
Park Day 
 
 

Fridays were magical for nine-year-old Gabby Rose Cedillo. Why? Because it 
was park day, of course. Actually, it was a ‘Long Beach Kids’ park day. And as far 
as she was concerned, it was the best day of the week. 

Every Friday, kids could hang out with friends, play sports, and even sign up 
for some fun park classes. There was ‘Art in the Park’ with Ms. Tammy, ‘Kids 
Knit’ with Ms. Billie, ‘Science Maniacs’ with Mr. Jasper, and a bunch more. 

Gabby wiggled around in her seat as her mom drove past the ocean on Pacific 
Coast Highway. She turned to talk to her eleven-year-old brother, Nathan, but he 
was plugged in listening to music on his cell phone. Nathan only came to the park 
to practice basketball with his surfing buddies. 

“Whatcha listening to?” Gabby asked. 

No answer. Nathan just hummed softly and kept tapping the basketball. 

Gabby frowned. Those are some pretty good earphones, she thought. She 
gently poked him.  

Nothing. Then Gabby got a better idea. She reached up and yanked on a few 
strands of his dark brown hair. 

“Ow!” 

Yep, that got his attention. 

“Gabbs, what was that for?” Nathan pulled out his earphones. 

“It was the only way to get your attention,” Gabby said, grinning. “I think you 
were daydreaming that you were a rock and roll star again.” 

“What? I…I don’t do that,” Nathan stammered. 

“Ya-huh,” Gabby nodded. “I’ve seen you in your room listening to music and 
playing your guitar with your eyes closed.” 

Nathan sighed. “You’re supposed to knock before you come in, you know.” 

Gabby smiled sweetly. “I did knock, but somebody was too busy rocking out.” 
Gabby closed her eyes and pretended to sing into an invisible microphone. 

“Ha…ha. You think you’re so cute,” Nathan said. “I think somebody is about 
to get tickled.” 

Nathan dropped his basketball and attacked his sister with tickles. 



Gabby shrieked and screamed with laughter. 

“Excuse Me!” A voice from the backseat shouted. 

Nathan stopped tickling his little sister and looked back at his ten-year-old 
brother, David. David ran his hand through his wavy, light brown hair like he 
always did when he was annoyed. 

“Oh, you were so quiet. I almost forgot you existed.” Nathan grinned. 

“Very funny.” David wasn’t amused. He held up his mom’s tablet. “I’m trying 
to watch my favorite show, if you two don’t mind.” 

Gabby twisted around in her seat. “What are you watching?” 

“Predators on the Hunt,” David replied. 

“Which predator is on the hunt this week?” asked Nathan. “My favorite is the 
gray wolf.” 

“Mine’s the Sumatran tiger,” Gabby added. 

All three kids were crazy excited about wild animals. From tiny insects to 
humongous elephants, they loved them all. The Cedillo family came from a long 
line of wildlife veterinarians. Respect for every living creature was simply a way 
of life for Gabby and her brothers. 

“This week it’s the cheetah,” David said. 

Gabby’s eyes lit up. “I really like the cheetahs!” 

David grinned. Gabby might like them, but no one loved cheetahs as much as 
he did. “I was just getting to the part where the vultures swoop in to steal the 
gazelle from the cheetah,” he said. 

David turned the tablet toward them. 

 



 Nathan frowned. “Why doesn’t the cheetah just attack the vultures? They’re 
just birds.” 

David rolled his eyes. “How can you be a Cedillo and not know this stuff? 
Cheetahs are passive animals. The only reason they attack prey is for food. They 
don’t fight other animals.” 

“Yep. He’s right,” Gabby agreed. “And vultures are huge. When they steal 
food, they do it in a big pack.” 

David shook his head. “No! A group of vultures eating is called a wake. Trust 
me. They are definitely not called a pack.” 

“Well…that’s a dumb name. Of course they’re awake,” Gabby said. “How 
could they eat if they were asleep? Duh!” 

David just rolled his eyes. He gave up.  

“Kids, we’re here,” their mom called back. She parked in front of the tall 
wooden sign at Safari Park. 

 

At twenty feet high, the grand entrance looked like it belonged in a zoo, not 
just a local park. An artist who had traveled all over Africa had carefully carved 
the wild animals into the enormous sign. 



As soon as the van stopped, Nathan jumped out. “Mom, I’ll be at the 
basketball courts. Later, gators!” 

Gabby giggled. “After while, crocodile!” 

“Ya know, that sounds really dumb,” David said. 

“Na-uh.” 

David nodded. “Uh, yeah it does. Trust me, no one says that anymore. It’s 
like…ancient.” 

Gabby frowned. “Dad still says it and he’s not…ancient.” 

“Are you sure about that?” 

“David, sweetheart,” his mom called out as she closed her door. “Did you just 
call your dad old?” 

 David pointed to himself. “Who me? No way!” Technically he’d said 
ancient…not old. 

Gabby unzipped her backpack and took out a plush zebra that her nana had 
just sent from Kenya, Africa. Her grandparents traveled all over the world 
rescuing endangered animals. They had just left Kenya and were on their way to a 
country called Namibia.  

Gabby had brought the new zebra to show to her five-year-old reading buddy, 
Lucy. She was a cute kid and loved zebras as much as Gabby did. 

David grabbed his backpack and headed toward the park. “Mom, I’m gonna 
go find Dorian.” 

“Remember,” his mom said, “no scaring the girls with any bugs or frogs 
today.” 

David chuckled as he walked off. “C’mon, Mom. Do I look like the sort of kid 
that would freak out the girls in the dorky knitting club?” 

“I mean it, David!” 

But David didn’t hear her. He’d sprinted off to find his best friend, Dorian. 

Gabby slipped her backpack on and pulled her light brown curls free from the 
straps. She looked around for her best friend, Cassidy. “Mom, do you see Cass?” 

“Oh, I just remembered,” her mom said. “Cassidy got the stomach flu. Her 
mom texted me this morning.” 

Gabby’s shoulders drooped. No Cassidy? 

“I’ll be by the hippo tables if you need me,” her mom said. “And watch out for 
puddles, sweetie. It rained quite a bit yesterday.” 



“Okay, Mom.” Gabby sighed and walked off. Park days just weren’t the same 
without her best friend. Cassidy just always had a way of making park days a bit 
more…magical. 

But today, things would definitely not be the same. 

Today would not be so magical. 

Today, a bully would change Gabby’s life forever. 

 
	


