Chapter One

♥

THUMP

I had just finished practicing piano when I heard a loud noise in the kitchen. It wasn’t like a pan hitting the floor with a BANG or the CRACK of glass breaking. 

It was a THUMP. 
I’d never heard that sound coming from the kitchen before. 

I found Mom sitting on the floor and I rushed to her as she started to get up. 

“Mommy, Mommy, what happened?” 

“Nothing, Amy,” Mom whispered. “I must have slipped. Maybe the floor is wet.” 

I hugged Mom and sat in the kitchen with her for a few minutes. She seemed OK. 

“Do you need help?” I asked her. 

“No, Amy, go on outside if you’ve finished piano for today,” she said. 

“OK.” 
I thought she sounded strange, but I went outside anyway to play with my best friend, Kayla. Playing with our Barbies wasn’t much fun, though. I was still thinking about Mom. I told Kayla about Mom falling. 

“What if she falls again?” I asked Kayla. “It was a terrible noise.” 

“She probably won’t,” Kayla said. “I fell at school last week and skinned my knee, but I haven’t fallen since.” 

“I know, but we’re just kids,” I insisted. “Parents aren’t supposed to fall down.” 

Kayla shrugged. “Come to my house. I want to show you what I made at Brownies
for my mother for Mother’s Day,” she said. 

“Ok,” I said, but I was still thinking about my Mom. 

On the way, Kayla invited me to her birthday party. “I’ll be nine years old on Friday. We’re going to the county park on Saturday at 2:00 pm.” 

“That’ll be fun. I’ll ask my Mom,” I said. “My birthday is in August. I’ll be nine, too.” 

At Kayla’s house, we rushed to her room, calling hellos to her mother on the way. Kayla pulled out a box from under her bed and opened it. In the box was a picture of her mother in a bright red frame. 

“That’s beautiful. How did you make it?” I asked. 

“I cut a piece of cardboard to outline the photo,” Kayla said. “Then I wrapped the yarn over the cardboard until it was a thick covering and glued the end.” 

“It’s really cool. Maybe I’ll try to make something like that for my Mom.” 

Suddenly, the thought of Mom sitting on the floor flashed through my mind and I told Kayla, “I’m going home to see if my Mom’s OK. I’ll be back later.”
