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Summer Plans Gone Awry
“Not Mrs. Ticklepenny!” Dylan blurts out.
He feels pressure in the top of his head, and a burning behind his eyes. “Not Skeleton Lady, Mom. Please!” He manages to keep his tears in his head as he sits on the side of his bed, his parents on either side of him.
“That’s not a nice thing to say about Mrs. Ticklepenny. She’s kind and caring.” Dylan’s Mom calmly takes his hand. She understands Dylan and the neighborhood children might be afraid of Mrs. Ticklepenny because she lives in the big house near the woods, and they don’t really know anything about her, except she’s rather skinny.
“But, I’m 12-years-old,” Dylan demands, “and I can watch myself.”
“That might be true,” says Dylan’s Dad, “but let’s see how you do while staying with Mrs. Ticklepenny every day. It’s only for four hours each morning.”
“Why can’t I go to Veterinarian Camp, like we had planned?” Dylan asks, and then the heat in his eyes builds until a tear falls. He doesn’t want to cry.
“We know how disappointed you are, Dylan,” his dad says, looking at his mom. “We’re disappointed, too. With my cut in pay, we can’t afford the camp fees, even with your mom taking a part-time job this summer.”
It makes perfect sense that they must save money. However, knowing something in your head and feeling it in your heart can be two very different things.
“Mrs. Ticklepenny isn’t charging us for you to stay with her, Dylan,” says his Mom. “She simply needs help in her yard.” Dylan half-smiles at his Mom. He knows she feels badly that his summer hasn’t turned out AT ALL like he had planned.
“I like cutting grass,” Dylan says. “I’m just going to miss the cats and dogs, and especially the farm animals, at camp.”
"Well, maybe Mrs. Ticklepenny will have an animal or two you can help with," his dad says, and he squeezes the top of Dylan's head with affection while his mother leans in to kiss his cheek.
Meeting Mrs. Ticklepenny
Dylan walks slowly down the sidewalk, his hands stuffed deep into his pockets, his shoulders hunched over, and all he sees is the rock on the ground, the one he keeps kicking. Then he hears a shriek, very close, and looks to see Jake and Layla hiding in front of a fence. Layla is laughing so hard, she falls over and Jake keeps shushing her.
They’re at Mrs. Ticklepenny’s gate, Dylan realizes, and they’re peeking through the fence.
“What are you doing?” Dylan asks.
“Get Down,” Jake whispers, pulling Dylan to the ground. “You’ll scare him.”
“Scare who?” Jakes asks, as he tries to keep from falling. Jake and Layla are twins, 10-years-old, and everyone in town knows how funny they are, but this is ridiculous.
“Look,” Jake points through the fence into Mrs. Ticklepenny yard. Beside her large Victorian house with the big front porch, in the middle of her garden crowded with pink, red, orange, yellow and white flowers, sits a large, round fountain, almost as big as a swimming pool. And in the fountain stands a hippo! Dylan blinks and looks closer. A hippo in a fountain in Georgia? Then he sees a goat standing on the hippos back, and the goat is simply looking around. Another goat stands on the edge of the fountain.
“A hippo?”
“He’s not moving,” says Layla. “He hasn’t moved at all, so we think he might be a statue. The goats are definitely moving. They keep taking turns jumping onto the hippo.
Only then does Dylan notice the two 15-foot tall giraffes near the Oak tree.
“What about the giraffes,” asks Dylan, “are they moving?”
“No,” said Jake, “and neither is the lion, or the mother zebra with her baby.”
“Wow,” Dylan laughs, “I didn’t see them! They’re life-sized.”
“There’s a cape buffalo and a wildebeest on the other side of the house,” says Layla.
“Cape buffalo? Oh, I have to see that guy. You know, all these animals live in Africa,” Dylan says. “I saw a show last week about African animals on the Animal Planet.”
“We saw that show, too!” say Jake and Layla at once.
“The only animals moving are the goats and the cow in the back, near the barn. See her?”
Jake leans slightly to the right to see in the back. Something snaps loudly at their feet, just inside the fence, and the three kids scream and fall back onto the sidewalk.
Layla and Dylan are bumping bottoms trying to get up when Jake calms them by saying, “It's only a chicken.” That’s when they notice the hen pecking the dirt near the fence, and a rooster a few feet away. Gee, now that they are looking, there are several hens and roosters, pecking their way across the yard.
"Ain't nobody here but us chickens," Layla sings an old song her grandmother loved.
"Ain't nobody here at all," Jake continues singing, and then they laugh.
"You guys sing good," says a surprised Dylan.
“Get off that hippo, Henry!” says a commanding voice. The children stand straight up to see Mrs. Ticklepenny on her porch, and then she comes down the front steps, toward the fountain, swinging her broom at the little brown and white goat standing on the hippo’s back.
“Children,” yells Mrs. Ticklepenny between swings, “get into this yard and off the street.”
And that’s exactly what they did!
Places and People Far Away
Mrs. Ticklepenny is very slim, and she wears a skirt that flows to the ground. Only her bare toes peek from under her skirt. She stands tall, with her neck straight. Her white hair sits piled on top of her head in a bun. She looks like someone’s fancy grandmother, but she moves quickly.
“You two are helping Mrs. Ticklepenny with her yard work, too?” asks Dylan.
“Yeah,” Jake and Layla chime at once.
“Well, children,” Mrs. Ticklepenny says, “I’m so glad you’ll be here with me this summer. See what a job we have keeping Henry off the hippo? They love to climb, but they don’t normally like water, which is what makes Henry a special little goat for going in the fountain.” Mrs. Ticklepenny is grinning because she loves her goats.
"I'll show you how to feed and care for the animals, and for their sleeping places,” Mrs. Ticklepenny says. “Do you want to help me feed the chickens and goats, and milk the cow?"
"Yes!" says Dylan, "I love animals and can't wait to feed them. I was supposed to go to veterinarian camp but we couldn't afford it."
Jake and Layla nod in agreement. They, too, are staying with Mrs. Ticklepenny because their parents are short of money for summer camp. They have never petted a goat before, or milked a cow. This should be fun.
“What’s up with these animal statues?” asks Dylan.
“You smell like gingerbread, Mrs. Ticklepenny,” Layla interrupts, not able to stop herself.
“It’s not me, Layla, it’s the gingerbread cake in the oven! Come with me you three. Layla, you’ll cut the cake. Jake, you’ll pour the hot lemon-icing over each piece, and, Dylan, you’ll pour the milk. Let’s go!”
Within minutes, the four of them have selected their favorite chair on the front porch and are enjoying gingerbread cake and milk while watching the goats nibble the hedges and grass.
“You asked about my statues, Dylan,” says Mrs. Ticklepenny. “A friend of mine who lives in Kenya carved those for me.”
“Kenya?!” Dylan says. “I knew they all lived in Africa. Have you been to Kenya?”
“Oh, yes,” says Mrs. Ticklepenny. “When I was a doctor and Mr. Ticklepenny was a nurse, and were practicing medicine together, we’d go to Kenya for a month or so each year to do what we could for people living in the rural villages.”
“You’re a doctor,” marvels Layla?
“Yes,” says Mrs. Ticklepenny, “I was a doctor for children for many years before I retired. Mr. Ticklepenny and I had an office here in town.”
“Everyone calls you Mrs. Ticklepenny and not Dr. Ticklepenny,” says Jake, thinking out loud.
“That’s okay with me,” says Mrs. Ticklepenny. It took people a while to get used to the idea of a woman doctor.” She giggles to herself thinking about being a woman doctor in a small Georgia town. “Imagine what they thought of a male nurse? Ha!” Mrs. Ticklepenny’s laugh gets the kids attention. “You know, Mr. Ticklepenny truly loved our trips to Africa.”
Dylan imagines dense jungles and lions and hyenas, though he knows there are also big cities in Africa, with tall buildings and lots of traffic. He is impressed with Mrs. Tickelpenny’s bravery and with her being a doctor!
“Do you have any pictures of Kenya?” asks Layla between bites.
“In fact, I have pictures from my trip last month!” With that, Mrs. Ticklepenny puts down her plate, goes through the wide front door, and returns with a big box of photos and an album. “I’m sorting and putting them into the book. Maybe you children can help.”
“Oh, yes!”
Dylan dreams of taking photos like these of the animals and people of Kenya. It would combine the two things he likes best; photography and animals.
For the rest of the morning, they sit as close to Mrs. Ticklepenny as they can, and she shows them pictures of the people she met in rural areas of Kenya, outside the bigger cities of Nairobi and Kisumu, where the children are seen near their mud homes and shops on the side of the road sell snacks and drinks like a tiny convenience story. She talks about her friends, who are constantly trying new ways to grow more food, and to get money for their children to go the secondary school, which is not free. Parents have to pay school fees, and many do not have the money.
Mrs. Ticklepenny shows Jake, Layla and Dylan photos of the many children she visited in a rural school, children who had lost a mother or a father or both. These children now live with an aunt, or a grandmother, or an uncle, or a friend of family.
Jake, Layla and Dylan listen intently as they look at the lovely faces of the children in the photos and image them going to sleep each night without a parent to tuck them in. Dylan feels badly for yelling at his parents that morning, when they told him he couldn’t go to Veterinarian Camp.
For the rest of the day with Mrs. Ticklepenny, and all during the night, Dylan thinks about those children in Kenya who have lost their mother or their father or both, and he wonders what he might do to make them happy again.
Along comes Carl and Briana
Layla pulls a handful of weeds and throws them into a wheelbarrow, where Jake, Dylan and Mrs. Ticklepenny are also tossing weeds.
"Mrs. Ticklepenny?" Layla says, pulling her dirty gloves on tighter.
"Yes, Layla?"
"Remember your friends in Kenya, the ones you told us about yesterday? Well, is there anything I can do to help?"
Mrs. Ticklepenny stops collecting loose tree branches and smiles at Layla. "That's kind of you, Layla, to want to do something for others."
"I was thinking about it, too, Mrs. T.," says Dylan. "Maybe there's something we can all do."
"See these chickens, goats and cows, children?" asks Mrs. Ticklepenny. "An organization called Just One Voice helps families in rural villages get animals like these, so the families can eat the eggs and milk, and even sell extra milk and eggs for money."
"Wow," says Jake, "they do a lot with the animals."
"Yes, they do," says Mrs. Ticklepenny. "They also learn how to care for the animals and keep them healthy, so the chickens, hens, goats and cows will grow and have baby chicks and goats and calves. Not only do the families get nutritious food from the milk and eggs, but the money they make helps buy food and medicine, and pays school fees for their children. Having animals is like their business. It provides money and food."
"Could we help Just One Voice to give animals to a family?" asks Layla.
"We can!" says Mrs. Ticklepenny, and then she spins quickly toward the street. Two little faces appear above the gate.
Carl and Briana are both reaching over and petting a goat. They live one street over, and call out greetings to their friends. Carl and Briana visit Mrs. Ticklepenny regularly, to pet the animals.
Mrs. Ticklepenny yells across the yard to Carl and Briana, "Come on in you two, we can use your help." Carl and Briana open the gate carefully. Carl carries a sketchpad and pencil, but puts it down to pet the goats, which are jumping up and nibbling his ears. Briana gives the goat a full hug and smiles and coos to the animal. She loves animals as much as Dylan does.
"Mrs. Ticklepenny," Layla says to Carl and Briana, "was just telling us how we might give animals like these hens and goats to children in Kenya. They eat the eggs and milk and make money to send their kids to school. Would you guys like to help?"
"Sure," Briana says with enthusiasm, speaking for herself and her brother, Carl. “Where’s Kenya?”
“In Africa,” Jake and Layla sing. Everyone giggles.
"Will you show us how to give the animals as gifts, Mrs. T.?" asks Dylan.
"Of course," says Mrs. Ticklepenny. "If you children are willing to raise money to donate animals, we could give two hens, one rooster perhaps, one goat and even one cow to children in Kenya."
“How do you say cow in their language,” asks Dylan?
“Ngombe,” says Mrs. Tickelepenny, and all the children work to make the “n” sound at the beginning of the word. It’s not easy because they’ve never done it before, but they keep trying and laughing at each other. “Most people in East Africa learn Kiswahili in school, and it’s the national language in Kenya, along with English. However, many people in rural communities speak their own tribal language. For instance, in Kisumu, they are mostly Luo people, so they speak Dholuo. Around Mount Kenya, they are Kikuyu people, so they speak Kikuyu.”
“Wow,” says Briana, “those are cool sounding names. That means some people, even kids, can speak three languages!”
“Yes,” says Mrs. Ticklepenny, “aren’t they smart?!”
“How do you say the word goat in Kiswahili,” asks Carl?
“Mbuzi,” says Mrs. Ticklepenny. “And chicken is kuku.”
“Wait, wait,” says Carl as he begins to write in his drawing pad. Mrs. Ticklepenny lists the names and Carl writes them down:
ENGLISH to KISWAHILI
cow is ngombe
goat is mbuzi
chicken is kuku
lion is simba
hippopotamus is kiboko
giraffe is twiga
zebra is punda milia
child is mtoto
children is watoto
"Hey," pipes up Jake, "what if we gave the animals to kids in a class, and they could use the animals for their school supplies, their school fees, and maybe even for their families when the animals begin to have babies!"
All the children agree it's a splendid idea. Mrs. Ticklepenny feels proud.
"To give those animals as gifts," says Mrs. Ticklepenny, "we would have to raise about $500."
"Whoa," says Layla in a deep voice. "That's a lot of money!"
"Yes, it is," says Dylan, "But, if we all work together, I'll bet we can raise that much."
"How?" asks Jake.
"Well," Mrs. Ticklepenny says, "you and Layla love to sing. I heard you at your school program last month and you sing very well. What if we have a fundraising festival and you sing for people, a dollar a song?"
"Yeah, that would be great," Layla and Jake say as they look at each other.
"Mrs. T. bakes really, really good cakes," says Dylan. "Would you want to bake some cakes to sell, Mrs. T?"
"I'd love to, Dylan," she answers. "What if we held the festival in my yard? Then children could sit on the giraffes and lion, I mean the twiga and simba, and other statues, and you could take their photograph for 50 cents each."
"Yes," Dylan exclaims, pushing his fist into the air in celebration. "I'd like to organize the whole festival, if you guys don't mind, so maybe I'll ask my friend, Sven, if he wants to take photos of the animal statues with me. In case I get busy with festival stuff, he can make sure everyone gets their picture with the statues."
"I vote yes for Dylan to be the festival organizer and to invite his friend Sven to help," Carl says. "Briana, since you love animals so much, what if you set up a dog washing station and wash dogs for $3 each?"
"I can do that," Brianna says, "I wash our dog Reno all the time.”
The children chat excitedly and pet the goats, unaware of Carl's sad face until Mrs. Ticklepenny says, "Carl, what's the matter? Do you not like the fundraising festival idea?"
"No," Carl says slowly. "I mean, yes, it's a great idea. But I can't think of anything to do to make money, and I want to help give the animals, too."
"Carrrrrrrllllll," Layla says in a singsong voice. "What's that book you're holding?"
"It's my sketchpad," Carl says. "Why?"
"Well, you could draw people and charge them a dollar per person."
"No," Carl says shyly, "I'm not good enough."
"Oh, yes, you are," says Briana, his proud sister. "You are very good at it, and it's all you ever do. So, that's settled, you'll draw people and they'll love your work!"
"When should we hold the festival? What should we call it?" asks Jake.
"What about The Giving Festival?" asks Layla. "How about two weeks from this Saturday? That'll give us time to put up flyers and let everyone know to attend."
"Two weeks is perfect timing to prepare the yard and advertise," says Mrs. Ticklepenny. "Now children, let's finish this weeding and then we'll have some Red Velvet cake and write out our Giving Festival plans."
"Yes, Ma'am!" the children yell as they start working again. Even Carl and Briana knell down next to Mrs. Ticklepenny and begin pulling weeds with gusto.
Fridah Kendi Shares Her Idea
Mama Ellyjoy and Miss Pauline hold class under a Mti wa Maembe, or Mango tree, in the schoolyard, in a small village in Chuka, Kenya, at the foot of Mount Kenya. Mount Kenya is the second highest mountain in all of Africa, and Mount Kilimanjaro, on Kenya’s southern border with Tanzania, is the highest mountain in Africa. The children call Mt. Kilimanjaro “the roof of Africa.” Sitting under the Mango tree, the children wear their school uniforms and listen carefully. School is very important to them, and they're so pleased to be in class, and to have such caring teachers as Mama Ellyjoy and Miss Pauline.
Fridah Kendi is nervous. She knows Mama Ellyjoy will call on her any time now to share her idea with the class. Fridah Kendi is normally quiet. Speaking in front of people scares her. Even speaking in front of her friends and fellow villagers scares Fridah Kendi. She is willing to speak up to share her story because it is important to her, important to her school and important to her classmates. She has an idea about how they can work together to raise money for their secondary school fees.
Fridah Kendi dreams of being a medical doctor, so going to secondary school means her dream can come true, and she can make her family members and neighbors feel better.
"Now, class," says Mama Ellyjoy, "before we begin working on our Kiswahili lesson, Fridah Kendi would like to share something with you. Fridah Kendi, please come up front to speak."
Fridah Kendi rises slowly, and walks to the front, where she can see all her friends and neighbors. They giggle to see Fridah Kendi in front of the group.
“Mugeni,” Fridah Kendi says to her classmates, her way of saying Hi in Kikuyu. Then she thinks she should speak a little more formally, so she says, “Hamjambo,” which is her way of saying hello in Kiswahili to the entire group and asking how they are.
“Hatujambo,” they reply in unison, telling Fridah Kendi they are all doing fine.
"Asanta sana,” Fridah Kendi says to Mama Ellyjoy and Miss Pauline. She is thanking them for allowing her to speak to the class. “I have an idea of how we can raise money for our secondary school fees."
The children stop murmuring. They stop giggling. They give Fridah Kendi their full attention as she tells them about the Great Lakes University of Kisumu and an organization called Just One Voice. Fridah Kendi tells the children how the university and organization work together to provide animals to families in Kenya, and they also provide training in caring for the animals.
“If we are willing to accept the animals and care for them,” Fridah Kendi says, “they will grow and have babies, and then maybe the school can sell eggs and milk, and use the money to buy school supplies. Maybe we could even put money away for our school fees.”
The children are all nodding silently. They really like the idea.
Alex Koome raises his hand but is so excited, he doesn’t wait to be called on before he says, “I already know how to care for hens and roosters and goats. That’s what I do at home, so I can help.” Everyone smiles.
"That’s good, Alex Koome,” Fridah Kendi says. “See? We children must do this, and we can. Not Mama Ellyjoy or Miss Pauline. They will support us, but we must write the letter to the university requesting the animal donation. We must care for the animals. After one year, as part of the donation program, we must give some of our hens, roosters, and goats to other people, so they will benefit, too. I'm also hoping we can one day begin to use the animals for our own families. We would also be very pleased if one day we could share animals with our friends and relatives in other communities, like Tharaka, Cheera, Ikuu, Egoji, Nairobi, Chogoria, Kiereni, and all across Kenya, from Mombasa to Kisumu!"
"Yes," says Dennis Gitonga, "my uncle would be so impressed with us." Dennis Gitonga is an orphan, so he lives with his aunt and uncle. Fridah Kendi thinks of her aunt Grace, who is ill, and Fridah Kendi feels more determined than ever to get the animals, so she can become a doctor and help heal Aunt Grace, and other people who are sick.
"So what do you think?" Fridah Kendi asks the class with new confidence in her voice. "Are we ready to receive animals, care for them, and then share them with our larger community?"
"Yes!" the children shout as they jump to their feet under the Mango tree and spin and laugh.
"I'll make sure the hens and roosters are put away each evening, so they'll be safe," shouts Millicent Nkatha.
“Oh, I can help you, Millicent Nkatha,” offers Kelvin Murithi. “I know how to make the chicken baskets so they can spend the night covered and safe.”
"I'll be in charge of feeding the cow," volunteers Godfrey Mwandiki, "and I volunteer Timothy Ngugi to milk the cow!" Everyone laughs as Timothy Ngugi pretends to milk an invisible cow.
"I'll happily manage the feeding of the goats," says Ken Kariuki.
Brenda Makena and Anne Wanjiru both say, “Me, too,” then they look at each other. “I love the goats,” Brenda Makena says, and Anne Wanjiru says, “I love the goats, too!”
"My mom sells eggs at market, so I can arrange taking our eggs to market each week," says Maureen Makena.
“If you need someone to help carry the eggs,” says Victor Njoroge, “I can do it because I’m strong from eating all my ugali!” Victor Njoroge flexes his arm muscles and the girls giggle. The children love eating their ugali with every meal.
"I'll find food for the animals that doesn't cost much," says Mercy Wanjira," My uncle grows grains that might work for us."
Jackline Nkatha, James Muthomi, and Joy Karegi hold hands in a line. They raise their clasped hands over their heads and shout, “We are the Js, and we can help make cheese or yogurt from the goat’s milk.”
Jackline Nkatha says, “Oh, and sour goat milk, too, which is my grandmother’s favorite.”
As each child volunteers to manage part of their animal project, Miss Pauline writes their name and their task on the board.
Playing nearby, Baby Moses Mwendwa squeals with delight at nothing in particular. He is 2 ½ years old and has found his way from inside the school to sit on the front walk while Miss Hellen, the principal’s wife, watches him. The children laugh and Jackline Nkatha says, “Baby Moses Mwendwa can pet the goats so they will give more milk!”
“He will pet them,” says James Muthomi, “but he will also drink all the milk!” and the children chuckle at their miniature classroom companion, who thinks he’s a big boy. An orphan found at the hospital and cared for by Mama Ellyjoy, Baby Moses Mwendwa is truly everyone’s favorite little boy. Miss Pauline writes on the board, “Baby Moses Mwendwa – Pet goats/drink milk.”
"I'm very proud of you all," says Mama Ellyjoy, turning away from Baby Moses Mwendwa and Miss Hellen with a smile. "We'll make animal husbandry part of our learning objectives for this year.
“What is animal husbandry?” asks Mercy Wanjira.
“Animal husbandry is raising animals, keeping them free from disease, helping them have babies, and then caring for those babies,” says Mama Ellyjoy. “So let's settle down now and determine exactly how we'll prepare the request letter to the university, and how we'll house, feed, and care for the animals once they arrive. This will be a big job, and one full of responsibilities, but I can tell from your big smiles you are ready for the challenge!"
The Giving Festival Takes Off
Dylan, Jake, Layla, Carl, Briana and Sven have been working hard to prepare for the Giving Festival. They’ve built a stage so Jake and Layla can perform songs they write for guests. They’ve set up the dog washing stations, put up tables for Mrs. Ticklepenny’s cakes, and posted signs so their guests will know which animals to pet, and which animals to climb on to have their photographs made.
On Saturday morning, the day of the Giving Festival, all the children meet early at Mrs. Ticklepenny’s house. Carl sets up his sketchpad on the porch, so he can draw portraits of their guests. Mrs. Ticklepenny begins cleaning the big, red popcorn popper so it will be filled with popcorn when the festival begins. The children very carefully carry cakes, plates, forks and spoons to Mrs. Ticklepenny’s table by the popcorn popper. The children made gallons of lemonade the day before, and they place pitchers of the cool drink on the table with the cakes.
Dylan brings out buckets of animal feed, so their guests can feed the chickens and goats and cow. He and Jake begin to hang a banner on the front porch that reads “The Giving Festival: Pick a Chick!” Even with the ladder, they can’t reach high enough.
“What should we do?” Dylan asks Jake.
“I don’t know, we need someone who is tall,” Jake says.
“Am I tall enough?” The boys are startled and turn to see Dylan’s dad standing at the bottom of the stairs, and Dylan’s mom is there, too. Dylan is surprised and happy to see them both.
“Yes, you are!” the boys says in unison, and so Dylan’s dad shows them how to attach the banner to the porch eave.
“Wow,” says Jake to Dylan, “that’s so cool that your dad would come today.”
“You know what’s even cooler?” asks Dylan.
“What?” says Jake.
“Your parents are putting a sign up on your stage!” Very soon, all the parents are in Mrs. Ticklepenny’s yard, assisting the children until neighbors and friends start drifting into the yard.
Mrs. Ticklepenny plays African music from the front steps, and children dance without realizing they are dancing! As the guests enter the front gate, Mrs. Ticklepenny welcomes them, and gives each person a flyer that explains how the money raised during the festival will go to donate animals to children in Kenya.
Throughout the day, Jake and Layla sing songs with their guitars for their friends and classmates, who sometimes have to wait in line. Carl sketches many, many people, and Mrs. Ticklepenny sells nearly every slice of her magnificent cakes, with the assistance of the moms and dads, who also serve lemonade and popcorn, and rush about making more when their supply grows smaller.
Their guests love petting the goats and the cow, and chasing the chickens, especially the very small children. The festival-goers are awestruck when it’s their turn to climb onto the life-sized giraffe statue, or the zebra, to have their photo made by Dylan or Sven.
The weather is beautiful; their guests enjoy playing in Mrs. Ticklepenny yard and hearing the music. When the sun begins to go down, and their tired guests leave through the front gate by two and four, siblings and parents and neighborhood kids, Mrs. Ticklepenny and her troop of children sit on the front porch and count the festival money they’ve raised.
“Well, children,” Mrs. Ticklepenny says with a smile, “you've done it! You’ve raised enough money to give a cow, goat and hens and roosters to a class of children in Kenya! I’ll make sure Just One Voice receives this donation, and we’ll ask that they provide the animals to a classroom of children who are about the same ages as you. I hope you are proud of yourselves for all the work you did on behalf of Kenyan children. I’m very proud of you.”
The children smile and look at each other.
“Now,” Mrs. Ticklepenny says as she stands and claps her hands, “who wants some Pecan Pie?!”
Even though they’re tired from the day’s hard work, they are happy to send animals to Kenya, and so they bounce out of their seats with excited energy, ready to assist with cutting and serving the delicious pie.
“Special delivery for Dr. Ticklepenny,” yells a man from the front gate. Mrs. Ticklepenny moves down the sidewalk, leaving the children to serve the pie.
“Tomorrow,” Dylan says, “we’ll take down the signs and break down the stage.”
“Yeah,” says Carl, “and we’ll begin planning next year’s festival.”
The children all laugh and encircle Carl, pushing him around in a teasing way, but really giving him a group hug.
Animals for Fridah Kendi and her Classmates
The children in the schoolyard have a hard time sitting still under the Mango tree. Today, the schoolyard feels like a festival. The school’s principal, Mr. Humphrey, and his wife, Hellen, stand in the front to welcome their wageni, or visitors. Mama Ellyjoy and Miss Pauline also stand nearby to receive visitors from the Great Lakes University of Kisumu.
The children sing and clap a song of welcome as their new friends walk from their cars and join Mr. Humphrey Muthengi. Their lovely voices carry through the quiet countryside as they sing:
Karibuni, wageni wetu (Welcome to our visitors)
Karibuni, wageni wetu (Welcome to our visitors)
Tuna furaha kuu (We are very happy)
Kuwaona leo (To see you today).
“Asanta sana, children,” Dr. Dan Kaseje says, “for that beautiful song and for lifting our spirits with your voices on this fine days.” With Dr. Kaseje’s smile as their signal, the children begin singing another favorite song:
Mugeni akenagio nigukunguirwo (A visitor is amused when celebrated)
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/16218 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!