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James grumbled as he turned off his noisy alarm -

Saturdays are for sleeping in, but here he was

getting up before the Sun. 

“Remember James, we’ve got to run by the violin

store to get a new string!”

 



As James had practiced a lesson, his violin

screeched an out-of-tune note. Frustrated, 

James smashed the bow into his polished

instrument until one of the strings POPPED!

 

Oh yeah… thought James. Last night’s incident

suddenly filled his mind like a bad dream.

 



Breakfast this morning was the same as 

always for James. Heart-healthy nutritious 

granola, with a perfectly ripe banana and yogurt. 

 

 
“Why can’t I ever have anything good?” 

He huffed. 



“It’s going to be freezing cold today!” 

James' father reminded him as he handed 

him a coat to wear. 

 

“This jacket is WAY too big and poofy!” 

James whined, "I feel like a marshmallow."



As his dad started the car, 

James grumbled to turn off the radio. 

“I hate this car!” James complained to his father. 

“Well,” his dad meekly replied, “It is a Bently, son.”

 

 
Well, all of my friends have Rolls Royces, 

James thought. 

 



“Let’s make this quick,” he moaned, 

“It’s freezing out here!” 

 

When they arrived at the store, 

James slinked out of the car. 



As they waited for the repair, James and his father

sat in the shop. James huffed, 

“You know, I’d rather take horseback riding lessons

or something.” 

“What are you talking about son? We got you one of

the best teachers in the area,” his father replied.

James rolled his eyes, 

“Whatever. . .” 

 



Secretly hoping the violin couldn’t be repaired,

after it was, James sighed and shuffled back

outside into the frigid weather and sunk into his

plush leather car seat. 

 
 



But to their dismay, the car let out ghastly sounds.

WHEEZE, BONK, BRRRR

 

James’ dad fiddled with some buttons, 

but the thick gray smoke billowing out from 

under the hood was a disheartening sign. 

 



“If we want to get there in time, 

his father suggested, “We're going to 

have to take the bus.” 

 

As James’ father checked his watch, James

peered at the station across the street.



“NO WAY!” shouted James. “There is NO CHANCE

I'm getting on a public bus. You’re gonna have to

drag me there!” he threatened. 

 

“It’s
stink

y, dirty, weird, gross, noisy, crowded. . .” 



...



 As the bumpy bus wheezed to a jerky stop, James

felt a slight tap on his foot. When he looked down

(hoping it was not a rat) he spotted a bright red

apple with brown bruised spots all over it. 

He retraced the apple’s path to a young thin 

boy sitting quietly with his mother. 

 
 



As James unwedged himself and his coat out of

the tight seat and carefully stood to return the

apple, the boy came running over and gratefully

took the bruised fruit from James’ hands. 

“Sorry mister, thank you so much!” the boy

chirped. 

 



 As he sat back down, James heard the boy say

“Ah shoot, there’s another bruise...oh well, I can

just bite around it! Plus, now my apple looks 

like it has a face!”

 

 

Huh thought James. That’s one way 

of looking at it, I guess.



Suddenly, the rickety bus flew over a railroad

track, and James sighed as a chorus of creaky

seats bounced in harmony. 

 

“How annoying,” he muttered.



Amused by the symphony of squeaks, the boy

began bouncing up and down in his seat and

hummed a little song. His mother giggled as the

boy orchestrated his own music.

 
 



Anxious to get off the bus, James turned to gaze

out the window. However, the dust made it

impossible to see through. As he turned his head

back away from the dirty window, James noticed

the little boy, still humming, doodling in the dust. 

 
 



 As the bus slammed to a stop, James saw the boy

reach for something under his seat. 

 His mother sighed, “I know it’s just an old 

hand-me-down, but-” 

“What are you talking about, Mom? I love it!” 

The boy kindly replied. 

 

James curiously stared as the boy pulled out a

small, tattered violin case. As he opened it, James

saw that the violin was much older than his was,

and scratched up, too. The strings were worn and

the instrument’s shine had faded. 



 As the boy excitedly hopped down the steep bus

steps, James heard his dad say, “What a beautiful

morning!” Even through the dusty window, the sun

lit up the inside of the bus. 

 
 

“Yeah...maybe,” James answered. He began 

to think back through his morning.



Even though I had to get up early, 

James thought, at least I got to 

see the sunrise.



And even though breakfast was 

no fruity pebbles, that’s for sure, 

at least I’m not hungry.

 



And while no fashion designer would love 

my puffy coat, it kept me warm 

on this chilly bus.



The bus unexpectedly zipped over a speedbump,

and the familiar creaking of the seats made

James wonder if the classical music his dad had

always played on the radio was so bad after all. 

 
 
 

In fact, James wondered if the car itself 

was really so bad itself…



“We’re the next stop, buddy” his dad’s voice

snapped James out of his thoughts.

“Hey dad,” James whispered, 

“Thanks for taking me on the bus to my lesson.”

“Oh?” his father smiled, “of course! 

You’re very welcome!”

 



 As James as his father prepared to get 

off the bus, James realized that a small 

part of him was, actually, thankful that the 

car had broken down…

 




