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Read Before you read this book Preface

Everything in this book is made up.

Well… almost everything.

Buried between the lockers, drama, and questionable cafeteria food are a few real facts—hidden like Easter eggs just waiting to be discovered. But here's the twist: I’ve also tucked in a handful of errors on purpose. Yes, that’s right. They're in there. Somewhere. Maybe.

Your mission, should you choose to accept it: figure out what’s true, what’s totally made up, and what’s gloriously wrong. Think of it as a choose-your-own-adventure meets a fact-finding scavenger hunt—Grayson-style.

So read carefully, question boldly, and keep your brain ready. The truth might be stranger than fiction, but in this book, fiction is way more fun.

This book is dedicated to God who through all things are possible. My wife Wendi, my kids Grayson and Ava who inspire me to be better every day. Let us not forget my parents who their love, and support help me get through my days. For with God all things are possible without everything becomes a challenge.

Long Dedication

To those whose lives shape mine, and whose love defines this journey—this book is for you.

For Wendi — My Wife, My Witness

Some people walk into your life quietly. You didn’t.

You showed up with grace, grit, and the kind of love that grabs hold and makes everything clearer. You've seen me at my best, cheered me through the worst, and built a life beside me that’s more than I ever thought I deserved. Your laugh is the kind of soundtrack that gives my story rhythm. Your resilience, the backbone of our home.

You are my safe harbor, my fierce defender, my patient partner in chaotic mornings and quiet evenings. You know every corner of my heart—and you still choose it. That, right there, is holy.

You’ve helped me carry burdens I never named aloud. Celebrated wins no one else noticed. Dreamed with me even when the road looked rough. You are a miracle wrapped in humor, endurance, and grace. If my words carry weight, it's because your love taught me how to speak truthfully. If I ever make people feel seen, it’s because I first saw myself in your eyes.

Thank you for believing when I doubted. For loving me through every version of me. I dedicate this book—and every breath behind it—to the love you freely give and the life you fiercely protect.

For Ava — My Bright Star

You are joy with feet. Fire with a giggle. Courage tucked into creativity.

Your heart is wild and wide, a beautiful blend of compassion and curiosity. Every time you ask a question that stops me in my tracks, I realize how lucky I am to know the world through your eyes.

You make art out of ordinary things—a hummingbird sighting, a scribble that becomes a masterpiece, a moment that you stretch into magic. You remind me to slow down and see the wonder. You've taught me that stillness is strength and that vulnerability is beautiful.

If this book makes any young reader feel more brave or more seen, it's because I’ve spent time in the presence of your light.

Ava, thank you for your hugs, your honesty, and the kind of laughter that melts worry like ice cream in July. You are everything good about this world.

For Grayson — My Adventure Buddy

Grayson, you’re a whirlwind of questions, a tornado of energy, a rocket fueled by passion.

You feel deeply and dream big, and I see you. I love how you move through life with both intensity and heart. Your stories are never small—they’re epic, colorful, and impossible to forget. Just like you.

You inspire every page in this book—the courage to speak up, the mischief of good-hearted rebellion, the brilliance of being exactly who you are. You make me rethink what’s possible. You remind me that being different is powerful.

The characters in this story carry pieces of you—the sparkle, the stubbornness, the soul. When readers meet Grayson Jones, they’ll feel a sliver of your spirit, and maybe, just maybe, learn to celebrate their own.

Thank you for being bold, for asking hard questions, and for keeping me on my toes. You’re my real-life plot twist and my favorite story of all.

For Tony & Carol — My Parents, My Roots

You laid the foundation for all the love I know. You taught me what it means to show up—consistently, humbly, and wholeheartedly.

Dad, you are steady and strong, the kind of man whose quiet loyalty speaks volumes. Your wisdom has saved me more times than I can count. You taught me that the hard thing is often the right thing, and that true strength looks like gentleness wrapped around truth.

Mom, you are the heartbeat of grace. You gave me the gift of faith, wrapped in open arms and peppered with practicality. You listen like it’s your calling, love like it’s your superpower, and make even tough days bearable with a well-timed smile or pot roast.

Together, you modeled generosity and grit. You built something sacred—and gave me the courage to build something of my own.

Thank you for your sacrifices, your unconditional love, and your belief in the beauty of a second chance. I honor you here—in every sentence that seeks to heal, every story that seeks to serve.

For Snake — Family by Heart

Snake, you are proof that family isn’t just about blood—it’s about showing up.

Your loyalty is legendary. You’ve shared meals, miles, memories—and always a good laugh with a side of wisdom. There’s a steadiness about you, like the kind of friend who’s always got your back even when the world’s spinning sideways.

You’ve helped us carry burdens with quiet strength. You've offered support with no strings attached. You bring humor where it’s needed most—and heart where it's easy to miss.

Thank you for being family in every way that counts. This book is better because you’ve been part of our story.

For Beth & B.J. — Siblings & Soul-Tethers

Beth, you are fierce and funny, honest and loyal. You’re the kind of sister who remembers every detail and still forgives the ones I miss. You've carried me through messes, celebrated my victories, and added light to every room you enter.

You’ve helped me grow by challenging me, grounding me, and laughing with me when words weren’t enough. I’m proud of who you are and forever grateful for the bond we share. You are more than a sister—you are a compass in moments I lose my way.

B.J., you are solid gold. A brother-in-law by name, a brother by spirit. You bring calm where there’s chaos, and perspective where there’s pressure. Your integrity and sense of humor are gifts that ripple through our family.

Thank you both for making the tough times lighter, the good times richer, and for being part of a tribe that turns everyday life into a legacy.

A Prayer for This Book & All Who Read It

God of Mercy and Light,

Thank You for the souls who breathe life into this journey. For every reader who turns a page, every child who finds hope, and every family who learns to love better—may this book be a blessing.

Protect the tender hearts. Strengthen the weary spirits. Bring joy where there’s heaviness, and laughter where there’s silence.

May this story be a reflection of Your grace. May it offer courage, compassion, and clarity. And may every person it touches know they are not alone.

Amen.

For Those Who Serve to Keep Us Safe

To every soldier, first responder, caregiver, and quiet hero who puts others first:

Thank you.

Your bravery is not invisible. Your sacrifice is not forgotten. The long nights, the silent struggles, the steady hands—you carry the weight so others can breathe freely.

This book carries a quiet tribute to you. It carries a gratitude deeper than words can fully hold. You model honor in motion, and we are safer, freer, and more whole because of you.

May your strength be multiplied. May your service be honored. May your hearts find peace even amid the chaos you often stand in.

You are protectors. You are heroes. And we thank you.

One Last Blessing

To everyone who finds themselves somewhere in this story—

May you know that your voice matters. That your quirks are gifts. That your story belongs.

Whether you laugh, cry, or reread a favorite chapter twenty times—know you were thought of when this was written.

You are loved. You are seen. You are welcome here.


With all my heart,
Nora Aron



Chapter 1: The Assignment


Grayson Jones was not what you would call focused. His teachers called him "energetic."  His mom called him "spirited."  His Classmates usually just called him "dude!" - because Grayson had a knack for popping out of nowhere with big Ideas, loud opinions, or an armful of crumpled papers he forgot to turn in.





​So, when Mr. Pennington announced the class would have the chance to be doing a debate project on World History in the 1950s, Grayson did not hear the words "debate" or "history."  He only heard you'll work in teams."






​Which Meant -yup- Grayson would have to rely on other people. And worse, they would have to rely on him.



​"Each group will choose a topic, or I can give you one," Mr. Pennington said, smoothing his bow tie like it was part of the lesson. "You will all research, prepare arguments, and present in front of the school and judges on Saturday. The winning group advances to the state-level school debate next month in Des Moines Iowa!"






​The classroom buzzed with nervous excitement. Even Grayson sat up straighter. State level? That sounded amazing. Maybe even... legendary?






​Mr. Pennington started assigning groups. When he got to Grayson, he paused.


"Grayson, you get the honors of working with Maya, Theo, Jasmine, and...." he looks around the room "Percival."





​The class went quiet. Percival Johnson was a new foreign exchange student from England. He had a thick accent, a quick temper, and was rumored to have started a fight over someone mispronouncing "Worcestershire."


"Lovely," Percival muttered, clearly unenthused.

Grayson grinned. "This is going to be Epic!"

It was not. Not yet.


Chapter 2: The Dream Team (Sort of)


They gathered after school in the library, dragging chairs together in a loose circle like a support group for kids who did not choose each other.

​

       Grayson flopped in his seat. "Okay team! Let us win this debate and go to state!"






​Maya rolled her eyes. She was organized, smart, and already had three highlighters uncapped.  "Maybe we should start by picking a topic."



​"I vote for cars!" Theo said, tapping on a comic book tucked into his history textbook.  "The '50s were the golden age of hot rods."


​

      "No," said Jasmine, frowning.  "We need to talk about racism. Civil rights were gaining momentum in the '50s.  It is the most important part of the 1950s.






​"Important yes," Percival added dryly, "but very depressing. I say we focus on how culture changed, post-World War 2. Fashion, film, music. The lot."






​"Dude," Grayson said, pointing at everyone. "Let's do it all that would be epic."






​Maya raised a brow. "Whoa whoa that’s not how debates work at all."






​"What if we each take a section,” Grayson said, arms wide. "One person covers civil rights. One covers cars. One does inventions. One does women's rights. One does global politics. Boom! We show how the whole world has changed in a single decade."






​They all blinked at him.






​"That... might actually work it might," Jasmine admitted with a huge smile on her face.


​

        "Percival cracked his Knuckles. "As long as no one tries to boss me around."






​"Agreed," Maya muttered, circling something in her notebook.






​Grayson smiled. Maybe this team would not crash and burn after all.






​Then he knocks his water bottle over. Spilling on Maya's notebook.





       "Not now," Said Maya "what a flippin' mess."


Chapter 3: Big Words, Bigger Problems


By later that evening, things had... not exactly improved.





​Maya had created a shared online document for everyone to type their notes into. Grayson had forgotten the password. Twice.






​Theo kept writing in comic strip format.






​Jasmine had four pages of deep powerful writing on civil rights- but no citations.






​And then there was Percival? Percival had written a full page. In British slang.






​"I'm not sure what 'proper dodgy' means in this context," Maya said, squinting at his screen.






​"It means shady,” Percival replied. "Like Cold War politics. Dodgy as they come."






​"Oh, I see said the blind man to the deaf mute," said Grayson, acting as though he knew what the Cold War was.






​They sat in the back of the library, surrounded by open books, tangled charging cords, and exactly one snack bag each (per librarian rules).






​"Let's take a vote," Jasmine said, trying to steer the ship. "Do we focus on one theme, or keep the whole decade-wide idea?"






​"Whole decade," Grayson said immediately.






​"Whole decade," Theo echoed, mouth full of chips.






​Maya sighed. "Fine...... But we will need to organize our arguments clearly- structure, logic, relevance and "






​Grayson blinked, and interrupted, "What if we add pie charts?"






​"What are you stupid or something. We are not allowed visual aids," Maya said horrified.






​"Oh," Grayson said. "But what about interpretive dance?"






​"OF COURSE NOT," said everyone at once almost in perfect synchronization, but Percival was a little late.



​They tried to focus, but the words got bigger. Geopolitics. Industrialization. Segregation. Conformity. Patriarchy.






​Grayson brain started to melt. He tried to copy a paragraph about suburban expansion, but his mind wandered. He started doodling a jet-powered vacuum cleaner instead.






​"We're doomed," Maya muttered.






​Grayson held up his drawing. "Not if we bring one of these."



Chapter 4: Discovery of Racism

and Women's Rights





Jasmine sat with her notes spread across two desks. Her handwriting was perfect, (Grayson could learn from that) her voice calm, but her heart beat a little faster every time she read another story.

​

       "Did you know African American soldiers fought in World War 2 and came back home to segregation?"  She asked the group. "They risked their lives and couldn't even sit at the same lunch counter as white people."






​Percival looked up. "that’s awful."






​"It was," Jasmine said. "And it's still relevant. We have to talk about it in the debate."






​Grayson nodded, but his brain was tugged in a dozen directions. He wanted to help- he really did- but the words were heavy and tangled.






​He squinted at Jasmine's page. "Can you, uh, explain that part again?"






​She did not sigh. She did not roll her eyes. She turned the notebook towards him and broke it down.






​"It's about fairness," she said. "People were treated differently because of skin color. The civil rights movement tried to fix that. Some progress was made but not enough."






​Grayson nodded slowly. That made sense. Fairness was something he could understand.



​Maya chimed in. "I'm covering women's rights. In the 1950's, women were expected to stay home, cook, clean, raise kids- but increasingly started pushing back.  Wanting jobs. Equal pay. Freedom."






​Theo spoke up and said "My great grandma was a welder during the war. Then they told her to go back to the kitchen."






​"That sounds about right and wrong on so many levels," Maya said a little mad.






​Grayson's mind spun. Racism. Sexism. Power. Change. It was almost too much for him to manage.






​"Okay," Grayson said almost in tears. "So, civil rights and women’s rights are like... major sparks. Stuff that started changing the whole world."






​Jasmine smiled. " Now you’re getting it."






​"Still no interpretive dance, though," Maya added.



​Grayson sighed dramatically. "You guys are no fun and have no imagination."






​Buy now it was getting late and they all left to head home with plans of meeting tomorrow after school in the same place.





Not bad for one evening work Grayson thought.


Chapter 5: The Auto Industry


Theo showed up the next day with a toy car in one hand and a stack of glossy magazines in the other.





​"Behold!" he said, dropping a giant photo of a red 1957 Chevy Bel Air onto the table. "Tail fins, chrome, V8 engine. The '50s were the peak of cool."






​Grayson leaned in. "Dude. That car looks like it could fly."






​"Almost could," Theo grinned. "People were obsessed with speed and style. Post-war America was booming. Factories shifted from building tanks to building amazing cars."


​

       "Big factories," Maya added. "Detroit was called the Motor City. The auto industry gave tons of people jobs-mostly men."






​Jasmine looked up. "Let me guess. Women were expected to stay home again?"






​Theo nodded. "Unless they were in ads, smiling in aprons next to a brand-new station wagon."






​Percival poked at a picture. "Why do all those cars look like spaceships?"






​"Because the future was the dream," Theo said. "People thought everything was going to be faster, shinier and of course better."






​Grayson squinted at the engine diagram. "So, the car isn't just about engines. It’s about how America thought-about growth, freedom, and possibility."






​Everyone turned to stare with a little chuckle.






​"What?" Grayson said, "I can be deep dude."






​"You’re like a weird history sponge," Theo said, impressed a little.






​"Or a vacuum cleaner," Maya mumbled. "That drawing still haunts me."






​Grayson just sat there with a big ol grin on his face.






​Then Percival stood up, holding a crumpled article. "Did you know the British car industry collapsed during that time? Meanwhile America exploded with new models every year."






​"That sucks for you" Grayson said with a giggle.






​"Great. Now we've got international context," Maya said, scribbling more notes. "We might actually win this thing."






​Grayson leaned back in his chair, hands behind his head.





        "This is the most I have ever learned with... without falling asleep."


Chapter 6: Five days

till the debate???


Five days. Thats all they had left.





​Jasmine color-coded their sources. Theo brought more car posters then anyone needed. And Grayson? Grayson snuck in more than the allowed snack.






​Percival brought tension.






​"This outline is simply rubbish," he grumbled, crossing bullet points Maya had written.






​"You you you can't just-" she started.






​"I can if it is wrong and just a case of boulder dash," he snapped.






​Grayson held up a granola bar like a peace offering. "Snack break?"





"No," Maya said.

"Yes," Theo said.





​Jasmine said nothing, just kept her head down working.






​The group had hit the phase all group projects eventually reach (in most movies and books) controlled chaos. Everyone cared, but everyone had an unusual way of showing it, or so it seemed.






​"We need transitions," Jasmine said. "Right now, it’s like five mini reports smashed together."






​"That's accurate everything is smashed together," Percival muttered under his breath.






​"We're running out of time," Maya said, massaging her forehead. "We can't win like this. Something has to change."






​Grayson tried to help. He really did. He offered ideas, doodled possible logos, even wrote an intro paragraph before getting distracted halfway through by a pencil that looked like it had a bite taken out of it.






​But it was clear to see the group was falling apart.






​"I got it! I'll stitch it all together tonight," Maya said finally. "Just send me your parts."






​"Done," said Jasmine.






​"I'll finish mine after dinner and email to you," Theo said " I Promise."



​Percival rolled his eyes. "I suppose I'll polish mine.... again." he said with a sigh.






​Grayson nodded. "I got this."






​"Grayson," Maya yelled, leveling him with a look, "this is serious."






​"I know," he said with a chuckle, holding her gaze. "It will be ready dude, just chill."





And for a moment, he meant it, or at least he thought he did.


Chapter 7: Grayson Goes Missing

(Four Days Left)


Grayson did not show up to school the next day.




​No texts.

 No Email.

 No chaos in the homeroom.

 Just... silence.

​

Maya was already irritated. "He promised me he would have his section done."





​"I bet a dollar he forgot," Theo muttered. “OR got distracted by squirrels again."






​Jasmine frowned. "What if something happened?"






​Percival crossed his arms. "Like what? He got kidnapped by a 1950s-time traveler?"






​No one laughed.






​They split up at lunch to search for him- library, gym, art room, even the nurse's office.


Nothing.





​Theo finally spotted a clue: Grayson's backpack, sitting in the band room like it had been dropped mid-run.



​Maya opened it. Inside there were crumpled notes, three broken pencils, two granola bar wrappers, and one half-finished sheet titled "How the 1950s Changed the world (and Also the Cars Are Pretty Cool Dude)."






​"He tried," Jasmine said softly.






​Theo looked around. "So where is he?"





BRAKE CHAPTER: Grayson Gets Lost (in His Brain and Also the Woods)

(Or: 40 Questions for Survival-ish Situations and People Who Can’t Remember Where They Put Their Socks)




Hi. It’s me. Grayson.

            

     You have been reading a lot of serious stuff, like arguments and debates and danger and probably my sweaty armpits. So, I thought—

      Let us take a break. A BRAKE, like the kind on a scooter, which I usually forget to use before I hit a bush.

        Anyway. I got to thinking. What if I got lost in the wilderness? Like LOST-lost. Like “Oops, I thought this was the bathroom, but it was actually the Forbidden Forest” lost. And so, I made a list. Of survival questions. Important ones. Vital ones. Ridiculous ones. I answered all 40. And I want YOU to answer them too. Right in your head. Or write them down. Or text them to your cousin. Or shout them into a pillow. I don’t care. Just do it fast before a raccoon steals your socks.

Ready?

1. You are lost in the woods. What is the first thing you do?

Grayson’s Answer: Panic. Then eat all the snacks. Even the ones that melted. Especially those.

2. What do you hope you packed?

Grayson’s Answer: A map. And also, someone who knows how to read a map.

3. What do you actually pack?

Grayson’s Answer: Four granola bars, two left socks, and a picture of my stepmom yelling at me to bring sunscreen.

4. Can you start a fire?

Grayson’s Answer: No. But I can scream “FIRE!” until someone comes to help.

5. Do you know which way is north?

Grayson’s Answer: Nope. But I can point confidently and pretend. ADHD Pro Tip.

6. A bear appears. What do you do?

Grayson’s Answer: Name it Gary and hope we become friends. (He looks like a Gary.)

7. Can you climb a tree?

Grayson’s Answer: Yes. Can I get down? That’s question 

8. Can you get down from a tree?

Grayson’s Answer: No. Help.

9. What is your survival weapon of choice?

Grayson’s Answer: A stick. Sharp? No. Decorative? Absolutely.

10. You hear howling. What do you do?

Grayson’s Answer: Howl back. It’s called being polite.

11. What animal do you hope finds you?

Grayson’s Answer: A rescue dog named Pudding.

12. What animal do you fear finding you?

Grayson’s Answer: A moose with a grudge.

13. How long can you go without snacks?

Grayson’s Answer: One squirrel-blink. Maybe two.

14. You find a mysterious cave. Go in?

Grayson’s Answer: Yes. I have a flashlight and zero impulse control.

15. What’s in your emergency kit?

Grayson’s Answer: A whistle, a note that says “Sorry,” and five crumpled fruit roll-ups.

16. What would your wilderness nickname be?

Grayson’s Answer: Thunder Snack.

17. You hear a twig snap. What’s your theory?

Grayson’s Answer: Ghost raccoons.

18. Can you make a shelter?

Grayson’s Answer: I once made a fort out of cafeteria trays. So yes. Obviously.

19. What’s your forest fashion statement?

Grayson’s Answer: Cactus shirt, mismatched boots, and mud. Lots of mud.

20. What’s the weirdest thing you’d try to eat?

Grayson’s Answer: A pinecone that looks suspiciously like a brownie.

21. You find a journal. What’s in it?

Grayson’s Answer: Bad poetry and a map drawn by a squirrel.

22. Do you leave trail markers?

Grayson’s Answer: Yes, using gummy bears and loud yelling.

23. You’re being chased. What slows you down?

Grayson’s Answer: My ADHD kicking in mid-sprint because I saw a mushroom that looked like Abraham Lincoln.

24. What wild berries are safe to eat?

Grayson’s Answer: The ones that smile at you. That is probably fine. Right?

25. What song do you sing to stay calm?

Grayson’s Answer: The theme from Jeopardy! but with survival lyrics I made up.

26. What would your forest survival show be called?

Grayson’s Answer: “Oops! All Forest.”

27. How would you signal for help?

Grayson’s Answer: I’d spell “HELP” using pinecones. And if that does not work, interpretive dance.

28. What is your forest bestie?

Grayson’s Answer: A beetle named Jeff who understands me.

29. You have to write a message. What does it say?

Grayson’s Answer: “Don’t trust the mushroom. Also bring snacks.”

30. What survival book did you totally not read but pretend you did?

Grayson’s Answer: How to Survive in the Wilderness When You Only Packed Jokes and Regret.

31. What do you miss most?

Grayson’s Answer: My bed. And Mary’s grilled cheese. And my electric toothbrush.

32. What’s your forest motto?

Grayson’s Answer: “Panic less, snack more.”

33. You get one luxury item. What is it?

Grayson’s Answer: A fuzzy blanket with sleeves and secret snack pockets.

34. What’s your biggest strength in the wild?

Grayson’s Answer: Improvisation. And the ability to talk to trees when bored.

35. What’s your biggest weakness?

Grayson’s Answer: Directions. And bears. Also moss. It’s slippery.

36. Who would you want lost with you?

Grayson’s Answer: Theo (for logic), Jasmine (for yelling at me to focus), Maya (for snacks and arguing with Theo), and Pat the Librarian (for absolutely unhinged facts about raccoons).

37. Would you survive?

Grayson’s Answer: I’d survive-ish. I’d thrive in confusion.

38. What would your forest nickname be by the end?

Grayson’s Answer: “Grayson the Slightly Sticky, King of the Leaves.”

39. What’s your escape plan?

Grayson’s Answer: Find a river. Float dramatically. Get discovered by documentary filmmakers.

40. Concluding thoughts from the woods?

Grayson’s Answer: I’m hungry. And I love squirrels more than I should. Also—where’s my left shoe?

Your turn!

Answer them. Compare them. Laugh at mine. Make up your own.




This is the kind of quiz where there are no wrong answers. Except for the pinecone one. That was a mistake.




Good luck, brave readers. May your compass be slightly more accurate than mine and your snacks slightly less squished.

— Grayson “Thunder Snack” Jones

Now Back To The Story Right where we left off.  Grayson Is Missing.


Grayson was not far. He had wandered off campus, deep into the neighborhood behind the school. Not because he meant to- but because his brain had overloaded. The words, the pressure, the need to not mess this up again- it all swirled until he could not think straight.


​So, he walked.



​And walked some more.



​Downside streets, past barking dogs, until he found an old bus bench and sat there. Watching leaves blow past. Wondering if his team would be better off without him.



​"Maybe I'm just the glue stick without the glue," he said to himself.






​Then he looked up and spotted something in a nearby yard: an old car. Rusted but proud. Tail fins. Chrome trim. A beast from the past.






​It looked like it had an amazing story to tell, it had a great and outstanding history.






​Grayson smiled for the first time all day as the light bulb turned on in his head.






​He pulled out a crumpled page and started writing again. Until it got dark then he fell asleep on the old bus bench.



Chapter 8: The Weird Inventions of the '50s and

Grayson Finds His Way Back?





By the time Grayson wandered back into school the next morning, he looked like he had spent the night in a time machine.

​

      His hair was wild, his hoodie smelled like old motor oil, and he was clutching a folder stuffed with sketches and notes.



​"Where have you been?" Maya yelled and demanded, as she stomped and ran up to him.






​"Research," he said, proudly.






​"You disappeared! I was worried." Jasmine exclaimed. "We thought you were hurt and, in a ditch, somewhere or something like that."






​"Or abducted by Elvis," Theo added with a chuckle. "I am so glad you are safe."






​"I was thinking,” Grayson said. "And I found this guy rebuilding a 1954 Buick Skylark, and he let me take notes! He even had this old popular Mechanics magazine with stuff about the 1950s inventions.  Like-get this- there was a hat with a built- in radio! A hat! For your head! That played music!"






​Maya stared up and down at him. "You skipped school to hang out with some car guy? What if something happened to you?"


​

         "I didn't skip," Grayson said. "I got temporarily misaligned. And as you can see dude, I am perfectly fine. But thank you for your concerns, I guess I am important after all to this group."






​Percival, who had been uncharacteristically quiet, muttered, "Did you at least finish your part? It’s the last piece to this puzzle."






​Grayson nodded and pulled out a new section, now with detailed notes on 1950s gadgets, suburban tech, post-war innovation, and yes, an unbelievably detailed drawing of a radio hat.






​"This is... surprisingly good," Maya said, flipping through it. "Who knew you had it in you."






​"I told you I could do it," Grayson said, then paused. "Well, eventually."






​They gathered around and started reading. Between the pages were facts about microwave ovens, frozen dinners, TV dinners, electric typewriters, and flying car prototypes.






​"It shows how people thought technology would fix everything," Grayson explained. "Even loneliness. Even boredom dudes."






​Jasmine nodded. "That ties in perfectly with what I am saying about civil rights-people want better lives. But not everyone got the same version of 'better.'" As she made the quotes with her hands.






​For the first in days, the group felt like a team again. For the first time maybe even more than a team.






​They had their voices. They had their message. They even had a radio hat.






​Now they just needed to survive the next couple of days.



Chapter 9: Two Days Left and

All the Research Was Lost

​


The disaster struck at around 3:47 pm. (Depending who is watch you looked at).





​Maya opened the group's shared online document to start piecing everything together- and stared at the screen in horror.






​It was BLANK.






​Empty. Void. Like someone had used a digital eraser the size of a planet.






​"NO no no!" She screamed, clicking refreshing so fast her finger cramped.






​Grayson walked over to her. "What happened?"






​Percival raised an eyebrow. "Did someone delete it?"






​"I didn't touch it," Jasmine said.






​"I barely even logged in," Theo added.






​"I was logged in last night," Grayson admitted. "But I swear, I just copied a few things! I didn't delete-" he froze. "Oh no."






​"What?" Maya said sharply.



​"I might have hit... 'select all' and 'delete' when I thought I was pasting into my own notes."






​Everyone turned and stared at him.






​Percival cracked his knuckles.






​Theo dropped his head onto the table with a loud thud.






​"I'm sorry!" Grayson said. "I didn't know it would change everyone's file! I thought it was just mine!"






​Jasmine, ever the calm one, took a deep breath. "It's not totally lost. We still have each other, and I have parts of mine saved offline."






​Maya pinched the bridge of her nose. "I guess there is a lesson to learn here. I have backups. Just not the most recent version. I should of back it up more my bad."



​"I printed mine out," Theo said proudly, holding up a wrinkled hard copy.






​Percival very mad scowled. "I guess I'll rewrite mine. Again."






​Grayson looked crushed and wiped out. "I ruined everything again."






​"No," Jasmine said gently. "You made a mistake. I will forgive you."






​"A very stupid, team-endangering mistake,” Maya muttered.






​"But we can fix it," Jasmine added, giving Maya a look.






​Grayson took a deep breath and another one. "Then let's start over. I'll stay up all night if I have to."






​"Me too," said Jasmine.






​"You better," Percival said.






​And just like that it was almost back to the beginning, but this time with more fight and a bigger fire in their bellies.  They were tired, irritated, but there was no giving up, at least not yet.



 Chapter 10: The Day Before and

Percival Challenges Someone to a

Fight


By the time Friday rolled around, the group was exhausted.

​

          Everyone has rewritten their sections. Twice maybe even three times in some causes. (Grayson).


​

         Theo had coffee for the first time and could not stop vibrating.



​Maya had a black circle under her eyes shaped just like commas.






​Grayson kept talking in his sleep saying words like "postwar optimism" and "Radio hat" in his sleep.



​But worst of all- Percival was infuriating.



​"Stop breathing like that," he snapped at Theo.



​Theo blinked. "I'm... just breathing."



​"Loudly."  Percival shouted in a vexed tone.






​Jasmine looked up from her screen. "Percival, Maybe take a walk?"






​"Why? So, I don't accidentally commit a felony?" He hissed.






​Maya sighed. "Okay, seriously-what is going on with you?"






​Percival jumped to his feet so fast his chair toppled over. "You lot of fools don't care! You make jokes and miss meetings and delete files and draw tiny stupid hats on important papers! And why a jet powered vacuum?"






​Everyone turned and stared at Grayson, who slowly slid his Packers notebook under his arm.






​"I've done debate before," Percival getting even louder. "Real debate. In Oxford. With score cards. You don't win with jokes and chaos."  He takes a deep breath.






​Grayson slowly stood up, his voice demanding attention. "Listen here you’re in America now. We win together or we fail together and by the grace of God we do this in his grace. All or nothing."






​"I will not fail," Percival snapped.






​"Whoa, whoa!" Jasmine jumped up and slapped Percival. "Now sit down I mean it." She said it was very stern and demanding.






​"We don't need this," said Maya.






​Percival did an evil stare at everyone... then slowly pick up his chair and sat back down.  "Fine. But if we lose tomorrow, don't say I didn't warn you." As he rubbed his cheeks.






​Grayson turned away and did not add anything. He had turned his attention to the final outline on the white board.






​It was messy. A little crooked. And there was a smiley face next to "Conclusion."






​But it is theirs and it will have to do.






​And tomorrow, they will show the whole school what they had built.





​It will be epic!




AD/HD Break a little quiz about Danville Iowa, how do you think you will do?




This One is Just for you, and Grayson might help a little bit.  Who will do better?  The Answers will be after the last question.  




1.In what year was Danville Iowa founded?




A. 1834

b. 1854

c. 1879

d. 1901




Grayson Says he thinks the answer is b. but it also thinks the squirels might have started the town in 1834 to rebel against the local owls.




2.Danville is located in witch Iowa County?




A.Henry

B. Lee

C. Des Moines

D. Washington




Garyson says Growning up here how can he be wrong.  He says the answer is Des Moines or so he thinks.  His he right or wrong?




3. What is the total land mass of Danville?




A. 1.5 sq mi.

B. 0.75 sq mi.

C. 2.0 sq mi.

D. 0.5 sq mi




Grayson says this one has him puzzled but he is going to guess B. did he  get that one right?







4.What historical finding has linked Danville to Anne Frank?




A. A hidden diary

B. A set of pen pal letters

C. A holocaust survivor's journal

D. A Nazi uniform




Grayson says every one in Danvilles knows of the pen pal letters they are displayed at the Danville Libary and avialable for all to see.




Thank you for taking this break with me how did you do?




Correct answers

1. B

2.C

3. B

4. B














Chapter 11: Morning of the Debate





Grayson woke up exactly three minutes before his alarm.




          Not from excitement.


 

      From a nightmare about forgetting his shoes and debating in pajama pants made of spaghetti.




      He sat up, took a deep breath, and whispered, "I got this, today is going to be our day of victory."




    The morning light filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow on the room. Grayson could hear the distant chirping of birds outside, a stark contrast to the chaos in his mind. He swung his legs over the side of the bed, feeling the cool wooden floor beneath his feet. The sensation grounded him, reminding him that today was real, and it was happening.





     At school, the gym had been transformed. Rows of chairs lined up with military precision. A long table on stage with microphones gleamed under the bright lights. A banner that read:

    

    "District 9 Middle School Debate- World History: Which Decade Changed the World: 1950's or 2010's."




     Grayson's stomach did a cartwheel. The smell of freshly polished floors and the faint scent of markers filled the air. The gym, usually a place of casual chaos, now felt like an arena.




     The team huddled in the hallway, dressed a little nicer than usual—Maya in a sharp blazer, Jasmine in a perfectly ironed button-up, Theo with a clip-on bowtie that was off-center and a little sideways, Percival... had on a full navy suit that shined in the light.




     "You look like you're running for Prime Minister or something," Theo whispered, a hint of amusement in his voice.

      

"I dress to win," Percival replied without blinking, his eyes steely with determination.




      Grayson wore his lucky black hoodie with the logo of a cactus on it and clean sneakers. That was as fancy as he could get. He ran a hand through his hair, feeling the soft fabric of his hoodie, a small comfort in the midst of his nerves.




       Maya passed around final notecards, her hands steady and confident. "Remember," she said. "Keep eye contact. Speak clearly. Support each other. And before we enter the gym, let us say a prayer together. Lord, grant us the strength and comprehension we need today, Amen."




     Everyone said "Amen."




     Grayson added, "Amen and please, Lord, guide us to victory. In your name, we praise, Amen."




     Everyone said "Amen."




      They stepped into the gym. The lights felt blinding, a stark contrast to the dim hallway. Teachers and parents filled the seats, their murmurs creating a low hum of anticipation. Their rival middle school from Richard Nixon Middle School looked terrifyingly confident, already sitting at the table. The air was thick with tension, the kind that made every breath feel heavy.




       Jasmine gave a small nod. "We've got this."




      The debate started. Introductions. Opening statements. The sound of the microphone crackling to life sent a shiver down Grayson's spine. Then it was time to answer the prompt:




      "Which Decade, 1950 or 2010, Created the Biggest Changes in the World?"




    Richard Nixon Middle School went first, talking about 2010 and how it was the most transformative decade. Their voices were clear and confident, each point delivered with precision.




     With topics ranging from Presidents to music and everything in between.

     Grayson felt his heart race, each beat echoing in his ears. He glanced at his teammates, their faces a mix of determination and nerves.




    And now it was Grayson's team's turn.




     Maya started the show with civil rights. Her voice was steady, each word carefully chosen. Jasmine followed with women's rights and educational access, her passion evident in every sentence. Theo made the auto industry sound like a sci-fi adventure, his enthusiasm infectious.




     Then it was Grayson's turn.




   He stepped up, heart pounding, and talked about the radio hat and how people wanted better, faster, easier lives. And how not everyone got those things equally. His voice wavered at first, but as he continued, he found his rhythm. The words flowed, each point building on the last.




      And somehow, it all flowed.




     Even Percival's rebuttal was sharp, fierce, and very polite to everyone’s shock. His words were like a well-aimed arrow, each one hitting its mark.




    When it ended, they returned to their seats, glowing and proud. The applause was deafening, a wave of relief washing over them.




    "We did it," Jasmine whispered, her eyes shining with pride.

    

    "No matter what happens, I am thrilled with what we did here," Maya said, her voice filled with emotion.




    They had no idea what was coming next.




    As they waited for the judges' decision, the team huddled together, their hands clasped tightly. The anticipation was palpable, each second feeling like an eternity.




     "Let's say another prayer," Maya suggested, her voice barely above a whisper. "Lord, thank you for giving us the strength and courage to do our best today. No matter the outcome, we are grateful for this experience. Amen."




    "Amen," everyone echoed, their voices united in a moment of shared faith.

      Grayson closed his eyes, feeling a sense of peace wash over him. Whatever happened next, they had given it their all, and that was enough.


Chapter 12: They Lose the Debate

​The final scores were in.


Grayson stood at the back of the gym, surrounded by his team, trying to act like he was not about to collapse, or implode. The judges were announcing the winner. He could barely hear the words.





​Maya, Jasmine, Theo, and Percival-all of them looked anxious. They had done everything within their powers they could. They stayed up late, rewritten speeches, reworked facts. They had worked together. It was their best effort. But the judges spoke, Grayson's heart sank lower and lower.


"And the winner of district 9 middle school debate and the ones heading to state is Richard Nixon middle school."


​The other team they won.



​It was like a slap in the face.



​Jasmine blinked. "Wait-what? How?"



​Theo muttered, "But...but..but."



​Maya took a deep breath. "Okay. Okay, we gave it everything."






​Percival shoved his hands into his pockets and stared at the floor. "Could've done better."






​Grayson could not speak. It was not that he did not care about winning. It was because he had never won and did not know what that even felt like.






​Grayson said, "We need to congratulate them for winning."






​They filed off stage, walking past the winners congratulating them, their faces plastered with fake smiles and triumph. Grayson did not feel bitter. He just felt... tired.






​Jasmine spoke first with some tears in her eyes. "We lost. But do you know what? I still think we did an amazing job."






​Maya added, "Yeah. We proved we could work together. That's more than most teams can say."






​Theo grinned; thought it was more of a half-smile. "At least no one fainted."






​They all chuckled a little.






​Grayson looked at his friends-his team.


"Yeah," he said quietly. "We did good. no matter what anyone else says."





​They did not win. But they were something more than that. They were a team.



Epilogue:

The Invite to State for Debate.





It had been a week since the debate. The loss still stung, but the team had learned something. Maybe not how to win a trophy-but how to work together, how to keep pushing, and how to bounce back from failure.





​And then, one Monday morning, Grayson opened his locker to find a strange letter wedged inside.






​He pulled it out, unfolded it, and blinked.






​"Hey team!" he called. "You’re not going to believe this, come see."



​Maya rushed over, followed by Theo, Jasmine, and Percival. Grayson handed the letter to Maya, who read it aloud:


"Dear Grayson Jones and Team, Congratulations on your performance in the District Debate Finals. We have recently discovered that the Richard Nixon Middle School, had cheated during the debate.


​So that makes you the winners of the district 9.  You are going to state. So welcome to the state competition next month. We look forward to seeing you there.






​Sincerely,


The State Debate Committee


​P.S. Your topic will be the 1960’s.



​Everyone stared at Maya, wide-eyed.



​"You serious?" Theo asked.






​Jasmine was grinning. "We've been invited to state. After all that?"






​Percival looked thoughtful. "Well...I Suppose that's a bit of a redemption arc."






​Grayson's mouth went dry, but he managed to grin. "So, we won, and now heading to state."






​Maya said firmly. "We are going to......State."






​And for the first time Grayson got a taste of what it was to win. That all their hard work did pay off in the end.






​He took a deep breath. "Let's show them what we've got."





And just like that, the journey was not over for our heroes. It was only just beginning.

The End (or is it?)

Let us say the lord's prayer.

Our father who art in Heaven

hallowed be thy name.

Thy kingdom come, thy will be done,

on earth as it is in Heaven.

Give us this day our daily bread

and forgive us our trespasses

as we forgive those who trespass against us.

Lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil.

For thine is the kingdom, the power and the glory, for ever and ever.

AMEN

I have put some errors in this story can you find them?

Comprehension Questions

1. What was the main topic of the debate Grayson, and his classmates were preparing for?

2. Why was Grayson chosen to be part of the debate team?

3.What challenges did the team face while preparing for the debate?

4.Who is Percival Johnson, and what role does he play in the story?

5. What causes the team to lose all their research 2 days before the debate?

Character Reflection

6. How does Grayson ADHD affect the way he approaches the project?

7.In what way does Maya show leadership through the story?

8. How does Percival change from the beginning of the story to the end?

9.What does Jasmine bring to the team dynamic that helps them succeed?

10. What lessons do you learn by the end of the debate experience?

Theme-Based questions

11. How does the story explore the theme of teamwork?

12.What role does failure play in the characters’ growth?

13.How are historical issues like racism and women’s rights tied into the story?

14. What message do you think the author is trying to send about kids with ADHD?

15. What did the team learn about taking short cuts and cheating in the end?
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