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  Chapter 1


  Miranda is Born


  Tommy Moon was only four years old, but he knew his parents were not like his friends’ moms and dads. Mr. Moon was a scientist who built rockets. He thought about rockets so much that sometimes he would take walks and forget how to go home. He didn’t look like other dads. He was a thin man with a large mustache. His head looked like a big egg with hair growing only on the sides. When he wasn’t at his office, he spent most of his time at home typing on his computer.


  One day Mr. Moon made a paper airplane for Tommy. It flew so high at the park that other children wanted their parents to build one for them.


  “That doesn’t look too hard,” said one father. “After all, you don’t have to be a rocket scientist to build one.”


  Mr. Moon laughed and corrected the man. “Actually you do have to be a rocket scientist to build a paper airplane that flies that high.”


  Mrs. Moon looked like other moms, but she also was a scientist. Tommy knew she invented all kinds of things in her lab. Instead of cars, the Moon’s garage was filled with equipment for her experiments. One day Mrs. Moon told Tommy she had big news.


  “You’re going to have a baby sister,” she said.


  Tommy was not happy. “She will break all my toys,” he said.


  Mrs. Moon shook her head. “I have a feeling she will not be the kind of baby who breaks things. I’ll tell her not to play with your toys.”


  Mrs. Moon wanted her baby to be smart so she talked to baby all the time while she was still in her tummy. She would read stories to her and then ask, “What do you think of that?” Sometimes the baby would kick and Mrs. Moon would say, “I agree with you. I’m glad you liked the story.”


  Other times Mrs. Moon would play a song again and again on her piano. Tommy would ask her why she played the same song again and again and Mrs. Moon would say, “Your baby sister needs to hear this song many times to remember it.” Sometimes the baby would tap Mrs. Moon’s tummy as if to say, “I like that song.”


  Mrs. Moon told Tommy to recite the alphabet to the baby. “She can’t hear yet,” Tommy said.


  “I think your sister likes hearing you tell her the letters,” Mrs. Moon said.


  Every Saturday night the Moon family watched a movie. Mrs. Moon would make a big batch of popcorn. It was Tommy’s favorite time of the week. Mrs. Moon wanted to make her baby a part of this fun also.


  Before taking a bite of her popcorn, Mrs. Moon would speak slowly in a soft voice that she hoped wouldn’t frighten the baby inside her.


  “Baby dear, would you like me to put some salt on your popcorn before I eat it?”


  Mrs. Moon would wait until she felt the baby kick and then she would smile. “The baby likes lots of salt on her popcorn.”


  One day Mrs. Moon said it was time for her baby to be born, Mr. Moon was so excited he forgot where the hospital was, but Mrs. Moon knew the way. Tommy stayed with his Grandmother and Grandfather.


  When the baby was born, the doctor held her up and looked at her.


  “Mrs. Moon,” he said. “You have a beautiful baby girl.”


  The baby smiled. The doctor was very surprised. “Babies don’t know how to smile,” he said. “I’m sure it just means she is going to burp.”


  The doctor picked up the baby’s hand and counted the fingers: “one, two, three, four, five,” he said.


  In a very tiny voice the baby said, “one, two, three, four five.”


  The doctor looked at Mr. Moon. “Very funny,” he said. “You fooled me. I thought it was the baby talking.”


  Mr. Moon just smiled. He was proud of his little girl.


  When Tommy came to visit his new sister, Mrs. Moon said, “Say hello to your new baby sister. Her name is Miranda.”


  Tommy put his hand out to shake hands. “Hi Miranda,” he said.


  Miranda put her tiny hand in Tommy’s hand. “Hi Tommy,” she said.


  Mr. Moon looked at Mrs. Moon. They knew Miranda was a very special baby. They did not know yet that she was the smartest kid in the entire world. Tommy began to think that Miranda was even more fun than his dog, Rufus. “Miranda is only one day old and already she can talk. All Rufus can do is bark,” Tommy said.


  Miranda was too small to walk, but Tommy put her in his wagon and he would take her with him when he went to play baseball with his friends. Miranda watched the game. When it was Tommy’s turn to bat, Miranda would yell, “Hit the ball, Tommy,” in her very tiny voice. The children thought it was funny that a baby could talk.


  One of Tommy’s friends did not like Miranda. “She is just a baby. She can’t play ball,” Peter said. “Babies should be home with their mommies.”


  Miranda was mad. “I can play ball,” she said.


  “But Miranda, you are not strong enough to throw the ball,” Tommy said.


  “Put the ball in the wagon,” Miranda said.


  Tommy put the ball in the wagon.


  Peter was holding the bat. “You’re too small to throw the ball,” he said.


  Miranda knew her arms were not strong enough to throw the ball, but she did not give up. She thought very hard. Suddenly the ball rose from the wagon and flew towards Peter. He swung and missed the ball. The ball then turned around and flew back and landed in the wagon. Miranda could use her brain to do things.


  Peter was very scared. He ran all the way home. When he told his mother that Miranda threw the ball to him, she said he was not telling the truth and she punished him by giving him a time out.


  Tommy was very proud of his baby sister. “Miranda can do anything,” he said.


  Sometimes Tommy would tell Miranda that he wanted a cookie, but Mrs. Moon had put the cookies on a very high shelf where Tommy could not reach. Miranda would think very hard, and the box of cookies would float from the high shelf to the table, and cookies would fly out of the box onto Tommy’s plate. Miranda did not eat cookies yet. She still wanted to drink from her bottle.


  Each day Miranda would grow bigger and stronger. Her brain would get a little smarter each day. Like a sponge that soaked up water, Miranda’s brain would soak up everything she heard and saw during the day. While she slept, her brain would think hard about these things and decide what they meant. In the morning she would be just a bit smarter.


  Chapter 2


  Miranda Goes to School


  When Miranda was two-years old, Mrs. Moon would read books to her. Miranda would listen and nod her head as if she understood the words. One evening Mrs. Moon decided it was too late to read any more from Miranda’s favorite book, so she started to close it.


  “Wait,” Miranda said. She took the book from her very surprised mother and stared at the page. “So, that’s how it ends,” she said.


  “Miranda, dear, you are only pretending to read,” Mrs. Moon said.


  “No, Mommy, I can read this book. It’s easy,” Miranda said. She started to read out loud. Mrs. Moon listened until Miranda finished the book.


  “I guess we’ll have to find some harder books,” she said. “How did you learn to read?” she asked.


  “I don’t know,” Miranda said. She did not understand why her mind worked the way it did.


  One day when Mr. Moon came home from work, he remembered that he had left some important papers on his desk. He found them and noticed that they were filled with crayon marks.


  Mr. Moon became very angry. “Miranda, this is very important for my work. It looks like you wrote numbers on top of my numbers. I’ll have to start all over again. It took me hours to figure out the amount of fuel our new rocket will need. Please never write on my papers again.”


  Mrs. Moon looked at the papers. She smiled after studying them. “Mr. Moon, please look at what Miranda wrote. I think she might be right.”


  “That’s impossible,” Mr. Moon said. He studied the paper for a few minutes. “Hmmm,” he said. His moustache began to wiggle as he studied Miranda’s work. Mr. Moon took out his little computer and began to type. After awhile he looked very confused. “I don’t understand it. Miranda changed my numbers and she is right. I made a bad mistake. How could she have possibly known how to do this?”


  “It just seemed like the right numbers,” Miranda said. After that, Mr. Moon would bring home his work and ask Miranda to help him when he had trouble figuring out the right answer.


  One night Miranda’s parents had a long talk. Clearly Miranda was not an ordinary girl. Even though she was well below the age for pre-school, maybe the school would let her join the other children.


  The next day Mrs. Moon took Miranda to the Harvard Preschool. There was a sign in front of the school:


  THIS SCHOOL IS ONLY FOR VERY SMART KIDS. IT COST LOTS OF MONEY TO GO TO THIS SCHOOL. SO, IF YOU ARE NOT SMART, GO AWAY.


  Mrs. Moon put Miranda in Tommy’s wagon and took her to the school. Mrs. Silver was the head of this school. Mrs. Moon took Miranda into Mrs. Silver’s Office.


  “I see you’ve come here with your baby, but I must talk to the child who is applying to our school,” Mrs. Silver said. “I must test the child to make sure he or she is smart enough to go to my school. We only let the very smartest kids come to my school.” Mrs. Silver smiled, but she was not very happy. She was mad that Mrs. Moon did not know the rules.


  “This girl must go to your school,” Mrs. Moon said.


  “This child? I don’t find the joke very funny. I have work to do.”


  “What’s so special about this school, anyway?” Miranda asked.


  Ms. Silver’s mouth flew open as if she wanted to say something, but she only could stare at the tiny child. Then she nodded as she understood the joke Mrs. Moon was trying to play on her.


  “Very funny, Mrs. Silver said. “You are playing a joke on me because you can make your voice sound like this small child is talking like a much older girl. You’ve had your little joke. Now you must go.” Ms Silver did not like anyone playing a joke on her.


  “If you think Mommy’s talking for me, ask her to wait outside while we talk,” Miranda said.


  “That’s an excellent idea,” Ms. Silver said.


  After Mrs. Moon had left the office and closed the door, Ms. Silver looked at Miranda. “Now let’s see you speak,” she said.


  Miranda looked at the woman.“ Harvard is the best college in the country. My Mom and Dad both went there. I think it’s kind of silly to call this school “Harvard” when the children at this school still write with crayons,” she said.


  Mrs. Silver felt as if she were having a heart attack. This two-year old was too young for her preschool, yet she was speaking better than her own seven-year old son.


  “I still need to test you,” Ms. Silver said. She began reading a question to the girl.


  “Let me save you the trouble,” Miranda said. She took the paper from the woman and then read each question aloud and followed up with her own answers.


  After a couple of minutes Ms. Silver weakly raised her hand to stop Miranda from continuing to read. “That will be more than enough. I’m going to ask your mother to come back in now.


  Mrs. Moon had decided she didn’t like the Pre-school director. “I’ve changed my mind, “ she said. “I think this is not the school for Miranda.’
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