ftme
$+i%
5%

B ®
ok
|

B =R

F & (The Shock) -wereerererervmeseenens (3)
imﬁ'k& (Discovery) ............... (23)
&'——3"’7% (Math Lesson) .................. (51)
i%l'il ﬁ;'é}: (Recess) ..................... (75)
R % (Soccer Practice) -v=+reeree- (87)
2 (Snakes) .............................. (115)
K #5473 (Freckles in Action) - (139)
FF¥: 473 (Getting Started) -------++-+ (159)
BEAE4% (Weekend Work) — --eveee-- (179)
gg;j (Daisies) ........................... (197)
&E‘ﬁ (Holes) ..................... (211)
% % & i% (Friendship Lost)  ------ (229)
‘55’)‘:49% (Gilbert) .................. (245)
R REERF (Soccer Tryouts) =+ (251)
JAA (Friends)  coveceereeeseesecenns (269)
KB (Freckles) —coeeeeeevreeerccnnnnes (285)



1
The Shoeck

Adam stood on the soccer field and twisted his hands together
while Coach Morrison assigned them positions. He’d started out as
left fullback® at every practice since the school year began last
week. Not a great position. But left fullback was better than not
playing. There were only two positions left to assign, and there
were still eight boys waiting for their assignments.

Coach Morrison stopped talking and folded his arms across his
chest. “I don’t like the looks of those clouds, guys.” He twisted
his mouth in indecision. “Hmmmm.” He rocked back on his heels
and watched the sky.

Adam looked up, too. The clouds weren’t the black, lumpy
storm clouds that drenched everyone in a flash. They were light grey
and sort of smeared at the edges. And they were moving this way
fast. Above them the sky was a watery pink, like someone had
painted it.

Grayson, the tallest kid in fifth grade and the best player
around, dribbled his soccer ball in a circle. “Can’t we play at least
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a short scrimmage?”

Coach Morrison looked across the boys’ faces and finally nod-
ded. “Okay, let’s try it. Michael, you’re sweeper®; Adam, left
fullback. That’s it for both sides. The rest of you boys start on the
sidelines, and I'll rotate® you in.” Coach Morrison ran to the mid-
dle of the field and set down the soccer ball. “Let’s play ball!” he
shouted. He blew the whistle and Grayson kicked off.

The ball zipped onto Adam’s side of the field, and Michael
dashed up from the rear and took off with it. Milt followed and came
up on the left for a pass. Adam watched the action, which was by
now far away. He scratched his knees and happened to glance
down. A hard-shell beetle crawled along the top edge of his right
shoe. Adam looked across the field. The action was still thick and
still far away. He stamped his feet and looked again. The beetle
was now clinging to the knot on Adam’s shoelaces. It was shiny
black and about the size of his thumbnail. Adam thought he saw
pincers coming out of its head. He danced in place. The beetle
crawled onto his sock. Adam knew he should reach down and flick
it off. Just one of those simple, fast flicks with the back of his
hand. It would be easy. Except for those pincel's@. Adam held up
his foot and shook hard. The beetle stuck fast. Adam held his foot
higher and flung it wildly about.

At that very moment the ball came zooming his way, like a de-
mon with his wings on fire. It bashed into Adam’s left knee,
bounced off, and Grayson had a perfect shot at a goal.

_ Adam watched the ball sail through the goalposts. He heard
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groans from the boys on his side. Someone from behind him (Was
it Clifford?) hissed, = “What were you doing, Freckle Brain?”
Adam hoped no one else had heard. He looked down at his speck-
led arms. When he was a little kid, people used to call him Freck-
les. But they stopped a couple of years ago. Adam didn’t like his
old nickname. He didn’t want it back.

He scratched both knees. Then his anms. Then his back. He
was itchy all over. Every time something rotten happened to him,
he got itchy.

“Okay, Gordon,” shouted Coach Morrison, “rotate in for
Adam.”

The boys on the sidelines had organized their own mini-scrim-
mage behind the bleachers. Now they stopped and looked at Coach
Morrison expectantly .

“Jim, go in there for Pete; Zach, take Jeff’s place. Yeah,
that’s enough for now. Don’t worry, guys,” said the coach to the
remaining three boys. “You’ll all be worked in the next chance I
get.” He blew the whistle.

Adam walked off the field with Pete and Jeff. But while Pete
and Jeff joined the rest of the boys on the sidelines, Adam sat down
alone on the lowest level of the bleachers®.

Kim came out from under the bleachers and stood in front him.
“Hi.”

Adam looked past her at the game. He wondered what she was
doing here. They’d never been in the same class before this year,
so he hardly knew her. But she always seemed to be popping up®
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lately. “Hi,” he said.

Kim waited. She ran her thumbs around the inside of her belt.
“October isn’t very far away.”

Adam thought about that. There didn’t seem to be anything to
say. He watched Gordon block a hard kick. Very nice move. Milt
should have picked up on it, though. He should have been ready
to take it and travel back up the field.

“The first Thursday of October, roller skating begins at the
Super Rink.” Kim moved over to block Adam’s view. “It’s going to
be fun.”

Adam slid along the bench till he could see the game again.
That forward® on the other side—Rick, yeah, that was his name—
he was moving out from the crowd and looking around. He was ob-
viously planning something. And no one on Adam’s side seemed to
notice. They had better watch him. Adam wished he could shout
out to his side’s defense. But Coach Morrison didn’t allow anything
like that.

“I'm going.” 'Kim moved over and blocked Adam’s view a-
gain. “Are you?”

“Huh?”

“Roller skating,” said Kim. “Now that we’re in fifth grade,
we're allowed to go to the Thursday night skating sessions. You
know, in October. Are you going?”

“I don’t think so.” Adam leaned to the left and looked past
Kim. He saw Grayson run directly toward Jeff as though he was go-
ing to zip by him on the left. At the last minute he dodged to the



