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Mumbledypeg, On Call

 


* * * * *

 


This book is for Ms. K’s very special third-grade
class. It is the first class I ever worked with in a school system.
A girl called Danni gave me the name for my title character, Mrs.
P. G. Mumbledypeg, when she teasingly called me that one day. Becky
won an alternate book title competition I proposed, and her title
was, “Help, Help, Mrs. Peabody Mumbledypeg.” They are all
winners in MY book!

 


* * * * *

 



PART I

 


* * * * *

 


ONE

 


Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg raised up on her pillow
and squinted at her alarm clock. She grabbed it off the table for a
closer look. It was two a.m. It was the third night in a row she
had not gotten much sleep. The modern world was a mess—a big fat
mess. She had not realized how very bad it was until last week. She
still had the heebie jeebies over the events of the week
before.

You see, Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg had enjoyed her
life as a kind of, almost hermit on the edge of the wilderness. She
did not go into town much. She did not have a cell phone or cable
TV and had only gotten a computer the previous year—and it had been
a gift from a relative who was concerned that she did not know how
to use one. She did have two old television sets, but they were
just tuned into local stations. One was UHF and one was VHF She
still played albums on a record player and had a large collection
of cassette tapes.

Mrs. P. G. Mumbledypeg had done various and sundry
jobs throughout her lifetime. She used these jobs to pay for
necessities, and like most other artistic people, she craved as
much spare time as she could get for her creative projects. She
usually had several going at once and they took up several rooms in
her house. She would go back and forth from project to project. Her
favorite art form was papier mache’ sculptures. One was a giant
avocado and another looked like the foot of an elephant. Sometimes
she would finish one, give a little chuckle and make the room ready
for a new project. She did not have people over very often. They
did not understand the projects, nor did they understand why they
took up so many rooms. Did I mention that Mrs. Peabody G.
Mumbledypeg is also a North American Packimus Ratimus? Well, she
is! And not a more authentic one in the county.

The jobs she did to supply her necessities had been
as an office worker, an adding machine operator, a macramé maker, a
worker in a knick knack factory, a nursing assistant, a spaghetti
measurer, and sign painter, and any other jobs she could get in the
area where she lived. There were better jobs elsewhere, but she
wanted to live HERE. That was the sacrifice she made to do so.

Once she worked in a nursing home that closed down.
While she was waiting for another job, she went to the local school
and signed up to be a substitute. She got up early every morning
and waited for the phone to ring. She waited and waited. After two
months it finally rang. She substituted four times, and the times
were all spread out. She had to get another job. Besides, things
were different in school now. The children didn’t mind. They were
out of control and would not learn.

“I will never do that again,” she said to herself
emphatically. The seventh graders had made mincemeat out of her.
“Never will do that again, no sirree!” After another hour of
tossing and turning, Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg got out of her bed
to drink some hot chocolate. Her cats crawled out of their sleeping
places and begged for some- thing themselves. “Mr. Ollie! What are
you doing out of your bed?” she said to her favorite big black cat.
“Are you hungry? Are you trying to beat Mama Kitty to the food
bowl?” Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg poured some dry food onto a
large plate and set it on the floor. Mama Kitty started eating.
Ollie sat next to the plate and looked first at Mama Kitty, then
looked up at Mrs. Mumbledypeg. At last he put his face to the plate
and ate. “What in the world are we going to do? Can you answer me
that? Can you?” The cats stared up at her and went back to
crunching their dry food. “Drink water with that!” She commanded
loudly. “I’m going back to bed!”

She rolled over again and again. “I guess this is my
unexpected project.” She mumbled to herself. “In addition to all my
other arts, writing, research on minutiae and crafts, I get at
least one unexpected project a year, and it isn’t by choice. Life
does this. At least once a year, life is gonna throw me an
unexpected project. Hmmmmmmm. There is only one person who can help
me. Should I? I haven’t talked to her since we had the falling out
over the our class reunion menu, but this is important. Tomorrow
I

I will go see her and see if she can tell me anything
I don’t already know.” Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg was finally able
to drift into a light sleep.

When she awakened the next morning she got out of her
lumpy bed and staggered toward the coffee pot. The cats knew to
stay out of her way when she started this morning journey. Her
hair-do made her head look like the head of a chicken—maybe a black
Polish crested, or a Buttercup. It was even worse when slept-on.
After two cups of very strong coffee, she headed for her spare
closet. It contained her costumes. She had made costumes from
things she had saved over the years and things she found at yard
sales and thrift shops. She had a birdwatcher’s outfit with
binoculars and a logbook. She had a butterfly catcher’s outfit with
a large net and huge tweezers, good for gathering ground clues. She
had a cowgirl outfit, and her favorite item was an old Salvation
Army suit that she had taken the decorations off of and added her
own. She put some colorful braid on the shoulders and on the cap.
She made an official-looking badge to wear over the pocket. She
also had a waitress outfit and a jumpsuit that she could adapt to
look like an airplane mechanic, a regular mechanic or a
plumber.

“Today, I will be a birdwatcher,” she commented to
Ollie and Mama Kitty. “I am sure you would like to join me, but you
will have to do it from the windowsill. Capiche?”

A half an hour later, Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg was
in a field four miles away. She had on her birdwatcher’s outfit and
was zooming in on the surrounding countryside with her binoculars.
“Where is that mushroom patch? I thought it was off there to the
right, but maybe it is closer to the creek.” She heard a noise
behind her. It was a cow that was coming along at quite a clip. The
cow’s head was down and Mrs. Mumbledypeg decided that it would be a
good time take off for the nearby fence. “I am too old to climb
under it very fast but I must try. “Get! Get!” she yelled at the
cow.” She threw her self on the ground near the fence and tried to
roll under the barbed wire without getting tangled. She watched as
the cow stopped a few feet away and it began munching on a tall
weed. From her position on the ground, Mrs. Mumbledypeg spotted
some movement and realized that she was looking at what must be the
mushroom patch. She crawled back under the fence hoping the cow
would keep on munching the scraggly plant. Her footsteps were loud
crunches as she neared a wooded area and she saw the woman she had
been looking for. It was Snaggletooth! There was Snaggletooth in
the flesh. Under a small grove of trees was the form of a woman
bent over mounds of mushrooms growing out of the ground. She had a
basket half-filled with them.

“Snaggletooth?” Mrs. Mumbledypeg called to the woman
who turned around quickly in surprise. That is when the left eye of
Snaggletooth looked right at her.

“P. G., is that you? What in the world are you coming
way down here for? What get-up do you have on now? I know you
aren’t really bird watching now, are you?”

“Well, you don’t have a phone. I needed to talk to
you. I was hoping you could help me. No, I’m not really bird
watching, but if I did see a bird on the way here, well, sometimes
I would watch it. I love to look at indigo buntings and
vireos.”

“I’m going back to the cave, shortly. Why don’t you
come on and I will give you a cup of herb tea.”

“I was hoping I could go with you. The problem I am
having will need some of your special equipment.”

 


#

 


Group Activity

Snaggletooth’s “Tea and Truffles”

 


Divide the children into groups of four or five.
Supply a pitcher of juice or juice cocktail for each table— Each
child has a foam or paper cup. Each child in a group takes a turn
standing and pouring the “tea” in small amounts for their group.
They should try for neat, conservative pourings, and the table
members must attempt polite conversation with each other while the
tea is being served and consumed. A small plate of “truffles”
(cookies such as Oreos) is supplied to go with the tea and napkins
are provided. The students should attempt eating the truffles and
consuming the tea while conversing politely and quietly. The words
“please” and “thank you” should be used when appropriate. Attempts
should be made to have it be “crumb-free” eating.

 


Snaggletooth’s Sassafras and Spearmint Tea

 


You will need one bunch Spearmint, in season, a one
and a half ounce bag of Sassafras root:

Crush spearmint leaves and boil in a saucepan with
one cup of water. Bring Sassafras to a quick boil in a separate
saucepan using about four cups of water. Steep to desired strength.
Strain tea, and strain mint water into the tea. Sweeten to taste.
Roots may be used several times. This fun recipe requires adult
supervision.

 


* * * * *

 


TWO

 


“Very good tea, Calysta.” This was Snaggletooth’s
real name, Calysta. “Well, P.G., it’s just a little sassafras and
spearmint. Cures dropsy, among other things. Now, what is it that
is givin’ you an apoplexy?”

Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg looked at her
surroundings. The inside of the cave, where Snaggletooth lived was
dark and a little musty. There were all sorts of creepy knick
knacks stacked about and complicated machinery that Snaggletooth
had rigged-up all over the place. “Say I like that photo of you. Is
it from the 1950’s?”

“Why no. I had that taken a couple of weeks ago and
just got it back from the framer’s. You didn’t think I really
looked like this did you?” Mrs. Mumbledypeg watched in disbelief as
Snaggletooth took something out of her mouth. These snaggley teeth
are a Hollywood Bridge. They fit right over my own teeth.”

“I don’t remember you having that er, beauty
mark.”

“Well I don’t.” Snaggletooth peeled the huge mole off
her face. “This is stuck on with spirit gum. You see, this is the
way people expect me to look. This is what their idea of
soothsayer, conjurer, herbalist is supposed to look like. I don’t
want to disappoint them.”

“Well, I never. All these years I’ve known you, since
we graduated high school, I had no idea. You don’t leave your cave
much and the times I did see you, I thought you were just aging
badly. I have to hand it to you. I am kind of envious of your
ability to pull this off!”

“Now, for Pete’s sake, P. G. what is eating you?”

“Well, there was a strange virus going round a week
or so ago. It attacked the teachers at the school, but none of the
children. I was at home piddling around, minding my own business
and I got a call from the school. One third of the teachers were
out and they wanted to know if I would go substitute. I hadn’t
substituted in over ten years. I told ’em ‘no’. They called back
three times. They were desperate. I finally said I would do it for
one day. In that one day I hoped they could find another
substitute.”

“Funny, I heard nothing about it,” Snaggletooth
replied. “I could have possibly found a remedy for that virus. So
what happened next?”

“It was so awful. All of the third grade teachers
were out. The only solution they could come up with was to put them
all in the cafeteria, and I would have to try to conduct whatever
kind of classes I could for all of them all at once. They promised
they would send in other adults to help as they became available,
to walk in and help me with them. The ones they were going to send
in started getting sick themselves. They never CAME!”

“Oh Boy! a cafeteria full of third-graders. I don’t
know how anyone could do THAT!”

“I certainly had my eyes opened. They were ten times
worse that they were when I substituted over ten years ago. Why
when we were kids we would have gotten paddled if we had acted that
way, paddled once by the teacher, then paddled again when we got
home for misbehaving.”

“Yes we would have. But they don’t do that anymore.
It is like they think kid’s will behave just if you tell them
to.”

“But this is the saddest, most pitiful thing of all,
and this is why I am here.”

“What?”

“There is a sign up in the school that says ‘Through
these doors pass the leaders of tomorrow.’”

“You are kidding!”

“No. It says that, really. And this is what I need to
know. I need for you to find out what will happen if the children
of the school try to be tomorrow’s leaders. Is there some way you
can look into the future and see what might happen? Maybe there is
still time. Maybe there is a way to make the children want to
learn, so all will not be lost.”

“Oh, I see what you mean,” Snaggletooth answered.
“Good idea, P.G., good idea. I will have to look into my
cauldron.”

Snaggletooth led Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg to a
dark corner of the cave. There was a white antique bathtub with
ball and claw legs. The smooth blue water in the tub was framed by
bubbles. A rainbow rose out of the water and seemed to go through a
hole at the top of the cave. It WAS a hole. Smoke from the fire
went up this hole, but a prism was hanging on chains and daylight
from the hole shone through the hole and created the rainbow which
went into the water. “It gives the water Luxo-energy,” explained
Snaggletooth.

“I got tired of my old cauldron. This is my new ‘big
screen model.’ I want you to stare into it for a few moments. If
you cannot see anything but water, we will have to try something
else.”

Mrs. Mumbledypeg stared and stared, but nothing
happened. She shook her head. Snaggletooth gathered up some objects
nearby and held one of them out to Mrs. Mumbledypeg.

“Put these on over your glasses. Then put these on
over those glasses.”

As she put on the first pair of glasses, she stared
at the water in the tub. Nothing. She then put on the next pair of
glasses. “What are these?”

“Well the first pair are special cauldron-viewing
glasses. The second pair are 3-D glasses.” Let me know if you can
see anything.”

“These are regular ol’ 3-D glasses like you used to
get at the movies—what good would they do?”

“You’d be surprised, P. G.”

Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg stared and stared. She
saw nothing.

“Okay, we will go on to step two,” Snaggletooth
muttered and disappeared for a short time. “Here drink this!”

“What is it?”

“It’s a Dr. Pepper, Seven Up, Grapette, Coca Cola
with a twist of lime and a blueberry kumquat ka-bob on a frill
pick.”

“Are you sure that’s all that is in it?”

“I promise. Nothing stronger than an aspirin, anyway.
Now, bottoms up!”

Mrs. Mumbledypeg downed the drink. It wasn’t half
bad.

“Wheeeeeeeeee!” She squealed.

“Now look at the water in the cauldron.”

“I don’t see anything but water, sorry”

“Okay, its on to Plan C.” Snaggletooth got a bottle
down from the shelf. The label read something like ‘Sailor Sauce.’
She poured a half a bottle into the cauldron. In an instant the
bubbles in the tub started bubbling harder. The calm water became a
sea of waves with white caps. Something started coming up out of
the water. It seemed to be a little sailor who wore clothing of the
1700’s.

Snaggletooth looked at the sailor and said:

“Sailor of the Seventh Sea, Oh please, grant my
wishes,

One, Two and Three.”

“Ahoy, Matey!” he squeaked. “What they be?”

“Let my friend Mrs. Mumbledypeg here SEE what I see
in the cauldron. Let what we see be the future as it COULD be—if
corrections are not made.”

“And what would number three be?” The sailor asked
with a twinkle in his eye.

“Number three would be get yourself a wonderful night
on the town, complete with new suit of clothes, a trip to a barber
shop, and a meal at the restaurant of your choice and perhaps front
row tickets for a concert.”

The little sailor granted all three wishes, then went
back into the sea. “PG, I need to explain something. Any wishes the
sailor grants can pertain only to himself or the workings of the
cauldron. He cannot grant wishes in general.” Mrs. Mumbledypeg
nodded and they watched the wide screen cauldron, mesmerized.

“Do you see what I see?” Snaggletooth asked. Mrs.
Mumbledypeg nodded. The scene in the cauldron was some big
important building. It seemed to be the United Nations Building in
New York. It wasn’t the regular assembly of members. It was a
summit. It was a summit meeting of committees from all over the
world. They appeared to be discussing the world’s most pressing
problems: starvation, global warming, storms, diseases and
epidemics. There were delegations from China, Africa, India,
Europe, Australia. There were signs on their tables that told what
country they were from. There was the United States, and in that
delegation was a group from their own town! Underneath the name of
the town was a slogan, ’Midwesterners are known for their common
sense.’ This is the reason they were selected to go to the summit
to begin with. The people from the other countries are dressed in
sensible suits. They are behaving in a polite, businesslike manner,
they are taking turns letting each other speak. Their opinions are
recorded. They nod in agreement at the profound things being said.
They are coming up with good ideas for saving the world. It is time
for the United States to start making their contribution to the
discussion. They are distracted by some of their own members.

“Eeee-GAD! Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg exclaimed.
This is worse that I thought it would be.”

“It is a Predicamentum Horriblus, for sure,” agreed
Snaggletooth. The people who are from their town are wiggling
around in their seats. They are making puppets of their hands.
Their hands are now race cars and speedboats going around on the
tabletops. A couple of the hands become rocket ships racing into
outer space.

“Oh no. They let them have pencils,” Mrs. Mumbledypeg
groaned, shaking her head in disbelief. The people from their town
are balancing their pencils on their noses. Some are making houses
of their pencils or rolling them around on their desks. One young
man has a pencil hanging out of each nostril. “Cute!” Mrs.
Mumbledypeg added in disgust.

“And have you figured out the amount of rainfall per
annum that would be required to maintain the rainforest?” The
delegation from Japan asks the irreverent group of Midwesterners.
It is not a hard problem for people with knowledge of basic math
and times tables.

“Duh, would it be zero? Zero is Prince, you
know.”

The representatives from other countries stare at him
in bewilderment. “I know, it’s two! Zero times two is two!”
Exasperated, the moderator announces. “Let us take a short break.
During this time, we request that you all circle around and observe
the exhibits.” Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg and Snaggletooth watch
in horror as the representatives from their hometown file around to
the exhibits in the wrong direction. Not only that, they dance,
stomp their feet, twirl around, and make rude noises with their
mouths. In addition, they had spent much of the morning shouting to
one another, interrupting the moderator, and a couple were
know-it-alls who knew nothing but insisted on yelling to the
moderator what to do next.

The representatives of the other countries mouths
hang open. They cannot believe their eyes and ears. America, who
once had so much to be proud of, is now apparently turning out
nothing but nincompoops. The country that was once a role model to
many, who was so advanced and always lent a hand to help others,
was now in dire need of help of their own. They were in no position
to help others at all.

They should not even been invited to the summit. They
were too disruptive to the proceedings. They needed to be slap- ped
to their senses. They needed to be given some smart pills or
something. They needed to be booted out, never to return. The
world’s problems could not be solved with all of the distractions
and noise this small group of Americans was causing. They would
have to now be added to the list of the world’s problems
themselves!

Mrs. Mumbledypeg shook her head sadly. What could be
done? If students did not shape up, if they continued to be
disrespectful, if they refused to do their homework, refused to
study, refused to obey their teachers, America would fall. America
would be a nation of nincompoops—a nation in ruin and a nation that
would fall prey to and be conquered by other countries. A country
that had fought so hard for its precious freedoms would lose them
all.

“Any ideas?” She asked Snaggletooth.

“Not offhand.” Was the reply.

Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg sadly walked home,
dodging the territorial bovine.

“Mr. Ollie and Mama Kitty are probably getting
hungry.” she muttered to herself. It was time to make their evening
meal. She made them their special miniature deep dish anchovy
pizzas that they had every evening. While she was waiting for the
pizzas to finish baking, she set the little table. It was a table
and chairs made for dolls. A fancy napkin was their table cloth and
the centerpiece was a birthday candle in a candlestick from an old
CLUE game.

As she crawled into bed that night she couldn’t help
but come to the conclusion that America’s future would depend on
the CHILDREN. No one could MAKE them want to learn. No one could
make them want to behave. These were things they would have to want
to do for themselves, but how could that be accomplished? What
would get through to them? There were more sleepless nights,
more nightmares and one dream.

Armed with all of her scratch paper cut into squares
and a sack lunch, Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg started out the door.
Someone had once said, “Knowledge is Power.” Mrs. Mumbledypeg
didn’t think it was all that cut and dried.

She preferred her own theory. “If you gather enough
information, SOME of it might be useful.” As she walked down the
path toward the town she figured she would do what she always did.
“I will take a SURVEY!”

 


#

 


Survey

 


This is an anonymous survey. You do not need to put
your name on it. Think! Think very carefully about what you want
your answers to be. It is for IDEAS only. We want your BEST idea
when you answer the survey and we want NEW ideas. We want an idea
that has not been tried before. A survey is a tool to gain
information. The answers may or may not ever be put to use. (Do not
use candy/money reward)

 


* Not much homework is given. When it is given, it
does not seem to get done. There are only a few students who
consistently do the homework. The homework is to help the students
stay caught up with their work. If a student does not do his/her
homework, what is the best discipline to correct the situation?

 


* There are students who disrupt the class by
talking out loud, dancing, making noises, playing with things on
their desks, not raising their hands for permission to do things,
not paying attention to helpers and substitutes. How should these
students be disciplined?

 


* There are students who follow the rules fairly
well but who take up the teacher’s time by tattling on others. The
tattlers have often done the very things they are tattling on
others for. If things are dangerous to others they should be told
to the teacher, but constant tattling for minor things takes up too
much of the teacher’s time and tattling does not display good
character. What discipline should tattlers receive?

 


* There are students in the classroom who actually
think they know more than the teacher and should correct the
teacher. This is very disrespectful. How should know-it-alls be
corrected so that they discontinue this disrespectful behavior?

 


* There are students that bully other students, or
make fun of those less fortunate. How should these displayers of
bad character be dealt with? What is a fair discipline for this
type of behavior?

 


Group Activity

Making a Graph

 


Gather up the completed surveys. Tally the results,
then, make a pictograph or bar graphs plotting the results of the
survey. Discuss the results. If making a pictograph, you may wish
to use characters from the story or other meaningful symbols to
plot your results. When Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg made her
pictograph, she used a silhouette of her cat, Mr. Ollie, to
represent each vote on the graph!

 


* * * * *

 



PART TWO

 


* * * * *

 


ONE

 


Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg was tallying the results
of her survey. It basically asked the opinion of the children of
their town what THEY would do to inspire a desire for learning.
“Inspire a Desire”—she liked that, a kind of rhyme that she could
possibly use in the future. Mrs. Mumbledypeg was exhausted. She had
burned the midnight oil for this purpose, also and was thinking of
taking a little nap.

Since she was a hermit, she did not know that an
exciting event had just occurred in her community. The Governor of
the state was having a statewide conference of young people from
all over the state. He had selected at random a young man from her
very own town. Was it little Jimmy Jones? The townspeople hoped. He
was an excellent student and a perfect gentleman. As everyone knows
a gentleman is a polite and cultured fellow, one who behaves with
courtesy and thoughtfulness. No, it was not Jimmy Jones, alas it
was. . . DEXTER! “Oh no, not Dexter Cainbrake,” the townspeople
cried amongst themselves. “He will disgrace us all! Our town will
be the laughing stock of the whole state!”

As Mrs. Mumbledypeg was flying her fingers over the
keys of her 1966 model Comptograph adding machine, the telephone
rang.

“Hello. . . Hello!” Whoever was at the other end was
not speaking. “Is this a joke?!!” Just as she was getting ready to
slam down the receiver, Mrs. Mumbledypeg heard a small voice at the
other end. “Go ahead. Who IS this?” she demanded.

“Mrs. Mumbledypeg?”

“Yes.”

“This is Dexter Cainbrake. I have a problem. I was
selected by the Governor a couple of weeks ago to go to a
conference at the Governor’s Mansion. The people in town are upset.
It is like they are mad at ME. I had nothing to do with it. They
just picked somebody.”

Dexter Cainbrake, Dexter Cainbrake, let’s see. Now
that is that little hooligan. He has no manners. He is a messy
dresser. He won’t study. He disrupts his classes and any other
activity he is involved in. Why would he be calling ME?

“Yes, Dexter, what do you think I can do to help
you?”

“Mrs. Mumbledypeg, some people have mentioned that
possibly you could get me ready. That you could possibly give me
some advice about how not to goof up. You know, to kind of give me
a fast lesson or something so I will know what to do when I am
around the Governor. Could you, please? I am desperate.”

Hummmmm. Mrs. Mumbledypeg thought. He said
‘Please.’ That is encouraging. Oh, this will be almost
impossible. I must give this some thought. What could I
do?

“Dexter, when is this conference?”

“In two days.”“DEXTER! Put your mother

“In two days! Dexter, why didn’t you call me sooner?”

“I thought I could get out of it. I have been trying.
But it is not going to happen. The Governor has said that whoever
got picked had to go. No excuses. They are collecting information
needed by the state. My parents wouldn’t let me get out of it,
anyway. They think they will be famous. They will get their
pictures in the newspaper, they think.”

“Put your mother on the phone. I will need her
permission to try to help you.”

“She is busy watching soap operas right now.”

“I’m on the phone. Tell her I am a reporter from the
newspaper.” Mrs. Mumbledypeg heard the receiver of the phone making
a whooshing and scraping noise. He just dropped the receiver and
let it dangle on its cord! She then heard an animated
conversation in the background.

“Al-lo.” Mrs. Cainbrake was trying to sound like she
had a semi-British accent and wasn’t quite pulling it off.

“Hello, Mrs. Cainbrake. I do thank you for taking the
time out to talk to me. This is not a reporter, after all, but Mrs.
Peabody G. Mumbledypeg.”

“Mrs. Mumbledypeg, well, I never. What are you trying
to do?”

“Mrs. Cainbrake, if you will be so kind, Dexter has
called me himself. He is hoping I can give him a crash course in
how to be a proper delegate for our town. He would like to be
instructed in all things Governor-y.”

“And what makes YOU so special? Why would you know
anything?”

Like mother, like son, thought Mrs.
Mumbledypeg. “Well, you see Mrs. Cainbrake, my own dear departed
mother used to work in the Governor’s Mansion of our fair state
when she was a young girl just out of college. She explained all
the basic workings to me. I was a curious child. That was long ago,
but certain kinds of decorum never go out of style.”

“Oh. Well is there something I could do?” You have
already done quite enough, thought Mrs. Mumbledypeg. “The best
way you can help is to give me permission to work with Dexter to
get him ready for the trip.”

“Oh, I see what you mean. I don’t guess it would hurt
anything. Very well, you have our permission to give him lessons,
or whatever.”

“Now I need to talk to Dexter, again. We must get
started right away.”

“Mrs. Mumbledypeg. Now what should I do?”

“Come over to my house right away. I think you can
walk it. Too rough to ride a bicycle, but it is walkable in
twenty-five minutes. And bring the invitation you got from the
Governor. This is most important. I need to see the invitation. Oh,
and by the way, do you have a pair of swimming trunks? Bring them!”
Mrs. Mumbledypeg’s wheels were really turning now!

“I am on my way!” Dexter slammed down the receiver
and Mrs. Mumbledypeg cringed.

 


* * * * *

 


TWO

 


Forty-eight hours. That is all I have got to get
this little guy ready for the most important day of his life—SO
FAR! Mrs. Peabody G. Mumbledypeg shook her head in disbelief.
She started gathering up materials, volumes out of her
encyclopedias, old78records from the 30’s and 40’s. She dug around
in her art closet. Here it is! It was a cheap little opaque
projector that she had ordered from the back of a magazine. It took
a long time to focus it but it did come in handy for things. She
was raking more stuff out of the closet when the doorbell rang. It
was Dexter!

“Come on in Dexter.” She stared down at the unruly
little boy with uncombed hair and mismatched clothes. “Go into the
den there and have a seat. Oh good, you brought your swimming
trunks I see. Could I take a look at the invitation?” Dexter handed
Mrs. Mumbledypeg the official invitation from the governor of the
state. Oh no, it is just as I thought, she muttered to
herself.

 


The Governor of the State

Requests the Honour

Of Your Presence

At our Conference for Young People

Reception Four pm

Committee Work Five pm

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18674
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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