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The Pink Meteor
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THE SKY EXPLODED IN a breathtaking burst of pink, as if the sunset had suddenly decided to paint the entire heavens with shimmering rose-gold fire. From their favorite perch high in the old hayloft of Nana’s big red barn, nine-year-old twins Jerry and Keri watched wide-eyed as a glowing streak—bright and wild like a shooting star woven from pure rosy magic—zoomed across the twilight, trailing sparks that danced like tiny fireflies. It rumbled deep and low—BOOM!—then slammed into the next field with a mighty thump that shook the whole barn from its creaky wooden beams to the dusty floor below. Coco, their loyal chocolate Lab with the floppy ears and wagging tail that never seemed to stop, leapt straight up in surprise and let out a flurry of excited barks that echoed off the rafters. 

Jerry’s eyes grew as round as dinner plates, his heart thumping with the thrill of pure adventure. Keri reached over and grabbed his hand tight, her fingers warm and steady even though she felt the same electric tingle racing through her. Up here in the hayloft, with their legs swinging freely over the edge and the sweet smell of fresh-cut hay filling the warm evening air, the twins had been lost in their favorite summer-evening daydreams. 

School was finally out for the whole glorious summer, chores could wait just a little longer, and the breeze carried hints of distant rain mixed with the comforting scents of the farm—wildflowers, sun-warmed earth, and Nana’s apple pies cooling on the windowsill. From this secret spot they could see everything that made Nana’s farm feel like the most magical place on earth: the big red barn glowing softly in the last rays of sunset, the tall silver silo catching the light like a shiny rocket, and Nana’s cozy little white house tucked among the gentle rolling hills like a storybook cottage come to life. Jerry loved the quiet up here—it was the perfect hideaway for planning all kinds of bold adventures, from building secret forts to chasing fireflies until the stars came out. Keri loved the view best of all—she had a gentle way of noticing every tiny wonder that others might miss, from the smallest dewdrop sparkling on a blade of grass to the fluffiest cloud drifting by like a cotton-candy dream. 

They were twins, born only minutes apart, yet as different as night and day: Jerry was bold and curious, always ready to leap into the unknown with a grin and a whoop; Keri was thoughtful and kind, her quiet observations weaving stories that made everything feel a little more wonderful. Now the field next door glowed with a soft, mysterious pink light, and a strange, gentle hum floated on the breeze—like the farm itself was whispering an ancient secret that only the wind and the stars could hear. Jerry stared in wide-eyed wonder, his imagination already spinning tales of far-off worlds and hidden treasures. Keri whispered softly, almost as if afraid to break the spell, “It’s... a pink meteor.” And deep down, both of them knew that tomorrow, when the sun climbed high, they would sneak off to find it—no matter what. 

Morning came early. “Cock-a-doodle-doo!” The rooster’s cheerful crow yanked Jerry straight out of a dreamy sleep filled with flying tractors and rainbow-colored skies. He bolted upright, suspenders flapping wildly as he tumbled down the creaky farmhouse stairs two at a time. Keri was already sitting at the big wooden kitchen table, her pencil dancing across her napkin as she sketched delicate four-leaf clovers with extra loops and sparkles for good luck. Mom stood at the old cast-iron skillet, flipping sizzling strips of bacon that filled the room with the most delicious morning magic—crispy, smoky, and warm. 

“Big day ahead,” Jerry whispered excitedly as he slid into his chair, eyes twinkling with the secret they shared. 

“The spot in the next field. Right after chores.” Keri’s eyes sparkled like morning dew as she looked up from her drawing. 

“As long as Coco comes with us—he always knows the best shortcuts.” Right on cue, thump-thump-thump, Coco’s tail wagged happily under the table, as if to say, I’m in, and I wouldn’t miss this for all the bones in the world. Mom set their plates down with a gentle smile—eggs sunny-side up, bacon just right, and fresh biscuits still steaming. 

“Nana called this morning,” she said softly. “She forgot your names again... asked if the ‘little rascals’ were coming over today.” The bacon suddenly didn’t taste quite as magical. Jerry stared down at his eggs, a quiet sadness tugging at his heart like a heavy cloud passing over the sun. Keri carefully tore her napkin clover right down the middle, her fingers trembling just a little. If only they could stop time... just long enough to keep Nana exactly as she used to be, with her stories and her laughter and her perfect memory for every silly nickname she’d ever given them. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
| A KIdS I Grew Up Wlth CoIIectlon 7






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





