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1
Ramona’s GreaT D3y

¢ l am not a pest,” Ramona Quimby told her
big sister Beezus.

“Then stop acting like a pest,” said Beezus,
whose real name was Beatrice. She was
standing by the front window waiting for
her friend Mary Jane to walk to school
with her.

“I'm not acting like a pest. 'm singing

and skipping,” said Ramona, who had only



recently learned to skip with both feet.
Ramona did not think she was a pest. No
matter what others said, she never thought
she was a pest. The people who called her a
pest were always bigger and so they could be
unfair.

Ramona went on with her singing and
skipping. “This 1s a great day, a great day,
a great day!” she sang, and to Ramona, who
was feeling grown up in a dress instead of
play clothes, this was a great day, the greatest
day of her whole life. No longer would she
have to sit on her tricycle watching Beezus
and Henry Huggins and the rest of the boys
and girls in the neighborhood go oft to
school. Today she was going to school, too.
Today she was going to learn to read and
write and do all the things that would help
her catch up with Beezus.

“Come on, Mama!” urged Ramona, paus-

ing in her singing and skipping. “We don’t



want to be late for school.”
“Don’t pester, Ramona,” said Mrs.
Quimby. “I’ll get you there in plenty of time.”
“I'm not pestering,” protested Ramona,
who never meant to pester. She was not a

slowpoke grown-up. She was a girl who



could not wait. Life was so interesting she
had to find out what happened next.

Then Mary Jane arrived. “Mrs. Quimby,
would it be all right if Beezus and I take
Ramona to kindergarten?” she asked.

“No!” said Ramona instantly. Mary Jane
was one of those girls who always wanted to
pretend she was a mother and who always
wanted Ramona to be the baby. Nobody
was going to catch Ramona being a baby on
her first day of school.

“Why not?” Mrs. Quimby asked Ramona.
“You could walk to school with Beezus and
Mary Jane just like a big girl.”

“No, I couldn’t.” Ramona was not fooled
for an instant. Mary Jane would talk in that
silly voice she used when she was being a
mother and take her by the hand and help
her across the street, and everyone would
think she really was a baby.

“Please, Ramona,’” coaxed Beezus. “It



would be lots of fun to take you in and intro-
duce you to the kindergarten teacher.”

“No!” said Ramona, and stamped her
foot. Beezus and Mary Jane might have fun,
but she wouldn’t. Nobody but a genuine
grown-up was going to take her to school. If
she had to, she would make a great big noisy
fuss, and when Ramona made a great big
noisy fuss, she usually got her own way. Great
big noisy fusses were often necessary when a
girl was the youngest member of the family
and the youngest person on her block.

“All right, Ramona,” said Mrs. Quimby.
“Don’t make a great big noisy fuss. If that’s
the way you feel about it, you don’t have to
walk with the girls. I'll take you.”

“Hurry, Mama,” said Ramona happily, as
she watched Beezus and Mary Jane go out
the door. But when Ramona finally got her
mother out of the house, she was disap-

pointed to see one of her mother’s friends,



Mrs. Kemp, approaching with her son
Howie and his little sister Willa Jean, who
was riding in a stroller. “Hurry, Mama,’
urged Ramona, not wanting to wait for the
Kemps. Because their mothers were friends,
she and Howie were expected to get along
with one another.

“Hi, there!” Mrs. Kemp called out, so of
course Ramona’s mother had to wait.

Howie stared at Ramona. He did not like
having to get along with her any more than
she liked having to get along with him.

Ramona stared back. Howie was a solid-
looking boy with curly blond hair. (“Such a
waste on a boy,” his mother often remarked.)
The legs of his new jeans were turned up, and
he was wearing a new shirt with long sleeves.
He did not look the least bit excited about
starting kindergarten. That was the trouble
with Howie, Ramona felt. He never got

excited. Straight-haired Willa Jean, who was



interesting to Ramona because she was so
sloppy, blew out a mouthful of wet zwieback
crumbs and laughed at her cleverness.

“Today my baby leaves me,” remarked
Mrs. Quimby with a smile, as the little group
proceeded down Klickitat Street toward
Glenwood School.

Ramona, who enjoyed being her mother’s
baby, did not enjoy being called her mother’s
baby, especially in front of Howie.

“They grow up quickly,” observed Mrs.
Kemp.

Ramona could not understand why
grown-ups always talked about how quickly
children grew up. Ramona thought growing
up was the slowest thing there was, slower
even than waiting for Christmas to come.
She had been waiting years just to get to
kindergarten, and the last halt hour was the
slowest part of all.

When the group reached the intersection



nearest Glenwood School, Ramona was
pleased to see that Beezus’s friend Henry
Huggins was the traftic boy in charge of that
particular corner. After Henry had led them
across the street, Ramona ran off toward the
kindergarten, which was a temporary wooden
building with its own playground. Mothers
and children were already entering the open
door. Some of the children looked fright-
ened, and one girl was crying.

“We're late!” cried Ramona. “Hurry!”

Howie was not a boy to be hurried. “I
don’t see any tricycles,” he said critically. “I
don’t see any dirt to dig in.”

Ramona was scornful. “This isn’t nursery
school. Tricycles and dirt are for nursery
school.” Her own tricycle was hidden in the
garage, because it was too babyish for her
now that she was going to school.

Some big first-grade boys ran past yelling,
“Kindergarten babies! Kindergarten babies!”



“We are not babies!” Ramona yelled back,
as she led her mother into the kindergarten.
Once inside she stayed close to her. Every-
thing was so strange, and there was so much
to see: the little tables and chairs; the row of
cupboards, each with a different picture
on the door; the play stove; and the wooden
blocks big enough to stand on.

The teacher, who was new to Glenwood
School, turned out to be so young and pretty
she could not have been a grown-up very
long. It was rumored she had never taught
school before. “Hello, Ramona. My name is
Miss Binney,” she said, speaking each syllable
distinctly as she pinned Ramona’s name to
her dress. “I am so glad you have come to
kindergarten.” Then she took Ramona by
the hand and led her to one of the little
tables and chairs. “Sit here for the present,’
she said with a smile.

A present! thought Ramona, and knew at



once she was going to like Miss Binney.

“Good-by, Ramona,” said Mrs. Quimby.
“Be a good girl”

As she watched her mother walk out the
door, Ramona decided school was going to
be even better than she had hoped. Nobody
had told her she was going to get a present

10



the very first day. What kind of present
could it be, she wondered, trying to remem-
ber if Beezus had ever been given a present
by her teacher.

Ramona listened carefully while Miss
Binney showed Howie to a table, but all her
teacher said was, “Howie, I would like you
to sit here” Welll thought Ramona. Not
everyone 1s going to get a present so Miss
Binney must like me best. Ramona watched
and listened as the other boys and girls
arrived, but Miss Binney did not tell anyone
else he was going to get a present if he sat in
a certain chair. Ramona wondered if her
present would be wrapped in fancy paper
and tied with a ribbon like a birthday pres-
ent. She hoped so.

As Ramona sat waiting for her present she
watched the other children being introduced
to Miss Binney by their mothers. She found

two members of the morning kindergarten
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especially interesting. One was a boy named
Davy, who was small, thin, and eager. He
was the only boy in the class in short pants,
and Ramona liked him at once. She liked
him so much she decided she would like to
kiss him.

The other interesting person was a big
girl named Susan. Susan’s hair looked like the
hair on the girls in the pictures of the old-
tashioned stories Beezus liked to read. It was
reddish-brown and hung in curls like springs
that touched her shoulders and bounced as
she walked. Ramona had never seen such
curls before. All the curly-haired girls she
knew wore their hair short. Ramona put her
hand to her own short straight hair, which
was an ordinary brown, and longed to touch
that bright springy hair. She longed to stretch
one of those curls and watch it spring back.
Boing! thought Ramona, making a mental

noise like a spring on a television cartoon
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and wishing for thick, springy boing-boing
hair like Susan’s.

Howie interrupted Ramona’s admiration
of Susan’s hair. “How soon do you think we
get to go out and play?” he asked.

“Maybe after Miss Binney gives me the
present,” Ramona answered. “She said she
was going to give me one.”

“How come she’s going to give you a pres-
ent?” Howie wanted to know. “She didn't say
anything about giving me a present.”

“Maybe she likes me best,” said Ramona.

This news did not make Howie happy.
He turned to the next boy, and said, “She’s
going to get a present.”

Ramona wondered how long she would
have to sit there to get the present. If only
Miss Binney understood how hard waiting
was for her! When the last child had been
welcomed and the last tearful mother had

departed, Miss Binney gave a little talk about
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the rules of the kindergarten and showed
the class the door that led to the bathroom.
Next she assigned each person a little cup-
board. Ramona’s cupboard had a picture
of a yellow duck on the door, and Howie’s
had a green frog. Miss Binney explained that
their hooks in the cloakroom were marked
with the same pictures. Then she asked the
class to follow her quietly into the cloak-
room to find their hooks.

Difficult though waiting was for her,
Ramona did not budge. Miss Binney had
not told her to get up and go into the cloak-
room for her present. She had told her to sit
for the present, and Ramona was going to
sit until she got it. She would sit as if she
were glued to the chair.

Howie scowled at Ramona as he returned
from the cloakroom, and said to another boy,
“The teacher 1s going to give her a present.”

Naturally the boy wanted to know why.

14



“I don’t know,’ admitted Ramona.““She told
me that if I sat here I would get a present. |
guess she likes me best.”

By the time Miss Binney returned from
the cloakroom, word had spread around the
classroom that Ramona was going to get a
present.

Next Miss Binney taught the class the
words of a puzzling song about “the dawnzer
lee light,” which Ramona did not under-
stand because she did not know what a
dawnzer was. “Oh, say, can you see by the
dawnzer lee light,” sang Miss Binney, and
Ramona decided that a dawnzer was another
word for a lamp.

When Miss Binney had gone over the
song several times, she asked the class to stand
and sing it with her. Ramona did not budge.
Neither did Howie and some of the others,
and Ramona knew they were hoping for a

present, too. Copycats, she thought.
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“Stand up straight like good Americans,”
said Miss Binney so firmly that Howie and
the others reluctantly stood up.

Ramona decided she would have to be a
good American sitting down.

“Ramona,” said Miss Binney, “aren’t you
going to stand with the rest of us?”

Ramona thought quickly. Maybe the
question was some kind of test, like a test in
a fairy tale. Maybe Miss Binney was testing
her to see if she could get her out of her
seat. If she failed the test, she would not get
the present.

“I can’t,” said Ramona.

Miss Binney looked puzzled, but she did
not insist that Ramona stand while she led
the class through the dawnzer song. Ramona
sang along with the others and hoped that
her present came next, but when the song
ended, Miss Binney made no mention of

the present. Instead she picked up a book.
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Ramona decided that at last the time had
come to learn to read.

Miss Binney stood in front of her class
and began to read aloud from Mike Mulligan
and His Steam Shovel, a book that was a
favorite of Ramona’s because, unlike so
many books for her age, it was neither quiet
and sleepy nor sweet and pretty. Ramona,
pretending she was glued to her chair,
enjoyed hearing the story again and listened
quietly with the rest of the kindergarten to
the story of Mike Mulligan’s old-fashioned
steam shovel, which proved its worth by
digging the basement for the new town hall
of Poppersville in a single day beginning at
dawn and ending as the sun went down.

As Ramona listened a question came into
her mind, a question that had often puzzled
her about the books that were read to her.
Somehow books always left out one of the

most important things anyone would want
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to know. Now that Ramona was in school,
and school was a place for learning, perhaps
Miss Binney could answer the question.
Ramona waited quietly until her teacher
had finished the story, and then she raised
her hand the way Miss Binney had told the
class they should raise their hands when they
wanted to speak in school.

Joey, who did not remember to raise his
hand, spoke out. “That’s a good book.”

Miss Binney smiled at Ramona, and said,
“I like the way Ramona remembers to raise
her hand when she has something to say.
Yes, Ramona?”

Ramona’s hopes soared. Her teacher had
smiled at her.“Miss Binney, I want to know—
how did Mike Mulligan go to the bathroom
when he was digging the basement of the
town hall?”

Miss Binney’s smile seemed to last longer

than smiles usually last. Ramona glanced
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uneasily around and saw that others were
waiting with interest for the answer. Every-
body wanted to know how Mike Mulligan
went to the bathroom.

“Well—" said Miss Binney at last.“I don’t
really know, Ramona. The book doesn’t
tell us.”

“I always wanted to know, too,” said
Howie, without raising his hand, and others
murmured in agreement. The whole class, it
seemed, had been wondering how Mike
Mulligan went to the bathroom.

“Maybe he stopped the steam shovel and
climbed out of the hole he was digging and
went to a service station,” suggested a boy
named Eric.

“He couldn’t. The book says he had to
work as fast as he could all day,” Howie
pointed out. “It doesn’t say he stopped.”

Miss Binney faced the twenty-nine earnest

members of the kindergarten, all of whom
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wanted to know how Mike Mulligan went
to the bathroom.

“Boys and girls,” she began, and spoke in
her clear, distinct way. “The reason the book
does not tell us how Mike Mulligan went to
the bathroom 1is that it is not an important
part of the story. The story is about digging
the basement of the town hall, and that is
what the book tells us.”

Miss Binney spoke as if this explanation
ended the matter, but the kindergarten was
not convinced. Ramona knew and the rest
of the class knew that knowing how to go
to the bathroom was important. They were
surprised that Miss Binney did not under-
stand, because she had showed them the bath-
room the very first thing. Ramona could see
there were some things she was not going to
learn in school, and along with the rest of
the class she stared reproachfully at Miss
Binney.

20



The teacher looked embarrassed, as if she
knew she had disappointed her kindergarten.
She recovered quickly, closed the book, and
told the class that if they would walk quietly
out to the playground she would teach them
a game called Gray Duck.

Ramona did not budge. She watched the
rest of the class leave the room and admired
Susan’s boing-boing curls as they bounced
about her shoulders, but she did not stir from
her seat. Only Miss Binney could unstick the
imaginary glue that held her there.

“Don’t you want to learn to play Gray
Duck, Ramona?” Miss Binney asked.

Ramona nodded. “Yes, but I can’t.”

“Why not?” asked Miss Binney.

“I can’t leave my seat,” said Ramona.
When Miss Binney looked blank, she
added, “Because of the present.”

“What present?” Miss Binney seemed so

genuinely puzzled that Ramona became
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uneasy. The teacher sat down in the little
chair next to Ramona’s, and said, “Tell me
why you can’t play Gray Duck.”

Ramona squirmed, worn out with wait-
ing. She had an uneasy feeling that some-
thing had gone wrong someplace. “I want to
play Gray Duck, but you—" she stopped,
feeling that she might be about to say the
wrong thing.

“But I what?” asked Miss Binney.

“Well . .. uh ...you said if I sat here I
would get a present,”’ said Ramona at last, “but
you didn’t say how long I had to sit here”

[f Miss Binney had looked puzzled
before, she now looked baffled. “Ramona, I
don’t understand—" she began.

“Yes, you did,” said Ramona, nodding.
“You told me to sit here for the present, and
[ have been sitting here ever since school
started and you haven’t given me a present.”

Miss Binney’s face turned red and she
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looked so embarrassed that Ramona felt
completely confused. Teachers were not
supposed to look that way:.

Miss Binney spoke gently. “Ramona, 'm
afraid we’ve had a misunderstanding.”

Ramona was blunt. “You mean [ don’t
get a present?”

“I'm afraid not,” admitted Miss Binney.
“You see ‘for the present’ means for now. |
meant that I wanted you to sit here for now,
because later I may have the children sit at
different desks.”

“Oh.” Ramona was so disappointed she
had nothing to say. Words were so puzzling.
Present should mean a present just as attack
should mean to stick tacks in people.

By now all the children were crowding
around the door to see what had happened
to their teacher. “I’'m so sorry,” said Miss
Binney. “It’s all my fault. I should have used

different words.”
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“That’s all right,” said Ramona, ashamed
to have the class see that she was not going
to get a present after all.

“All right, class,” said Miss Binney briskly.
“Let’s go outside and play Gray Duck. You,
too, Ramona.”

Gray Duck turned out to be an easy game,
and Ramona’s spirits recovered quickly
from her disappointment.The class formed a
circle, and the person who was “it” tagged
someone who had to chase him around the
circle. If “it” was caught before he got back
to the empty space in the circle, he had to
go into the center of the circle, which was
called the mush pot, and the person who
caught him became “it.”

Ramona tried to stand next to the girl
with the springy curls, but instead she found
herself beside Howie. “I thought you were
going to get a present,” gloated Howie.

Ramona merely scowled and made a face
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at Howie, who was “it,” but quickly landed
in the mush pot because his new jeans were
so stiff they slowed him down. “Look at
Howie in the mush pot!” crowed Ramona.

Howie looked as if he were about to cry,
which Ramona thought was silly of him.
Only a baby would cry in the mush pot. Me,
me, somebody tag me, thought Ramona,
jumping up and down. She longed for a turn
to run around the circle. Susan was jumping
up and down, too, and her curls bobbed
enticingly.

At last Ramona felt a tap on her shoulder.
Her turn had come to run around the circle!
She ran as fast as she could to catch up with
the sneakers pounding on the asphalt ahead
of her. The boing-boing curls were on the
other side of the circle. Ramona was coming
closer to them. She put out her hand. She
took hold of a curl, a thick, springy curl—

“Yow!” screamed the owner of the curls.
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Startled, Ramona let go. She was so sur-

prised by the scream that she forgot to watch
Susan’s curl spring back.

Susan clutched her curls with one hand
and pointed at Ramona with the other.
“That girl pulled my hair! That girl pulled
my hair! Ow-ow-ow.” Ramona felt that

Susan did not have to be so touchy. She had
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not meant to hurt her. She only wanted to
touch that beautiful, springy hair that was so
different from her own straight brown hair.

“Ow-ow-ow!” shrieked Susan, the center
of everyone’s attention.

“Baby,” said Ramona.

“Ramona,” said Miss Binney, “in our
kindergarten we do not pull hair.”

“Susan doesn’t have to be such a baby,”
said Ramona.

“You may go sit on the bench outside the
door while the rest of us play our game,’
Miss Binney told Ramona.

Ramona did not want to sit on any bench.
She wanted to play Gray Duck with the rest
of the class. “No,” said Ramona, preparing to
make a great big noisy fuss. “I won’t.”

Susan stopped shrieking. A terrible silence
fell over the playground. Everyone stared at
Ramona in such a way that she almost felt

as if she were beginning to shrink. Nothing

27



like this had ever happened to her before.

“Ramona,” said Miss Binney quietly. “Go
sit on the bench.”

Without another word Ramona walked
across the playground and sat down on the
bench by the door of the kindergarten. The
game of Gray Duck continued without her,
but the class had not forgotten her. Howie
grinned in her direction. Susan continued to
look injured. Some laughed and pointed at
Ramona. Others, particularly Davy, looked
worried, as if they had not known such a
terrible punishment could be given in
kindergarten.

Ramona swung her feet and pretended
to be watching some workmen who were
building a new market across the street. In
spite of the misunderstanding about the
present, she wanted so much to be loved by
her pretty new teacher. Tears came into

Ramona’s eyes, but she would not cry.
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Nobody was going to call Ramona Quimby
a crybaby. Never.

Next door to the kindergarten two little
girls, about two and four years old, peered
solemnly through the fence at Ramona.
“See that girl,” said the older girl to her little
sister. “She’s sitting there because she’s been
bad.” The two-year-old looked awed to be
in the presence of such wickedness. Ramona
stared at the ground, she felt so ashamed.

When the game ended, the class filed past
Ramona into the kindergarten. “You may
come in now, Ramona,” said Miss Binney
pleasantly.

Ramona slid oft the bench and followed
the others. Even though she was not loved,
she was forgiven, and that helped. She hoped
that learning to read and write came next.

Inside Miss Binney announced that the
time had come to rest. This news was another

disappointment to Ramona, who felt that
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anyone who went to kindergarten was too
old to rest. Miss Binney gave each child a
mat on which there was a picture that
matched the picture on his cupboard door
and told him where to spread his mat on the
floor. When all twenty-nine children were
lying down they did not rest. They popped
up to see what others were doing. They
wiggled. They whispered. They coughed.
They asked, “How much longer do we have
to rest?”

“Sh-h,” said Miss Binney 1n a soft, quiet,
sleepy voice. “The person who rests most
quietly will get to be the wake-up fairy”

“What’s the wake-up fairy?” demanded
Howie, bobbing up.

“Sh-h,” whispered Miss Binney. “The
wake-up fairy tiptoes around and wakes up
the class with a magic wand. Whoever is the
tairy wakes up the quietest resters first.”

Ramona made up her mind that she
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would get to be the wake-up fairy, and then

Miss Binney would know she was not so
bad after all. She lay flat on her back with
her hands tight to her sides. The mat was
thin and the floor was hard, but Ramona did
not wiggle. She was sure she must be the
best rester in the class, because she could hear
others squirming around on their mats. Just
to show Miss Binney she really and truly was
resting she gave one little snore, not a loud
snore but a delicate snore, to prove what a
good rester she was.

A scatter of giggles rose from the class,

tfollowed by several snores, less delicate than

3l



Ramona’s. They led to more and more, less
and less delicate snores until everyone was
snoring except the few who did not know
how to snore. They were giggling.

Miss Binney clapped her hands and spoke
in a voice that was no longer soft, quiet, and
sleepy. “All right, boys and girls!” she said.
“This 1s enough! We do not snore or giggle
during rest time.”

“Ramona started it,” said Howie.

Ramona sat up and scowled at Howie.
“Tattletale,’ she said in a voice of scorn. Across
Howie she saw that Susan was lying quietly
with her beautiful curls spread out on her
mat and her eyes screwed tight shut.

“Well, you did,” said Howie.

“Children!” Miss Binney’s voice was sharp.
“We must rest so that we will not be tired
when our mothers come to take us home.”

“Is your mother coming to take you

home?” Howie asked Miss Binney. Ramona
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had been wondering the same thing.

“That’s enough, Howie!” Miss Binney
spoke the way mothers sometimes speak just
before dinnertime. In a moment she was
back to her soft, sleepy voice. “I like the way
Susan is resting so quietly,” she said. “Susan,
you may be the wake-up fairy and tap the
boys and girls with this wand to wake
them up.”

The magic wand turned out to be noth-
ing but an everyday yardstick. Ramona lay
quietly, but her eftorts were of no use. Susan
with her curls bouncing about her shoulders
tapped Ramona last. It’s not fair, Ramona
thought. She was not the worst rester in the
class. Howie was much worse.

The rest of the morning went quickly.
The class was allowed to explore the paints
and the toys, and those who wanted to were
allowed to draw with their new crayons.

They did not, however, learn to read and
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write, but Ramona cheered up when Miss
Binney explained that anyone who had any-
thing to share with the class could bring it
to school the next day for Show and Tell.
Ramona was glad when the bell finally rang
and she saw her mother waiting for her out-
side the fence. Mrs. Kemp and Willa Jean
were waiting for Howie, too, and the five
started home together.

Right away Howie said, “Ramona got
benched, and she’s the worst rester in the
class.”

After all that had happened that morning,
Ramona found this too much. “Why don’t
you shut up?” she yelled at Howie just
before she hit him.

Mrs. Quimby seized Ramona by the hand
and dragged her away from Howie. “Now
Ramona,” she said, and her voice was firm,

“this is no way to behave on your first day

of school.”
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“Poor little girl,” said Mrs. Kemp. “She’s
worn out.”

Nothing infuriated Ramona more than
having a grown-up say, as if she could not
hear, that she was worn out. “I’'m not worn
out!” she shrieked.

“She got plenty of rest while she was
benched,’ said Howie.

“Now Howie, you stay out of this,” said
Mrs. Kemp. Then to change the subject,
she asked her son, “How do you like
kindergarten?”

“Oh—I guess it’s all right,” said Howie
without enthusiasm. “They don’t have any
dirt to dig in or tricycles to ride.”

“And what about you, Ramona?” asked
Mrs. Quimby. “Did you like kindergarten?”

Ramona considered. Kindergarten had
not turned out as she had expected. Still,
even though she had not been given a pres-

ent and Miss Binney did not love her, she
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had liked being with boys and girls her own
age. She liked singing the song about the
dawnzer and having her own little cup-
board. “I didn’t like it as much as I thought
[ would,” she answered honestly, “but maybe

it will get better when we have Show and

Tell.”
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2
Show and TelL

Ramona looked forward to many
things—her first loose tooth, riding a
bicycle instead of a tricycle, wearing lipstick
like her mother—but most of all she looked
forward to Show and Tell. For years Ramona
had watched her sister Beezus leave for
school with a doll, a book, or a pretty leaf to
share with her class. She had watched Beezus’s

friend Henry Huggins carry mysterious,
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lumpy packages past her house on his way
to school. She had listened to Beezus talk
about the interesting things her class brought
to school—turtles, ballpoint pens that wrote
in three different colors, a live clam 1n a jar
of sand and seawater.

Now at last the time had come for
Ramona to show and tell. “What are you
going to take to show your class?” she asked
Beezus, hoping for an idea for herself.

“Nothing,” said Beezus, and went on to
explain. “Along about the third grade you
begin to outgrow Show and Tell. By the fifth
grade it’s all right to take something really
unusual like somebody’s pickled appendix
or something to do with social studies. An
old piece of fur when you study fur traders
would be all right. Or if something really
exciting happened like your house burning
down, it would be all right to tell about that.
But in the fifth grade you don’t take an old
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doll or a toy fire engine to school. And you
don’t call it Show and Tell by then. You just
let the teacher know you have something
interesting.”

Ramona was not discouraged. She was
used to Beezus’s growing out of things as she
grew into them. She rummaged around
in her toy box and finally dragged out her
favorite doll, the doll with the hair that
could really be washed. “I'm going to take
Chevrolet,” she told Beezus.

“Nobody names a doll Chevrolet,” said
Beezus, whose dolls had names like Sandra
or Patty.

“l do,” Ramona answered. “I think
Chevrolet is the most beautiful name in the
world.”

“Well, she’s a horrid-looking doll,” said
Beezus. “Her hair is green. Besides, you don’t
play with her.”

“I wash her hair,” said Ramona loyally,
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“and the only reason what’s left of her hair
looks sort of green is that I tried to blue it
like Howie’s grandmother, who has her hair
blued at the beauty shop. Mama said putting
bluing on yellow hair turned it green.
Anyway, | think it’s pretty.”

When the time finally came to start to
school, Ramona was disappointed once more
to see Mrs. Kemp approaching with Howie
and little Willa Jean. “Mama, come on,”
begged Ramona, dragging at her mother’s
hand, but her mother waited until the Kemps
had caught up. Willa Jean was even sloppier
this morning. There were crumbs on the
front of her sweater, and she was drinking
apple juice out of a nursing bottle. Willa Jean
dropped the bottle when she saw Chevrolet
and sat there with apple juice dribbling
down her chin while she stared at Ramona’s

doll.

“Ramona is taking her doll to school for
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Show and Tell,” said Mrs. Quimby.

Howie looked worried.“I don’t have any-
thing for Show and Tell,” he said.

“That’s all right, Howie,” said Mrs.
Quimby. “Miss Binney doesn’t expect you
to take something every day.”

“I want to take something,” said Howie.

“My goodness, Howie,” said his mother.
“What if twenty-nine children each brought
something. Miss Binney wouldn’t have time
to teach you anything.”

“She’s taking something.” Howie pointed
to Ramona.

There was something familiar about the
way Howie was behaving. Ramona pulled at
her mother’s hand. “Come on, Mama.”

“Ramona, I think it would be nice if you
ran in the house and found something to
lend Howie to take to school,” said Mrs.
Quimby.

Ramona did not think this idea was nice
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at all, but she recognized that lending
Howie something might be faster than
arguing with him. She ran into the house
where she snatched up the first thing she
saw—a stufted rabbit that had already been
given hard wear before the cat had adopted
it as a sort of practice gopher. The cat liked
to chew the rabbit’s tail, carry it around in
his mouth, or lie down and kick it with his
hind feet.

When Ramona thrust the rabbit into
Howie’s hand, Mrs. Kemp said, “Say thank
you, Howie.”

“It’s just an old beat-up bunny,” said
Howie scornfully. When his mother wasn’t
looking, he handed the rabbit to Willa Jean,
who dropped her apple juice, seized the
rabbit, and began to chew its tail.

Just like our cat, thought Ramona, as the
group proceeded toward school.

“Don’t forget Ramona’s bunny,” said Mrs.
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Kemp, when they reached the kindergarten
playground.

“I don’t want her old bunny,’ said Howie.

“Now Howie,” said his mother. “Ramona
was kind enough to share her bunny so
you be nice”” To Mrs. Quimby she said, as if
Howie could not hear, “Howie needs to
learn manners.”

Share! Ramona had learned about shar-
ing in nursery school, where she either had
to share something of her own that she did
not want to share or she had to share some-
thing that belonged to someone else that
she did not want to share either. “That’s all
right, Howie,” she said. “You don’t have to
share my rabbit.”

Howie looked grateful, but his mother
thrust the rabbit into his hands anyway.

At the beginning, on that second day of
kindergarten, Ramona felt shy because she

was not sure what Miss Binney would think
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about a girl who had been made to sit on
the bench. But Miss Binney smiled, and said,
“Good morning, Ramona,” and seemed to
have forgotten all about the day before.
Ramona sat Chevrolet in her little cupboard
with the duck on the door and waited for
Show and Tell.

“Did anyone bring something to show
the class?” asked Miss Binney, after the class
had sung the dawnzer song.

Ramona remembered to raise her hand,
and Miss Binney invited her to come to the
front of the room to show the class what she
had brought. Ramona took Chevrolet from
her cupboard and stood beside Miss Binney’s
desk, where she discovered she did not know
what to say. She looked to Miss Binney for
help.

Miss Binney smiled encouragingly. “Is
there something you would like to tell us

about your doll?”
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“I can really wash her hair,” said Ramona.
“It’s sort of green because I gave her a blue
rinse.”

“And what do you wash it with?” asked
Miss Binney.

“Lots of things,” said Ramona, beginning

to enjoy speaking in front of the class.“Soap,




shampoo, detergent, bubble bath. I tried
Dutch Cleanser once, but it didn’t work.”

“What 1s your doll’s name?” asked Miss
Binney.

“Chevrolet,” answered Ramona.“I named
her after my aunt’s car.”

The class began to laugh, especially the
boys. Ramona felt confused, standing there
in front of twenty-eight boys and girls who
were all laughing at her. “Well, I did!” she
said angrily, almost tearfully. Chevrolet was a
beautiful name, and there was no reason to
laugh.

Miss Binney ignored the giggles and
snickers. “I think Chevrolet is a lovely
name,” she said. Then she repeated, “Chev-
ro-let”” The way Miss Binney pronounced
the word made it sound like music. “Say it,
class.”

“Chev-ro-let,” said the class obediently,

and this time no one laughed. Ramona’s heart
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was filled with love for her teacher. Miss
Binney was not like most grown-ups. Miss
Binney understood.

The teacher smiled at Ramona. “Thank
you, Ramona, for sharing Chevrolet with

2

us.

After a girl had showed her doll that talked
when she pulled a cord in its back and a boy
had told the class about his family’s new
refrigerator, Miss Binney asked, “Does any-
one else have anything to show us or tell us
about?”

“That boy brought something,” said Susan
of the springy curls, pointing at Howie.

Boing, thought Ramona, as she always did
when those curls caught her attention. She
was beginning to see that Susan was a girl
who liked to take charge.

“Howie, did you bring something?” asked
Miss Binney.

Howie looked embarrassed.
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“Come on, Howie,” encouraged Miss
Binney. “Show us what you brought.”

Reluctantly Howie went to his cupboard
and brought out the shabby blue rabbit with
the damp tail. He carried it to Miss Binney’s
desk, faced the class, and said in a flat voice,
“It’s just an old bunny.”” The class showed
very little interest.

“Is there something you would like to tell
us about your bunny?” asked Miss Binney.

“No,” said Howie. “I just brought it
because my mother made me.”

“I can tell you something about your
bunny,” said Miss Binney. “It has had lots of
love. That’s why it’s so worn.”

Ramona was fascinated. In her imagina-
tion she could see the cat lying on the carpet
with the rabbit gripped in his teeth while he
battered it with his hind feet. The look that
Howie gave the rabbit was somehow lacking

in love. Ramona waited for him to say that it
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wasn’t his rabbit, but he did not. He just
stood there.

Miss Binney, seeing that Howie could not
be encouraged to speak in front of the class,
opened a drawer in her desk, and as she
reached inside she said, “I have a present for
your bunny” She pulled out a red ribbon,
took the rabbit from Howie, and tied the
ribbon around its neck in a bright bow.
“There you are, Howie,” she said. “A nice
new bow for your bunny.”

Howie mumbled, “Thank you,” and as
quickly as possible hid the rabbit in his
cupboard.

Ramona was delighted. She felt that the
red ribbon Miss Binney had given her old
rabbit took the place of the present she had
not been given the day before. All morning
she thought about the things she could do
with that red ribbon. She could use it to tie
up what was left of Chevrolet’s hair. She
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could trade it to Beezus for something valu-
able, an empty perfume bottle or some col-
ored paper that wasn’t scribbled on. During
rest time Ramona had the best idea of all.
She would save the ribbon until she got a
two-wheeled bicycle. Then she would weave
it in and out of the spokes and ride so fast
the ribbon would be a red blur as the wheels
went around. Yes. That was exactly what she
would do with her red ribbon.

When the noon bell rang, Mrs. Quimby,
Mrs. Kemp, and little Willa Jean were wait-
ing by the fence. “Howie,” Mrs. Kemp called
out, “don’t forget Ramona’s bunny.”

“Oh, that old thing,” muttered Howie, but
he returned to his cupboard while Ramona
walked along behind the mothers.

“Howie needs to learn responsibility;” Mrs.
Kemp was saying.

When Howie had caught up, he untied
the ribbon and shoved the rabbit at Ramona.
“Here. Take your old rabbit,” he said.
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Ramona took it and said, “Give me my
ribbon.”

“It’s not your ribbon,” said Howie. “It’s
my ribbon.”

The two mothers were so busy talking
about their children needing to learn
responsibility they paid no attention to the
argument.

“It 1s not!” said Ramona. “It’s my ribbon!”

“Miss Binney gave it to me.” Howie was
so calm and so sure that he was right that
Ramona was infuriated. She grabbed for the
ribbon, but Howie held it away from her.

“Miss Binney tied it around my rabbit’s
neck so it’s my ribbon!” she said, her voice
rising.

“No,” said Howie flatly and calmly.

“Ribbons aren’t for boys,” Ramona
reminded him. “Now give it to me!”

“It isn’t yours.” Howie showed no excite-
ment, only stubbornness.

Howie’s behavior drove Ramona wild. She
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wanted him to get excited. She wanted him
to get angry. “It is too mine!” she shrieked,
and at last the mothers turned around.
“What’s going on?”” asked Mrs. Quimby.
“Howie has my ribbon and won'’t give it
back,” said Ramona, so angry she was near
tears.
“It 1sn’t hers,” said Howie.

The two mothers exchanged glances.
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“Howie, where did you get that ribbon?”
asked Mrs. Kemp.

“Miss Binney gave it to me,” said Howie.

“She gave it to me,” corrected Ramona, as
she fought back tears. “She tied it on my
rabbit’s neck, so its my ribbon.” Anybody
should be able to understand that. Anybody
who was not stupid.

“Now Howie,” said his mother. “What
does a big boy like you want with a ribbon?”

Howie considered this question as if his
mother really expected an answer. “Well .. . 1
could tie it on the tail of a kite if I had a
kite.”

“He just doesn’t want me to have it,”
explained Ramona. “He’s selfish.”

“I am not selfish,” said Howie. “You want
something that doesn’t belong to you.”

“I do not!” yelled Ramona.

“Now Ramona,” said her mother.“A piece
of ribbon 1sn’t worth all this fuss. We have
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other ribbons at home that you can have.”

Ramona did not know how to make her
mother understand. No other ribbon could
possibly take the place of this one. Miss
Binney had given her the ribbon, and she
wanted it because she loved Miss Binney so
much. She wished Miss Binney were here
now because her teacher, unlike the mothers,
would understand. All Ramona could say
was, “It’s mine.”

“I know!” said Mrs. Kemp, as if a brilliant
idea had come to her. “You can share the
ribbon.”

Ramona and Howie exchanged a look in
which they agreed that nothing would be
worse than sharing the ribbon. They both
knew there were some things that could
never be shared, and Miss Binney’s ribbon
was one of them. Ramona wanted that
ribbon, and she wanted it all to herself. She
knew that a grubby boy like Howie would
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probably let Willa Jean drool on it and ruin it.

“That’s a good 1dea,” agreed Mrs. Quimby.
“Ramona, you let Howie carry it halfway
home, and then you can carry it the rest of
the way.”

“Then who gets 1t?”” asked Howie, voic-
ing the question that had risen in Ramona’s
thoughts.

“We can cut it in two so you each may
have half)” said Mrs. Kemp. “We’re having
lunch at Ramona’s house, and as soon as we
get there we’ll divide the ribbon.”

Miss Binney’s beautiful ribbon chopped
in two! This was too much. Ramona burst
into tears. Her half would not be long enough
for anything. If she ever got a two-wheeled
bicycle, there would not be enough ribbon
to weave through the spokes of a wheel.
There would not even be enough to tie up
Chevrolet’s hair.

“I'm tired of sharing,” said Howie. “Share,
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share, share. That’s all grown-ups ever talk
about.”

Ramona could not understand why both
mothers were amused by Howie’s words.
She understood exactly what Howie meant,
and she liked him a little better for saying so.
She had always had a guilty feeling she was
the only person who felt that way.

“Now Howie, it 1sn’t as bad as all that,”
said his mother.

“It 1s too,” said Howie, and Ramona
nodded through her tears.

“Give me the ribbon,” said Mrs. Kemp.
“Maybe after lunch we’ll all feel better.”

Reluctantly Howie surrendered the pre-
cious ribbon, and said,“I suppose were having
tuna-fish sandwiches again.”

“Howie, that’s not polite,” said his mother.

At the Quimbys’ house, Ramona’s mother
said, “Why don’t you and Howie play with

your tricycle while I prepare lunch?”
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“Sure, Ramona,’ said Howie, as the two
mothers boosted Willa Jean’s stroller up the
steps, and he and Ramona were left together
whether they wanted to be or not. Ramona
sat down on the steps and tried to think of
a name to call Howie. Pieface wasn’t bad
enough. If she used some of the names she
had heard big boys use at school, her mother
would come out and scold her. Perhaps
“little booby boy” would do.

“Where’s your trike?”” asked Howie.

“In the garage,” answered Ramona. “I
don’t ride it anymore now that I'm in
kindergarten.”

“How come?” asked Howie.

“I'm too big,” said Ramona. “Everybody
else on the block rides two-wheelers. Only
babies ride tricycles.”” She made this remark
because she knew Howie still rode his tri-
cycle, and she was so angry about the ribbon

she wanted to hurt his feelings.
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If Howie’s feelings were hurt, he did
not show it. He seemed to be considering
Ramona’s remarks in his usual deliberate way.
“I could take off one of the wheels if I had
some pliers and a screwdriver,” he said at last.

Ramona was indignant. “And wreck my
tricycle?” Howie just wanted to get her into
trouble.

“It wouldn’t wreck it,” said Howie. I take
the wheels oft my tricycle all the time. You
can ride on the front wheel and one back
wheel. That way you’d have a two-wheeler.”

Ramona was not convinced.

“Come on, Ramona,’ coaxed Howie. “I
like to take wheels oft tricycles.”

Ramona considered. “If I let you take oft
a wheel, do I get to keep the ribbon?”

“Well ... T guess so.” After all, Howie was
a boy. He was more interested in taking a
tricycle apart than he was in playing with

any ribbon.

58



Ramona was doubtful about Howie’s
ability to turn her tricycle into a two-
wheeler, but she was determined to have
Miss Binney’s red ribbon.

She trundled her tricycle out of the garage.
Then she found the pliers and a screwdriver,
and handed them to Howie, who went to
work in a businesslike way. He used the
screwdriver to pry oft the hub. With the
pliers he straightened the cotter pin that
held the wheel in place, removed it from the
axle, and pulled off the wheel. Next he
returned the cotter pin to its hole in the axle
and bent the ends out once more so the axle
would stay in place. “There,” he said with
satisfaction. For once he looked happy and
sure of himself. ““You have to sort of lean to
one side when you ride it.”

Ramona was so impressed by Howie’s
work that her anger began to drain away.

Maybe Howie was right. She grasped her
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tricycle by the handlebars and mounted the
seat. By leaning toward the side on which
the wheel had been removed, she managed
to balance herself and to ride down the

driveway in an uncertain and lopsided fash-

ion. “Hey! It works!” she called out, when
she reached the sidewalk. She circled and
pedaled back toward Howie, who stood




beaming at the success of his alteration.

“I told you it would work,” he bragged.

“I didn’t believe you at first,” confessed
Ramona, who would never again be seen
riding a babyish three-wheeler.

The back door opened, and Mrs. Quimby

called out, “Come on, children. Your tuna

sandwiches are ready.”




“See my two-wheeler,” cried Ramona,
pedaling in a lopsided circle.

“Well, aren’t you a big girl!” exclaimed
her mother. “How did you ever manage to
do that?”

Ramona came to a halt.“Howie fixed my
trike for me and told me how to ride it.”

“What a clever boy!” said Mrs. Quimby.
“You must be very good with tools.”

Howie beamed with pleasure at this
compliment.

“And Mama,”’ said Ramona, “Howie says
[ can have Miss Binney’s ribbon.”

“Sure,” agreed Howie. “What do I want
with an old ribbon?”

“I'm going to weave it in and out of the
front spokes of my two-wheeler and ride
so fast it will make a blur,” said Ramona.
“Come on, Howie, let’s go eat our tuna-fish

sandwiches.”
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3
SeaT Work

There were two kinds of children who
went to kindergarten—those who
lined up beside the door before school, as
they were supposed to, and those who ran
around the playground and scrambled to
get into line when they saw Miss Binney
approaching. Ramona ran around the play-
ground.

One morning as Ramona was running
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around the playground she noticed Davy
waiting for Henry Huggins to lead him across
the intersection. She was interested to see that
Davy was wearing a black cape pinned to his
shoulders with two big safety pins.

While Henry held up two cars and a

cement truck, Ramona watched Davy cross-
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ing the street. The more Ramona saw of
Davy, the better she liked him. He was such
a nice shy boy with blue eyes and soft brown
hair. Ramona always tried to choose Davy
for her partner in folk dancing, and when
the class played Gray Duck Ramona always
tagged Davy unless he was already in the
mush pot.

When Davy arrived, Ramona marched
up to him, and asked, “Are you Batman?”

“No,” said Davy.

“Are you Superman?” asked Ramona.

“No,” said Davy.

Who else could Davy be in a black cape?
Ramona stopped and thought, but was unable
to think of anyone else who wore a cape.
“Well, who are you?” she asked at last.

“Mighty Mouse!” crowed Davy, delighted
that he had baffled Ramona.

“I'm going to kiss you, Mighty Mouse!”

shrieked Ramona.
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Davy began to run and Ramona ran after
him. Round and round the playground they
ran with Davy’s cape flying out behind him.
Under the traveling bars and around the
jungle gym she chased him.

“Run, Davy! Run!” screamed the rest of
the class, jumping up and down, until Miss
Binney was seen approaching, and everyone
scrambled to get into line.

Every morning afterward when Ramona
reached the playground she tried to catch
Davy so she could kiss him.

“Here comes Ramona!” the other boys
and girls shouted, when they saw Ramona
walking down the street.“Run, Davy! Run!”

And Davy ran with Ramona after him.
Round and round the playground they ran
while the class cheered Davy on.

“That kid ought to go out for track when
he gets a little older,” Ramona heard one of

the workmen across the street say one day.
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Once Ramona came near enough to grab

Davy’s clothes, but he jerked away, popping
the buttons oft his shirt. For once Davy
stopped running. “Now see what you did!”
he accused. “My mother is going to be mad
at you.”

Ramona stopped in her tracks. “I didn’t
do anything,” she said indignantly. “I just
hung on.You did the pulling.”

“Here comes Miss Binney,” someone

called out, and Ramona and Davy scurried
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to get in line by the door.

After that Davy stayed farther away from
Ramona than ever, which made Ramona sad
because Davy was such a nice boy and she
did so long to kiss him. However, Ramona
was not so sad that she stopped chasing
Davy. Round and round they went every
morning until Miss Binney arrived.

Miss Binney, by this time, had begun to
teach her class something more than games,
the rules of the kindergarten, and the mys-
terious dawnzer song. Ramona thought of
kindergarten as being divided into two parts.
The first part was the running part, which
included games, dancing, finger painting,
and playing. The second part was called seat
work. Seat work was serious. Everyone was
expected to work quietly in his own seat
without disturbing anyone else. Ramona
found it difficult to sit still, because she was

always interested in what everyone else was
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doing. “Ramona, keep your eyes on your
own work,” Miss Binney said, and some-
times Ramona remembered.

For the first seat-work assignment each
member of the class was told to draw a pic-
ture of his own house. Ramona, who had
expected to learn to read and write in school
like her sister Beezus, used her new crayons
quickly to draw her house with two win-
dows, a door, and a red chimney. With her
green crayon she scrubbed in some shrubbery.
Anyone familiar with her neighborhood
could tell the picture was of her house, but
somehow Ramona was not satisfied. She
looked around to see what others were doing.

Susan had drawn a picture of her house
and was adding a girl with boing-boing curls
looking out the window. Howie, who had
drawn his house with the garage door open
and a car inside, was adding a motorcycle

parked at the curb. Davy’s house looked like
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a clubhouse built by some boys who had a
few old boards and not enough nails. It leaned
to one side in a tired sort of way.

Ramona studied her own drawing and
decided she would have to do something to
make it more interesting. After considering
various colors of crayon, she selected the
black and drew big black swirls coming
from the windows.

“You aren’t supposed to scribble on your
picture,” said Howie, who also was inclined
to pay attention to other people’s work.

Ramona was indignant.“I didn’t scribble.
The black is part of my picture.”

When Miss Binney asked the class to
set their pictures on the chalk rail so that
everyone might see them, the class noticed
Ramona’s picture at once, because it was
drawn with bold, heavy strokes and because
of the black swirls.

“Miss Binney, Ramona scribbled all over
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her house,” said Susan, who by now had
revealed herself as the kind of girl who
always wanted to play house so she could be
the mother and boss everybody.

“I did not!” protested Ramona, begin-
ning to see that her picture was going to be
misunderstood by everyone. Maybe she had
been wrong to try to make it interesting.
Maybe Miss Binney did not want interesting
pictures.

“You did, too!” Joey ran up to the chalk rail
and pointed to Ramona’s black swirls. “See!”

The class, including Ramona, waited for
Miss Binney to say Ramona should not scrib-
ble on her picture, but Miss Binney merely
smiled and said, “Remember your seat, Joey.
Ramona, suppose you tell us about your
picture.”

“I didn’t scribble on it,” said Ramona.

“Of course you didn’t,” Miss Binney said.

Ramona loved her teacher even more.
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“Well,” she began, “that black isn’t scribbling.
It’s smoke coming out of the windows.”

“And why 1s smoke coming out of the
windows?” gently pressed Miss Binney.

“Because there’s a fire in the fireplace
and the chimney is stopped up,” explained
Ramona. “It’s stopped up with Santa Claus,
but he doesn’t show in the picture.”” Ramona
smiled shyly at her teacher. “I wanted to
make my picture interesting.”

Miss Binney returned her smile. “And
you did make it interesting.”

Davy looked worried. “How does Santa
Claus get out?” he asked. “He doesn’t stay in
there, does he?”

“Of course he gets out,” said Ramona. “I
just didn’t show that part.”

The next day seat work got harder. Miss
Binney said that everyone had to learn to
print his name. Ramona saw right away that

this business of names was not fair. When Miss
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Binney handed each member of the class a
strip of cardboard with his name printed on
it, anyone could see that a girl named
Ramona was going to have to work harder
than a girl named Ann or a boy named Joe.
Not that Ramona minded having to work
harder—she was eager to learn to read and
write. Having been the youngest member of
her family and of the neighborhood, however,
she had learned to watch for unfair situations.

Carefully Ramona printed R the way
Miss Binney had printed it. A was easy. Even
a baby could print A. Miss Binney said A
was pointed like a witch’s hat, and Ramona
was planning to be a witch for the Halloween
parade. O was also easy. It was a round bal-
loon. Some people’s O’ looked like leaky
balloons, but Ramona’s O’ were balloons
tull of air.

“I like the way Ramona’s O’ are fat bal-

loons full of air,” Miss Binney said to the

13



class, and Ramona’s heart filled with joy.
Miss Binney liked her O’ best!

Miss Binney walked around the class-
room looking over shoulders. “That’s right,
boys and girls. Nice pointed A’,” she said.
“A’s with nice sharp peaks. No, Davy. D
faces the other way. Splendid, Karen. I like
the way Karen’s K has a nice straight back.”

Ramona wished she had a Kin her name,
so that she could give it a nice straight back.
Ramona enjoyed Miss Binney’s descriptions
of the letters of the alphabet and listened
for them while she worked. In front of her
Susan played with a curl while she worked.
She twisted it around her finger, stretched it
out, and let it go. Boing, thought Ramona
automatically.

“Ramona, let’s keep our eyes on our
work,” said Miss Binney. “No, Davy. D faces
the other way.”

Once more Ramona bent over her paper.
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The hardest part of her name, she soon dis-
covered, was getting the right number of
points on the M and N. Sometimes her
name came out RANOMA, but before long
she remembered that two points came first.
“Good work, Ramona,” said Miss Binney,
the first time Ramona printed her name
correctly. Ramona hugged herself with hap-
piness and love for Miss Binney. Soon,

she was sure, she would be able to join her

letters together and write her name in the




same rumply grown-up way that Beezus
wrote her name.

Then Ramona discovered that some boys
and girls had an extra letter followed by a
dot. “Miss Binney, why don’t I have a letter
with a dot after 1t?” she asked.

“Because we have only one Ramona,”’ said
Miss Binney. “We have two Erics. Eric Jones
and Eric Ryan.We call them Eric J. and Eric
R., because we don’t want to get our Erics
mixed up.”

Ramona did not like to miss anything.
“Could I have another letter with a little
dot?” she asked, knowing that Miss Binney
would not think she was pestering.

Miss Binney smiled and leaned over
Ramona’s table. “Of course you may. This 1is
the way to make a Q. A nice round O with
a little tail like a cat. And there is your little
dot, which is called a period.”” Then Miss

Binney walked on, supervising seat work.
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Ramona was charmed by her last initial.
She drew a nice round O beside the one Miss
Binney had drawn, and then she added a tail
before she leaned back to admire her work.
She had one balloon and two Halloween hats
in her first name and a cat in her last name.
She doubted if anyone else in the morning
kindergarten had such an interesting name.

The next day at seat-work time Ramona
practiced her Q while Miss Binney walked
around helping those with S in their names.
All the S’s were having trouble.“No, Susan,”
said Miss Binney. “S stands up straight. It
does not lie down as if it were a little worm
crawling along the ground.”

Susan pulled out a curl and let it spring
back.

Boing, thought Ramona.

“My, how many S we have that are
crawling along like little worms,” remarked

Miss Binney.
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Ramona was pleased that she had escaped
S. She drew another QQ and admired it a
moment before she added two little pointed
ears, and then she added two whiskers on
each side so that her Q looked the way the cat
looked when crouched on a rug in front of
the fireplace. LF How pleased Miss Binney
would be! Miss Binney would say to the
kindergarten, “What a splendid Q Ramona
has made. It looks exactly like a little cat.”

“No, Davy,” Miss Binney was saying. “A
D does not have four corners. It has two
corners. One side 1s curved like a robin red-
breast.”

This conversation was so interesting that
Ramona was curious to see Davy’s D for
herself. She waited until Miss Binney had
moved away before she slipped out of her
seat and over to the next table to look at
Davy’s D. It was a great disappointment.
“That D doesn’t look like a robin,’ she
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whispered. “It doesn’t have any feathers. A
robin has to have feathers.” She had watched
robins pulling worms out of her front lawn
many times. They all had feathers on their
breasts, little soft feathers mussed by the
wind.

Davy studied his work. Then he scrubbed
out half his D with his eraser and drew it in
a series of little jags. It did not look like Miss
Binney’s D, but it did look, in Ramona’s
opinion, more like the front of a robin with
teathers mussed by the wind, which was what
Miss Binney wanted, wasn’t it? A D like a
robin redbreast.

“Good work, Davy,” said Ramona, trying
to sound like her teacher. Now maybe Davy
would let her kiss him.

“Ramona,” said Miss Binney, “in your
seat, please” She walked back to look at
Davy’s seat work. “No, Davy. Didn’t T tell

you the curve of a D is as smooth as a robin
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redbreast? Yours 1s all jagged.”

Davy looked bewildered. “Those are
feathers,” he said. “Feathers like a robin.”

“Oh, I'm sorry, Davy. I didn’t mean . ..”
Miss Binney behaved as if she did not know
quite what to say.“I didn’t mean you to show
each feather. I meant you to make it smooth
and round.”

“Ramona told me to do it this way,” said
Davy. “Ramona said a robin has to have
teathers.”

“Ramona 1s not the kindergarten teacher.”
Miss Binney’s voice, although not exactly
cross, was not her usual gentle voice. “You
make your D the way I showed you and
never mind what Ramona says.”

Ramona felt confused. Things had such
an unexpected way of turning out all wrong.
Miss Binney said a D should look like a
robin redbreast, didn’t she? And robins had
teathers, didn’t they? So why wasn’t putting
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teathers on a D all right?

Davy glared at Ramona as he took his
eraser and scrubbed out half his D a second
time. He scrubbed so hard he rumpled his
paper. “Now see what you did,” he said.

Ramona felt terrible. Dear little Davy
whom she loved so much was angry with
her, and now he would run faster than ever.
She never would get to kiss him.

And even worse, Miss Binney did not like
D’s with feathers, so she probably would
not like Qs with ears and whiskers either.
Hoping her teacher would not see what she
was doing, Ramona quickly and regretfully
erased the ears and whiskers from her Q.
How plain and bare it looked with only its
tail left to keep it from being an O. Miss
Binney, who could understand that Santa
Claus in the chimney would make a fire-
place smoke, might be disappointed if she

knew Ramona had given her Q ears and
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whiskers, because lettering was different
from drawing pictures.

Ramona loved Miss Binney so much she
did not want to disappoint her. Not ever.
Miss Binney was the nicest teacher in the

whole world.
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4
The SubSTiTuTe

Before long Mrs. Quimby and Mrs.
Kemp decided the time had come for

Ramona and Howie to walk to school by
themselves. Mrs. Kemp, pushing Willa Jean
in her stroller, walked Howie to the Quimbys’
house where Ramona’s mother invited her
in for a cup of coftee.

“You better put all your stuft away,” Howie

advised Ramona, as his mother lifted his
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little sister out of the stroller. “Willa Jean
crawls around and chews things.”

Grateful for this advice, Ramona closed
the door of her room.

“Now Howie, you be sure to look both
ways before you cross the street,” cautioned
his mother.

“You, too, Ramona,” said Mrs. Quimby.
“And be sure you walk. And walk on the
sidewalk. Don’t go running out in the street.”

“And cross between the white lines,” said
Mrs. Kemp.

“And wait for the traffic boy near the
school,” said Mrs. Quimby.

“And don’t talk to strangers,” said Mrs.
Kemp.

Ramona and Howie, weighed down by
the responsibility of walking themselves to
school, trudged oft down the street. Howie
was even gloomier than usual, because he was

the only boy in the morning kindergarten
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who wore jeans with only one hip pocket.
All the other boys had two hip pockets.

“That’s silly,” said Ramona, still inclined
to be impatient with Howie. If Howie did
not like his jeans, why didn’t he make a great
big noisy fuss about them?

“No, it 1sn’t,” contradicted Howie. “Jeans
with one hip pocket are babyish.”

At the cross street Ramona and Howie
stopped and looked both ways. They saw a
car coming a block away so they waited. They
waited and waited. When the car finally
passed, they saw another car coming a block
away in the opposite direction. They waited
some more. At last the coast was clear,
and they walked, stift-legged in their haste,
across the street. “Whew!” said Howie,
relieved that they were safely across.

The next intersection was easier because
Henry Huggins, in his red traffic sweater

and yellow cap, was the traffic boy on duty.
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Ramona was not awed by Henry even
though he often got to hold up cement and
lumber trucks delivering material for the
market that was being built across from the
school. She had known Henry and his dog
Ribsy as long as she could remember, and
she admired Henry because not only was he
a traftic boy, he also delivered papers.

Now Ramona looked at Henry, who was
standing with his feet apart and his hands
clasped behind his back. Ribsy was sitting
beside him as if he were watching traffic,
too. Just to see what Henry would do,
Ramona stepped oft the curb.

“You get back on the curb, Ramona,’
Henry ordered ab