


B & R M

WHEN T35 wagrer CLOSES OVER MY sizap

(X) & - £ - k4l #
by Donna Jo Napoli
i@ i '



HPEEREE (CIP) B8

KBk T : 3, NI/ (E) 95 F (Napoli, D.J.)
% TAMR . -JUE: FERHEGE, 199.6

(FEHK - 3% - R R D SR B4R )

ISBN 7-5077-0814-4

1.4 [01.0%- @F- W.JLEXE-/DR-EEH-
BUC-SHREY-# . W V.H319.4: 1 '

o IR A B B 1E CIP BT (1999) 48 16981 5

AR AR EENEFRELSET: 01-1999-1256 5

First published in the United States under the tile WHEN THE WATER
CLOSES OVER MY HEAD by Donna Jo Napoli, illustrated by Nancy
Poydar. Text copyright © Donna Jo Napoli, 1994. Ilustrations copyright ©
Nancy Poydar, 1994. Published by arrangement with Dutton Children’s Books,
a division of Penguin Putnam Inc.

F50 AR R AT
LR AHFEREES 115 100036
G 80 B SO HIVE A B BB HE
BRIETENRIT BNl FieHIEEH
787x1092 R2FHAE 6.25EFK 124 FF
1999 4 9 AALECE 1 B 1999 4F 9 AL 1 KERRY
EN%: 10000 At &Y. 10.00 56



Dear Readers,

All young adults in America have to redd
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—I 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.So0 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,

(o ditagil

Donna Jo Napoli
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1
The Slingshot

Mikey stuffed one more pair of shorts into his backpack. He
looked at his green bathing suit, sitting there in the bureau. He
didn’t like water, and he couldn’t swim. No one could make him
go in the water this summer. He shut the drawer.

Mikey walked around the house, checking all the doorknobs
for rubber bands. He had six in his pocket so far. He needed at
least ten for the superdeluxe slingshot® he had in mind. He
planned to take that slingshot to fourth grade with him at the end of
the summer. _

Mikey was good at sports. He was fast with his feet and
hands. He was always pitcher at baseball because he had great
aim. He knew with practice he could be a sharpshooter at the sling-
shot. But swimming? No way.

“Mikey,” his mother called. “Do you know where your broth-
er is? I can’t pack his part of the suitcase without him.”

“No,” Mikey called back as he stuck a fat red rubber band in
his pocket. This one was strong. It would shoot far.
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4 The Slingshot

“Well, find him for me, please, would you?”

“Ask Victoria,” Mikey called in a louder voice. So far that
morning he had helped clean out® the car for the trip, taken their
bird in his cage to the neighbor’s house for safekeeping, and fin-
ished his own packing. That made three chores already. It was
Victoria’s turn for chores. After all, she was the big sister.

“Pm asking you,” Mamma said. “Now!”

Mikey jammed three more rubber bands into his pocket and
went oul the back door, shouting, “Calvin, where are you?”

Mikey went to the sandbox® first. That was Calvin’s favorite
spot. The lid was off, and the sandbox toys were scattered across
the yard. Mikey automatically picked up the pink rake that Calvin
loved and aimed carefully. Tt landed on top of the plastic jeep in the
middle of the sandbox.

He went around to the front of the house. There was a bhox of
crayons dumped on the porch. Some of the crayons had been
chewed up. Yippy, their puppy, had been at work.

Mikey was headed for the garage when he saw Calvin. Calvin
and Julie were strapped into their car seats in the third row of the
station wagon.

“Hey, Calvin. Mamma wants you. What are you doing in the
car?” Mikey opened the tailgate. Calvin and Julic smiled at him.
Yippy jumped up from between them and licked Mikey’s face.

“I'm all strapped in, Mikey, see? I did it myself. And 1 did
Julie, too.” Calvin patted his seat belt.

“Well, unstrap yourself. Mamma needs you.”
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6 The Slingshot

“I'm ready to go, Mikey.” Calvin nodded his head as he
talked. “I'm all ready to go to fowa. I'm not going to be left be-
hind. I'm going, too.”

“Me too,” Julie chimed in. Her fat, round cheeks were red
from the heat. Her blond hair clumped in ringlets.

Mikey looked from Julie back to Calvin. Their faces were wor-
ried and hopeful. Why had he been bom into such a dumb family?
“Calvin, you worm brain®. Of course you’re going to Iowa. We’re
all going to Grandma and Grandpa’s. But we’re not leaving till to-
morrow. Come out of the car now. Come on. Come out.”

“I’ll just wait here till tomorrow,” said Calvin.

“You'll be afraid when it gets dark.”

“I have my sleep blanket.” Calvin held up his shabby blue
blanket. Julie held up her rag doll. “Julie’s not afraid either,”
said Calvin.

Mikey pulled the rubber bands out of his pocket and counted
them. He sighed. “Look, Calvin, you just get out of the car and
go upstairs and I'll let you help me make my slingshot.”

“You're making a slingshot? Oh, goody®!” Calvin put his
hands on the seat belt buckle.” 1 love to help you make stingshot,
Mikey. What’s a slingshot?”

Mikey arranged the rubber bands by size on the dining room
table. Then he attached them together, starting with the skinny
ones. Next he added two medium bands at one end and one at the
other. It wasn’t equal, but there was nothing he could do about it.



AR 35

“REBERFHT, B8R, FEX—HR—i1
HEMRT Sk, “REMFEXKEEN-IES
T, RARBHTH, REEX”

“RUE,” RABRER. HARH, wifE
FFHREREBBFNL, 2REMLEERT —
MR

BREERH, XHALREER/K HITHE
—RELAHB. REASEERIHEENRE
e

“RIRX, HREBRBAFEHBIN, HKYRES
EREE, HILRBELBPPMFSF, HER
TAXAEY. EEMAEETR, RETkR,”

“BREXIIL-HEZAHX,” RFEXH,

‘R-BHREEENT.”

"HEBE.” RAXEFMOEGRET, %
AR A EE., “RIAGLAEN,” £RX
Wo

BRBEEIILENEHE TR, WESH:
“BE, RAX, RABAEBRE R ERE, BY
LR RS "

RTEME ST B, KBT! FRAXIHER
ZEWN, "RAERFEHRMBS, Ex, 5L
ft47”

BRERMBERA L, SHMWT, Men
MEMHEE—E, AR5, EXBEEHO—LE L
R PARREME R, €7 —LET-RPFBA
B9 BSRIXREAN R, S TR £ 40, R B HAE#R

@® worm brain:

JKo,
@ goody:
325 38

COLE)



8 The Slingshot

These were all the medium-size bands in the house. Last of all, he
attached a fat band at each end. Now he had a superdeluxe sling-
shot band. It was time to find a superdeluxe forked stick.

Mikey went out the back door. Yippy bounded out from under
the bushes and tagged along at his heels. It didn’t take long to find
the perfect stick. It had just the right spring to it. Mikey imagined
himself face-to-face with a robber. The robber would think a boy his
size had to be unarmed. But Mikey would whip out® his slingshot
and zap the guy between the eyes. The robber would take off®
screaming. Mikey dragged the stick into the dining room with grim
determination, letting the door swing shut in Yippy’s face.

Calvin sat at the dining room table, humming and working
away® busily at the rubber bands.

Mikey looked closer. “What are you doing?” He dropped his
stick and ran to the table. Calvin had separated the rubber bands
into three piles: green, red, and brown. Mikey gasped. “Look
what you did to my slingshot!”

Calvin started to cry. Calvin always started to cry. There he’d
go and do something awful to Mikey, and when Mikey would get
mad at him, he’d cry.

“Mikey.” Mamma’s voice rose in a half question, half scold.
She came downstairs. “Mikey, what’s going on?”

“Calvin ruined my slingshot.”

“I hate slingshots,” said Mamma.

“You hate everything fun.”

“You say sorry, Michael Nelson. And you catch hold of



