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RAMONA’S GREAT DAY
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am not a pest,” Ramona Quimby told
her big sister Beezus. .
“Then stop acting like a pest,” said
Beezus, whose real name was Beatrice. She
was standing by the front-window waiting
for her friend Mary Jane to walk to school
with her.
“I'm not acting like a pest. 'm sing-
ing and skipping,” said Ramona, who had




only recently learned to skip with both feet.
Ramona did not think she was a pest. No
matter what others said, she never thought
she was a pest. The people who called her
a pest were always bigger and so they could
be unfair.

Ramona went on with her singing and
skipping. “This is a great day, a great day,
a great day!” she sang, and to Ramona, who
was feeling grown up in a dress instead of
play clothes, this was a great day, the great-
est day of her whole life. No longer would
she have to sit on her tricycle watching
Beezus and Henry Huggins and the rest
of the boys and girls in the neighborhood
go off to school. Today she was going to
school, too. Today she was going to learn
to read and write and do all the things that
would help her catch up with Beezus.

“Come on, Mama!” urged Ramona,
pausing in her singing and skipping. “We

don’t want to be late for school.”
“Don’t pester, Ramona,” said Mrs. Qui-
mby. “I'll get you there in plenty of time.”
“I’'m not pestering,” protested Ramona,
who never meant to pester. She was not
a slowpoke grown-up. She was a girl who




could not wait. Life was so interesting she
had to find out what happened next.

Then Mary Jane arrived. “Mrs. Quimby,
would it be all right if Beezus and I take
Ramona to kindergarten?” she asked.

“No!” said Ramona instantly. Mary Jane
was one of those girls who always wanted to
pretend she was a mother and who always
wanted Ramona to be the baby. Nobody
was gomng to catch Ramona being a baby
on her first day of school.

“Why not?” Mrs. Quimby asked R amona.
“You could walk to school with Beezus and
Mary Jane just like a big girl.”

“No, I couldn’t.” Ramona was not
fooled for an instant. Mary Jane would talk
in that silly voice she used when she was
being a mother and take her by the hand
and help her across the street, and everyone
would think she really was a baby.
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Please, Ramona,” coaxed Beezus. “It

would be lots of fun to take you in and intro-
duce you to the kindergarten teacher.”

“No!” said Ramona, and stamped her
foot. Beezus and Mary Jane might have fun,
but she wouldn’t. Nobody but a genuine
grown-up was going to take her to school.
If she had to, she would make a great big
noisy fuss, and when Ramona made a great
big noisy fuss, she usually got her own way.
Great big noisy fusses were often necessary
when a girl was the youngest member of the
family and the youngest person on her block.

“All right, Ramona,” said Mrs. Quimby.
“Don’t make a great big noisy fuss. If that’s
the way you feel about it, you don’t have to
walk with the girls. I’ll take you.”

“Hurry, Mama,” said Ramona happily,
as she watched Beezus and Mary Jane go
out the door. But when Ramona finally got
her mother out of the house, she was disap-
pointed to see one of her mother’s friends,



Mrs. Kemp, approaching with her son
Howie and his little sister Willa Jean, who
was riding in a stroller. “Hurry, Mama,”
urged Ramona, not wanting to wait for the
Kemps. Because their mothers were friends,
she and Howie were expected to’get along
with one another.
“Hi, there!” Mrs. Kemp called out, so of
course Ramona’s mother had to wait.
Howie stared at Ramona. He did not
like having to get along with her any more
than she liked having to get along with him.
Ramona stared back. Howie was a solid—
looking boy with curly blond hair. (“Such a
waste on a boy,” his mother often remarked.)
The legs of his new jeans were turned up,
and he was wearing a new shirt with long
sleeves. He did not look the least bit excited
about starting kindergarten. That was the
trouble with Howie, Ramona felt. He never
got excited. Straight-haired Willa Jean, who

was interesting to Ramona because she was
so sloppy, blew out a mouthful of wet zwie-
back crumbs and laughed at her cleverness:

“Today my baby leaves me,” Hnamww.o&
Mrs. Quimby with a smile, as the ltde
group proceeded down Klickitat Street
toward Glenwood School.

Ramona, who enjoyed being her mother’s
baby, did not enjoy being called her mother’s
baby, especially in front of Howie.

“They grow up quickly,” observed
Mrs. Kemp.

Ramona could not understand why
grown-ups always talked about how quickly
children grew up. Ramona thought grow-
ing up was the slowest thing there was,
slower even than waiting for Christmas to

come. She had been waiting years just to get
to kindergarten, and the last half hour was
the slowest part of all. .

When the group reached the intersection




nearest Glenwood School, Ramona was
pleased to see that Beezus’s friend Henry
Huggins was the traffic boy in charge of that
particular comer. After Henry had led them
across the street, Ramona ran off toward
the kindergarten, which was a temporary
wooden building with its own playground.
Mothers and children were already entering
the open door. Some of the children looked
frightened, and one girl was crying.

“We’re late!” cried Ramona. “Hurry!”

Howie was not a boy to be hurried. “I
don’t see any tricycles,” he said critically. “I
don’t see any dirt to dig in.”

Ramona was scomful. “This isn’t nurs—
ery school. Tricycles ahd dirt are for nurs—
ery school.” Her own tricycle was hidden
in the garage, because it was too babyish
for her now that she was going to school. |

Some big first-grade boys ran past yelling,
“Kindergarten babies! Kindergarten babies!”

“We are not babies!” Ramona yelled back,
as she led her mother into the kindergarten.
Once inside she stayed close to her. Every-
thing was so strange, and there was so much
to see: the little tables and chairs; the row
of cupboards, each with a different picture
on the door; the play stove; and the wooden
blocks big enough to stand on.

The teacher, who was new to Glenwood
School, turned out to be so young and pretty
she could not have been a grown-up very
long. It was rumored she had never taught
school before. “Hello, Ramona. My name
is Miss Binney,” she said, speaking each
syllable distinctly as she pinned Ramona’s
name to her dress. “I am so glad you have
come to kindergarten.” Then she took
Ramona by the hand and led her to one of
the little tables and chairs. “Sit here for the
present,” she said with a smile.

A present! thought Ramona, and knew
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at once she was going to like Miss Binney.

“Good-bye, Ramona,” said M. Qui-
mby. “Be a good girl.”

As she watched her mother walk out the
door, Ramona decided school was going
to be even better than she had hoped.
Nobody had told her she was going to get

a present the very first day. What kind of
present could it be, she wondered, trying to
remember if Beezus had ever been given a
present by her teacher.

Ramona listened carefully while Miss
Binney showed Howie to a table, but all
her teacher said was, “Howie, 1 would like
you to sit here.” Well! thought Ramona.
Not everyone is going to get a present so
Miss Binney must like me best. Ramona
watched and listened as the other boys and
girls arrived, but Miss Binney did not tell
anyone else he was going to get a present if
he sat in a certain chair. Ramona wondered
if her present would be wrapped in fancy
paper and tied with a ribbon like a birthday
present. She hoped so.

As Ramona sat waiting for her present
she watched the other children being intro-
duced to Miss Binney by their mothers.
She found two members of the moming




kindergarten especially interesting. One was
a boy named Davy, who was small, thin,
and eager. He was the only boy in the class
in short pants, and Ramona liked him at
once. She liked him so much she decided
she would like to kiss him.

The other interesting person was a big girl
named Susan. Susan’s hair looked like the
hair on the girls in the pictures of the-old-
fashioned stories Beezus liked to read. It was
reddish-brown and hung in curls like springs
that touched her shoulders and bounced as
she walked. Ramona had never seen such
curls before. All the curly-haired girls she
knew wore their hair short, Ramona put
her hand to her own short straight hair,
which was an ordinary brown, and longed
to touch that bright springy hair. She longed
to stretch one of those curls and watch
1t spring back. Boing! thought Ramona,
making a mental noise like a spring on a
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television cartoon and wishing for thick,
springy boing-boing hair Enw Susan’s. i ¢

Howie interrupted Ramona’s admiration
of Susan’s hair. “How soon do you think
we get to go out and play?” he asked.

“Maybe after Miss Binney gives me the
present,” Ramona answered. “She said she
was going to give me one.”

“How come she’s going to give you a
present?” Howie wanted to know. “She
didn’t say anything about giving me a pres-
ent.”

“Maybe she likes me best,” said Ramona.

This news did not make Howie happy.
He turned to the next boy, and said, “She’s
going to get a present.”

Ramona wondered how long she would
have to sit there to get the present. If only
Miss Binney understood how hard waiting
im,m for her! When the last child had been
welcomed and the last tearful mother had




departed, Miss Binney gave a little talk about
the rules of the kindergarten and showed
the class the door that led to the bathroom.
Next she assigned each person a little cup-
board. Ramona’s cupboard had 2 picture
of a yellow duck on the door, and Howie’s
had a green frog. Miss: Binney explained
that their hooks in the cloakroom were
marked with the same pictures. Then she
asked the class to follow her quietly into the
cloakroom to find their hooks.

Difficult though waiting was for her,
Ramona did not budge. Miss Binney had
not told her to get up and go into the cloak-
room for her present. She had told her to
sit for the present, and Ramona was going
to sit until she got it. She would sit as if she
were glued to the chair.

Howie scowled at Ramong as he returned
from the cloakroom, and said to another boy,
“The teacher is going to give her a present.”

Naturally the boy wanted to know why.
“I don’t know,” admitted Ramona. “She
ﬂ_oE me that if I sat here I would get a pres-
ent. I guess she likes me best.”

By the time Miss Binney returned from
the cloakroom, word had spread around the
classroom that Ramona was going to get a
present.

Next Miss Binney taught the class
the words of a puzzling song about :&.uo
dawnzer lee light,” which Ramona did
not understand because she did not know
what a dawnzer was. “Oh, say, can you see
by the dawnzer lee light,” sang Miss Binney,
and Ramona decided that.a dawnzer was
another word for a lamp.

When Miss Binney had gone over the
song several times, she asked the- n_.mmm to
stand and sing it with her. Ramona did not
budge. Neither did Howie and some of _.“r_m
others, and Ramona knew they were hoping




for a present, too. Copycats, she thought.

. “Stand up straight like good Americans,”
said Miss Binney so firmly that Howie mb,m
the others Ho_:nﬁbm% stood up.

Ramona decided she would have to be 3
good American sitting down.

:w/mﬂosm,: said Miss Binney, “aren’t
you going to stand with the rest of us?”

mﬁmﬁponm thought quickly. Maybe the
mcw.mﬁo: Wwas some kind of test, like a test i
a fairy tale. Maybe Miss Binney was testing
her to see if she could get her out of her
seat. If she failed the test, she would not
the present. o

“I can’t,” said Ramona.

?.mmm Binney looked puzzled, but she did
not insist that Ramona stand while she led
the class through the dawnzer song. Ramona
sang along with the others and hoped that
r.ow present came next, but when the song
ended, Miss Binney made no mention of

the present. Instead she picked up a book.
Ramona decided that at last the time had
come to learn to read.

Miss Binney stood in front of her class
and began to read aloud from Mike Mulligan
and His Steam Shovel, a book that was a
favorite of Ramona’s because, unlike so
many books for her age, it was neither quiet
and sleepy nor sweet and pretty. Ramona,
pretending she was glued to her chair,
enjoyed hearing the story again and listened
quietly with the rest of the kindergarten to
the story of Mike Mulligan’s old-fashioned
steam shovel, which proved its worth by
digging the basement for the new town hall

of Poppersville in a single day beginning at
dawn and ending as the sun went down.
As Ramona listened a question came into
her mind, a question that had often puzzled
her about the books that were read to her.
Somehow books always left out one of the




most important things anyone would want
to know. Now that Ramona was in school,
and school was a place for learning, perhaps
Miss Binney could answer the question.
Ramona waited quietly until her teacher
had finished the story, and then she raised
her hand the Way Miss Binney had told the
class they should raise their hands when
they wanted to speak in school.

Joey, who did not remember to raise his

hand, spoke out. “That’s 4 good book.”

Miss Binney smiled at Ramona, and said,
“I like the way Ramona remembers to raise
her hand when she has something to say.
Yes, Ramona?”

Ramona’s hopes soared. Her teacher
had smiled at her. “Miss Binney, I want to
know—how did Mike Mulligan go to the
bathroom when he was digging the basement
of the town hall?”

Miss Binney’s smile seemed to last Jonger

than smiles usually last. Hﬂﬁbo.bm glanced
uneasily around and saw that others were
waiting with interest for the answer. m<wJT
body wanted to know how Mike Mulligan
went to the bathroom. .

“Well—” said Miss Binney at last. “I
don’t really know, Ramona. The book
doesn’t tell us.” ,

“I always wanted to know, too,
Howie, without raising his hand, and others
murmured in agreement. The whole n_“wam,
it moonmv had been wondering how Mike
Mulligan went to the bathroom.

“Maybe he stopped the steam mro.ﬁ& and
climbed out of the hole he was digging and
went to a service station,” suggested a boy
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said

ric.
Bmdwmﬁwmo&mngn. The book says he had mo
work as fast as he could all day,” Eomao
pointed out. “It doesn’t say he m:.%ﬁom.
Miss Binney faced the twenty-nine earnest




members of the kindergarten, all of whom
Wwanted to know how Mike Mulligan went
to the bathroom.

. “Boys and girls,” she began, and %,OWQ
in her clear, distinct way. “The reason the
book does not tell s how ?ES Mulligan
&63 to the bathroom is that it is bonmms
mnportant part of the story. The story is
about digging the basernent of the town
hall, ”,Ea that is what the book tells us.”

Miss Binney spoke as if this explanation

ended the matter, but the kindergarten was
not convinced. Ramona knew and the rest
of the class knew that knowing how to go t
nrw bathroom was important. They éonom mEM
prised that Miss Binney did not understand
because she had showed them the vm&ﬁ.ooﬁ,
the very first thing. Ramona could see there
.<<on some things she was not going to learn
n school, and along with the rest of the class
she stared reproachfully at Miss Binney.

The teacher looked embarrassed, as if she
knew she had disappointed her kindergarten.
She recovered quickly, closed the book, and
told the class that if they would walk qui-

etly out to the playground she would teach
them a game called Gray Duck.

Ramona did not budge. She watched the
rest of the class leave the room and admired
Susan’s boing-boing curls as they bounced
about her shoulders, but she did not stir from
her seat. Only Miss Binney could unstick
the imaginary glue that held her there.

“Don’t you want to learn to play Gray
Duck, Ramona?” Miss Binney asked. .

Ramona nodded. “Yes, but I can’t.”

“Why not?” asked Miss Binney.

“I can’t leave my seat,” said Ramona.
When Miss Binney looked blank, she

added, “Because of the present.”
“What present?” Miss Binney seemed

so genuinely puzzled that Ramona became




cbo.mm%. The teacher sat down in the little
chair next to Ramona’s, and said, “Tell me
why you can’t play Gray Duck.”
| Ramona squirmed, worn out with wait-
mg. She had an uneasy feeling that some-
thing ‘rmm gone wrong someplace. “I want
to play Gray Duck, but you—" she stopped
feeling that she might be about to say nro,
wrong thing.
“But I what?” asked Miss Binney.
:dc.o:...g...%oa%:.mm.mmmnrowoﬁ
would get a present,” said Ramona at last, “but
you didn’t say how long I had to sit here.”
If Miss Binney had looked puzzled
before, she now looked baffled. “Ramona
I don’t understand— she began. v
A “Yes, you did,” said Ramona, nodding.
You told me to sit here for the present, and
I have been sitting here ever since schoo]
started and you haven’t given me a present.”
Miss Binney’s face turned red and she

looked so embarrassed that Ramona felt
completely confused. Teachers were not
supposed to look that way.

Miss Binney spoke gently. “Ramona,
I’'m afraid we’ve had a misunderstanding.”

Ramona was blunt. “You mean I don’t
get a present?”

. “I’'m afraid not,” admitted Miss Binney.
“You see ‘for.the present’ means for now. I
meant that I wanted you to sit here for now,
because later I may have the children sit at
different desks.”

“Oh.” Ramona was so disappointed she
had nothing to say. Words were so puz-
zling. Present should mean a present just as
attack should mean to stick tacks in people.

By now all the children were crowding
around the door to see what had happened

to their teacher. “I’m so sorry,” said Miss
Binney. “It’s all my fault. I should have used

different words.”




That’s ali right,” said Ramona, ashamed
to have the class see that she was not goin
to get a present after all S et Y
w All right, class,” said Misg Binney briskly

et’s 2o outside and play Gray D |
too, Ramong ” i

memObo.gro had to chase him around the
circle. If “it” wag caught before he got back
to _wro €mpty space in the circle, he had to

called the myg ‘

Caught him vonwbww MMWQ e
.mﬂmEonm tried to stand Next to the gir

with the Springy curls, byt instead she found

bowmw:. beside Howie. “I thought you were

8o1ing to get 3 Present,” gloated Howie,
Ramona merely scowled ang made a face

at Howie, who was “it,” but quickly landed

in the mush pot because his new jeans were
so stiff they slowed him down. “Look at
Howie in the mush pot!” crowed Ramona.
Howie looked as if he were about to cry, -
which Ramona thought was silly of him.
Only a baby would cry in the mush pot. Me,
me, somebody tag me, thought Ramona,
Jumping up and down. She longed for a turn
to run around the circle. Susan was jump-
ing up and down, too, and her curls bobbed
enticingly.

At last Ramona felt a tap on her shoulder.
Her turn had come to run around the circle!
She ran as fast as she could to catch up with
the sneakers pounding on the asphalt ahead
of her. The boing-boing curls were on the
other side of the circle. Ramona was coming
closer to them. She put out her hand. She

took hold of a curl, a thick, springy curl—
“Yow!” screamed the owner of the curls.




not meant to hurt her. She only wanted to
touch that beautiful, springy hair that was so
different from her own straight brown hair.

“Ow-ow-ow!” shrieked Susan, the cen-
ter of everyone’s attention.

“Baby,” said Ramona.

“Ramona,” said Miss Binney, “in our
kindergarten we do not pull hair.”

“Susan doesn’t have to be such a baby,”
said Ramona.

“You may go sit on the bench out-

side the door while the rest of us play our

game,” Miss Binney told Ramona.

Startled, Ramona Jet go. She was so sur

wnmomv by the scream that she forgot to watch
Susan’s curl spring back. G

Ramona did not want to sit on any bench.
She wanted to play Gray Duck with the rest

of the class. “No,” said Ramona, preparin
Susan clutched her curls with one hand preparing

and pointed at Ramona
That girl pulled my hair!
my hair! Ow-ow-gw_”

Susan did not have to be g

to make a great big noisy fuss. “I won’t.”

with the other. Susan stopped shrieking. A terrible silence
That girl pulled : fell over the playground. Everyone stared at
Ramona felt that Ramona in such a way that she almost felt

O touchy. She had as if she were beginning to shrink. Nothing
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like this had ever happened to her before.
“Ramona,” said Migs Binney quietly.
“Go sit on the bench.” ‘
Without another word Ramona walked
across the playground and sat down on the
bench by the door of the kindergarten. The
game of Gray Duck continued without her,
but the class had not forgotten her. Howie
grinned in her direction, Susan continued to
look injured. Some laughed and pointed at
Ramona. Others, particularly Davy, looked
worried, as if they had not known such
a terrible punishment could be given in
kindergarten,

Ramona swung her feet and pretended
to be watching some workmen who were
building a new market across the street. In
spite of the Smmsbmoaﬁmb&bm about the
present, she wanted so much to be ﬁo<mm
by her pretty new teacher. Tears came
into. Ramona’s eyes, but she would not
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cry. Nobody was going to call Ramona
Quimby a crybaby. Never. o

Next door to the kindergarten two little
girls, about two and four years old, mowam
solemnly through the fence at HC_B.OSP . See
that girl,” said the older girl to her little &mﬂom
“She’s sitting there because she’s been .Gm&.
The two-year-old looked awed to be in the
presence of such wickedness. Ramona stared
at the ground, she felt so ashamed.

‘When the game ended, the class filed past
Ramona into the kindergarten. ons. may
come in now, Ramona,” said Miss Binney
EQMMHWWMP slid off the bench and followed
the others. Even though she was not loved,
she was forgiven, and that helped. She hoped
that learning to read and write came next.

Inside Miss Binney announced that the
time had come to rest. This news was
another disappointment to Ramona, who




MH_ the floor. When all twenty-nine chil-
- Mn were lying down they did not regt
.m% Popped up to see what others S.ono.

They coughed. They a4 i
_o_wwwmn do we have ﬂownwmm”wmv i
poy mrnF. mﬁm Miss Binney in 2 soft, quiet,
. Py <o.=”o_. The person whe rests m
mswom% will get to be the wake-up £ :o%
d.Summm the wake-up fairy?” %EM%.Q
EM«S? vocg.bm up. o
Swwwuvsnrw. .s&#wﬂdm Miss Binney. “The
. p E avﬂo.om around and wakes up
= $ with a magijc wand. Whoever s the
ry wakes up the quietest resters first.”
Ramona miade up her mind ﬂrmw she
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would get to be the wake-up fairy, and then
Miss Binney would know she was not so
bad after all. She lay flat on her back with
her hands tight to her sides. The mat was
thin and the floor was hard, but Ramona
did not wiggle. She was sure she must be
the best rester in the class; because she could
hear others squirming around on their mats.
Just to show Miss Binney she really and truly
was resting she gave one little snore, not a
loud snore but a delicate snore, to prove
what a good rester she was.
A scatter of giggles rose from the class,
followed by several snores, less delicate than
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home?”

Ramona’s, They led to more and more, Jess
and ._mmm delicate snores until 983550,58
SNOring except the few who did not know
how .no Snore. They were giggling.

(14 2

This is enough! We do
during rest time,”

sleepy. “All right

({3
Ramona Started it,” said Howie.

R
s &Eﬂonm Sat up and scowled at Howie
2 3 2 = .
" etale,” she said I a voice of scom
cross Howie she saw that Susan wag lying

Quietly with her beautifisl cyyls spread out
on her mat and her &

“Well, you did,” said Howie.
“Children!”
“We must rest
when our moth
“Is your m

Miss Binney’s vojce was sharp,
S0 that we will pot be tired
IS come to take us home »

oﬁro_w coming to take you
Howie asked Miss Binney. Ramona
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had been wondering the same thing.

“That’s enough, Howie!” Miss Binney
spoke the way mothers sometimes speak
just before dinnertime. In a moment she
was back to her soft, sleepy voice. “I like
the way Susan is resting so quietly,” she
said. “Susan, you may be the wake-up fairy
and tap the boys and girls with this wand
to wake them up.”

The magic wand turned out to be noth-
ing but an everyday yardstick. Ramona lay
quietly, but her efforts were of no use. Susan
with her curls bouncing about her shoulders
tapped Ramona last. It’s not fair, Ramona
thought. She was not the worst rester in the
class. Howie was much worse.

The rest of the morming went quickly.
The class was allowed to explore the paints
and the toys, and those who wanted to were
allowed to draw with their new crayons.
They did not, however, learn to read and
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write, but Ramona cheered up when Miss
Binney mw_w_ﬁ.bom that anyone who had
anything to share with the class could wn.bm
it to school the next day for Show and Te].
Ramona was glag when the be]] finally rang
and she saw her mother Wwaitingdfor her oyt
side the fence. Mrs, Kemp and Will, Jean
were waiting for Eos.m.ﬂ too, and the five
started home together. : :
Right away Howie said, “Ramona got
vn:nvomw and she’s the WOorst rester in the
After all that had happened that morn-
ing, Ramonga found this too much. “Why
don’t you shyt up?” she yelled at Howie
Just before she hjt him.
"~ M. Quimby  sejzed Ramona by the
hand and dragged her away from Howje,
“Now Ramona,” she said, and her voice

Was firm, “this is ne way to behave on your
first day of schoo].”
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“Poor little girl,” said Mrs. Kemp. “She’s
worn out.” .
Nothing ‘infuriated Ramona more ‘nrmb
having a grown-up say, as if she could not
hear, that she was wom out. “I'm not worn
out!” she shrieked. s .
“She got plenty of rest while she was
benched,” said Howie. | | ]
“Now Howie, you stay out of this,
said Mrs. Kemp. Then to change the mwvu
._woo.n she asked her son, “How do you like
kindergarten?” 5 .
“Oh—I guess it’s all right,” said Howie
without enthusiasm. “They don’t have any
dirt to dig in or tricycles to ride. ) .
“And what about you, Ramona? %WM:
Mrs. Quimby. “Did you like kindergarten:
Ramona considered. Hﬁnﬂowm.mn“ob .r.m&
not turned out as she had @Nbannom.. Still,
even though she had not been given a
present and Miss Binney did not love her,
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she had liked being with bo
her own age. She liked singing the son
wcocﬂ the dawngzer and having her OSMW
WHQ cupboard, “| ,M&mc,n Ewo 1t as much as
ought [ would, she answered rosomn_ww

“but maybe it wil
get bett :
Show and Tell.” L i have

ys and girls
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SHOW AND TELL

amona looked forward to many things—

her first loose tooth, riding a bicycle
instead of a tricycle, wearing lipstick like her
mother—but most of all she looked forward
to Show and Tell. For years Ramona had
watched her sister Beezus leave for school
with a doll, a book, or a pretty leaf to share
with her class. She had watched Beezus’s

friend Henry Huggins carry mysterious,
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