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You're It!
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Why did I have to pick this day? I mean, at first it sounded like a good idea. At church, Mom and I signed up to volunteer at the shelter for homeless families. How was I supposed to know that the day I signed up for would be Summer Fun Day at the pool? 
Summer Fun Day is the best! They play cool music, sell treats for half price, and even give away prizes. All my friends will be there. And I’m going to miss it, which really stinks. I had begged Mom to change our volunteering day to a different day, but she said it was too complicated. She had arranged to be off work today, and the shelter was counting on us to be there today. 
So Mom and I are driving to the shelter. “Can you turn up the air conditioning, please?” I ask. This has to be the hottest day of the year. A great day to cool off at the pool! 
“Okay, Jack. But, honey, you know they don’t have AC at the shelter, right?” 
No, I didn’t know that. Great. Not only will I miss a totally fun day with my friends, but I’ll be all hot and sweaty too. Deep breath, I tell myself. You signed up for this, so just deal with it. 
Judy, the shelter director, meets us at the front desk where a couple of fans are moving the hot air around. “Glad you’re here!” she says. “We have quite a few young children living in the shelter right now. Their parents are in a meeting with our counselors. Since it’s so hot in the building today, I was hoping you could help me get the children outside to play.” 
“We’d be glad to.” Mom smiles. 
Judy leads us to a small, stuffy playroom, where some kids are looking at books and playing with blocks and dolls. 
“Okay,” Judy asks the kids, “would anyone like to play outside?” 
“Yeah!” they shout. One boy is so excited that he jumps up and down, waving his arms in the air. 
Judy laughs. “That’s David,” she says. “He’s four. And as you can see, he definitely likes to play outside.” So do I, I catch myself thinking. At the swimming pool! I know I’m doing the right thing being here, but it’s hard not to think about the fun I’m missing. 
Judy introduces us to the rest of the kids. We step outside to a fenced-in back yard. It has an old shed, a small sandbox, and one tire swing hanging from a tree. “It’s not much,” says Judy, “but it’s the best we can do. Let us know if you need anything.” 
As Judy walks back inside, I feel someone pulling at my pant leg. It’s David, grinning. “Hey,” he announces, “we’re outside!” 
I catch myself smiling. “I know,” I tell him. 
“What’s your name?” David asks. 
“I’m Jack.” 
“Want to play?” he asks. 
“Ummm . . . sure. What do you want to play?” 
David giggles, taps my arm, and takes off running. “Tag!” he yells over his shoulder. “You’re it!” 
I run after him, but this little guy is fast. He jumps over the sandbox, darts around the other kids, and stops behind the tire swing. Then he dashes off again. “You can’t catch me!” he teases. 
“Catch me too!” calls a red-haired girl. Soon all the kids zigzag around the yard, looking over their shoulders and laughing. In spite of myself, my mouth curves into a giant smile. I haven’t played tag in a million years, and I had forgotten how much fun it can be. 
David runs by me, and I stretch out my arm. “Gotcha!” 
“I’m it!” giggles David, turning to chase the other kids. 
Soon everyone stops, out of breath and sweating. It sure is hot out here. Nothing a good dip in the pool wouldn’t fix, I think to my-self. This is okay, but my friends are having the real fun right now. 
Mom gets drinks of water for all of us. “What should we do now?” she asks. 
The red-haired girl raises her hand and points to a pile of bandanas in the shed. “I know! A three-legged race.” 
“Okay,” says Mom. “Everybody find a partner.” 
David runs straight to me and holds out his hand. “Partner?” he asks. 
“But . . .” I start to answer. 
“Great idea!” says Mom. I look around. All the kids have found someone except for David. 
“Partner,” I agree. 
I help the pairs connect their legs with the bandanas, and then Mom connects David and me. He reaches up to hold my hand. 
Mom stands at the other end of the yard. “Ready, set, GO!” 
David takes a giant step. I jerk forward. “Whoa,” I laugh. I catch my balance. “You really want to win this, huh?” 
Half way to the finish line, we tumble. Grass tickles my face. 
David sits up, spits out some grass, and crinkles his forehead. He pats my back. “It’s okay,” he says. “You tried your best.” 
“Thanks,” I answer, hiding a smile. This kid cracks me up. 
It feels like a hundred degrees outside now. All of us are dripping with sweat. I notice an old sprinkler in the corner of the yard. “Mom, do you think we could use that for a while?” I ask. 
Mom checks with Judy, and before I know it, all the kids are ready to get wet. Some of them have swimsuits on; some are just in shorts and t-shirts. I help Judy hook the sprinkler up to a hose. “That David is something else,” I tell her. 
“Yes, he is,” answers Judy. “His family is really struggling right now, but David always seems to make the best of things.” 
Across the yard, I watch David high-five one of the other kids. He has all sorts of reasons not to have fun, I think to myself. But he just makes the most of what he’s been given. Suddenly Summer Fun Day at the pool doesn’t seem quite so important. 
The sprinkler is ready to go. “Go ahead,” says Judy. I turn the handle at the end of the hose, and cool water shoots into the air. 
Most of the kids run right to the sprinkler. They jump back and forth across the spraying waves. The red-haired girl stops just short of the water. She reaches out to let it spray her hand, then runs away, giggling. David stands in the middle of it all, mouth open, catching water drops on his tongue. Everybody’s laughing. 
Mom and I stand back and watch. “Boy,” I say, wiping sweat from my forehead. “It sure is hot today.” 
“Go ahead,” says Mom, nodding toward the sprinkler. “You know you want to.” 
“But I don’t have my swimsuit with me,” I answer. 
“Oh, come on!” she says. “Your clothes will dry.” 
I smile. “So will yours, you know.” 
Mom runs. “Last one there is a rotten egg!” 
Grass tickles my toes as I dash through the water. Suddenly David taps my arm. “Tag!” he yells. 
Sprinkler tag is fun. I can’t stop laughing. 
A little while later, Dad arrives. “Hey,” he says, “I finished work early, so I can take over for you if you want to go to the pool.” 
I watch David run through the yard. “No thanks,” I answer. “I can go a different day.” 
Quickly, I tap Dad’s shoulder. “Tag!” I shout, running back to the water. “You’re it!” 
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