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Drummer’s Grove 

Brooklyn was home to all kinds of sounds. Kim and 
Kurt were used to lots of them. There were the sounds 
of traffic. Cars and trucks and buses went zipping by all 
the time, honking their horns and playing loud music 
on their sound systems. There were also the sounds of 
voices—people shouting and chatting and singing. There 
were dogs barking and even the sounds of tools that 
people used as part of their jobs—like a jackhammer 
digging a hole in the street. 

This day, Kim and Kurt were soaking up the sounds 
in Drummer’s Grove with Kim’s pals, Lynn and Sheryl. 
Drummer’s Grove is a place in Prospect Park where people 
gather to play drums. Some of them play steel drums. 
Some play bongo drums. Some of them hit the drums 
with sticks. Some of them slap the drums with their bare 
hands.
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“Well, James,” said a different voice, “Kurt Gunter has 
had such a good year. As you know, the former spaceship pilot 
and race car driver is leading the team in hits, home runs, 
and runs batted in. He has hit the ball so well this year that 
most fans I’ve spoken with think he’s the bee’s knees! In fact, I 
had a caller on my show, Sports Yap, last week who told me 
he thinks Gunter should make twice what they pay him.” 

“So Gunter steps up to the plate. Here’s the pitch. It’s a 
strike. The fans are mad. They don’t like the call. They think 
it was a ball. But Gunter himself seems not to mind. He steps 
back into the box. Here’s the pitch. Gunter swings.”

Smack! 

“Look out, Mark! He got a bit of that one! It’s a long 
fly ball to the left. It’s going, it’s going. It’s out of here! Kurt 
Gunter has hit a home run! Home run by Gunter! We win! 
We win!”













72

The shop owner was thin, older, and had gray hair. 
She did not smile.

She said, “My name is Hester. I own this shop.” She 
had a mean look on her face. 

“Hi, I’m Kim. The ad in the paper says you are hiring 
a helper.”

“You got that right,” said Hester. “Have you ever had a 
job ringing up people and taking their cash?”

“No, but I think I would be good at it. I’m good at 
math!”

“Have you ever had a job at a florist shop?” Hester 
asked.

“No. But it sounds like fun.” 

“Can you tell larkspur from aster?”

“No, but you could teach me.”

“Is it your lifelong dream to have a job as a florist?” 
Hester asked.
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The Bakery

Kurt followed Kim as they made their way down the 
street, checking in all the shops. Then he saw something 
way up high. 

“Look at him!” Kurt said, pointing up at a store. There 
was a window cleaner high up on the side and he sat on a 
platform. The platform was hanging by long ropes.

“He clearly has no fear of high places,” said Kim. 
“That is not the job for me.”

“I think it would be fun,” said Kurt. “Think of all the 
stuff you could see from way up there!”

“I would rather see the sights from inside the store,” 
Kim said. “Let’s keep going. It’s getting late.”
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Keeping It Up

“Where to next?” asked Kurt.

“Let’s just go and see what we find,” Kim said.

They passed a place called Jack’s Auto Shop. It was a 
loud place. There were men banging and drilling. One 
man in the auto shop was lying under a car. One man was 
looking under the hood of a cab.

“Do you think you can get a job in there?” asked Kurt.

“No way,” Kim said. “I can’t fix cars.”

“I think it looks like my kind of job,” said Kurt. “You 
get to use lots of cool tools. And you get to mess up your 
clothing with grease! That’s perfect!”

As they went on they passed lots of carts selling food. 

One of the cart men was selling roasted peanuts.

Kurt caught a whiff of the spicy peanuts and started 
tugging on Kim’s blouse.
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“There are so many kinds of beans!” Kurt said. “There 
must be a hundred kinds. I see baked beans, butter beans, 
pinto beans, green beans, white beans, and kidney beans.”

Every time Kurt said something, Kim lost count. 

“Kurt, I need some peace and quiet here, if you don’t 
mind. This is not quite as easy as it looks. If you keep 
yapping, I will never get the quantities right.”

Kurt sat quietly for a while and Kim counted 
everything carefully. 

Kurt lay down on his tummy. 

“Golly,” he said, “somebody needs to sweep under 
these shelves. It’s very dusty under there.” He traced a 
smiley face in the dust.

“Hush, Kurt! If you will just sit there quietly, then I 
can count these cans and maybe we can go do something 
fun. I need to focus on the counting.”
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The Tally

Mr. Fremont led Kim to the cash register.

“Let’s pretend you already have a job here,” he said.

“Okay,” said Kim.

Mr. Fremont went and got some things from the 
shelves and plopped them into a shopping basket. He 
selected a jar of peanut butter, a bag of cookies, and a key 
lime pie. Then he set the basket on the counter next to 
Kim.

“Can you tally up the cost of all this food?”

“You bet!” said Kim cheerfully. “Do you want me to 
use the cash register?”

“No,” said Mr. Fremont. “I want to see if you can do 
it without the cash register. Let’s pretend the cash register 
is broken. So you have to add up the tally all by yourself.”

That sounded hard to Kurt. He looked at Kim to see 
if she looked scared. She did not. 
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