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Brain Freeze 

by Jacey


One sunny Monday afternoon, Blaine and his mom were driving down 12th Avenue.  Blaine spotted a big, colorful building that he had never seen before.  “Mom, what is that?” asked Blaine in awe.  
“It’s an ice cream parlor,” mom responded.  
“Can we go there?”  Blaine asked excitedly.  
“It doesn’t open until next week buddy.  Why don’t you try to earn some money so we can go there the day it opens,” suggested mom.  
“Ok I will earn a lot of money!” shouted Blaine.  As his Mom laughed at his enthusiasm, Blaine was busy thinking of ways he could earn money. 


When Blaine got home, he ran to his room and dumped out his piggy bank.  He counted his various coins over and over again and found that his total amount of money was .50 cents.  Blaine shoved the money back into his piggy bank and ran to his mother.  
“Mom, how much ice cream will .25 cents get me?” 
 “That would probably only get you a kiddy cone honey.”  Blaine let out a long sigh.  He would have a lot of work to do this week!


The next morning, after breakfast, Blaine put on his tennis shoes. His shoes didn’t look normal today. Instead, they looked like ice cream cones! Blaine shook off the nonsense and walked to Mrs. Grantly’s house.  Mrs. Grantly invited Blaine inside and offered him a chair. 
 “Hi Mrs. Grantly, I was wondering if you have a job I could do for a little bit of money.  You see, there is a new ice cream parlor opening up and I really want to buy some ice cream.”  

“Actually, I was just going to take my dog Bingo on a walk but my old legs quite tired.  If you would do it for me, I would give you $1.00 for your ice cream,” she explained.  
“That would be great!  Thank you Mrs. Grantly.” Just then, Bingo came inside from the back yard with an ice cream cone in his mouth! But as Blaine looked closer, he discovered it was a actually just a leash.  
“Bingo, Blaine here is going to take you on your walk to day,” Mrs. Grantly told her dog.  She walked over to Blaine and handed him the leash.  “Walk him once around the block and let him run in the park for a while,” she instructed.  
“Will do!” shouted Blaine as he and Bingo ran out the front door. 


 By Thursday night, Blaine had walked Mrs. Grantly’s dog three times, washed Mr. McMullen’s windows, took out the Johnson’s trash, watched the Boston’s baby, and swept Ms. Lilly’s drive way.  Blaine had earned a lot of money, but he did not know that because he was so busy doing work that he never had time to count the money in his piggy bank.  And since Blaine hadn’t been counting his earnings, he just kept on working.


On Friday, he picked up old pop cans around the neighborhood and turned them in for a nickel per can. On Saturday, he watered Mr. Gibbons’ garden, picked up rocks on Penny’s lawn, and dusted Joey’s trophies. Blaine continued to work until there seemed to be no more work to do in his neighborhood.  He had done a chore for every one of his neighbors and no one had anything else for an 8-year-old boy to do.  After he had failed to find work again, he walked into the house.  
“Blaine?”  Mom called.  
“Coming Mom,” Blaine replied.  Blaine drug his feet into the living room and sat on the couch.  
“You’re looking a little glum bud, what’s the matter?” his mom questioned.  
“No one has anymore work for me to do so I can’t earn any more money! And the ice cream parlor opens tomorrow,” Blaine complained.  
“Well you’ve been working hard sweetie, I’m sure you have enough for a fudge bar!  How much did you earn so far?”  Mom asked.  
“I don’t even know, I have been so busy that I haven’t counted my money yet!” Blaine jumped from the couch and ran to his room.  

A grin spread across his face as the never-ending coins made a loud clatter and fell to his floor.  First Blaine counted out the dollar bills, there were 15 green, crispy dollar bills. He then counted out the shiny, circle shape coins.  There was 5 dollars worth of coins and that made a total of 20 dollars!  Blaine could barely contain his excitement.  This would surely buy him a big cone!  Blaine ran with his piggy bank back to his mom and they counted it out together to make sure he had counted right, and he had! 
“Wow Blaine, you did a great job of earning money!”  Mom exclaimed proudly.  “We will go to the ice cream parlor right after lunch tomorrow.”

Blaine barely ate any breakfast or lunch.  He had been craving ice cream all day.  Finally, Mom cleared her lunch plate and grabbed her car keys. When Blaine and his mom pulled into the parking lot of the parlor Blaine gasped a gasp unlike any that he had ever gasped before.  The ice cream parlor looked exceptionally perfect this time.  There was a giant ice cream cone on the top of the building with scoops of strawberry, vanilla, and chocolate ice cream.  The windows contained signs of fruity milkshakes and chocolaty sundaes and much more!  Blaine sprinted inside the parlor and discovered that the inside was even more beautiful. He went to the counter and pointed to everything that he wanted.  When the collection of ice cream was on the counter the ice cream lady said, 
“This is a lot of ice cream! Are you sure you can pay for all of this?”  
“How much is it?”  Blaine asked nervously.  
“That will be $18.95 she said.”  Blaine proudly dumped his piggy bank out on the counter.  The lady counted the money and gave him his ice cream and change. Blaine ate all the ice cream that night (well except the cone he gave to his mom).  After the last bite of a fudge-rippled sundae, Blaine put his hand up to his spinning head. 
“Brain freeze?” mom asked while laughing. There was a brain freeze, Blaine thought, but he felt something more than his head spinning. His stomach started to get a little queasy and before he could stop it, all the ice cream came right back out of him and landed in a mushy pile at his feet. Mom jumped to her feet and got a wash cloth to clean up the mess. 
“Mom,” Blaine said, “next time we go to the ice cream shop, I only want a kiddy cone.”   
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