
 

 

Chapter One 

The Klutz 

 

             “If I am good, will you stay?” I grabbed my mother’s shirt and tugged. I bit my 

bottom lip. I wasn’t going to cry. 

             “Tina, it is just for the summer. It will be nice for you to spend some time with 

your grandmother and cousins.” My mom, Robin, said. She pushed my hand away and 

opened the front door.  

             “I won’t be so afraid all the time, I won’t try to burn down the kitchen again and I 

will learn how to swim!” I promised. “I‘ll even try out an elevator. Don’t leave me here.” 

I wrapped my body around my mother’s leg.  

             My mom looked just like me. She had long brown hair and blue eyes. The only 

difference was I had ugly plastic glasses. The kids at school called me four eyes and a 

geek. Yes, I am a ten year old, four eyed dweeb who moves around a lot. Not only that, 

but I was afraid of everything.   

             “I don’t know anyone.” I mumbled. My face stayed buried in her dress pants. 

“Please don’t leave me with them!” 

             “Tina, I need to take this intern job so that I can make a better life for us. Robin 

sighed. “It is just for the summer. I promise.” 

             I let go of my mother’s leg and peered down the long, narrow hallway. At the end 

of it was a stinky cat box and a chubby, short woman with big, purple, plastic glasses. She 

wore yellow sandals with a pink moo-moo. According to Robin, my mother, that funny 

looking old lady was my grandmother.  



 

 

             Next to me was a coat closet. I crawled across the cold tile and hid myself inside. 

It smelled like moth balls and had an outrageous amount of duct tape piled together on 

the floor. I covered my face with my hands. 

             “I am leaving Tina.” My mother said loudly. “I love you.” The front door closed. I 

leaned back against the wall of the coat closet and let the tears fall. 

             Last week, I forgot I was cooking and put a kitchen towel on the stove. The burner 

was still on and the rag caught on fire. I set the smoke alarm off and the fire department, 

ambulance and police came to my door. They knocked but I wouldn’t answer. A fireman 

took an ax and chopped down my door. My mother had to leave work early to see what 

was going on. She just went into her room and cried. 

             The week before that, I got stuck inside an elevator and haven’t gone in one since. 

Have you ever been locked in a box before? It is not like being hidden inside a birthday 

cake. You know that whenever you are ready you can jump right on out and yell 

“Surprise!” But, inside an elevator you are stuck until someone repairs it. I kept jumping 

up and down in case it pried loose and fell. I would have a 50/50 shot of living that way. 

My mother cried again that day. She told me to go into my room and stay there ‘forever’.  

             As you can see, I am a disaster. No wonder my mother was running far away from 

me. I was hurricane Tina. 

             “Tina,” My grandmother opened the door. Light seeped through and hit me in the 

face. “Your mother said she will call you tomorrow when she arrives at her internship.”  

             “Okay, that means we will get a call in a week or so.” I said. The door closed and 

I was in the dark. Alone with the mothballs and duct tape. I grabbed a role of silver duct 

tape and pulled a strip slowly. I was a safety hazard. There was one way to fix that! I 



 

 

placed the end of the duct tape on the highest end of the door frame and unraveled the 

tape as far as I could. I ripped it with my teeth and put the other end on the opposite 

frame. I did this to the other half of the door, making a big silver X. I picked up some 

loose mothballs and stuck them to the sticky parts of the tape.  

             “Tina,” My grandmother knocked. Her voice was whiny and her glasses were 

steamed up. She opened the door and gasped. “What in the world have you done? It looks 

like a crime scene!”  

             “I’m never leaving the closet. I am a walking time bomb.” I exclaimed. I turned 

around and faced the closest wall. There were tiny sugar ants creeping up towards the 

ceiling.  

             “I am afraid you cannot live in my coat closet.” My grandmother decided. She 

spotted the mothballs. “What are my mothballs doing on your crime scene?” 

             “They keep me from leaving.” I answered. “Without them I might escape my 

prison and cause massive destruction.” 

             “I will take my chances.” My grandmother decided. She picked off the mothballs 

and placed them in one of her big pink pockets on the front of her moo-moo dress. She 

was doomed. “Now, my granddaughter of massive destruction, please come out of there. 

You are free, the mothballs are gone.” She raised her hands high above her head. “Hurray, 

you are free!”  

             I turned around and peeked at her through my fingers. The old lady in her silly 

clothes danced in circles. She had a big, bulging belly that shook when she moved. I 

giggled. 

             “Ah ha! She is alive!” My grandmother ripped the duct tape X right off the frame. 



 

 

“I have saved her.” She placed a short, fat hand on her heart. “I think I need some 

nutrients. Tina, let us recharge. I have made spaghetti and meatballs.” 

             “I am not hungry, Miss Jan.” I told her. She leaned her face forward so that our 

noses almost touched.  

             “Call me grandma.” Jan said. “Only doctors and lawyers call me Jan. You aren’t a 

doctor are you?” 

             “No,” I stammered. 

             “Oh darn, I would save a lot of money if I had a doctor in my house.” Jan threw 

her silver clump of duct tape high in the air. It stuck to the ceiling momentarily. We both 

watched it drop to the floor.  

             “I don’t eat spaghetti noodles.” I informed her. Jan blinked her eyes. 

             “Why not?” She asked. 

             “Because I once choked on a noodle that was too long. I could’ve ended up dead. I 

must avoid long, stringy noodles.” I sighed. I turned away again and leaned my head 

against the wall. A long dress made of polyester lay across my face. 

             Grandma Jan pulled the dress away from my face and poked me on the cheek. “I 

will cut the noodles up super tiny.” She compromised.  

             “Okay, I guess that will work.” I stood on my feet.  

             “Follow me,” She grinned. She pranced on her tip toes down the long hallway and 

passed the kitty litter box. “Sit down and meet your cousins.” 

             There, sitting at a long glass dinning table sat my two cousins. “Hi, I am Amy.” A 

tall, thin girl who looked like she was thirteen said. She had frizzy blond hair and lots of 

freckles on her face. 



 

 

             “I am Gilbert.” A boy, about my age, smiled. He had dark eyes and dark hair. He 

was a little chubby but not much. 

             “Hi, I am Tina.” I replied. “It is nice to meet you.” I sat down as far away from 

them as possible. They stared at me. Gilbert sucked up strands of pasta. I cringed. He was 

going to choke on a noodle. Hopefully Amy or Jan knew CPR. I certainly didn’t.  

             Amy scratched her fork on her plate. She tapped her foot and made the table 

shake. 

             “The glass top may slide off and shatter into a million pieces.” I announced. 

“Glass could rupture one of your arteries and you may die.” 

             Amy stopped tapping her foot and scratched her fork even faster against her plate. 

“Are you always like this?” She questioned. 

             I didn’t answer. Grandma Jan waltzed out of the kitchen with super tiny pieces of 

spaghetti on a plate. “Here you go, my dear.” She placed the plate in front of me. “Would 

you like some parmesan cheese?” 

             “Oh, no thank you.” I smiled. 

             “Afraid you might choke?” Amy snickered. I glared at her with my most serious 

face.  

             “Amy, leave Tina alone.” Grandma Jan ordered. “Lets eat and try to have a nice 

family dinner.” 

I stabbed my fork into a meatball and cut it into tiny pieces. Grandma Jan sat next 

to me with a huge plate and a thick paperback novel.  She slurped her noodles and 

chuckled loudly. Gilbert and Amy ate their food quietly. I wasn’t hungry anymore and I 

just wanted to go hide back in the closet. 



 

 

 

Chapter Two 

 

“Amy, Gilbert, why don’t you take your cousin Tina to your room and get her all 

settled and ready for bed.” Jan suggested. She was halfway through her book, still 

laughing hysterically. Now, she sat on the flowered sofa with her feet propped up on a 

feather pillow.  

Gilbert smiled sheepishly. “We all have to share a room together but it is pretty 

big. I have my own bed.” 

“That’s nice.” I said. He pointed to a pink door. “Did you pick the color?” 

He frowned. 

Amy stomped across the room and kicked open the door. “Hurry up children.”  

Inside the room was a full size bed and a pull out bed folded in half. There were 

roses pasted all over the walls and black and white pictures lined up on the walls. “Who 

decorated?” I asked.  

“Grandma Jan.” Gilbert whispered. He stood close to me and whispered in my 

ear. “Check out her hamsters.” 

I glanced up at the wall beside me and gasped. There were at least twenty rodents 

in a maze. The maze was attached to the wall. “This is very unsanitary. I cannot live in a 

place like this.” I decided. I folded my arms over my chest and narrowed my eyes at the 

ugly rodents. Now that I thought of it, the room smelled and how would we sleep with 

them scurrying about over our heads? 

Grandma Jan entered the room with her book in hand. “You don’t like hampies?” 



 

 

Her voice was shrilly. “They are so sweet. Let me take out Hampzilla. She loves to crawl 

around the room in her little ball.” 

“Hamp what?” I stammered. 

“Hampzilla.”  Gilbert said. He shrugged his shoulders. “Do you want me to get 

you a ball Gramma?” 

“Yes sweetie. I will get my gloves.” Jan leaned over the largest hamster’s cage. 

“Hampzilla! My sweet little girl! I am going to put you in your ball so you can get some 

exercise. Now, be a good girl and don’t bite momma.”  

Was she for real? “It bites you? Why would you risk taking her out when you 

know something like that? Aren’t you afraid of rabies?” I asked. 

“Don’t be ridiculous!” Jan laughed. She put the gigantic hamster in a clear plastic 

ball and shrieked. The hamster raced around the room, knocking into things. “Look at her 

go. She is so funny!” 

“I find it extremely inhumane.” I decided. 

“I would really like to go to bed.” Amy complained. “I have a summer job that I 

need to wake up for.” 

“Oh, you big sourpuss,” Jan whined, picking up the plastic ball. “I remember 

when you used to love Hampzilla. She was your favorite. Did preteen syndrome hit you 

already?” 

“How long have you guys lived here?” I whispered into Gilbert’s ear. 

“Too long.” He answered. “Since I was five.”  

“What happened to your parents?”  

“They died in a car crash. Amy was in the car.” Gil wiped his eyes and glanced 



 

 

out the window. “Can you keep a secret?” 

I nodded. “Sure, I know lots of secrets.” 

“Like what?” 

“If I told you then they wouldn’t be secrets anymore now would they?” I grinned. 

Gilbert winked and went to open up his fold out bed.  

Jan and Amy argued quietly in the hallway while I opened up my suitcase. I took 

out my nightgown and grabbed a plastic zip lock bag filled with my toothbrush, 

toothpaste, face wash…  

“Listen you nuisance,” Amy growled. She shoved my things off the bed. My tooth 

paste landed at my feet and my suit case tumbled onto the carpeting.  “This is my half of 

the bed and I don’t want your stuff near me. Stay on your side of the bed and don’t even 

think about talking or crying about your new situation. I don’t care if you are sad, or if 

you want your mommy. I don’t want you here and I don’t plan to make living with me 

pleasant.” Her freckled nose scrunched up and I rolled my eyes at her. 

“You are a very rude girl.” I snuck out of the room and slammed the bathroom 

door shut. Amy was going to be a hard person to live with. Gilbert was okay. He didn’t 

say or do much but he wasn’t cruel to me. I deserved it. If I wasn’t such a klutz then I’d 

be back at home with my mother.  

“Tina, are you in there?” Jan pounded on the door. “We do not lock ourselves in 

any room of this house. I do not care for secrecy.”  

“I must lock the door. Someone might accidentally walk in while I shower or use 

the restroom.” I argued, pulling up my shorts. “I cannot handle the anxiety of knowing 

you may burst in.” 



 

 

“I think you need to go to the shrink then.” Jan decided. “I will let this slide for 

now. I have my hands full with you!” She was joking but I didn’t find it very funny. 

People who were crazy went to shrinks. I didn’t want to go to someone who wrote down 

everything I said and then just went “I see.”  

“I am mentally sound. I do not need a psychiatrist.” I shouted from the tub. Jan 

pounded on the door. “Maybe the locked door shows how sane I am.” 

“Cynthia Crane is an old friend of mine. You will love her. She isn’t like regular 

shrinks.” Jan promised. “Hurry up, Amy needs to get in there.” 

I opened up the window and peered down the two story window. If I wasn’t afraid 

I’d plummet to my death crawling out then I would’ve totally escaped. I took deep breaths 

and stared at my face in the steamy mirror. Nothing Amy said could make me sad. She 

didn’t deserve my tears. I told myself this over and over, breathing in and out. I needed to 

face the monster and show no fear. She was a bully and did not deserve to gain 

dominance over me. 

“It is about time.” Amy grumbled. She held a purple towel in her hand and a 

nightgown. “Did you fall in?” 

“No, but I will pray you don’t.” I snapped, brushing past her.  

“You better not have used all the hot water.” Amy retorted. She slammed the door 

hard.   

Gilbert sat on his fold out cot and smiled widely. “My sister really hates you! I 

love it.” He laughed. I grinned, dropping my soaking wet towel on her side of the bed. 

That would teach her to be mean. “Do you like truth or dare?”  

“I have never played it.” I admitted.  



 

 

“Well, I made up a game similar to it. Do you want to play it with me tonight 

when Amy goes to sleep?” Gilbert leaned forward. “It will be so cool. Even Gramma Jan 

won’t know we snuck out.” 

“I won’t sneak out. Especially at night. There are a bunch of weirdos out in the 

dark. I wouldn’t want us to be captured or killed. Would you really endanger your life?” 

“We live in a gated community plus I do it all the time. No one has ever bothered 

us.” Gilbert sighed. “Trust me. I wouldn’t ask you to do anything dangerous. It is 

completely safe.” 


