Lost Shoes


One sunny day in March, 1999, my friend Lindsey came over to play.  She liked my shoes and I liked hers, so we traded.  A little later it was time for her to go home.  I waved good-bye through my window as she walked away.  The next morning my shoes were gone!  I was as sad as a mother whose child is lost.  Man, where could they be?  I looked all over my room, but all I found was an old piece of pizza half eaten by ants.  Ewwww!



   The first thing I did was to look through the whole house.  But all I found was a dirty sock, three candy bars, an old map, and 15 pieces of paper.  Next, I looked in the car but all I found was an old box, six watches, seven candy wrappers, and a piece of cheese.  I thought, looked, and wondered where they could be.



   Finally, I retraced my steps and remembered trading shoes with Lindsey.  Then I zoomed to her house and asked for my shoes back.  I was as relieved as a mother whose child has been found.  I cleaned my shoes all day and man did they shine!



   When I dressed for school the next day, I proudly tied the laces of my shiny blue shoes.  I reached for my backpack      but . . . OH NO!  WHERE’S MY BACKPACK?
