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MR. JACKSON – “Are you kids coming to my Halloween Party?”

COREY, KEVIN, SHANNON – “Yes!”

NARRATOR – They loved the special Halloween parties Mr. Jackson had every year.  Drew, however, was new to the neighborhood.  He had never been to a Halloween party.

DREW – “What do we do at a Halloween party?”

MR. JACKSON – “This year we are having a jack-o-lantern contest.  The spookiest pumpkin will win.  Now go ahead and pick pumpkins out from my pumpkin patch.”

COREY, KEVIN,SHANNON, & DREW – “Let’s go make our jack-o-lanterns!”

NARRATOR – They ran around to Mr. Jackson’s backyard and climbed the short fence that surrounded his pumpkin patch.

COREY – “I like this one”

KEVIN – “This one is mine”

SHANNON – “Here’s one for me”

NARRATOR – Drew found a little pumpkin in the corner of the patch.  He could see it had grown small and lopsided and had some brown spots on it.

DREW – “Oh, well, I’ll use this one, even though its not perfect.”

NARRATOR – Drew wasn’t sure how he wanted to decorate his pumpkin so it would become a jack-o-lantern.  So he went to see how Corey was fixing his pumpkin.

DREW – “What are you doing?”

COREY – “Trying to get these orange lights to wrap around my pumpkin.”

NARRATOR – Corey wrapped the string of lights around his pumpkin. “Wow,” thought Drew.  “His pumpkin is so much bigger than my pumpkin.  It’s going to look a lot more scary than mine.”


Suddenly all the lights on Corey’s pumpkin flittered, then went dark.

COREY – “Oh no! One of the lights went out; I’ll have to check each one.  It will take a long time to figure out.”

NARRATOR – Drew decided not to bother Corey anymore so he left.

NARRATOR – Drew went to see what his friend Kevin was doing with his pumpkin.  When Drew arrived, he saw that Kevin had made a scarecrow out of old clothes.  Kevin’s pumpkin sat on top of the scarecrow’s shoulders with a straw hat on top of it.


Drew could see that Kevin’s pumpkin was more orange and round than his pumpkin.  “What a perfect pumpkin,” thought Drew.  “Mine is small and lopsided with brown spots.”

DREW – “What are you doing?”

KEVIN – “Oh!” (bumps into his pumpkin scarecrow)

KEVIN – “You scared me.  I didn’t hear you…”

NARRATOR – Crash!  The Scarecrow fell to the ground.  Drew thought the pumpkin would split into a dozen pieces when it hit the ground but it landed in a soft pile of leaves.

Kevin started laughing.

(Kevin laughs)

KEVIN – “I thought for a second,”

KEVIN – “that my pumpkin would break.  I guess now I’ll have to start over.”

DREW – “I’m sorry!”

KEVIN – “It’s okay”

DREW – “Can I help you fix it?”

KEVIN – “Sure!”

NARRATOR – They picked up the scarecrow body and the pumpkin and put it back together.

NARRATOR – After leaving Kevin, Drew went across the street.  He saw Shannon working on her jack-o-lantern.  She was gluing glitter, buttons, and all kinds of shiny things to her pumpkin.  “It’s so shiny and pretty,” thought Drew.  “I wish I had thought of using glitter and buttons on mine.  Now I have to think of another way to decorate my pumpkin or I’ll be a copycat.”

SHANNON – “I’ll never get this done in time”

DREW – “What are you doing?”

SHANNON – “Don’t look!”

SHANNON – “It’s going to be a surprise.  You’ll get to see it at the party!”

NARRATOR – “Everyone else had a good idea,” thought Drew to himself.  He looked at his pumpkin.  It looked so small and lop-sided.  The brown spots made it look ugly.  Drew couldn’t think of any ideas so he went out and walked some more.  “What am I going to do?” he thought, walking through his neighborhood.

DREW – “How can I do better than Corey’s orange lights?  Or Kevin’s scarecrow?  Or Shannon’s decorated pumpkin?  Time is running out and I need to turn my pumpkin into a jack-o-lantern soon.”

NARRATOR – Drew found himself walking past Mr. Jackson’s house.

MR. JACKSON – “Hello, Drew,…What’s up?”

DREW – “Well!”

DREW – “Everyone has a great idea for the jack-o-lantern contest except me.  Everyone else has lights and neat stuff.  I can’t think of anything to do for my jack-o-lantern.”

MR. JACKSON – “Don’t worry about anyone else!”

MR. JACKSON – “Just remember that sometimes simple is best.”

DREW – “Hmmm”

(Drew rubs his chin)

DREW – “I still can’t think of anything to do for my jack-o-lantern.”

MR. JACKSON – “Well,  What is the first thing you think of at Halloween time every year?”

DREW – “I think of ghosts, and spiders, and witches, and jack-o-lanterns with scary faces”

MR. JACKSON – “There you go, maybe that’s all you need to do.  Carve a scary face into the pumpkin.”

NARRATOR – Drew thought about Mr. Jackson’s words.

DREW – “Okay,”

DREW – “I’ll carve a scary face into my jack-o-lantern.”

NARRATOR – As fast as he could, Drew ran home.  He put his pumpkin on the picnic table in the backyard.  Drew closed his eyes and thought of what a jack-o-lantern looked like.

DREW – “I got it.”

NARRATOR – Then he took a big black marker and drew a scary face on the pumpkin.  He decided to use the brown spots as eyebrows for his jack-o-lantern.


Then Drew asked his Dad to help him carve out the face he had made.  His dad took a knife and cut out the insides of the pumpkin.  Then he cut out the eyes and mouth.

DREW – “Thanks, Dad!”

NARRATOR – Then Drew’s Mom helped him light a candle and put it inside the jack-o-lantern.

DREW – “You are now an official jack-o-lantern.”

NARRATOR – Soon it was time for the Halloween party.  Everyone brought their jack-o-lanterns to Mr. Jackson’s house.

MR. JACKSON – “Time for the Best Jack-O-Lantern contest!”

NARRATOR – He looked at all the projects that the children had worked on.  Corey had fixed the orange lights and his pumpkin glowed.  Kevin had gotten his scarecrow all set up again.  Now it had a smiley face.  Shannon’s jack-o-lantern glittered and sparkled.  Drew’s jack-o-lantern didn’t have any fancy lights or decorations on it.  It only had a scary face with candlelight pouring out of the eyes and mouth.


After a while

MR. JACKSON – “Okay, I’ve made my decision.”

MR. JACKSON – “The brightest jack-o-lantern goes to Corey.  The funniest jack-o-lantern goes to Kevin.  The prettiest jack-o-lantern goes to Shannon.  The best jack-o-lantern,”

MR. JACKSON – “is the scariest one.  And first place goes to Drew.”

COREY & SHANNON – “Wow, it is scary!”

KEVIN – “Now that’s a jack-o-lantern!”

MR. JACKSON – “Let’s eat!”

DREW – “What do you eat at a Halloween party?”

MR. JACKSON – “What else,”

MR. JACKSON – “Pumpkin pie!” 

WHEN MOLLY WAS IN THE HOSPITAL

I remember when my sister, Molly, was in the hospital.

Things in our house were a lot better before Molly got sick.  She used to like to play.  Whenever I rolled a ball to her, she said, “Thanks, Nanny.”

My real name is Anna, but I love being “Nanny” to my baby sister.

One day Molly stopped playing with me.  She stopped walking and eating too.  All she wanted to do was sit in Mom’s lap.

When I brought her a ball and one of her favorite books, she pushed them away.  “No!” she cried.  Molly wouldn’t even look at me.  That made me feel sad.

“Mom, can you play with me?” I asked.

Mom tried to put Molly down, but Molly screamed and Mom had to pick her up again.  I was so mad that for a minute I felt like being mean to Molly.

After a while, Mom and Molly spent more time at the doctor’s office then they did at home.  Dad said Molly needed lots of tests.  “Are they spelling tests?” I asked.  “No,” Dad said, smiling a little.  They are x-rays and blood tests, and things like that.”

When Mom was gone, Grandma and Grandpa sometimes came to stay with me after school.  Sometimes I went to a friend’s house.  I like my friend’s house, but I like my own house better.

One day Mom came home and said Molly needed to go to the hospital to have an operation.  “Will that make her better?” I asked.  

Mom smiled.  “Yes.  We hope so.”

“ Will Molly have to stay in the hospital?”

“Dr. Amy thinks she’ll have to stay for about a week.”

“A week? Why?”

“Because her body will need time to recover from surgery.  At the hospital there will be many people helping her get well so she can come home again.”

I got to go to the hospital the next day when Molly had her operation.  Dad and Grandma and Grandpa and I sat in a waiting room across the hall while Mom talked to the doctors.  The doctors all wore green suits that looked like pajamas, and had stethoscopes around their necks.

Mom held Molly until one of the doctors took her into the operating room.  Then a nurse gave Mom a beeper – just like all the doctors at the hospital wear – so she could find Mom as soon as the operation was over.  Dad and Grandma and Grandpa stayed in the waiting room, but Mom and I felt like taking a walk.

It had been a long time since I had been alone with Mom.  First we went to the gift shop.  I got to pick out a stuffed animal for Molly and a book for me.

I held Mom’s hand while we walked up and down the halls of the hospital.  I tried to count the squares on the floor, but mostly I tried not to step on a crack.  “ I don’t want to break your back and make you have an operation,” I told Mom.

“You’re a goof,” Mom said, squeezing my hand.  “And you know how much I love goofs.”

After we threw pennies in the fountain outdoors, Mom asked me if I wanted some lunch.  We went to the cafeteria and picked out our sandwiches, but as soon as we put our trays on the table, Mom’s beeper started beeping!

Beep! Beep! Beep!

“Grab your lunch,” Mom said.  “Let’s hurry.”

A doctor was talking to Dad and Grandma and Grandpa when we got back to the waiting room.  She said the surgery had gone fine.  She told us we were very lucky they could help Molly.

A nurse pushed Molly in her big metal crib down the hall to her room.  Molly’s room at the hospital was huge – much bigger than the one we share at home.

After the operation, Molly had tubes in her nose and her arm, and a big bandage on her tummy.  I thought she looked even sicker, and I was scared that she wouldn’t get better.

Mom and Dad took turns staying with Molly all night.  I missed my mom when she wasn’t home to tuck me in.  I missed my sister when she wasn’t there when I woke up in the morning.  

I dreamed about Molly the night after her operation, and in my dream I pushed her off a chair.  When I woke up, I was worried that I had been the one to make Molly sick.  I felt awful.

I told Dad I was too tired to go to school, and he called Grandma to come stay with me.  Pretty soon my ear started to hurt.  Grandma took my temperature.  “Merciful heavens!” she cried.  “You have quite a fever.”

Then I told Grandma about my scary dream.  She said, “Anna, you had absolutely nothing to do with Molly’s illness.  It just happened.  But I do need to take you to the doctor about your earache and fever.”

“Will I have to have an operation like Molly?” I asked Dr. Amy.

“No,” she said.  “You have an ear infection.  You just need some pink medicine.” 

I like Dr. Amy.  I’m glad she’s my doctor too.

Mom wouldn’t let me visit the hospital until my fever went away.  When I saw Molly again, she didn’t quite smile, but she didn’t look away either.  

“Would you like to go with Molly to physical therapy?” Mom asked. 

“What’s that?”

“It’s the work Molly has started doing here at the hospital, to learn how to walk and play again.” 

The physical therapy room was great!  They had toys and balls and bikes and bars and ramps.  I liked it a lot more than Molly did.  She cried when she had to walk.  The therapist said that’s because Molly’s muscles were sore from not being used for so long.  I could see why Mom called it work. 

When Molly was in the hospital, we ate dinner in the cafeteria instead of at home.  I liked the French fries and chocolate milk.  

Sometimes there were art projects for sisters and brothers.  I made a sign that said MOLLYS’S ROOM for her door, and a ceramic tile for the front of the hospital.  But the best thing I made was a button for myself with my picture on it.  Dad pinned it on my shirt.

On Saturday I spent the whole day at the hospital.  It was our best day.  I got to bring a ball back to Molly’s room from physical therapy.  I rolled it to her…and she rolled it back to me!  Mom and Dad and I cheered so loudly that we scared her and she cried.  

“Easy does it,” Mom said.  The next time we just smiled when she started playing with me, and Molly smiled too.

Then Dr. Amy came in with great news.  “I think Molly will be ready to go home on Monday.” 

“Wonderful!” Mom and Dad said together. 

“Does that mean you’ll tuck me in every night?” I asked Mom.

“Every night,” said Mom.

I was so excited to see Molly when I got home from school on Monday.  She even walked out to the play house.  “I guess she wants some fresh air after all that time in the hospital,” I said.  

Mom gave me a hug.  She sure looked happy.

When Molly got well, Mom had time to play with me again.  I really liked that.  I asked Mom if we could take Molly to my class at school.  “I want to show everyone what her scar looks like.” 

“Sure,” Mom said.  “But let’s wait a couple of weeks to make sure she’s well enough.”

So Molly was my show-and-tell, and everyone asked lots of questions about the hospital and her operation. I knew all the answers.  Sometimes I even felt like a doctor or a nurse.

Mom brought Popsicles (Molly’s favorite snack) for my whole class, and I got to pass them out.  I saved an orange one for Molly.  When I handed it to her, she looked at me and said, “Thanks, Nanny.” 

I love being “Nanny” to my sister.

