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On a bright, sunny day Martine is skipping to school.  
 
She stops to take a peek inside of Mr. Pip's bakery.  
 
“Mmmm!” Martine hummed. 
 
Mr. Pip’s shop smelled of warm strawberry icing, sugary sprinkles and delicious cupcakes. 
 
“Hey, Mr. Pip!” Martine screamed to the baker. Mr. Pip was so surprised he nearly dropped his 
cake. As Mr. Pip turned around, Martine had disappeared before he even had a chance to reply. 
 
Next, Martine paused in front of Ms. Shirley’s Music Studio. Ms. Shirley’s students played some 
of the most beautiful music you ever could hear. Sometimes, they would bring their instruments 
outside and play for the entire neighborhood. People would run out of their houses and shops 
carrying fancy umbrellas and dance right in the street. Martine loved this! 
 
“Hi, Ms. Shirley!” Martine yelled to the music teacher, slapping the window with both hands. 
 
Now, wait a minute because here’s a secret you may not know. Martine LOVES peaches! She 
loves to feel the fuzzy skin, take a huge bite, then drink the sweet-peach juice inside. Mr. 
Johnny’s grocery had peaches so big you had to hold them with two hands. 
 
“Hey, Mr. Johnny!” Martine hollered. Mr. Johnny was so scared he tossed his apples into the air! 
 
Later that day, while Martine was at school, it started raining outside somethin’ scary! Martine’s 
mom came to pick her up before school was even finished.  
 
“We’re taking a surprise trip to Grandma’s” Martine’s mom said. “Daddy is going to meet us 
there.” 
 
On the drive to Grandma’s, the rain sounded like static. Bright lightning flashed in the sky like 
someone was playing with a big light switch. And the wind blew so hard the trees looked like 
they were gonna be yanked right out of the ground. While thunder shook everything like 
invisible giants were jumping nearby. 



 
When the family arrived at Grandma’s, Martine’s dad asked her to take a bath, then pulled her 
favorite crocodile ‘blankie’ out of his briefcase and wrapped her up in it.  
 
They all rushed to the living room as Grandma clicked on the TV. A violent storm was flashing 
on the screen. 
 
“Hurricane Willis is pouring down buckets of rain!” Said the reporter. 
 
“Wait! But, that’s our house!” Martine yelled, pointing at the screen. 
 
When it was safe to go back home, Martine’s neighborhood wasn’t as she remembered. The 
sweet smells, pretty colors and fun beautiful music had all disappeared. 
 
For days on end, people stood around looking sadly upon their houses and businesses. Until one 
afternoon, Martine got an idea. 
 
The next morning, Martine LEAPT out of bed! She WIGGLED into her school clothes! She 
brushed her teeth in a FLASH. She GOBBLED up her breakfast! Then, burst through the front 
door looking up to the big, blue sky. 
 
Martine: “Hey, Grace!” Martine yelled, waving up at the pretty clouds. “Hey!” 
 
Every morning, Martine did the same thing with the same excitement. 
 
“Hey, Lisa girl!” 
“Bonjour Penelope!” 
 “Ello Jill!”  
“Good day Charlie!” 
“Hola Luca!” 
“Hi Drew!” 
“Salam Sherif!”  
 
Baffled and confused, one morning Mr. Johnny, who’s grocery store was in total ruin, stopped 
Martine on her by the shoulders on her way to school. 
 
“Martine, little girl, who in the world are you talking to up there?” Mr. Johnny asked. 
 



“Well, the people on TV named our rainy days ‘Willis’. I want to name our sunny days too,” 
Martine whispered.  
Mr. Johnny paused and then looked as if he’d seen a ghost. He reached behind him for his chair 
and plopped down in it. When Ms. Shirley and Mr. Pip came to see if he was okay, he told them 
what Martine said. 
 
As Martine was skipping home from school that day, something strange was going on. People 
were sweeping piles of dirt out of their shops, repainting store signs, helping each other put in 
new windows, and hauling big bags of garbage out of their homes. 
 
Martine pitched in where she could, picking up branches. 
 
The journey to rebuild their community was a long one. It came with good times and some hard 
ones too. But, eventually, Martine could honestly say their neighborhood looked even better than 
before. 
 
To celebrate, one afternoon the people threw a big party in the street! Ms. Shirley’s students 
played music with their newly donated instruments. Mr. Pip baked a cake, long as a picnic table, 
decorated with silver frosting and bright purple sprinkles. 
 
“Mmmm!” Martine hummed. 
 
At the parade, Mr. Johnny danced up to Martine carrying the biggest peach she’d ever seen. 
Martine hopped with excitement as he bent over and handed it to her. 
 
Martine danced in the street, holding her peach with both hands, smiling from ear to ear.  
 
Her community had found a new joy and strength by depending on each other and themselves. 
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