The Story of It

THIS BOOK BELONGS TO
_______________________

While reading The Day It Rained Popcorn to my two grandsons, Wes wanted
me to tell him “the whole story of it.”
So here goes.

WITH LOVE FROM
_______________________

I began writing the book in 1970 when I was seventeen, and then forgot
about it.
,Q,GLVFRYHUHGWKHXQÀQLVKHGDGYHQWXUHEXULHGLQVRPHROGÀOHVDQG
read it to my enraptured son and daughter, renaming the characters after them.
In 2016, it became the go-to bedtime story for my two oldest grandchildren,
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and once again, I changed the names of the two main characters—this time to
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than four decades ago has always been the
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same. Those little ones nearest and dearest
to me who delighted in the telling wanted more

[LOGO HERE]

information about the characters, asked why
there were no pictures, and wondered why the
story had no ending.
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,DOZD\VPHDQWWRÀJXUHRut an ending.

But it wasn’t until Caleb and Wes honored me with their fascinated interest
LQWKHWDOHWKDW,ÀQDOO\GHFLGHGLWZDVWLPH,Q$SULORIP\LQWXLWLYHDQG
insightful seven-year-old grandson, Caleb, thought the title of my book should
be The Day It Snowed Popcorn instead of The Day It Rained Popcorn.
,H[SODLQHGWKDWWKHQDPHRIWKHERRNZDVDSHUIHFWÀWIRUWKHVWRU\OLQH
and not to forget that the title was forty-seven years old!

[ILLUSTRATION OF BOYS ON THE SWING]
THE DAY IT
SNOWED
POPCORN

%XW&DOHESHUVLVWHGH[SODLQLQJDPRQJRWKHUUHDVRQVWKDWVQRZLQJÀWWKH
action better than rain. His brainy analysis broke it all down for me.
$QGWKHPRUH,WKRXJKWDERXWLWWKHPRUH,NQHZ&DOHEZDVULJKW³WKXVWKH
title was changed to The Day It Snowed Popcorn.
This book is dedicated to Caleb and Wes. Without them, The Day It Snowed

Popcorn would never have evolved.

Once upon a time, Wes and his older brother, Caleb, were
playing near a stream in the woods behind their house.
´/HW·VSOD\+LGHDQG6HHNµ&DOHEVXJJHVWHG´*RKLGHDQG,·OOWU\WRÀQG
you.”
“No way,” Wes replied emphatically, his eyes bulging with fright. “I don’t
ZDQWWRKLGH:KDWLI\RXFDQ·WÀQGPH"µ
“So I’ll hide, and you seek,” Caleb answered. Wes shook his head, shouting,

[ILLUSTRATION OF BOYS PLAYING HIDE AND SEEK]

´,'21·7:$17723/$<+,'($1'6((.µ
“Okay, okay,” Caleb responded with a sigh. “We’ll play tag.”
:HVZDVVWLOODJLWDWHG´7DJLVRND\EXW'21·7+,'(µ
Caleb shrugged. Wes was always afraid of something.
$V:HVFKDVHGDIWHU&DOHEWU\LQJWRWDJKLPDÀHUFHVWRUPEHJDQWR
form overhead.
“It’s going to rain any minute!” Caleb cried out, looking at the gathering
clouds.
“I think we better get home before something bad happens,” Wes said
nervously, his face scrunched up in fear.
Caleb, being older and more mature, was sure that a storm was heading in
their direction, and he tried to pretend that there was nothing to worry about.
But that didn’t stop Wes from being scared.
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$V&DOHEDQG:HVUDQWKURXJKWKHZRRGVDVWUHDNRIOLJKWQLQJOLWXSWKH
black sky, and suddenly, the torrential rain, heavy winds, and thick fog were
upon them. It was dark and dreary, and the wind was howling through the trees,
knocking branches to the ground.

“I don’t know about you,” Wes whispered, “but I’m scared.”
&DOHEUHDVVXUHG:HV´'RQ·WEHVLOO\LW·VMXVWDFDYH$QGRND\LW·VDOLWWOH
dark inside. But it’s better than being stuck out here in the lightning and thunder.
Let’s check it out!”
Wes wasn’t convinced, but the storm was way more worrisome than the
cave, so he agreed to follow Caleb inside.
The cave started out pitch black, and it was nearly impossible to see ahead
of them, but once their eyes got used to the dark, they realized they had
entered a long narrow tunnel.
´/RRN RYHU WKHUHµ &DOHE VDLG SRLQWLQJ ´6HH WKDW EULJKW OLJKW" 7KHUH·V
SUREDEO\DQRSHQLQJDWWKHHQGRIWKHWXQQHOµ+HVSULQWHGDKHDGWRÀQGRXW

:HVZDVWHUULÀHGDQG&DOHEZDVWU\LQJWRÀJXUHRXWZKDWWKH\VKRXOGGR
“We need a place to stay until the storm blows over,” Caleb yelled to Wes
as he fought his way through the wind, thunder booming around them.
Wes hesitantly pointed to a small opening where the stream seemed to
HQG´'RHVWKDWORRNOLNHDKLGHRXWWR\RX"µ
They hurried over to examine the opening in the rocks. It was a cave, partially
overgrown with weeds and bushes that made it almost impossible to see inside.
/XFNLO\IRU&DOHEDQG:HVWKHKROHZDVODUJHHQRXJKIRUWKHPWRÀWLQWRFRPIRUWDEO\
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Wes was troubled and uneasy about wandering inside the damp and dreary
cave. But he was determined to follow Caleb toward the brightness in front of
them; despite his fears.
$V WKH\ FDPH FORVHU WR WKH OLJKW WKH\ VTXLQWHG WKHLU H\HV DJDLQVW WKH
brightness of the opening. Caleb broke into a run toward the brilliant light. Wes
cowered behind Caleb, grabbing his shirt in fear. Caleb kept wriggling, trying to
get Wes off his back.
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