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June 26
Journal, I have a GIGANTIC 

problem, which has my stomach tied 
up in knots, and my only hope of 
feeling better is to write about it.

Summer vacation began two days 
ago, but am I feeling happy, relaxed, 
and ready for fun? No, I’m totally, 
completely, and entirely miserable 
because my great plan for this summer 
has fallen apart right before my very 
eyes, and now I’m facing a whole 
entire summer without baseball!
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I had planned to go to a special 
week-long baseball camp, which  
is the next step in fulfilling my  
dream of becoming a major league 
baseball player.

I did extra chores at home 
throughout the school year and saved 
all of my money, and Mom and Dad 
said they would help me pay for camp. 
But, unfortunately, the camp is much 
more expensive than we thought, and 
we just don’t have enough money.
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So now I close my eyes, and what 
do I see? I see my future career in 
baseball ending before it ’s even begun. 

But I’ve got to calm down and 
think of a way out of this disaster.  
Think, Danny, think. Maybe . . . 
probably . . . yes, there’s only one 
solution: I’ve got to find a job—fast!
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June 28
The news is bad—and I mean really 

bad. I rode my bike all around the 
neighborhood and asked everyone I 
saw if I could mow the lawn, weed 
the garden, take out the garbage, 
wash the car, clean the basement, 
walk the dog, and anything else a 12- 
year-old could do. But I won’t be able 
to make enough money doing any of 
those jobs, so I need something bigger 
and better. I don’t expect to become 
a millionaire overnight or anything 
like that, but I would like to get to 
baseball camp before I’m a hundred 
years old.
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July 1
My life is suddenly looking much 

better! Mom was talking to Aunt 
Clara about my problem, and Aunt 
Clara said that she and Uncle Victor 
need someone to help in their store 
for three weeks. Max, the college 
student who usually works for them, is 
going on vacation. Now this is what I 
call great luck! In fact this is perfect 
because I really like Aunt Clara and 
Uncle Victor.
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I really like their store, too, which 
is on the corner of a busy street right 
in the middle of the city, where there 
are a lot of people around all the 
time. My mom calls it an “everything 
store” because you can find almost 
everything there—food, magazines, 
school supplies, baseball cards, 
batteries, toothpaste—everything. 
Mom, Dad, and I visit Aunt Clara and 
Uncle Victor pretty often, yet I’ve 
never stayed overnight in the city.

Of course, I’ve saved the most 
IMPORTANT part of the news for 
last. I’ll make enough money working 
in the store to finish paying for 
camp! Major league baseball, are 
you listening? I, Danny Delgado, am 
taking my first step toward a career 
in baseball!
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July 5
It ’s 9:00 at night, and I’m in bed 

in the back room of Aunt Clara and 
Uncle Victor’s apartment. It ’s sort of 
strange here—strange compared to 
where I live, in a house outside the 
city. I can hear the people in the 
apartment upstairs walking around, 
which is definitely unusual for  
me since my house doesn’t even have  
an upstairs. 
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There are so many other noises, 
too—people talking on the street, cars 
driving by, the bus that stops on the 
corner—and there are so many more 
lights. At home just a few streetlights 
shine down on our neighborhood, and 
by this time at night, most of the 
houses are dark. Here in the city, 
however, the lights outside my window 
are like a fireworks display in the 
night sky.
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I wonder if I’ll be able to fall 
asleep. I hope so because we have to 
be at the store at 7:00 in the morning 
to open it for business at 7:30. I’m not 
used to getting up that early during 
the summer, so I’d better turn off the 
light and try to get some rest.
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July 6
Why did I think that working in  

the store was going to be easy? The 
day started with the morning rush 
when the store was packed with 
people hurrying to work. Most of them 
wanted a newspaper, a cup of coffee 
“to go” (which means in a paper cup 
with a lid), and sometimes a muffin. 
One customer asked for regular 
coffee, so I got him a cup of plain 
coffee, which seemed pretty regular 
to me. “No, I said REGULAR!” he 
practically shouted. Aunt Clara came 
to my rescue, handed him a different 
cup of coffee, and whispered in my 
ear, “Here in our store, ‘regular coffee’ 
means coffee with milk and sugar.” 
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Then there was the afternoon rush 
when all of the kids got off the buses 
from summer day camp and came into 
the store for a snack or something to 
drink. I could not believe how NOISY 
it was! I had to keep the refrigerator 
case filled with bottles of juice, and 
when we ran out of cranberry-apple, 
there were some very disappointed 
customers who seemed to think it was 
my fault.
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Then there was the girl who came 
into the store in the morning and 
asked for a granola bar. She was 
about ten years old and had brown 
hair, freckles, and glasses with black 
frames. When I handed her the 
granola bar, she said, “No, I want 
the kind with raisins, which is the 
only kind I ever eat.” So I gave her a 
granola bar with raisins. 
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In the late afternoon, she came in 
again and asked for another granola 
bar. I handed her a granola bar with 
raisins, and she said, “Yuck! I hate this 
kind. I want the kind without raisins.” 
I started to say, “What ’s going on? 
Are you kidding?” But, luckily, I 
remembered that Uncle Victor said, 
“It ’s important that we be polite to 
the customers.” So I just gave her a 
granola bar without raisins, but if she 
comes in again, I’ll be prepared and 
ask right away which kind of granola 
bar she wants.
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July 7
I’m pleased to report that work 

went better today—not perfectly, but 
much better. The good part was that 
the morning rush didn’t make me 
as nervous, and aside from dropping 
the last jelly doughnut on the floor 
and then slipping on it, I didn’t make 
any mistakes. The not-so-good part 
was the bottle of liquid POW Power 
Cleaner. Do you know what an extra-
large bottle of POW spilled on the 
floor of a small store smells like? 
Trust me, you don’t want to know. It 
is STRONG, it is AWFUL, and it made 
half of the customers run straight out 
the door.
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The nicest part of the day was  
when Mr. Lubov came in. He’s a 
theater director, and he’s putting on 
a new play that he’s written himself. 
It ’s about his life in Russia and how 
he came to the United States to live. 
There are five actors, a singer, and 
a pianist in the play. I found all of 
this out because Aunt Clara and 
Uncle Victor like to talk to Mr. Lubov 
whenever he comes in for groceries.
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This is my favorite part of the 
job—getting to know the regular 
customers, the people who live nearby 
and come in all the time. 

However, there’s one regular 
customer  I’m not getting to know, 
and that ’s OK with me. He’s not really 
a customer because he never buys 
anything. He’s a kid my age who just 
hangs around the store, reading the 
magazines. Once I said to him, “If 
you want me to, I can help you find 
what you need.” He responded, “Go 
bother someone else.” That was the 
first and the last time that I’ll try to 
help this guy.

         



21

July 9
Mr. Lubov stopped in today 

and gave us a report on how the 
rehearsals of his play are going. 
“Excellent! Excellent!” I like to watch 
him talk because he gestures with  
his hands a lot—as if he were telling 
a story with them. I couldn’t believe 
what he did next. He wanted to tell 
us about the music for the play, but 
rather than talk about it, he sang one 
of the songs—right there, in front of 
the canned soup! 
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I’m starting to think I should make 
more of an effort to be nice to Mr. 
Go-bother-someone-else (whose real 
name is Gerry Bowen). Uncle Victor 
told me that Gerry’s parents both work 
from early in the morning to late at 
night, and he’s probably lonely and 
unsure of how to make friends. That ’s 
also why Aunt Clara and Uncle Victor 
don’t mind that he hangs out in their 
store, reading the magazines all day.
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July 12
I’ve been working in the store for 

almost a week, and today there were 
no problems—except that I knocked 
over a display of paper towels. 

I’ve met three more “regulars,” 
which is what we call the regular 
customers. Denise Simon is a medical 
student, and she’s studying 18 hours a 
day for the exams she has to take to 
become a doctor. Just thinking about 
that makes me tired! She asked about 
snacks that would give her energy for 
studying, so I showed her my favorite 
health bar, Eat and Run, and 
explained that I eat one 
before every baseball 
game. She said, 
“You sound like an 
expert,” and she 
bought three bars.

                  



24

Then there’s Mark Choi who’s 
15 and the star pitcher in the local 
baseball league. The amazing thing 
about Mark is that a few 
years ago, he went to the 
same baseball camp that 
I want to attend! He 
promised to tell me  
about it sometime,  
but today he had  
to get to a game.

I can’t turn off the 
light until I write about 
Mr. Hudson, who comes  
into the store with his two  
dogs to buy a newspaper every 
morning at 10:00. He doesn’t say very 
much, yet you can tell he really loves 
his dogs, Be and Bop.
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But the BIG news about Mr. Hudson 
is that he’s a famous jazz musician! 
Aunt Clara told me that everyone 
used to call him “Harmony Hudson” 
and that he played the clarinet with 
all the famous jazz bands. He stopped 
performing years ago, after his wife 
died. This neighborhood really is  
full of interesting people!

P.S. Be and Bop are named 
after a type of jazz called 
“bebop.” Whenever Mr.  
Hudson comes in with Be  
and Bop, Gerry Bowen  
stops reading, pets the  
dogs, rubs their  
stomachs, and,  
amazingly, looks  
friendly for a  
few minutes!
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July 13
Poor Mr. Lubov! Just when he 

thought everything was going really 
well with his play, the pianist fell down  
a flight of stairs, broke her arm, and  
won’t be able to perform! Mr. Lubov is  
really upset because he’s worked with 
the same pianist for 15 
years and doesn’t 
think he can 
find anyone as 
talented in such 
a short time. This 
is a disaster, and 
opening night is just 
two and a half 
weeks away!
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I’ve never felt so bad for someone  
I just met, yet I really want to help 
Mr. Lubov.

Tonight Uncle Victor and Aunt 
Clara called a friend who is a pianist 
and told her about Mr. Lubov, but this 
friend is leaving to perform in Mexico 
City. I wish there were something I 
could do, but the only pianist I know 
is my next-door neighbor Margie. 
Unfortunately, she’s only eight years 
old and has just started taking lessons. 
This is awful!
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July 14
Almost all of the regulars were 

in the store today. Mr. Hudson was 
humming one of his jazz tunes when 
he stopped by with his dogs. Denise 
Simon came in to stock up on Eat 
and Run bars, and Mark Choi told me 
that baseball camp really improved 
his pitching.
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As for the granola bar girl, I was 
ready for her this time, and when 
she came in today, I asked, “With or 
without raisins?” 

She replied, “I ALWAYS get the one 
with raisins.” She is a puzzle to me. I 
just can’t figure her out.

The one customer we didn’t see 
today was Mr. Lubov, so we’re all  
very worried.

There’s one more thing I have to 
do before I go to bed. Aunt Clara and 
Uncle Victor have some CDs of Mr. 
Hudson’s music, and they promised that 
we could listen to them tonight. I can’t 
wait to hear Harmony Hudson play!
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July 15
I’m feeling better because today 

Mr. Lubov told us that he heard 
about a pianist who might be right for 
the play and invited him to the next 
rehearsal. I’m really hoping this will 
work out!

Today I got a chance to talk to 
Mr. Hudson again, and I told him that 
we listened to his music last night. He 
said, “That ’s nice to hear,” and then 
he added, “They must have been old 
recordings, for I stopped performing a 
long time ago.” 

         



31

I asked Mr. Hudson if he ever 
played his clarinet at all anymore. 
Maybe I shouldn’t have asked him, 
but he didn’t seem to mind. He 
said, “Oh, sure, I still play, but only 
for myself. Performing reminds me 
too much of my wife because when 
she was alive, she was always in the 
audience. In our 42 years of marriage, 
she never missed a single  
show.” He must still  
love her a lot.
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July 16
You won’t believe what happened 

today. I was filling some of the 
shelves with candy when I heard the 
granola bar girl ask Aunt Clara for 
a granola bar. I turned around to 
see what kind she was going to get 
and fell backwards in shock, landing 
right on top of the boxes of Chewy 
Chocolate bars. Standing in front of 
me were TWO girls with exactly the 
same brown hair, freckles, and glasses! 
I closed my eyes because seeing two 
of them was making me dizzy. When 
I opened my eyes, there were still two 
of them, and one asked me, “Why 
are you sitting on top of the Chewy 
Chocolate  bars?”

 Twins—I should have guessed.
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Writing about the Chewy Chocolate 
bars just reminded me that Denise 
Simon came in today to stock up on 
Eat and Run bars. Uncle Victor and 
Aunt Clara thought she looked tired 
from studying for her exams, so they 
gave her some cheese, vegetables, and 
milk. Her exams start on July 21. 

I wonder if Mr. Lubov liked the new 
pianist he was planning to meet.
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July 17
My life is a roller coaster these 

days—up and down, up and down. 
Today I’m definitely down because 
Mr. Lubov didn’t like the way the new 
pianist played. “No dazzle, no feeling, 
no harmony with the actors,” Mr. 
Lubov said. 

I can’t even whistle, so I don’t 
really understand dazzle or feeling  
or harmony—
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Harmony! Maybe HARMONY 
Hudson could perform in Mr. Lubov’s 
play! I know that Mr. Hudson  
plays the clarinet, not  
the piano, and that he  
doesn’t perform anymore.  
But when you’re feeling  
hopeless, you should try  
everything—and we’re  
feeling hopeless! 
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July 18
So here’s what happened today:
As soon as Mr. Lubov came into 

the store, I told him that there was 
a great clarinet player right in the 
neighborhood. Mr. Lubov shook his 
head and thanked me for trying to 
help, but he said that he must have a 
pianist for his play. Then I said, “But 
Mr. Hudson was really famous and 
played with all the best jazz bands.” 
Suddenly Mr. Lubov’s eyes opened 
WIDE, and he said, “Oh, my dear boy, 
could you be talking about the great, 
the dazzling, the grand, the one and 
only ‘Harmony’ Hudson?”
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“That ’s what I’ve been trying to tell 
you!” I exclaimed. “He lives around 
the corner, and he’d be great in your 
play, so let ’s go and see him right  
now! Let ’s—” I was talking so fast 
that Aunt Clara and Uncle Victor had 
to remind me to breathe. It didn’t 
take much more convincing than that, 
and Mr. Lubov agreed to come to the 
store at 10:00 tomorrow morning to 
meet Mr. Hudson. 

Don’t ask me why, but I know this 
plan is going to work. I’ve got a deep-
down feeling about it.
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July 19
Well, I guess I can’t depend on 

deep-down feelings. 
For a minute today, it looked like 

everything was going to work out. 
Mr. Lubov and Mr. Hudson liked each 
other right away and started talking 
about music and theater as I held my 
breath. When Mr. Lubov asked if Mr. 
Hudson would consider performing in 
the play, Mr. Hudson shook his head 
at first, but then he seemed to grow 
more interested. I gulped in some 
air and held my breath again until 
Mr. Lubov mentioned rehearsals, and 
that ’s when it all fell apart.
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“I’m afraid I can’t leave my dogs 
alone all day while I’m at rehearsals,” 
Mr. Hudson said. Mr. Lubov offered 
to pay someone to walk and feed the 
dogs, but Mr. Hudson said, “Be and 
Bop would be too lonely the rest of 
the day without me.” It was no use 
holding my breath anymore because 
the plan wasn’t going to work and I 
was about to faint.
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I haven’t been so disappointed since 
my little league baseball team lost the 
championship game, and that was a 
million years ago—well, at least three. 
Then, as if the play disaster weren’t 
enough, Mark Choi stopped by to tell 
me that his team had lost two games.
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July 20
There’s nothing much to report 

today—or maybe I just don’t feel like 
writing. Actually I don’t feel like doing 
anything because I can’t stop thinking 
about Mr. Lubov. Maybe I should  
have been taking piano lessons all 
these  years.
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July 21
Mr. Lubov looks exhausted because 

he’s not sleeping or eating, and he 
thinks he might have to cancel his 
play. Denise Simon offered him some 
of her Eat and Run bars when she 
stopped in the store before starting 
her exams today, but he said that 
nothing could help him now except a  
pianist. As Denise left, I wished her 
good luck and just hoped she didn’t 
notice how gloomy I was.
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July 23
Okay, I’m going to stay calm, very  

calm, so I can write down exactly 
what happened today. 

As soon as we opened the store, it 
looked like it was going to be one of 
those awful mornings. The twins came 
in to buy granola bars and ended up 
mixing both kinds together in the 
granola bar bin, and Gerry Bowen 
got blueberry muffin stains on our 
only copy of Rebuild Your Kitchen 
magazine. When Mr. Hudson came in 
with Be and Bop, Gerry went over to 
pet them, and I was certain that he 
was going to get blueberry muffin all 
over the dogs. And that ’s when, out 
of nowhere, like a flash of lightning,  
I had an idea.
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Gerry Bowen could take care of Be 
and Bop right there in the back of the 
store while Mr. Hudson was rehearsing 
for the play! The dogs would have 
plenty of company, Gerry would be 
happy, and Mr. Lubov’s play would  
be saved!

I told Mr. Hudson and Gerry about 
my idea right away. Then Aunt Clara 
called Mr. Lubov at the theater, and two 
minutes later, everything was set up!

I know I shouldn’t brag, but since no 
one else will ever read this, I can admit 
that my idea was BRILLIANT!
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July 27
Today was my last day of work in 

the store, and tonight is my last night 
with Uncle Victor and Aunt Clara. As 
a goodbye celebration, they closed the 
store early yesterday so that we could 
see a rehearsal of Mr. Lubov’s play. It 
was really exciting to watch the actors 
move around the stage, saying their 
lines while Mr. Lubov called out “Yes, 
yes!” or “No, no!” and gestured with 
his hands. 
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And Mr. Hudson’s clarinet playing  
was amazing. Mr. Hudson looked so 
happy, and after the rehearsal he 
whispered to me, “My wife would have 
liked this.”

Tomorrow I get to see Mom and Dad, 
and next week  
baseball camp  
starts. It looks  
like my summer  
without baseball  
is going to have  
some baseball in  
it after all. 
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But tonight I feel like a story is 
ending, a story I’ve been part of. 
That ’s sad for me, yet the story has 
a happy ending—or maybe I should 
say endings. Mr. Lubov’s play is going 
to be great, Mr. Hudson is performing 
again, and Gerry is doing a good job 
of taking care of Be and Bop. Denise 
Simon said the exams seemed easy 
because of all of her studying, and 
Mark Choi’s team won two games and 
is going to the regional playoffs. As 
for the twins, they’ve switched to Eat 
and Run bars.    

         



Danny’s summer is turning into a 
disaster, and it’s barely even started! If 
he can’t earn some money, he won’t be 
able to go to baseball camp. But when 
he takes a job at his aunt and uncle’s 
store, he quickly learns that he’s not the 
only person with problems. Will Danny 
be able to help his new friends?
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