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Praise For Barbara
Frances’

Lottie’s
Adventure:

Facing The
Monster

An absolutely fun ride!
The story rolls along from one event to another at a pace that
keeps us intrigued with Lottie’s fate. She draws us into her world
of colorful characters and fast-paced adventure as we savor the fun
through the eyes of this bright and curious pre-teen. The people
are real; the places are memorable; Lottie is honest and smart and
endearing. There’s a surprise around every corner. An adventure for
all ages! This is the kind of book you won’t want to put
down.

Beryl Knifton,
Drama Coach and Educator, Secondary

What a delightful book!!!
Growing up in a Hispanic family like Lottie, I can relate to her
family. Your book is so relevant for all kids who will enjoy
Lottie’s spunk and zeal-a real hero!! There’s a lesson to learn, a
time to develop relationships, to help others, and to blossom. Kids
reading chapter books will find its contemporary feel an easy read
while diving into the adventure of a lifetime!
Congrats!!

Rebecca
Hoeft, Retired Educator,
5th Grade

The spirit of Lottie lives
in all of us and is celebrated in this delightful tale of innocence
that knows no social boundaries or limited thoughts but rather
heart driven compassion!

Hailey Helm,
Co-owner, Tinsel Delights, LLC

What a refreshing plot.
All of the characters are so believable. Lottie seems like someone
who lives next door. We need more stories like this one which show
just how important family connections are. The older and younger
generations connect in such a loving way and Lottie showed so much
compassion for someone not of her race or gender. How awesome!
There are lots of readers, young and old, who will find this an
intriguing tale.

Wanda
Hasley, Retired Educator,
4th Grade

I loved this book! An
adventurous and loveable young girl named Lottie creates chapter
after chapter of exciting scenarios with a cast of characters so
real they literally leap off the page. For readers, young and old
alike, the masterful writing of Barbara Frances will warm your
heart, delight your senses and energize your soul.

Catherine Ruivivar,
Par. BP, CBP, RMT

I couldn’t put this book
down because I wanted to know what would happen next! It’s a
charming story and I like the writing. Lottie is a very likable
character, as are all the characters except those that aren’t meant
to be. I enjoyed grandmother’s melting ambivalence. There are
certainly enough points of tension and surprising turns to keep one
reading on. I particularly liked the descriptions of Hispanic
family and culture. Well done!!

Patricia
Orlosky

It’s an exciting thriller
that makes you want to keep on reading.

Adam
Lubbers, age 12
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 The Runaway Dog

“Chester, Chester, you
come back here,” Lottie called out to her spirited Golden Retriever
as he twisted himself through the hole in the fence.
Oh no, now I’m in trouble, Lottie thought. With a sigh of frustration, she watched as he
bounded to the park at the end of the block.

“Now, look what you’ve
done.” Lottie turned to see Tía standing on the top step with the
leash in hand. “Don’t I tell you over and over to keep that dog in
the back yard where the fence is good? Do you have wax in your
ears, Niña?” Tía held onto the rail as she slowly crept down the
steps. Tía’s knees were really stiff because it had rained that
morning. Lottie didn’t have a clue how rain could cause her knees
to stiffen, especially since she had been in the house during the
entire downpour, but rather than get Tía all worked up, she avoided
the question.

Tía was Lottie’s great Aunt, and she
took care of her while her mom was at work. Even though Tía María
seemed like a grandmother in many ways, Lottie wished, almost every
day, that her real abuela, still living in Bolivia, could come to
the United States. “Maybe someday, if I work really hard,” her
mother would say.

Lottie ran up the steps, “Here Tia,
let me help you.” Tía handed her the leash. “Just get that dog and
get the wax out of your ears.” Lottie picked up her skates from the
sidewalk and pushed through the gate. Tía shook her finger, “I’ll
wait here. Get right back and don’t put your nose where it doesn’t
belong. Your mama will soon be home.”

Lottie paused at the mailbox and
looked down the street. Still no sign of the postman. “Please get
here with that letter before Mama gets home,” Lottie prayed, once
in English and then in Spanish, just to cover all the bases. Then,
like a shooting star, she raced towards the park, calling,
“Chester, Chester!”

The ducks were honking, and Chester
was standing with his head cocked to the side exactly where Lottie
knew he would be, at the edge of the pond. Chester was not the most
obedient dog in the world, but there was one thing he’d never do.
He would never jump into a pond or lake without permission. Now he
might hop on the couch even though he wasn’t supposed to, and he
might drink out of the commode right after you would tell him not
to, but he would never go swimming without Lottie or her mom giving
the okay.

Lottie’s mom had explained, “That just
goes to show that dogs, like people, have their good points and
their not-so-good points.”

Lottie hooked the leash to
Chester’s collar while he whined and danced around.
Please let me go after
those ducks with their silly quacking, he
pleaded with her. Lottie understood Chester better than she could
some of her regular talking human friends.

Lottie tried to comfort him. “I know,
I know, they do make an awful noise; it gets on my nerves too. But
we’ve got to get back home before the postman comes. I’ve had
enough trouble for one day.” Lottie sat down on the ground and put
on her skates. Chester started jumping around. “Why, of course, you
can pull me,” she told him.

As soon as she was up, Chester broke
into a gallop, pulling her at such speeds that her long, red curls
flew straight up towards the tree limbs. Instead of taking the
short route home, Chester decided to go the long way. He probably
figured he needed the exercise. Lottie was having such fun that she
didn’t realize this change until it was too late.

Across the pond from Lottie’s
neighborhood were the big homes with the giant yards and long
driveways. Over here people didn’t hang across the fences talking
with one another, and there were no dogs or cats out roaming around
or roosters crowing or music playing.

“You darn dog,” Lottie
exclaimed as she saw May Beth playing hopscotch in front of her
family’s three car garage. As luck would have it, May Beth saw
Lottie and came running towards her. Lottie remembered what her mom
had said about being nice to everyone, so she turned her skates to
the grass and yanked on Chester’s leash. “Stop,
Chester.”

Lottie looked down at her
cut-off jeans and worn tank top and felt a little
embarrassed. It’s what’s on the inside
that’s important, she could hear Tía María
’s voice in her head. May Beth’s smile was almost as broad as the
silly bow pasted on her head, which, by the way, perfectly matched
her perfect shorts, blouse, and socks. Her tennis shoes were so
white they almost hurt Lottie’s eyes.

“Guess what, Lottie?” May
Beth called. “We’re going to Disneyland in California. What are you
doing this summer?” But before Lottie could answer, she went on,
“Then we’re going to our cabin in Oregon. Mom says it’s too hot to
stay in Austin during the summer. We have our own lake there with a
boat. I’m going to learn how to water ski this summer.”

Lottie didn’t know what to say. She
could tell May Beth that she’d be going swimming in Barton Springs
and having picnics every Sunday afternoon with her mom and all
their friends and families. The kids would have contests to see who
could spit watermelon seeds the farthest while the old grandmothers
sat on fold-up chairs under the trees and waved their paper fans
almost as fast as their mouths were moving in Spanish.

Then towards sunset, the men would get
out their fiddles and guitars and everyone would sing and dance. A
fruit jar of Tequila, something the children couldn’t touch, would
be passed around and before long, everyone would be laughing more
than usual. After a while the kids would go to sleep on their
blankets and wake up the next morning in their beds. But all that
would just bore May Beth.

Chester came and sat right beside
Lottie’s leg and licked her hand. He didn’t like May Beth either,
and he was ready to go. But May Beth wouldn’t leave well enough
alone. “My report card just came in, and I made all A’s again. My
dad says I get to take riding lessons this fall because I’m so
smart.” Lottie had to get out of there before she did something
terribly mean like yank that stupid bow right off May Beth’s head.
“Well, we got to go.”

May Beth looked disappointed. “Come
over tomorrow. We can go swimming. We don’t leave till the next
day.” Lottie was back on the sidewalk, and Chester was starting to
pull her away. “Sorry, May Beth, I have to go to the hospital
tomorrow.”

“What?” May Beth asked
horrified. “Why?”

“To have my ears filled
with wax, so I won’t have to listen to all your bragging.” Lottie’s
voice trailed off as she sped away. Not to be outdone, May Beth
screeched, “You’re nothing but an old tomboy.”

Lottie didn’t notice the yards
speeding past her because she was bubbling with jealousy. Why
couldn’t she go someplace exciting? Why couldn’t she have an
adventure? Why couldn’t her mom make enough money so they could go
someplace besides San Antonio for the day? She knew the answer to
these questions. May Beth had a dad, and she didn’t. Lottie’s face
started to burn with anger. Life just wasn’t fair.

When Chester turned onto her street,
Lottie’s mouth flew open, and once again she turned onto the grass
and commanded Chester to stop. Now fear mixed in with the jealousy
and anger and made her insides churn like boiling water. As if in
slow motion, she watched her mom’s VW Bug pull up just as the
postman got to their mailbox. Her mom stopped and talked with him.
Then two letters went from the mail pouch to her mom’s hands.
Lottie’s stomach turned somersaults.
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The Mysterious Letter

 Lottie’s house was the
opposite of May Beth’s. It was a small duplex with no garage at
all. Her mom parked the VW under an awning by the side. Tía María
had part A of the duplex, and Lottie and her mom lived in section
B.

As soon as Lottie’s mom came home from
work, Tía would say hello to Carmen, Lottie’s mom, tell her what
she’d cooked for dinner, and then, with a filled dinner plate in
hand, go to her half of the house and lock the door. She’d then
watch the Spanish soap operas that she’d been recording all
day.

She would stay there until the next
morning when she’d unlock the door and come over to cook breakfast.
It was then that she’d talk with Carmen about how Lottie was
behaving, the weather, the price of chicken at the corner market,
how Chester was a pain, and what her soap opera friends were going
through. She liked to talk in the mornings when her mind was fresh.
Sometimes, she talked so much that Carmen would hurry to get
dressed just to get away.

Lottie was careful not to slam the
screen door as she came into the front room. The faint sobbing of a
soap opera star could be heard through the wall. Her side of the
house was unusually quiet, and Lottie tip-toed, thinking she could
get to her room before the explosion, but, as usual, Chester blew
her cover and went running into the kitchen.

“Chester, my sweet. I’m so
glad to see you too. Where’s my darling girl?” Lottie couldn’t
believe it. Her mom sounded happy. Maybe oh, maybe that letter
hadn’t come.

Lottie stepped into the kitchen. Her
mom was still wearing her nurse’s clothes. She stretched out her
arms. “Oh, mi niña Linda.” Lottie jumped onto her mother’s lap, and
they hugged and rocked back and forth. Chester kept jumping around
and barking until they included him in a three-way love hug.
Nothing made Lottie feel better than to have her mom’s arms tight
around her while Chester licked her face, and her mom told her how
much she loved her.

Lottie rested her head on her mom’s
shoulder and looked over at the table where two letters rested next
to a tall glass of iced tea. Lottie knew she had to act quickly or
else this snuggle time would turn into disaster time. She pretended
to yawn and stretched out her arms “accidently” tumbling over the
glass of tea.

“Niña, what did you do
now?” Carmen raised her voice as she scooted Lottie and Chester off
her lap. The tea was soaking one letter, but trailing away from the
other.

“I’m sorry, Mom, I’ll get
a towel,” Lottie said as she grabbed both letters and headed for
the cup towel drawer. She looked at the return addresses and saw
that the unsoaked one was from a Mrs. Genevieve Harrolton.
Harrolton, that was one-half of Lottie and her mom’s last name,
Harrolton-Sanchez. The letter was heavy. The postmark said
Chicago.

“Mom, this one’s from
Genevieve Harrolton,” Lottie said.

“What?” gasped Carmen as
she took the envelope and opened it. She pulled out a long letter
and a packet of something.

Carmen began reading. “Mother of God,
what’s she up to now?” She said just loud enough for Lottie to
hear.

“What is it, Mom? Who is
Genevieve Harrolton.” But Carmen was too busy reading to
answer.

Lottie looked at the other letter,
soaked, still in her hands. Sure enough, it was from the school.
Knowing that her mom wasn’t paying attention, she quickly dried it
off, then dashed to the bookshelf in the corner and put it in her
favorite book for good luck. “Thank you, Guardian Angel,” she
whispered.

“This is too much! Who
does she think she is anyway?” Then Lottie’s mom said some curse
words in Spanish, but Lottie knew exactly what she was saying
because she could speak Spanish as well as she could
English.

She could never understand why her mom
would say certain things in Spanish as if Lottie wouldn’t know what
she was talking about. It was kind of like when she was little, and
her mom and dad would spell out things they didn’t want her to
know. They knew that she’d been reading since she was four, but it
never seemed to enter their minds that along with reading comes
spelling.

“First class, no less!”
Carmen angrily waved the packet at Lottie.

“What did I do?” Lottie
demanded.

Carmen paused and looked at her. The
anger left her face. “I’m sorry, Lottie. This is from your
Grandmother, your daddy’s mother. She wants you to come visit her
for two weeks. She sent a first class ticket.”

“You mean on an airplane?”
Lottie couldn’t believe her good fortune. She’d never been on an
airplane except when she was a baby and her mom and dad were moving
back to the United States, but she didn’t remember that trip at
all.

Lottie began jumping around and
shouting, “I’m going to go someplace, have an
adventure.”

Carmen’s face was angry again. “Oh no,
you’re not. After all these years, with not a word, not so much as
a card, and now Mrs. High and Mighty expects me to ship my daughter
off to her for half the summer. No way, she’s got another think
coming.”

“Two weeks is not half the
summer, and she’s my grandmother. I never even knew I had her.”
Lottie felt her eyes sting with tears.

“That’s exactly the point,
Lottie. She’s never been there for us. Not even when your dad was
alive.”

Carmen got the plates out of the
cabinet and began spooning out food from the pots on the stove. “Go
wash your hands; it’s time to eat.”

“No,” Lottie said
quietly.

Carmen stopped with a corn-dripping
spoon in mid-air. “What did you say?”

Lottie couldn’t keep it in any longer.
“I said no,” she shouted. “She asked me to come, and she’s my
grandmother, and I have to go.”

Lottie ran to the bathroom. She took a
long time scrubbing her hands. Some tears trickled down her cheeks.
She took a cool washcloth and wiped her face. Her mom was usually
right about most things, but this time she was wrong, and Lottie
wasn’t going to keep quiet.

When she returned to the kitchen, her
mom was staring down at her plate. She seemed very sad which made
Lottie feel terrible. Chester was cowering in the corner. He
couldn’t stand any kind of discord. Lottie sat down and looked at
her food. Eating was the last thing she wanted to do right
now.

Then her mom did something that made
Lottie want to cry out loud. She reached over and caressed her
cheek with her hand. “My darling niña, you’re right. You can
go.”

In the next instant, Lottie was on her
mom’s lap in a tight hug, and Chester was running around like an
insane dog, yelping his silly head off.
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 A Farewell
Fiesta


Some dark clouds to the west looked as
though they wanted to scoot over and rain all over the fiesta under
the big oak trees, but Cousin Ernestina said they wouldn’t dare
arrive until after Lottie had opened all her gifts.

Lottie felt like a princess. She was
dressed in new shorts and a shirt that her mom had bought at an
expensive place in the mall rather than the thrift store where they
usually went.

Angelique, Carmen’s best friend, who
worked in a beauty shop, had tamed Lottie’s wild hair into what
seemed like a hundred little plaits with brightly colored beads
dangling on the ends, and to top it all, she did it for free, not
letting Lottie’s mom give her so much as one dollar.

Tomorrow Lottie would be flying off,
first class no less, to a big city, called Chicago, in a northern
state of the United States, called Illinois. Lottie had gone to the
library and found out that Illinois had been the name of a group of
Native American tribes that spoke a language called
Algonquian.

When Lottie asked her mom if the
people in Illinois still spoke that language, Carmen said she
doubted if anyone there today even knew what Algonquian was. This
really disappointed Lottie because she loved languages.

She already knew Spanish and English,
and now she was speaking Russian well enough to talk to Sophie’s
mom. Sophie and her mom and dad and two brothers had moved from
Russia to Austin when Sophie was in the second grade.

Lottie liked Sophie from the very
beginning, and they quickly became best friends, and as Sophie
learned English, Lottie learned Russian. For some reason, Sophie’s
mom insisted that the family continue speaking Russian when they
were at home, so every time Lottie spent the night with Sophie or
went to her house to play, she too had to speak Russian.

Someone had put a large bow around
Chester’s neck, which made him strut around like he was the honoree
at Lottie’s going-away party. Then one of the boys threw a frisbee
in his general direction, and, in an instant, he forgot about being
uppity and took out after the flying object like any regular
dog.

Lottie really wanted to get out and
play with the other kids, but she didn’t want to get her new
clothes dirty. She wanted to wear them tomorrow, so she’d look
especially nice for her new grandmother; the grandmother who’d only
seen her one time, and that was when she was a tiny baby, all shiny
clean and smelling like talcum powder.

Lottie saw Sophie score another goal.
“Way to go, Sophie,” Lottie yelled. With two older brothers, Sophie
had been toughened up and was better at sports than most boys.
Lottie admired that about her. Sophie waved and flashed a broad
smile. Sophie’s face was one giant freckle; she had freckles on top
of freckles.

The kids at school sometimes made fun
of her just like they made fun of Lottie because of her hair,
calling them Freckle Face and Bush Head, but they would act like
they didn’t care. Sophie’s mom had told them that, for the most
part, bullies were not particularly smart people, but that
information didn’t help much when they were calling you names.
Usually they’d get back by speaking Russian. The bullies would get
downright mad because they thought Lottie and Sophie were saying
things about them, which, of course, they usually were.

“Okay, gather round,
everyone, it’s time for cake and presents,” called Cousin
Ernestina. The tables were loaded with tamales, corn-on-the-cob,
sliced tomatoes, chips & salsa, cake, and presents. Everyone
formed a circle around Lottie. Lottie looked around at her extended
family of friends and knew that she was going to miss
them.

Yesterday her mom had told her that
two weeks wasn’t long enough to get terribly homesick, but long
enough to have some great adventures. She figured her mom was
probably right, but at that moment she had to swallow the lump in
her throat.

Hours later as Lottie and her mom
drove home in the pounding rain, the only sound inside the car was
the wind-shield wipers flapping back and forth. Boxes were stacked
on Lottie’s lap and on the floorboard by her feet. Tía sat on half
of the back seat with some boxes on her lap. The boxes contained
new clothes, underwear, pajamas, a pair of turquoise high-tops,
Lottie’s favorite, and a neat turquoise backpack and duffle bag for
the trip.

Chester was squished on the other half
of the back seat, hugging the window, not moving one inch onto
Tia’s territory. He knew better than to meddle with Tia. Everyone,
including Chester, was quiet, lost in thought.

Lottie’s mind was thinking back to
that morning which hadn’t started out all that well. Before they
had left for the party, she and her mom had begun sorting and
arranging things on Lottie’s bed that she planned to take on her
trip. For example, there was her special box of colored pencils and
her journal where she would write and make drawings of what had
happened on a particular day.

Lottie wrote in her journal only on
those days when something special happened. Like tonight she would
write about her party and draw some pictures of the kids playing
soccer and chasing frisbees, and probably one of her opening
presents.

There was also the special rock that
she and her dad had found on Enchanted Rock; she couldn’t remember
it all that well, but she had been told that the two of them had
polished it to its present glimmering state. That rock was always
under her pillow because it helped her to sleep. She even took it
when she went to Sophie’s house for the night. She told Sophie that
the rock made her feel like a part of her dad was always with her,
and Sophie understood perfectly.

As Lottie was wrapping the rock in one
of Tia’s small silk handkerchiefs, she suddenly remembered the most
important thing that she’d have to take. “Mom, please get THE
ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN.” As soon as the words were out of
her mouth, Lottie realized she’d made a big mistake.
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