




Sammy learned to write her name 
at the corner of every page, 

and that the bathroom was down 
the hall and around the corner. 

She learned to raise her hand if she had a question. 

She learned that sometimes you sit at your desk in rows and sometimes you sit on the 
carpet in a circle, and some kids have a lot to say, and others prefer to be quiet.

and that her desk partner was named Milo, 

She learned that the watercolors belonged 
in stacks on the shelf and the paintbrushes 
belonged in jars by the sink. 



Sunny learned to sit. And to stay . . . and stay . . . and stay.



At then, just like that, the first day of school was over.

Mama fixed Sammy a snack. 
She fixed Sunny one, too.

Sammy told Mama all about her day,  
and Sunny listened with great interest.



“How was your day, Sunny?” Sammy asked when she was 
finished. “Did you learn some good puppy things?”

Sunny made a low noise in his throat, the kind he made 
when he saw a squirrel. He barked. He yelped.  
He ran in a circle around the kitchen. 

He sat, and sat, and stayed.  
He collapsed, and rolled onto his 
back, and panted, and panted,  
and smiled. 

“Wow,” Sammy said.



Suddenly Sammy thought of something. 
“Mama,” she asked. “What happens on 
the second day of school?”

“Well, I suppose you go back and do it 
all over again,” Mama said.

But Sammy and Sunny. . . 



. . . had a different idea.




