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For my dear friend and superstar librarian Michelle Rosen


—F. O. D.


For Emily and her chickens


—A. J. B.
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A Job for Sam


Sam Graham wanted a job.


Everyone else in his family had a job. His dad did something with computers, and his mom did something with clients, and his sister, Annabelle, who was twelve, mowed lawns.


“Twenty bucks a pop,” Annabelle said when she came home from a job, sweaty and flecked with little bits of grass. “Hard to beat.”


“What can I do for twenty bucks a pop?” Sam asked his mom.


“There aren’t many jobs for seven-year-olds,” his mom said. “I’ll give you a dollar to clean your room.”


Sam didn’t want a job that only paid one buck a pop.


Besides, his room didn’t need cleaning.


When Mrs. Kerner stopped by to see if Annabelle would take care of her chickens while she was away, Annabelle said she couldn’t do it.


“I have three lawns to mow this weekend,” she told Mrs. Kerner. “Hate to say it, but there’s no time for chickens.”


Sam raced over to Mrs. Kerner. He waved his arms in the air. “I’ll take care of your chickens!”


“You’re only seven,” Mrs. Kerner said. “Seven-year-olds don’t know the first thing about chickens.”


“I know they lay eggs,” Sam said, holding up one finger.


“I know they like to be around other chickens,” he added, holding up a second finger.


He tried to think of one more thing he had learned on the second-grade field trip to the farm.


Aha! He held up a third finger. “I know their poop is good for the garden.”


“Don’t say ‘poop,’ ” said Mrs. Kerner.


“I like the way it sounds,” said Sam.


“Still,” said Mrs. Kerner. “Still and all.”


She looked at Sam for a long time. “You know a lot about chickens. But you’re awfully small.”


“I’m bigger than a raccoon,” said Sam.


“I despise raccoons,” said Mrs. Kerner.


“Me too,” said Sam.


“Okay, then,” said Mrs. Kerner. “I think we can work together.”
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Don’t Forget the Chickens


Sam’s chicken job started on Friday afternoon. Friday morning, Sam ate eggs for breakfast, to get ready.


“Don’t forget the chickens, Sam the Man!” his dad called on his way out of the house.


“I won’t,” said Sam.


“Don’t forget the chickens, Sam,” his mom said not two minutes later, putting papers in her briefcase.


Sam huffed and puffed. “I said I won’t.”


“How much are you getting paid?” is what Annabelle said.


Sam didn’t know. He had forgotten to ask.


“Twenty bucks a pop,” he decided.


  •  •  •  


Friday afternoon Sam went to work.


The chickens lived in a coop in Mrs. Kerner’s backyard, which was four backyards down from Sam’s. Mrs. Kerner had only had her chickens for three weeks, so Sam didn’t know them very well.


When the chickens saw Sam, they squawked. They strutted. They puffed out their chests.


Sam scooped grain into the chickens’ feeder, just the way Mrs. Kerner had shown him. He picked out a leaf from their water bowl. When he was done, he carefully latched the door to the coop so that no raccoons could get in.


On Saturday morning Sam filled the feeder and added water to the bowl. He collected the chickens’ eggs and had an omelet for breakfast.


After lunch Sam’s friend Gavin came over, and they built a fort out of branches and rocks in the backyard.


Then they filled up thirty-six balloons with water and had a water balloon fight.


Then Sam used his mom’s blow-dryer to dry Gavin off before his dad picked him up.


“Don’t forget the chickens,” Sam’s mom said as they waved good-bye to Gavin and his dad.


“I won’t,” said Sam.


He put on some dry socks.


“Don’t forget the chickens,” his dad said as he passed Sam in the hallway.


“I said I won’t,” Sam said.


When Sam got to Mrs. Kerner’s yard, the chickens were making a racket. They squawked and clucked. Sam looked around. At the edge of the yard sat a fat raccoon.


“Go away!” Sam yelled.


The raccoon just sat there.


Sam double-checked the lock and then ran home. He got his sleeping bag, his tent, and a box of raisins.


He told his mom he was spending the night with the chickens.


“I don’t think so,” said his mom.


“Not a good plan, Sam the Man,” said his dad.


That night Sam couldn’t sleep.


He could not forget the chickens.


Maybe he should call the police. Maybe they could arrest the raccoon.


He got up. He stood outside his parents’ bedroom.


“I can’t forget the chickens!” he yelled.
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Twenty Bucks a Pop


Annabelle opened her door.


“It’s two a.m.,” she said.


“What if the raccoon eats the chickens?” Sam asked.


“That would be bad,” Annabelle said. “I’ll get the flashlight.”


When they got to Mrs. Kerner’s yard, the chickens were fine. The raccoon was nowhere to be seen.


“I think we should stay,” Sam said.


“Okay,” Annabelle said. “Go grab the lawn chairs from Mrs. Kerner’s deck.”


“It’s peaceful here,” she said after they sat down.


[image: images]


“It won’t be when the chickens wake up,” Sam said.


But the chickens didn’t wake them up. Mrs. Kerner did.


“I’m home early,” she said. “How much do I owe you?”


“We stayed here all night,” Sam said. “We protected the chickens against a raccoon.”


“What will that run me?” asked Mrs. Kerner.


“Twenty bucks a pop,” Sam said.


“I’ll give you ten,” said Mrs. Kerner.


“I’d rather have twenty,” said Sam.


“I suppose,” said Mrs. Kerner. “You did stay up all night.”


She gave him a crisp, green-gray twenty-dollar bill.


Sam sniffed it. It smelled good.


Sam and Annabelle walked home. Sam got back into bed. He slept for a long time.


There was a knock on the door.


“Don’t forget the chickens!” his mom said.


Sam rolled over.


He would never forget the chickens.
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Money to Burn


Sam was ready to spend his twenty dollars. But twenty dollars was too much and not enough.


Twenty dollars was too much to spend on candy, even if it was fun to think about how much candy twenty dollars would buy.


Twenty dollars was not enough money for a Marsville Mudcats’ shirt like the one Sam’s favorite player, Evan Faruk, wore.


Twenty dollars was too much for a Marsville Mudcats’ keychain.
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Besides, Sam didn’t have any keys.


If he had a car, he would have a key, but twenty dollars was not enough for a car. Not even a beat-up jalopy like his aunt Sarah drove.


“You don’t have to spend it all at once,” Sam’s mom said. “You could spread it out.”


Sam didn’t like spreading out money. The last time he spread out money, he’d ended up with:
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