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Matthew’s eight, he’s in grade three, and his main hobbies are:


-  eating cheese sandwiches,

-  playing video games,

-  playing soccer in the school yard with his classmates,

-  and studying Arithmetic.



Oh, yes!

Matthew’s actually very good at Arithmetic. His specialty is solving problems with addition and subtraction. There’s no one better!

Today’s Friday, and Fridays are the best day of the week.

Why? Well, for several reasons.


-  First of all, because after Friday it’s Saturday, and after Saturday it’s Sunday. So there’s no school all weekend and that’s super cool!

-  Besides, every Friday he gets to go to the movies with his mom and brother.



That’s why Matthew’s now skipping down the street.

In pure happiness.

“Yippee!” he says, raising his arms up high. “Yippee!”

His brother’s also very happy.

“Today we’re going to the movies!” he reminds Matthew. “Can we see the one about dinosaurs?”

Anthony (which is his brother’s name) is obsessed with dinosaurs. Ever since he found out there was a new dinosaur movie, he hasn’t stopped saying he wants to go and see it. He’s said it like a million times.

“I want to see a different one!” Matthew protests. “There’s one about a giant dog. It’s way cooler!”

Anthony grabs Matthew’s sweater and starts pulling him into the middle of the street.

“No way! I want to watch the one about dinosaurs!”

Anthony is Matthew’s younger brother. He’s six years old, and when he gets an idea into his head, no one can convince him otherwise.

“The one about dinosaurs!” and he suddenly starts screaming. “The one about dinosaurs! The one about dinosaurs!”

Anthony throws himself on the ground and starts kicking his arms and legs. The people passing by frown at his behavior.

“Okay, okay,” Matthew tells him. “You win.”

Anthony’s face is transformed. He’s smiling again.

“But next Friday we’re going to see the one about the dog!” Matthew says.

“Yes, yes ... of course.”

And they continue walking home.

Since today’s Friday, when they get home, Mom will have prepared spaghetti Bolognese, lasagna, pizza, or something truly delicious. Fridays are amazing.

Matthew and Anthony live very close to their school. Just a couple of blocks away, in fact. That’s why their parents let them walk home on their own. Besides, Matthew’s already eight years old so he’s very responsible. Matthew has to wait for his brother, take his hand, and make sure they walk home together.

It’s very important for him to hold Anthony’s hand during their walk home. Anthony isn’t allowed to walk home alone because he’s only six years old and is easily distracted.

“We’re home!” Anthony says. “Here’s our house!”

Matthew squeezes his hand tightly.

“Come on. Last one in’s a rotten egg!”
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CHAPTER 2
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As soon as he sets foot inside the house, Matthew realizes something’s wrong.

Today isn’t a normal Friday.

Today, Mom doesn’t greet them with a kiss on their foreheads. Nor does she ask them how school went. She doesn’t even say, “Time to wash up. Your food’s getting cold.”

Nope.

Today’s the weirdest Friday in history.

Mom has her suitcase packed.

“Honey, for goodness sake. This is crazy!” Luis says. “Why don’t we sit down and talk about it?”

But Mom doesn’t want to talk anymore.

“I’m fed up!” she says. “I’m off to the Caribbean!”

Matthew and Anthony look at each other. They don’t understand what’s going on.

“Are we going too?” Anthony asks. “And where is the Caribbean exactly? Is it far?”

Mom caresses Anthony’s head.

“No, sweetheart. I’m going on my own. Sometimes adults like to have some time alone. I need a rest.”

Anthony stomps on the floor.

“But, Mommy. That’s not fair. I want to go with you.”

“Noela, please,” Luis, the boys’ father, insists. “Have a seat and calm down.”

But Mom, instead of sitting on the couch, grabs her suitcase and starts walking toward the front door.

“There’s nothing to talk about. I’m going to the Caribbean and that’s that. I’ve had enough. I spend my life cleaning, cooking, scrubbing, washing dishes, washing clothes, and taking care of everyone.”

Mom glares at Dad.

“I never get to rest. All I ever do is work. Work, work, and more work. And do you know what? I’m exhausted. I’m sick of nobody helping me. I do everything on my own. Nobody ever lends me a hand. Not ever.”

“From now on I’ll help you. I promise,” Dad says. “Look, I’ll take the dog for a walk tonight. Would you like that?”

Mom opens the front door.

There’s a taxi across the street.

“My cab’s here! I’m leaving.”

Mom kisses Anthony and then Matthew.

“Don’t worry, darlings. I’ll be away for only a few days. Okay?”

Matthew and Anthony hug their mother.

“Just a week. Your father will take care of you. You’ll be fine. I just need a vacation.”
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