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Mildred's Guide to Growing a Giant Pumpkin1. Get the right seeds. These days, no one grows

a Pumpkin Show winner without Howard Dill's Atlantic Giant seeds.2. Convince your dad that

having a pumpkin patch in your backyard is a good idea.3. Make sure that your dogs stay far,

far away from your seedlings.4. Don't let your busybody aunt interfere with your "pumpkin

obsession," no matter how much she wishes you were interested in boys or clothes or anything

other than pumpkins.5. Find a best friend who can help out in a pinch.6. Never, ever, ever give

up.



Me and the Pumpkin Queenby Marlane KennedyIn memory of Molly and for my husband,

Joel,and our children, Seth, Spencer, and HopeFor my parents, Marvin and Laney Stulley, my

sister,Marsha Waidelich, and my brother, Mark StulleyAnd for the good people of Circleville,

whose passionfor anything pumpkin, come the third Wednesday of October,is truly a sight to

beholdContentsChapter 1 I don’t think I’m abnormally obsessive. I mean, Daddy hasn’t…

Chapter 2 Maybe Daddy isn’t worried about me because he is kind…Chapter 3 "I’m taking the

girl shopping for some spring clothes today,”…Chapter 4 Aunt Arlene and I drive by Arnie

Bradford’s house. He’s…Chapter 5 It all started when I was six. Like always, I…Chapter 6 Aunt

Arlene pulls into a parking space at the mall.Chapter 7 I suppose I should go ahead and tell

the story…Chapter 8 Aunt Arlene sends me into the fitting room with a…Chapter 9 Now when

those first pumpkins rotted away and died, I…Chapter 10 Aunt Arlene gets me, the bras, and

my two bags…Chapter 11 On Monday I wear my new T-shirt with the sparkly…Chapter 12

When I get home from school on Tuesday, I go…Chapter 13 I take ten seeds out of the packet,

and using…Chapter 14 Jacob comes over after school on Thursday. Even though he’s…

Chapter 15 On Saturday Daddy asks if I want to go with…Chapter 16 The sun is shining on

Grover’s farm. He has a…Chapter 17 Sunday, May 2. My eleventh birthday. As soon as I…

Chapter 18 A sick, crackling noise zips through my head. I let…Chapter 19 It’s the third week

of June, a beautiful evening, close…Chapter 20 Fortunately, it’s a nice, warm, but not too hot

morning.Chapter 21 By mid-July I have nine pumpkins of various sizes and…Chapter 22 I’ve

been moping around for the past two days, but…Chapter 23 Done with my first culling, Jacob

and I head back…Chapter 24 I get up early, as usual, and head outside while…Chapter 25 I

spend the next few hours looking out the kitchen…Chapter 26 Late next afternoon finds me at

the Columbus airport. Aunt…Chapter 27 August 1. I’ll be leaving for West Virginia around

noon…Chapter 28 We arrive at Aunt Lois’s a little after five. She…Chapter 29 I spend the

morning hanging around the living room, listening…Chapter 30 I spend the week hanging out

with Amanda. I haven’t…Chapter 31 Three weeks after getting back from West Virginia, and

school…Chapter 32 Jacob follows me as I run to the house. I…Chapter 33 The day I’ve been

waiting for. Morning of the third…Chapter 34 We are in the middle of a long line of…Chapter 35

At ten o’clock the first pumpkin is weighed at Court…Chapter 36 An hour after Francine’s

weigh-in, Daddy pulls up, and I…Chapter 37 It’s Saturday morning, and Daddy is in his office

working,…Chapter 38 May 2, my birthday, has come and gone, and suddenly…

AcknowledgmentsAbout the AuthorCreditsCopyrightAbout the PublisherChapter 1I don’t think

I’m abnormally obsessive. I mean, Daddy hasn’t taken me to the doctor or anything to find out

for sure, so I prefer to describe myself as focused. A lot of kids my age are focused. Like Arnie

Bradford. He is focused on basketball. Every time we drive by his house on our way to town, he

is in his driveway shooting baskets. Even in the middle of winter. Then there is Gloria Mathis.

She is all the time blathering about this teenage actor she is in love with. She cuts his picture

out of magazines and plasters them all over her school notebooks.But truth be told, they are

focused on the usual kinds of things that kids all over the place are focused on. Like there are

probably hundreds of thousands of fifth graders into basketball and popular actors. It just so

happens that my thoughts are consumed with something out of the ordinary. Daddy isn’t

worried about me at all. But Aunt Arlene sure is.Chapter 2Maybe Daddy isn’t worried about me

because he is kind of focused himself. He is a veterinarian here in Pickaway County, and he

keeps real busy. He has an office built into the side of our home, an old white farmhouse with a

green tin roof. He is a mixed-animal vet. That means besides the dogs and cats he tends to in



our home, he sometimes has to travel to neighboring farms to look after cattle, sheep, pigs,

and horses.We aren’t rich. Aunt Arlene says Daddy treats too many animals at a discount and

takes on too many pets his clients abandon. But the two of us, we don’t care. I don’t need to

live in a huge house with Persian rugs and stuffy antiques like Aunt Arlene does. I’ve told her

that before, but it’s like she can’t hear a word that I say.Aunt Arlene is very focused too.

Focused on other people’s business. Since we lost Mama, she thinks it is her job to take care

of Daddy and me even though we do fine on our own. But she means well, and we love her

despite her meddling ways. And I know she loves the two of us despite our obvious flaws, so it

all evens out, I suppose, in the end.And speak of the devil, she is just now interrupting my

Saturday morning, the screen door of Daddy’s office banging behind her.Chapter 3"I’m taking

the girl shopping for some spring clothes today,” Aunt Arlene announces. She doesn’t even say

hi or greet us in any other way. But we are used to that. She usually announces something

upon her arrival.Daddy is at the front counter with Shirley, his assistant. They are getting things

ready for his first scheduled patient of the day, an Old English sheepdog that is being brought

in for neutering.I’m goofing around on the office computer nearby. I click off the message board

on BigPumpkins.com and sigh. I’m not pleased with Aunt Arlene’s shopping news. I like

spending my Saturday mornings helping around the office. I feed the animals that have had to

spend the night, and sometimes answer the phone or greet people. My friend Jacob will

probably be stopping by this afternoon, too. Lately he’s been trying to teach me how to play

chess. He’ll be disappointed if I’m not here. Besides, I have no interest in clothes. Daddy just

takes me to the discount store, and I get regular jeans and T-shirts. Our shopping trips take all

of about fifteen minutes. I have an uneasy feeling, though, that this trip will be an all-day

affair.Daddy looks at me. “You want to go shopping with your aunt Arlene?”“No.”“The girl

doesn’t want to go,” he says.I’m often referred to as the girl when Daddy and Aunt Arlene

discuss me. I’m not offended. After all, I am an only child and therefore the only girl in the

family, so there is never any confusion about who they are talking about. Besides, I kind of like

being called the girl. It is much better than my real name, which happens to be Mildred. I am

named after Daddy and Aunt Arlene’s mother, my grandma, who now lives in Florida with my

grandpa. They moved there when I was three because they couldn’t stand the winter weather

here in Ohio, but they do visit us for a few weeks every summer. The name suits my grandma

just fine; she has wrinkles and smells of old-lady perfume. It just doesn’t happen to fit me. A

few people have tried to shorten my name to Millie, but it never caught on. It doesn’t seem to fit

either. Millie sounds perky, and I guess I’m more on the serious side.Aunt Arlene walks over to

Daddy, leans over the counter, and whispers, “The girl is starting to…grow. I think it’s best that I

take her shopping, if you know what I mean.”Daddy seldom blushes, but his face is turning

pink. Before he says a word, I know I’m a goner. I’m going shopping with Aunt Arlene.Chapter

4Aunt Arlene and I drive by Arnie Bradford’s house. He’s in the driveway, pounding an orange

ball onto blacktop. Aunt Arlene toots her horn and waves.“Nice boy,” she says. “And cute, don’t

you think?”I stare at her with an appropriately disgusted look, and she becomes silent.Just

looking at Aunt Arlene, you would never guess she and Daddy are sister and brother. Aunt

Arlene is always color-coordinated, with every hair in place. Right now she’s wearing khaki

pants and a cream blouse with a brown, tan, and blue scarf draped at her neck. She has

smooth, chin-length dark brown hair that curls under on the ends.Daddy’s hair is the same

color, but it always looks like he just got out of bed; he’s not one to blow-dry and gel. And

sometimes Aunt Arlene studies what he’s wearing and jokes about his being color-blind, which

he’s not.I’m a lot like Daddy, although right now my hair doesn’t look too bad. Aunt Arlene

made me brush it before we left.I look out the window and think more important thoughts.



Pretty soon, as we continue on our way to Aunt Arlene’s favorite mall in Columbus, we pass

Circleville’s water tower. It’s painted like a giant pumpkin. But I was thinking about giant

pumpkins before it even appeared out my car window. Giant pumpkins are what I’m focused

on. Morning, noon, and night I’ve got giant pumpkins on my mind.Chapter 5It all started when I

was six. Like always, I had spent part of the third week of October at the Circleville Pumpkin

Show, otherwise known as the “Greatest Free Show on Earth” (and I’m not exaggerating about

the title; anyone who goes to pumpkinshow.com can print out a ticket that says so).The streets

are blocked off, and more than four hundred thousand people flock to our town. It’s such a big

deal that all the local schools get three whole days off, even though it’s not exactly considered

a national holiday.We have a huge midway, and more rides and junk-food stands than

practically any old fair you’ve been to. And when it comes to food, people don’t just fill up on

things like cotton candy and caramel apples. We have pumpkin ice cream, pumpkin donuts,

pumpkin chili, pumpkin hamburgers, pumpkin pizza, and spaghetti with pumpkin sauce. If it can

be made out of pumpkin, we are certain to have it.Lindsey’s Bakery is famous for baking and

displaying the world’s largest pumpkin pie as well. The first day it looks real pretty and smooth.

But several days later there are marks all over the orangish brown filling where little kids have

poked their fingers, and it becomes rather sorry-looking and disgusting.Our parades are

legendary. Bands and floats and Shriners and queens. My mama rode a float once. When she

was in eleventh grade, she was Pumpkin Show Queen. Daddy has a picture of her wearing her

crown. I’ve never seen anyone more beautiful. And that’s the God’s honest truth.But what

people really come to see are the pumpkins. That’s what makes our festival different from any

other. Right in the center of town is an area surrounded by a chain-link fence. Inside the fence

is a towering treelike structure made up of regular-size pumpkins. Down from that, right in front

of our circle-shaped bank, are the giants. They are eight hundred, nine hundred, sometimes

even more than a thousand pounds. And there is one blue ribbon winner, the one proclaimed

the largest of the large at the Pumpkin Show.Now, as I was saying, my focus on giant

pumpkins started when I was six. I don’t know why. Maybe because I was too big for the kiddie

rides but not brave enough for the big ones that went upside down. Things were also different

for me that year. It was my first without Mama. She had died from cancer about three months

before. I can remember stopping by the fenced-off display with Daddy, and all I could think

about was how Mama always used to point out the big pumpkins to me.Daddy must have been

thinking the same thing ’cause he said, “Your mama sure got a kick out of those pumpkins.

Every year she would say she wanted to try her hand at growing one.” He paused, and then his

voice trailed off kind of sadlike. “I guess she just never got around to it.”At that very moment

those big pumpkins seemed magical. I stared at their hulking forms and thought of the seeds

they came from. I had helped Daddy carve a pumpkin the night before. Pumpkin seeds were

flat and about the size of a fingernail. How could they grow into something so big and plump?

The people who made them grow must have some kind of special power, I decided. I felt bad

because Mama never had a chance to see if she could grow one. I bet she had special powers.

I bet she could have grown the biggest ever.Then I wondered if deep inside me I might have

special powers, too.So that night I dug through the trash, looking for pumpkin seeds. I found a

nice one and thought since my mama couldn’t grow a giant pumpkin, I would.Chapter 6Aunt

Arlene pulls into a parking space at the mall. She was nice enough to let me have a quiet drive

up after the Arnie Bradford remark, but now she wants to talk.“Girls your age are in the middle

of changing,” she says.I immediately become self-conscious and cross my arms at my chest.

I’m not really “blossoming” that much yet. Not like a few of the girls in my class. But what little I

have I am now mightily embarrassed about. I nod to show I’m listening but stare intently at a



sandwich wrapper scuttling across the parking lot in the wind.“I think it is time for a bra,” Aunt

Arlene says. “And I also know clothes start to become important around this time. My brother

dresses you like a boy, and I see some of the girls your age around town. They look so cute. I

remember how important it was to fit in when I was your age.” She pauses. “I just want to help,

you know…since your mother can’t be here.”She pats my hand, and I manage to smile at her

because I don’t know what else to do. I really don’t care about fitting in. I have only one friend.

Jacob Buckner. And he’s all I really need.I think of Jacob stopping by my house this afternoon

and finding me not there. I’d much rather be playing chess with him than buying some stupid

bra, and so far I really stink at chess.Chapter 7I suppose I should go ahead and tell the story of

my first attempt at growing a pumpkin.I had taken that nice-looking seed I had dug out of the

trash, washed the orange gunk off it, and promptly put it on the nightstand beside my bed.

Even at six, being a country girl, I knew you planted things in the middle of spring, when it’s

warm outside. So I kept that seed on my nightstand all winter long. I’d look at it each night

before drifting off to sleep, and if I was lucky, I would dream giant pumpkin dreams.In one

dream I grew a pumpkin bigger than our old farmhouse. Mama was sitting on top of that

pumpkin, puffy white clouds above her head, and she was wearing her crown, and she was

smiling and waving. I woke up thinking spring couldn’t come quick enough. Many dreams later I

finally was able to plant that little seed in the far corner of the backyard, just past where the

grass was growing and weeds poked up in the surrounding field. Then I watered it good.At the

time I thought that was all there was to growing a pumpkin—planting and watering—and

although I felt very pleased with myself, I told no one. I remember thinking, though, that

somehow, someway Mama would know even though no one else did.I was crazy happy when

the following month, after green tendrils sprouted, some blossoms appeared. I stared hard at

those pretty yellow flowers, knowing that I was the reason they came into being. I felt in control.

Almost magical. And it felt tremendously good.Before I knew it, I had five little orange balls

growing on three green vines. Five pumpkins! I was expecting only one (I didn’t know then that

one seed could produce multiple pumpkins), so I thought I possessed special pumpkin-growing

powers. In my mind I could see those five pumpkins being displayed at the Pumpkin Show

come October. And I knew one of mine would be proclaimed the winner. After all, I had five

chances to have the biggest pumpkin there.Still, I told no one. I liked having a secret and

wanted to keep it that way for a while. A secret just between me and my mama way up in

heaven.Not long afterward Aunt Arlene and her husband, Uncle Jerald, had me over for

Sunday dinner like usual. They invited Daddy too, but he said he needed to get some yard

work done. When he came to pick me up, the first thing out of his mouth was: “I almost mowed

over some pumpkins. We have pumpkins growing in our backyard!”“I know,” I said. “They are

from a seed I planted.”Aunt Arlene, Uncle Jerald, and Daddy looked surprised.“I have a talent

for growing pumpkins,” I announced.The grown-ups all smiled, and suddenly I was glad to

share the news about my pumpkins. I felt proud of myself. I had done something important

without any help at all.Daddy tousled my hair. “Well, you’d better put some sort of marker out

there or I might mow over them next time.”The next day I painted a thick wooden stick bright

yellow and pushed it into the ground to keep Daddy from mowing over my pumpkins. Daddy

never did mow over them, but it didn’t matter. None of them got much bigger than a softball.

One by one they turned mushy and rotted.Chapter 8Aunt Arlene sends me into the fitting room

with a stretchy soft cotton bra, the smallest one to be found in the girls’ section of the

department store. I can remember many years ago, sitting on the floor, watching Mama fold

laundry. This bra looks nothing like hers did.“Do you know how to put it on, honey?” Aunt

Arlene calls through the door. Without waiting for an answer, she explains, “Wrap it around your



stomach, and close the hooks from the front. Then you can twist it around, slide your arms

through the straps, and pull it up.”Gee, I think. Who knew bras could be so darn complicated? I

fumble for a few moments, break into a sweat from embarrassment even though no one can

see me, and finally get it on. I blow at my bangs and force myself to look in the mirror. Two

grapes poking through white cotton.“Does it fit?” Aunt Arlene asks.“Uh-huh,” I say.“Good! We’ll

get a few more in that size.”Minutes later Aunt Arlene gathers up two more bras, and I start

walking toward the clothes section. “Mildred,” she says, “why don’t we pay for these here and

then look for your clothes elsewhere in the mall? We passed by a really cute boutique for girls

your age. I think we will have better luck finding what we are looking for there.”What we are

looking for? I’m not looking for anything special. But apparently Aunt Arlene is.Ten minutes

later we walk into the cute boutique. It’s called La La Lue’s. Thumping music vibrates through

the store. Within seconds a girl with tight pants and hoop earrings asks if she can help us.Aunt

Arlene and the salesgirl keep on pulling clothes off the racks and asking me what I think. I

always say okay because I gather it really doesn’t matter one tiny bit what I think. If what I

happened to think mattered, I would just be going to the discount store again with Daddy.

Me and the Menards, Me and the Macys, Me and the msn, Me and the maps, Me and the

McDonalds, Me and the monkeypox
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DD67, “Great fall read for 4th and 5th graders. Even though the maain character in this story is

a girl, my son and I enjoyed reading this story together when he was in 5th grade. There are a

few referrences to becoming a lady, clothes shopping and dressing nicely to make more

friends. This is off set by the main character not being interested in fashionable clothing. The

story talks a lot about being yourself and sticking with what interests you and not giving up.

Mildred struggles with her Aunt, who is trying to take the place of her mother, who has passed

away. Mildred understands her Aunt's attempts of turning her into a lady and understands her

aunt just cares. But through the story Mildred never gives up on her true passion, growing

pumpkins. Not just nay pumpkin, the biggest pumpkin.This is a great cmoing of age story and a

great story about gardening and some science behind growing the biggest pumpkin. Enough of

the story was based around the gardening that my son didn't mind the girly parts. In fact even

though he wouldn't admit, I think he found the part about Mildred going bra shopping with her

aunt kind of interesting. Well, probably more funny than interesting.We really really enjoyed the

story.I would like to thank the author for writing such a wonderful book. My son does not like

reading and he enjoyed this book.”

reader mother, “sweet & real. I spotted this @ the bkstore sometime back & ordered it for my 9

1/2 yr old 4th grade daughter to read this fall. She read most of it out loud to me, & we could

barely put it down. The end brought tears to my eyes. If you like Beverly Cleary's Ramona

bks, &/or Deborah Wiles' Ruby Lavender & Each Little Bird That Sings, you will take to Marlane

Kennedy's character, Mildred, & Circleville, regardless of whether or not you are interested in

pumpkins. Within the focus on pumpkins, the author interweaves humor, growing up, family

relationships, grieving over the death of a parent, & success & failure. We are watching for the
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3/2009 release of The Dog Days of Charlotte Hays, & wishing there were more Mildred/

Pumpkin Queen out there.”

Maggie's Mom, “Delightful!. I bought this book for a yound reader, but as an adult, I found the

book delightful and very interesting. Chock full of details about pumpkin growing, informative

but not boring. The main character, Mildred, is extremely likable and easy for one of any age to

identify with. She is going throught some difficult periods in life, and the book addresses these

issues in a sympathetic but never morbid way. Would recommend to readers of any age. A

great addition to the young reader section of a library.”

Amy H., “Well worth reading!. I loved this book from the first page! I'm a future educator and

was assigned this book to read for one of my classes. Marlane Kennedy has such a fun, quirky

style of writing--sounds more like you're talking to Mildred than reading about her, and more

like you're there than watching from the sidelines!! great read-aloud or independent reader :)”

Heather Swinigan, “LOVE THIS BOOK 'dþ�'dþ�. This is a great book! I definitely would recommend this

book to anyone who likes pumpkins:-). As I am from the Pumpkin Capitol of the World, I

LOVED this book. Mildred is such a fun character!”

Jeanette K. Mclaughlin, “book. Grandson needed it for school so that is why I bought it and the

other books have no review for them”

Wylie, “Me and the pumpkin queen. This book was really good I think growing a pumpkin when

you are that young is pretty darn hood I would say”

Jennifer Robinson, “A wonderful story with humor and heart. This book left me with a smile on

my face, and a tiny tear in my eye. It's about a young girl who is obsessed with growing giant

pumpkins. Mildred lives in the small town of Circleville, Ohio, where they have the annual

Circleville Pumpkin Show, which more than 400,000 people attend each year. (This story is

based on a real-world festival and contest, see here.) Mildred's mother died when she was six,

leaving behind an unfulfilled desire to grow one of the giant pumpkins that people enter into the

annual contest. Mildred, in an effort to please, or be closer to, her lost mother, decides to win

the pumpkin contest herself. Here's the passage where Mildred first realizes her

mission:"Daddy must have been thinking the same thing 'cause he said, "Your mama sure got

a kick out of those pumpkins. Every year she would say she wanted to try her hand at growing

one." He paused, and then his voice trailed off kind of sadlike. "I guess she just never got

around to it."At that very moment those big pumpkins seemed magical." (Page 13)4 1/2 years

later, as the story begins, Mildred is still trying to grow that prize-winning pumpkin. Tending to

her pumpkins consumes all of her spare time for six months out of the year (the amount of

work required is truly astounding). Her busybody aunt thinks that she's obsessed, in an

unhealthy sort of way. But Mildred's veterinarian father supports her in her efforts, as does her

one friend, Jacob.At its simplest, this is a sweet story about a girl trying to do something big

and all-consuming as a way of coping with her grief over the loss of her mother. Mildred tends

those pumpkins like they are her children, agonizing over them and loving them. It's impossible

not to be moved by her.But what makes the book a joy is Mildred's impish personality and oh-

so-dry sense of humor. She'll say outrageous things in this dewy innocent voice, and this keeps

the story well away from cloying. Mildred and her dad have to team up a bit against

overbearing (though well-intentioned) Aunt Arlene. At eleven, Mildred sees her aunt clearly,



and derives joy from teasing her. Here's a small example:"After we are done eating, Aunt

Arlene asks if I want to go anywhere else, since we are in Columbus."No, I have to go home

and check on my pumpkin plant," I tell her.I hear a very long sigh coming from Aunt Arlene,

which I do my best to ignore. (Page 85)Mildred is a kid who goes her own way, and doesn't let

opposition or ridicule stop her. If anything, opposition causes her to dig in her heels until she

gets what's important to her (in a non-bratty sort of way, as someone who is passionate about

their beliefs, and utterly secure in her place in the world). Mildred's security comes from her

father, who supports her and jokes with her and only occasionally allows himself to be

steamrolled by his sister.Mildred is not particularly interested in being popular with the other

girls at school. She says things like:"Gloria Mathis, the girl who plasters her notebooks with

pictures of her actor crush, is a jabberbox, and not to be mean, but honestly, even though lots

of girls hang on her every word, I can only stand a few minutes in her presence." (Page 35)And

this:"The rest of the week at school most of the girls are nicer than usual to me. I think it's on

account of my new wardrobe. But it's hard for me to act interested back at them. For one thing,

I figure I gave them a chance way back when, and they really didn't want to get to know me.

Truth be told, I think they still don't want to know the real me. Besides, all I can think about are

my seeds. First thing I do when I get home every day is check on them." (Page 53)What a little

budding introvert. I love her country accent, too. Don't tell me you can't hear it, because I surely

can.One interesting thing about this book is the line that the author walks in talking about

things like neutering of animals, birthing of calves, euthanizing of sick pets, and pollinating of

plants. Mildred is the daughter of a vet, and a budding farmer in her own right. She is

completely blase about things like neutering. I think that Kennedy does a nice job of making

this part of Mildred's world, without getting into too much detail, or portraying anything that will

be directly disturbing for younger readers.All in all, this is an entertaining story, chock full of

interesting information about the art of growing giant pumpkins. Me and the Pumpkin Queen

positively brims over with heart and humor. Highly recommended for 7 to 12 years olds (though

perhaps best suited to the earlier end of that scale), and especially for kids who have an

interest in growing things. Although the main character is a girl, I think that the technical details

about growing the pumpkins, the veterinary details, and Miriam's personality will appeal to

boys, too. Highly recommended for children and parents.This book review was originally

published on my blog, Jen Robinson's Book Page, on October 31, 2007.”

The book by Marlane Kennedy has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 24 people have provided feedback.
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