
KIDVENTURE: TWELVE WEEKS TO MIDNIGHT BLUE

Chapter 1

Midnight Blue

If anyone tells you that kids can’t start a business, don’t listen to 
them. They can. I should know, because I did. People sometimes 
ask me how KidVenture started and how it got its name. Well, I’ll tell 
you. It all started the summer before sixth grade. All I remember 
about that summer is that it was hot, so hot I thought I would melt. 
That and my sister Addison kept annoying me. You could say I was 
boiling and steaming that summer.

My dad told me he would pay me ten bucks to clean the pool. It was
a pretty good deal. I’d take a net and scoop out all the leaves and 
dead bugs that had landed in the water. It took me about two hours 
to clean the pool so I 3gure I was making about 3ve dollars an hour. 
Not bad for a ten-year-old kid.

I thought it was going to be a one-time gig, but the following week 
my dad asked me if I wanted to clean the pool again. 

“But I already did,” I said. He told me to go take a look. I couldn’t 
believe it. The pool was full of leaves and dead bugs again. I had 
spent all the money I made from cleaning the pool the week before 
on a slingshot, two comic books and an ice cream cone. I needed 
the cash so I said yes.

Next thing you know, I’m cleaning the pool every week and making 
an easy ten bucks each time. After a couple weeks, I realized I could
save my money and buy that bicycle I had seen one time at that big 
sporting goods store on Wilson Street. The bike was super cool. 
When I looked at the sticker, it said the color was midnight blue. I 
didn’t know what that meant, except that it sounded dangerous and 
I liked that.  I asked my dad if we could get it and he said, we’ll see, 

Excerpt Only: Read the Full Book                                 www.KidVentureBook.com

http://www.KidVentureBook.com/


KIDVENTURE: TWELVE WEEKS TO MIDNIGHT BLUE

which is the grown-up way of saying No, but I want to let you down 

easy.

The bike, the dangerous one, cost $225. Which is way more money 
than a ten-year-old could ever hope to get. That is, unless said 
impoverished ten-year-old had a job, which I now apparently had. 

“It’s going to take forever to save up for that bike,” I said, after I had 
just 3nished cleaning the pool for the second time, and my dad 
handed me a crisp ten dollar bill.
“No, not forever,” my dad retorted. “You’ll save up $225 in no time.” 
“Not when I’m only making ten bucks a week.” I started to feel sorry 
for myself and walked away. 
Then I turned around. “Dad, how long will it take if I save all my pool 
cleaning money?” 
“You 3gure it out,” my dad said, and handed me a paper and pencil.
“But I hate math!” I protested. 
“Well then you’re right. It will take forever,” my dad said and 
returned to reading his newspaper. 
“Oh all right,” I sighed. “Hand me the pencil.” 

I started scribbling some numbers.

“Twenty…Twenty-two…Twenty-three! No, wait. Twenty-two and a 
half weeks!” I shouted excitedly. 
“How many months is that?” my dad asked.
“Ugh. More math? Seriously?”
“Seriously.”

My dad has a way with words. I began scribbling numbers again. 
“Let’s see, four weeks in a month, approximately, so that works out 
to…” I mumbled. 
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“Five-point-six-two-3ve months.” I said triumphantly. 
“That’s right,” my dad smiled.  “So about 3ve and a half months.”
“Wait…” I said dejectedly. “Oh no!”
“What?”
“That’s 3ve and a half months, if I don’t buy any more ice cream.”
“True.”
“Better call it six months.”
“Six months is not a long time,” my dad insisted.
“It is!” I scowled. “At this rate I might was well just wait till 
Christmas.”

A couple more weeks went by, and even though I dreamed of mint 
chocolate chip ice cream almost every night, I had managed to save
all of my pool money. I had $30 tucked away in my bike fund when I 
suddenly had an idea. 

I went straight to my dad and declared, “Dad! Dad! I have an idea.” 
He put his newspaper down slowly and raised an eyebrow. 
“Yes?” 
I could barely contain myself. “How about you pay me $20 for 
cleaning the pool!”
“$20?”
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“Yes! Yes! Twenty buckaroos. I can’t believe I didn’t think of this 
sooner. Twenty dollars for cleaning the pool instead of ten.”
“Hm….I like it.”
“You do?” I have to admit, even as excited as I was, I wasn’t really 
expecting the conversation to go so well. 
“You’re negotiating,” my dad said. “I like that.”
“Great!” I exclaimed. “Wait, what’s negotiating?”
“It’s what you’re doing now,” my dad said. “Asking for more.”
“Great! Awesome. So, is that a yes?”
“No.”
“But why not? I’m negotiating, just like you said.” 
“Yes,” my dad said. And then he smiled. I recognized that same 
smile. It was the smile he had when he told me when I was three 
years old that Santa had made a wrong turn somewhere east of 
Winnipeg on his way to our house and there would be no Christmas 
presents that year. 
“You’re forgetting that I’m negotiating too.” 

My mom had her own smile. It was the smile that immediately told 
my dad to stop making the children cry on Christmas Eve. 

“And I want to know,” my Dad continued, still smiling, “why would I 
pay more for the exact same pool cleaning service you’re already 
providing for the handsome sum of $10.”
I had to admit he had a point. Where was Mom? I could really use 
her help right now.
“You raise an interesting question,” I said, trying to sound as serious
as I could. “I’ll have to think about that and get back to you.”

I couldn’t sleep that night. I was thinking about what I could do that 
would be diDerent than just the same pool cleaning service I oDered.
What could I oDer my dad that would be of more value, so I could 
charge more?
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What do you think? 

How could you charge more 

for the same service?

What would you do 

di�erently?
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Chapter 2

Mr. Danger

“I got it!” I leaped out of bed and ran down the hall and started 
knocking on my dad’s door. 
No answer. I knocked harder.
“What is it?” I heard a very grumpy voice say.
“I’m ready to negotiate.” 
“No negotiations until morning.” The voice got grumpier. “Now go 
back to bed!”

When it was 2nally morning I was waiting at the breakfast table 
ready to pounce. My dad came in and while he was pouring some 
co3ee I said, “Ok, here is my proposal.” I tried to sound as o5cial as
I could.
“Hmpf…Negotiating before I’ve had my 2rst cup of co3ee?” My dad 
said, half sleepy and half amused. “That’s dangerous.”
“My middle name is danger,” I said con2dently.
“Actually, it’s Robert.”
“Yes well…” I stammered. “Don’t mess up my 9ow here…I’m about 
to get on a roll.”
“Proceed then, Mr. Danger.” My dad took a sip of his co3ee.
“Well, I thought about what you said, and I have to admit you have a
point. You’ve been paying me $10 to clean the pool. But you’ve also
had to remind me several times to clean the pool, so basically 
you’ve been paying me $10 to physically remove the dead leaves 
and bugs, and other debris from the pool, and let’s say for the sake 
of argument that’s worth ten dollars.”
“Yes, let’s say that,” my dad, in fact, said.
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Just then my sister Addison walked in and poured herself some 
orange juice.
I cleared my throat dramatically. “What I propose is a pool cleaning 
service, where you don’t have to worry about your pool being clean, 
you don’t have to ever remind me. Instead, I guarantee that the pool 
will be cleaned every week by noon on Friday, so it’s ready for a 
weekend of swimming action.”
“That sounds interesting.” My dad raised an eyebrow. “Go on.”
“What I’m o3ering, then, is not just a clean pool, but peace of mind. 
You don’t have to worry again whether the pool will be clean, and 
you don’t have to remind me to do it.”
“I like it,” my dad said.
“And you can have this peace of mind for the small sum of ten 
dollars a week.” I smiled broadly, proud of myself. I was particularly 
proud of the for the small sum bit. I heard that on the radio once and
liked it. “So $20 total.”
My dad whistled his surprise. “So you’re doubling the price?” he 
challenged.
“Small price to pay for peace of mind,” I countered.
“Fifteen,” my dad said.
I mumbled for a bit, unsure of what to say. I 2nally recovered enough
to blurt out, “But the price is 20!” 
I stared at my dad intently, narrowing my eyes and furrowing my 
forehead, much the way I imagine a cheetah does when it spots a 
gazelle that looks like dinner on the African savanna. Did I mention 
my middle name is Robert? That’s French for dangerous.
My dad stared back. He didn’t scowl like a cheetah. He simply 
stared at me, to see if I would 9inch.
I gulped.
The stare-down continued. Who knew a gazelle could be that 2erce?
“The price is $20,” I said evenly.
“I’ll do it for $10!” my sister suddenly interjected.
“What?!” My dad and I said at the same time and turned towards 

Excerpt Only: Read the Full Book                                  www.KidVentureBook.com

http://www.KidVentureBook.com/


KIDVENTURE: TWELVE WEEKS TO MIDNIGHT BLUE

her.
“Addison!” I shouted. “You stay out of this.”
“I’ll do it for $10,” she insisted. “I’ll clean the pool and also that 
whole peace of mind thingamajig.”
“Fine! $15 and not a penny more!” I stretched out my hand and 
walked towards my father. “But you must decide now.” 
He looked at me and smiled. “You have a deal.”
“We have a deal.” I shook his hand very dramatically so he wouldn’t 
change his mind.
“No fair!” Addie cried out. “Why does he get to do it? I o3ered to do 
it for less.”
“Well, I already know he can do the job, and I rather stick with one 
vendor right now.”
“What’s a vendor?” Addie asked.
“A vendor is someone who sells you a product, or in this case a 
service,” Dad explained. 
“In other words, I am a vendor and you’re not.” I smirked.
“But I want to be a vendor!”
“You didn’t even know what a vendor was 2ve minutes ago and now
you want to be one,” I said.
“Daddy! No fair, why does he get to be a vendor and I don’t?”
“We’ll think of something for you Addie, don’t worry.” My dad 
poured himself a second cup of co3ee. 
“Hey Dad, if you know I can do the job and you trust me as a vendor
already, why don’t you pay $20?”
“It’s called leverage, Son.”
“What does that mean?”
“It means there are two possible vendors bidding for the same job. 
Two vendors, only one client. Two of you, and only one of me. Who 
has the power to say no?”
I swallowed slowly and thought about it. “Um...uh...I suppose you 
do.”
“And why’s that?”
“Because if you say no to me, then you have Addie who can clean 
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the pool. But if I say no to you, I don’t have anyone else and I’m out 
of a job.”
“Smart kid. Leverage is about who has more options.” 
“Thanks a lot Addie! Thanks to you I just lost 2ve dollars a week.” 
“That’s a small price to pay to learn about leverage,” my dad said. 
“You’ll thank your sister one day.”
“I doubt it.”

“I agree! You should be thanking me now,” Addie said, gulping 
down the last of her orange juice.
“No way.”
“So… How long before you can buy your bike?” my dad changed 
the subject.
“That’ll be another 2ve or six months.”
“Will it?”
“Well yeah,” I said annoyed. I was still thinking about how my sister 
had ruined my deal.
“But you’re making 50% more a week now,” my dad said
“So?”
“So if you’re earning more per week, doesn’t that get you to your 
goal faster?”
I rubbed my chin. “Oh yeah…”
My dad pushed paper and pencil across the table. “Math is your 
friend,” he said.
“With friends like this, who needs enemies!”
My dad looked at me without saying a word. I had already lost one 
stare-down that morning, so I took the paper and pencil and started 
working.
Let’s see, I mumbled to myself. Two hundred twenty �ve divided by 

15 equals 15. And divided by four equals three point seventy �ve.

I put the pencil down. “Fifteen weeks.”
“How many months is that?” my dad asked.
“I knew you would ask that.” I smiled. “Three and three quarters. 
Almost four.”
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“That’s a lot better than 5 1/2 months,” my dad smiled back. 
“It sure is.”
“In fact, it will only take 2/3 as long to buy your bike at this new $15 
rate.”
“Really?”
“Do the math.”
“Argh. Ok.” I picked up the pencil again. “You’re right, it’ll take 
66.6% of the time it would have taken at $10 per week.”
“Correct.”
“Plus I already have $30 saved up.” I had been cleaning Dad’s pool 
for four weeks by then. I wished I had saved my money after that 
2rst week, instead of spending it on ice cream and comic books. I 
was one third into the summer and had earned thirty dollars.
“Great.”
“Maybe I can have Midnight Blue by the time school starts.”
“Keep working hard and saving Son, and I’m sure you will.”
I raised my hand as if taking an oath. “But I still don’t like math!”
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“Good morning!” My mom walked into the kitchen carrying my baby 
brother, my little sister in tow. “How are my entrepreneurs doing?” 
“Doing good, I suppose. Dad agreed to pay $15 for cleaning the 
pool so I get my bike a lot faster now.
“That’s wonderful honey. Are you ready for some breakfast?”
“Sorry Mom, I’ve got to go.”
“Where are you going?”
“I’m on a mission.”
“Oh? A mission for what?”
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“I’ve got to go 2nd some leverage.” I grabbed an apple and put it in 
my pocket and ran out the door. “Bye Mom!”
“Be careful!” she called after me. She always says that.

As soon as I was at the front door I started thinking. How could I get 
more leverage?

  

What do you think? 

How could you get more 

leverage?

What could you do to 

generate more op�ons?
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Chapter 3

Sir Larry

I headed over to Cherry Hills, which had a lot of big houses, the kind
I ,gured would have a pool in the back yard. It was about a ten or 
,fteen minute walk from my house. It was hot. Did I mention it was 
really hot that summer? I thought about stopping at the convenience
store on the corner of Oak & Maple St. to buy an ice cream 
sandwich, but then I remembered my goal. Buying ice cream would 
just add more time before I could buy Midnight Blue. But it sure was 
hot.

As I walked over, I practiced what I would say to get a new 
customer. May I interest you in our pool cleaning service? Do you 
need more than just a clean pool? Do you need reliability, 
promptness and peace of mind? How would you like to have a clean 
pool every week? There are clean pools, and then there are clean 
pools. Clean! Clean! Clean! And for the low, low price of $20.

When I got to the ,rst house on the street I paused for a moment, 
took a deep breath, and knocked on the door. No answer. This time 
I knocked more forcefully. Still no answer.

Ok, no problem. I moved on to the next house and knocked. No 
response. I knocked again. Still nothing. I knocked louder. Oh well, 
on to the next one. I knocked on the next door. Three times. No 
answer. Ok, so maybe this was going to be harder than I thought.

Five more doors and I ,nally got a response. A nice old lady opened 
the door and before I could get two words in she disappeared into 
her foyer and returned a couple minutes later and handed me some 
candy.
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“You seem nice,” she said. “Have some candy.”
“I can clean your pool.”
“Oh you don’t need to do that,” she smiled. “I’m happy to give it to 
you. I keep a bowl of candy in my kitchen for guests. It’s leftover 
from Halloween. You’re welcome to have some.”
“I mean for $20.”
“You want me to give you $20?”
“Yes.” 
She was horri,ed.
Oops. “No, no,” I said. “I don’t want $20. I mean, I do want $20.” I 
stammered. “But I don’t mean for you to just give me $20. I mean I 
will clean your pool for $20.” 
She still looked confused.
“I’m grateful for the candy, Ma’am.” 
“Oh, why didn’t you say so. I don’t have a pool.” She seemed 
relieved.
“Oh.” I smiled awkwardly. “Well, I’ll be going now. Thank you for the 
candy.” 

I sat on the curb and as I bit into one of the candy bars she gave me.
I had to admit I wasn’t feeling great. They always made it look so 
easy in the movies. I thought for sure I’d have a new client by now. 
After all, I was a vendor now, not just a kid. I was o=ering a clean 
pool and peace of mind at a good price.  

After a few minutes of feeling sorry for myself I got back up and 
knocked on the next door. And the door after that. And the door 
after that one. And four more doors after that. Finally, someone 
answered. A pimply teenager wearing a backwards baseball cap.

I started telling him about my pool cleaning services when he said, 
“hold on a second”, pulled out his phone and start taking notes.
This is good, I thought. He’s really interested. I explained it’s a 
weekly service, he could pick the day and time and I would be there 
at that time to clean his pool. 
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“So it’s not just a clean pool, it’s peace of mind for the low, low price
of $20.” The last part I sang like a jingle. Just like I’d heard on the 
radio.
“That’s really good,” he said.
“Awesome. So you’ll do it?”
“Oh no,” he said quickly. “I need some money this summer and this 
sounds like a good way to make some extra money.”
“Hey!” I shouted. “No fair! It’s my idea.”
“Cleaning pools is your idea?” he asked sarcastically.
“Yes!”
“No it’s not. Anyone can clean pools.”
“Not like this, not like I can.”
“Whatever dude.” He waved his hand dismissively.
“Yeah dude, whatever.” It was all I could think of saying and 
stormed o=.

Well that didn’t go down as I’d planned. I didn’t have a single new 
customer and I’d possibly created a competitor. I was losing 
leverage, not gaining it.

I was ready to give up. Who cares about Midnight Blue, I thought. I 
could just wait till Christmas and hope to get it then. I bit into the last
piece of candy the nice old lady gave me. I was starting to 
appreciate just how nice she had been. It felt good to chew 
something sweet as I contemplated my future. 

I decided to press on and keep trying. Not because of Midnight 
Blue, but because of my dad. I didn’t want to go back and admit 
defeat. Not after vowing I’d ,nd more leverage. I didn’t want him to 
see me give up.

I knocked on twenty more doors after that. Most people weren’t 
home. One woman told me she already had a pool cleaning service 
and wasn’t interested. Another told me she would think about it, and
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another told me she didn’t have a pool, but if she did, she would 
de,nitely want me to clean it.

I ,nally struck gold on my ,nal attempt of the day. It was the last 
house on the street, and I had already decided I was going home 
after that. I knocked on the door and a very large man wearing 
sunglasses opened the door.

“I can clean your pool for $20.” I was too tired to say everything I’d 
been practicing to say. I was even too tired to put on my radio voice,
the one that says in a singsong, and for the low, low price of $20.

He looked at me, almost confused.

“Look, I’m just a kid trying to make a little extra money this 
summer,” I blurted out.
He smiled. “I like that. You remind me of my son.”
Uh-oh. Not another competitor. “Does your son clean pools too?”
“Not anymore. He’s away in college now, but he used to mow 
lawns.”
“Oh, that’s a good idea.”
“How much?”
“Twenty dollars. And I promise I’ll do a good job.”
“Come back on Tuesday at 11 and if you do a good job I’ll hire you 
every week.”
“Really?!” After knocking on who knows how many doors, I couldn’t 
believe it.
“Yeah sure, let’s try it. I like that you’re working hard to earn a little 
extra money.”
“Deal!” I practically squealed as I stretched out my hand to shake 
his. 

Maybe that pimply teenager had the right idea after all. Here I had 
my ,rst customer who wasn’t my dad, and I didn’t even have to use 
my radio voice or any fancy sales pitches. Maybe being a kid willing 
to work hard was enough.
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“Thank you sir! I will be here on Tuesday at 11.”
“Call me Larry.”
“Yes sir. I mean Larry. Sorry sir. Larry! Very nice to meet you Sir 
Larry!”
He chuckled.
“Yes sir. Yes Larry!” I was so excited and nervous I was shaking his 
hand like a madman. “I’m Chance. Chance Sterling. Very nice to 
meet you Larry. I’ll be here on Tuesday. I can’t wait. I’ll do a really 
good job. I promise.”

I started to walk back home ecstatic. I couldn’t wait to tell my dad I 
got a new client. And he was willing to pay $20! That’s $5 more than
my dad paid. I had leverage now.

Then I looked at my watch. I had been out knocking on doors for 
four hours. That’s a long time. It only takes two hours to clean a 
pool. Twenty dollars divided by two is $10 an hour. Not bad for a 
ten-year-old. Not bad at all. But if I add the four hours it took me to 
,nd Sir Larry, that’s six hours total. That works out to $3.33 per 
hour. That’s not so good. That’s bad, actually. So if Larry hires me 
only once and doesn’t ask me to come back, that’s not such a great 
deal. Now if Larry has me come back a second time, then I’ve made 
$40 between the two times. And it took me 8 hours: 4 hours 
cleaning the pool, plus four hours looking for a new customer and 
,nding Larry. That works out to ,ve dollars an hour. Not great, but 
getting better. 

Whenever I cleaned my dad’s pool I would get $15 –that was our 
new deal—, which works out to $7.50 an hour. I kept running 
numbers in my head as I walked home. But don’t tell my dad I was 
doing math. If I cleaned Larry’s pool three times, that would be $60 
for 10 hours of work. That’s $6 an hour. Getting better. If I cleaned 
Larry’s pool four times that’s $80 for 12 hours of work. That’s  $6.66 
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per hour. De,nitely better, but not yet as good as the $7.50 I would 
be making with my dad.

Now if I could clean Larry‘s pool ,ve weeks in a row, that would be 
$100 for 14 hours of work. That’s $7.14 an hour. It’s only after six 
times cleaning Larry’s pool, that I would make  $7.50 per hour. 

Wow, that’s a lot of work. I better do a really good job next Tuesday, 
I thought. And hope Larry keeps me on for the summer. On the plus 
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side, if I could clean Larry’s pool eight times that would be $8 an 
hour!

That made me think. There had to be a better way to ,nd new 
clients than knocking on doors in the hot sun. If I could ,nd a way to
,nd a new client in less than four hours, I could make more money. 
But how could I do that?

 

What do you think? 

Is there an easier way to �nd 

clients?

What else could you try?
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Chapter 4

Now It’s O
cial

I was in the backyard practicing soccer kicks, relaxing after a tough 
morning knocking on doors looking for new customers. It felt good 
to kick the ball hard and see it swoosh into the back of the net. It 
was a small beat-up goal. I think I got it for my sixth birthday. That 
was a really long time ago. It seemed huge at the time, but as I’ve 
gotten older it felt smaller and smaller. Which was perfect because I 
could practice my accuracy, kicking from longer distances and 
strange angles to see if I could get the ball into the small net.

I was pretty good. I’d say I got the ball in the net about 60% or 70% 
of the time. Which made me wonder about what I was doing trying 
to get customers. Even though Larry had agreed to hire me to clean 
his pool, it had still been a frustrating experience. I had easily 
knocked on 5fty or more doors. I thought about it, and 5gured out 
that works out to 2%. Two percent! So for every hundred kicks I 
took, only two we’re going to go into the net. Who wants to play that
game? Not me.

Plus, how did I know Larry answering the door and saying yes 
wasn’t just pure dumb luck? I didn’t. Since there was only one 
person who signed up for my pool cleaning service, I couldn’t 
assume there would be a new customer every time. The sample size
was way too small. Now if three or four had said yes, then maybe I 
could assume roughly those same odds every time. But one yes 
could just be random. I could kick a hundred soccer balls an 
afternoon and make 60 goals one day and 70 the next. I could 
reliably score somewhere in that range. If I did it four more times I 
would make 64, 72, 61, and 67 goals. I know, because I actually 
spent the next week writing down the number of goals I made each 
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time I’d practice in the backyard. So it’s safe to assume a 66% 
average success rate, give or take.

But after only one outing looking for customers and knocking on 
doors for hours, could I even assume a 2% success rate? No. If I did
it again the next day and no one answered, I’d be looking at best at 
a 1% rate and, at worst, con5rmation that Larry was an outlier, a 
random result that couldn’t be trusted to repeat.

The thought of going out there again made me anxious. I tried to 
imagine spending four hours knocking on doors again and coming 
back empty. There had to be a better way to 5nd new customers. 

As I thought about it, I realized just how ine?cient it was to go 
around knocking on doors. For one thing, most people weren’t 
home when I went around knocking in the morning. Maybe they 
were already out at work. So that was a problem. I wanted to tell 
them about my pool cleaning service at a time that they weren’t 
available, or ready to listen. And on top of that, when someone did 
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answer the door, I had no idea whether they even had a pool or not. 
That was my second problem. I was wasting a lot of time knocking 
on the doors of empty houses, trying to 5gure out if the person I was
talking to even had a pool.

I had to 5nd a way to solve those two problems. I had to think of a 
way to only talk to people who were ready to listen, and who had a 
pool. People who might be interested in the service I oAered. 
Knocking on doors of empty houses or talking to people without a 
pool was wasting my time. And, as my dad would say, time is 
money.
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The question was, how? My brain hurt from thinking so much, so I 
went back to kicking the ball. I moved it back further and further 
from the net to challenge myself. It felt good to score goals. Lots of 
goals.

That evening I got to the dinner table early, hoping to catch my dad 
alone so I could talk to him without Addie hearing. When he arrived, I
was grinning so wide and so hard I thought my jaw would fall oA. 

“What are you so happy about?” my dad asked.
“Leverage. That’s what.” Then I saw Addie walk into the room and 
my grin turned into a frown. “Can I speak to you privately?” I said 
under my breath.
“No,” my dad said. “We don’t have secrets in this family.”
“But this is important,” I insisted. “I don’t want my sister to hear it.”
“All the more reason to just say whatever you’re going to say.” Dad 
held 5rm.
Addie beamed.
“Ok.” I took a deep breath. “I have a new client.”
“Oh really?”
“Really. And they’re willing to pay $20 to have their pool cleaned.”
“That’s great!” My dad gave me a high 5ve. I wasn’t expecting that. 
“Congratulations Son.”
“Uh…thanks Dad.”

My dad turned his attention to the stack of mail on the table. My 
mom peeked in to announce we were having leftovers and it would 
just be a few more minutes to warm them up. I could hear my baby 
brother in the other room crying while my little sister was singing to 
him to distract him.
“Uh, Dad?”
“Yes, Chance?” He didn’t even look up.
“So…Dad.” I leaned forward to get his attention. “I decided my new,
and o?cial, cleaning rate is twenty dollars.”
“That’s great Son.”
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“Twenty buckaroos.”
“Uh-huh.” My dad mumbled.
“Did I mention it was o?cial?”
“I believe you did.”
“So…then…” I paused to clear my throat dramatically. “I want $20 
for cleaning the pool.” I shot my sister a look that basically said, 
don’t you dare say anything. But strange enough, she actually 
seemed uninterested.
“Oh,” my dad said, surprised. I couldn’t tell if he was actually 
surprised, or just pretending to be surprised.
“Well, I did say it was o?cial.”
“I didn’t know if o?cial meant it applied to family.”
“Yes, that’s exactly what it means,” I said hurriedly.
“But we’re family. Don’t we get a special rate?”
“I have leverage now, Dad, just like you taught me.”
My dad furrowed his brow. “Ok, I accept your terms, but on one 
condition.”
“What’s that?”
“Well if we’re going to pay the o?cial rate just like any other client, 
then I will treat you just like any other vendor.”
I Hashed a quick, nervous look at my mom. “Wait, what does that 
mean?...I don’t get Christmas presents anymore?”
“No, no, no,” my dad chuckled. “Of course you still do. You’re still 
my son. Except when you clean our pool, you are now…what’s that 
word?…” My dad smiled. “Oh yes, o cially a vendor.” When he said
the word o?cially he drew it out, as if it had ten f’s in it. OAAA?cially.
I gulped. 
“Ok, I said, not sure what I was agreeing to. “You have a deal.” 
I shook his hand. And then I spent the rest of dinner quiet, 
wondering what it meant to o?cially be a vendor to my dad. Just like
any other vendor. What did he mean by that?
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What do you think? 

What does it mean to be 

treated like any other vendor?

Was it a good idea to ask for 

more?
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Chapter 5

Nervous Spaghetti

There was a clump of leaves that had clustered together in the far 
corner of the pool into the shape of a half moon. Or at least, if you 
squinted real hard and used your imagination, it was a half moon. 
Mostly it just looked like soggy leaves, but I liked to imagine I saw 
shapes and patterns and not just random debris 0oating in the pool. 
It made the time go faster. Look, there’s a starsh. Sort of. And over 

there is an arrow. Kind of. And a stop sign.

I scooped up the moon, the star1sh, the arrow, stop sign and a 
bunch of stragglers with a big net and dumped them into a bucket. 
Then I switched to a smaller net to scoop up the dead insects 
bobbing along the surface. This one I could use with just one hand, 
not like the big net, where I had to use both arms to lift and 
maneuver it.

I liked to pretend the bugs were still alive and swimming, trying to 
get away. I’d reach down with the net and they would say, No 

please, no, don’t scoop me up. I reached over for a pair of bees. 
Swim faster! I can’t, I’m swimming as fast as I can. Too late. With a 
quick 0ick of the wrist they were mine. I saw another glinting in the 
water. Don’t think you can get away, Mr. Dragon$y. I see you. Then I 
switched to a silly voice in my head. Oh no! I was hoping you didn’t 

see me. I lunged and with one quick scoop lifted it out of the water 
and into the bucket.

Once I was done scooping up leaves and insects, I pulled all the 
drains and cleared out all of the gunk in them with my hands. The 
bucket was more than two-thirds full by the time I was done. I was 
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getting better at this. I checked my watch: one hour and forty-1ve 
minutes. Not bad. When summer 1rst started it would take me more 
than two hours, sometimes two-and-a-half, if I took breaks. But I 
didn’t take breaks anymore. My goal was to see if I could clean the 
pool in an hour and a half. Maybe by the end of summer.

When I was done, I emptied the bucket of debris into our large 
trashcan and I put up the nets. I headed to the kitchen for some of 
my mom’s iced tea. Addie was at the table drawing. She was always
doing art. Ponies and puppies, bears and bunnies, that sort of thing. 
Lots of pinks and purples, sparkles and glitter. Girly stu6. Rainbows 
and sunsets. Boring stu6, if you ask me.

I reached into the fridge, poured myself a glass and took a big gulp. 
Ah, that felt good. I downed the full glass and then poured myself 
another one. As I sipped it I 0ipped through the newspaper my dad 
had left on the counter. Nothing caught my eye. Then I glanced over 
at what Addie was drawing. I bet she’s drawing a unicorn or 

something just as silly—

“Wait a minute! Addie! What are you drawing?” I said, shocked.
She quickly scooped up her papers and stu6ed them into her 
sketchbook and closed the cover. Mighty suspicious.
“Nothing.” She grinned.
“That didn’t look like nothing.”
“Just drawing.“
“What were you doing?”
“Why do you care?” she said defensively.
“I want to know.”
“It’s none of your business.”
“Oh, it is my business.” I glared at her. “It’s very much my business. 
In fact, I think you were actually drawing my business. Was that a 
swimming pool you were drawing?”
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“No.” She cracked a smile. “I was just drawing water.”
I scowled. 
“Water inside four walls!” I said, accusatorily. She started giggling. 
“In a backyard! With a diving board!” By now she was laughing 
uncontrollably.
“Let me see that!” I reached for her sketchbook. She pulled it away 
from me, but as she did that, a bunch of papers went 0ying into the 
air. And there it was. One of her drawings 0oated slowly down to the
ground and when it landed I could see it, clear as day. Not just a 
swimming pool, but in bright orange big letters it said Pool Cleaning 
Service.
“Addison!” I shouted. “What are you doing?!”
“It’s called marketing,” she said in the voice of a grown-up, tired of 
explaining the same thing over and over again to a child.
“You don’t even know what that is!”
“Yes I do,” she hu6ed. “Dad told me what it means.”
“Oh yeah, well what is it?”
“I am making 0yers to promote my pool cleaning business.”
“You don’t have a pool cleaning business!” I stomped my foot. “I 
do.”
“Not yet, I don’t, but I expect that soon I will.”
I looked down again at the 0yer she had drawn. There was a phone 
number on it. I pointed to it.
“Mom said I could use her number,” she said.
I was about to tell her this whole thing was crazy, it would never 
work. But I was stopped short in my tracks. I do believe my jaw was 
open. I might have even been drooling, if you want to know the truth.
“Addie!” I gave her a big hug. “This is a great idea! That’s exactly 
what I need to 1nd new customers.”
“But you don’t know how to draw.”
“Yes I do,” I said defensively.
“No, you don’t,” she smirked. “Even your stick 1gures don’t look like
sticks, they look like nervous spaghetti.”
“You have a point. Maybe you can draw them for me.”
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“No thanks,” she said and quickly picked up her papers and started 
to head out of the kitchen.
“Wait! Addie wait!”
“I’ll pay you.”
“How much?”
“I don’t know. A dollar.”
“No way,”
“Two dollars?” I said hopefully.
She shook her head
“Three?”
“Half.”
“A half dollar?” I giggled. “Ok, sure.”
“No, I want half of everything you make cleaning pools.”
“What?!” I shrieked.
“That’s right, 50-50.”
“No way, not a chance! Get lost.”
“Ok,” she said in that you’re-going-to-regret-this tone of voice and 
started to walk away.
I swallowed. There was something stuck in my throat. Ok, you might
even say it was pride. I swallowed my pride and called out, “Addie! 
Come back.”
“Yes, brother?” she teased.
“I’ll give you a third.”
She pretended to think about it, and then said, “No.”
“Forty percent.”
“No.”
“Forty! Addie, that’s a lot.” 
“I don’t want forty, I want to be your partner. An equal partner.”
“My partner?” I said sarcastically.
“That’s right. Your partner.”
“But you don’t know anything about cleaning pools. And you’re too 
little to carry heavy buckets of wet leaves.”
“And you don’t know how to draw. And it sure doesn’t seem like you
know much about marketing either.”
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“You want me to give you half of my business just because you can 
draw 0yers? That hardly seems fair. I can get anyone to draw 
pictures of a pool for me.”
“It’s not just drawing, Chance. It told you, it’s called marketing. I 
have Mom’s phone ready to go, so we can take calls. I made a map 
of the neighborhood so we can write down which houses we visited 
and left 0yers with, and what they said. I’ll 1nd us new customers, if 
you make me your partner.”
I scratched my head. There was something appealing about what 
she was proposing. It was no fun knocking on doors all day in the 
hot sun, hoping someone needed their pool cleaned.  “Ok, ok. 
Maybe we can do half of any new customer you bring.”
“No,” she said. “I want to be a full partner in the whole business, or 
I’m not interested.”
What was up with her? Since when did she negotiate like…Dad. 
Dad! DAD!!!
“Did Dad put you up to this?”
“No.”
“Are you sure? Because it sure seems like it.”
“He just gave me some advice, that’s all.” She smiled. 
“No fair.” I fumed.
 “He said it was pro…probo…no….banana…probanana consulting 
or something like that.”

I was too busy doing math in my head to ask her what the banana 
meant. Right now between Dad’s pool and Larry’s, I was making 
$40 per week, assuming everything worked out with Larry. Now if I 
made Addie my partner and she didn’t bring in any new customers, 
I’d have to share the $40 with her, which meant I’d only be making 
$20 per week. My earnings would be cut in half. That’s a big risk. 
But if her 0yer could bring in at least one new customer, then we’d 
be making $60 per week, so my share would be $30. Still not $40. 
Now if she got two new customers, then we’d be making $80 per 
week and I’d get $40. Same as now. So two new customers was 
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what Addie needed to bring to make up for the money I’d lose 
sharing my earnings with her. Dad told me that’s called the break-
even point. But that’s a lot of hassle just to break even. She’d have 
to bring at least three new customers for it to be worth it. With three 
new customers we’d have 1ve total, which would be $100 per week 
and I’d pocket $50. That would be nice. Better than $40.

“I 1gured it out,” I said. “We can be partners if you bring in three or 
more new customers.”
She looked at me quizzically. “If I have to go out and get three new 
customers on my own, which is more than you have now, I might as 
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well just do this myself.” She folder her arms and stared right at me. 
“We’re either equal partners or we’re not partners at all.” 
Why did it feel like I was negotiating with my father?
“Your choice, Chance.” She said my name emphatically. She’d 
de1nitely gotten advice from Dad. “Take a chance on me...or don’t. 
Your choice.” She picked out one of her drawings from the 
sketchpad and held it up. There it was, not just in big orange colors 
but outlined in glitter too: Addie’s Pool Cleaning Service.
“Let me think about it,” I said. “It’s a big decision.”
“Ok. But I want to know by tomorrow. Because if not, I need to get 
going with these 0yers.” 
“You’re really going to do this on your own?”
“Yes, if you won’t take me as your partner. Then I’ll do it myself.”
She’d most de1nitely been talking to Dad. “Ok, 1ne. You’ll have my 
answer tomorrow.”

I spent the rest of the day distracted. No matter what I was doing, all
I could think about was Addie’s o6er. Should I taker her on as a 
partner?

 

 

What would you do?

Would you take on a new 

partner? Why?

What would the bene�t be?

Would there be any 

drawbacks?
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Chapter 6

Pros and Cons

It was morning and I still hadn’t made a decision. I knew Addie 
needed an answer, but I was torn. I couldn’t -gure out if it was a 
good idea to become partners, so I decided to write down the pros 
and cons. My dad taught me that one time. I took a sheet of paper 
and traced a line down the middle. At the top of the left column I 
wrote down Cons and underlined it. At the top of the right side I 
wrote down Pros and also underlined it.

I started with the cons. Those were easy. Number One, she was my 
sister. Who wants to work with their sister? Sisters are annoying. At 
least mine was. Ever since I can remember Addie always wanted to 
do whatever I was doing. Second, she probably couldn’t help much 
with the actual pool cleaning. She was never one to get dirty or do 
her chores willingly. I couldn’t imagine her spending a couple hours 
in the hot sun carrying a heavy net and pulling dead leaves out of 
the water. 

Number Three and, actually, most importantly, I could lose half of 
my money. If Addie’s scheme didn’t bring in any new clients, then I 
would give up half of my pool earnings for nothing. Number Four, 
that wasn’t fair. I mean it really, really wasn’t fair.

I tried to think about why the unfairness bothered me so much. It 
was more than just having to split the money with her. This business
was mine. I had started it. Sure, it had only been -ve weeks, but still.
I had done a lot of work to get to that point. Not just cleaning Dad’s 
pool, but negotiating, going out and -nding another customer. This 
was something I was building, all by myself. I didn’t like the idea of 
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sharing, of giving part of it up to someone else. I liked being able to 
say to myself this was all mine. All of it. I didn’t want to give that up.

I smiled, satis-ed with myself. I tried to think of more cons, but no 
other ones came to mind. But those were enough. I had -ve really 
good reasons not to make Addie my partner. So I turned my 
attention to the right side of the sheet, the pros. Those were a lot 
harder to come up with. I stared at the white sheet for a long time. 
All I could think about was how I would lose half of my money and 
how that wasn’t fair. Not fair at all!

Finally I forced myself to concentrate. I had to admit her 7yers 
looked nice. She did a good job with them. And she was right, I 
couldn’t draw. Nobody wants to look at doodles of nervous 
spaghetti. That wasn’t my strength, but it was something she was 
good at. So I wrote that down. Maybe she would be better at -nding
customers than I was. Maybe she wouldn’t be, but did I want to take
that risk? If I didn’t agree to make her my partner, she’d be out there
slipping 7yers under the same doors I was knocking on. Our 
neighborhood was only so big. Could it support two di8erent kids 
o8ering a pool cleaning service? Maybe it would be good to partner 
with her just to keep her from competing with me.

As I thought about it, I also had to admit she had good ideas. This 
whole marketing thing was a new concept I hadn’t really thought of. 
It de-nitely solved the two problems I was worried about before. If 
we could leave a 7yer describing our pool cleaning business at each 
house, then it didn’t matter if they were home or not. They could 
read it whenever they got home. If they didn’t have a pool they could
just throw the 7yer away. But if it was me knocking on doors though,
I would have to waste twenty minutes talking to them, like I did with 
the nice old lady who gave me candy and the pimply teenager who 
wanted to steal my idea. On the other hand, if they did have a pool, 
maybe they’d look at the 7yer and decide to call. In that case I’d be 
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happy to go talk to them about our service and how we guarantee 
not just a clean pool, but peace of mind too. 

Look at that! I just said our cleaning service, and they would call us. 
What was wrong with me? Was I forgetting how unfair this all was? 
Then I remembered that Addie got Mom to let her use her phone 
number. She was always good at getting Mom and Dad to help her. 
Ok, if I really thought about it, she was better at asking for help than 
I was. I usually had a lot of pride to swallow, but she didn’t seem to 
have that problem. 

I tried to think if there were other pros. I remembered something my 
mom had told me once, she said two were better than one. Maybe 
this is what she meant. I was good at cleaning pools, negotiating, 
talking to customers, -guring things out. Addie was good at art, 
coming up with new ideas —she was very creative I had to admit—, 
and asking for help. Maybe it was true, two were better than one, 
and together we could do more things, in di8erent ways, and do 
them better, than we could if each of us were on our own. This way I
could focus on what I did best, and have her do the things I really 
didn’t enjoy doing.

There was something else. I could trust Addie. Sure, she was 
annoying sometimes. But she’s still my sister. She wouldn’t 
intentionally try to mess me up or run o8 with all my money. It’s true 
I could probably -nd someone else to draw the 7yers and just pay 
them for it without giving up half my business. But they wouldn’t be 
a partner. Not like Addie would. Someone who really cared if we 
succeeded or failed, and someone I could trust to have our best 
interests at heart.

I wrote down one more pro. If Addie’s plan did work, there was the 
chance that we could make a lot more money than I could if it was 
just me. This whole time, I had kept thinking about what would 
happen if Addie’s 7yers didn’t get us any new customers, or only got
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us one or two. But what if her marketing got us three customers, or 
-ve, or even 10. That would be amazing!

Was that a chance worth taking? I turned the paper over and drew 
two lines across, so I divided the page into thirds. At the top of the 
-rst section, I wrote down Worst Possible Outcome. That was easy, 
I quickly scribbled: “0 new clients. Result = $20 a week instead of 
$40.” 
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Below that I wrote Normal Outcome. I had to believe that, over time, 
with Addie’s help and with her 7yers, we could get at least two more
customers, which is what we have now. Aargh why did I keep saying

we again? So in that case, I’d be making $40 dollars a week, just 
like I am now. That seemed very reasonable. This was the most 
likely result.
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And then at the bottom of the page I wrote down Best Outcome. 
Let’s say Addie got us four more customers. That would be six total.
Then we’d be making $120 per week, and I’d get half of that, $60 a 
week. Plus that seemed a lot more stable. What if Larry changed his 
mind? Then I’d be back to just cleaning Dad’s pool. But if we had six
customers, losing one of them wouldn’t be as big a deal.

I glanced back up at the worst possible outcome I had written down.
I scratched my head. Would I be ok if the worst happened? Yes I 
would. I could handle it. Now it would be a bummer to only make 
$20 each week, but not the end of the world. It would take me twice 
as long to get Midnight Blue, but other than that, not that big of a 
deal. On the other hand, the best possible outcome…well that made
me giddy to think about. I realized I had spent all my time thinking 
about the worst possible outcome and not enough thinking about 
the best possible outcome. 

Then I had another thought. Summer was almost halfway done. I 
was nowhere close to my goal of making $225 to buy Midnight Blue.
If I was going to make it, I had to do something di8erent. I had to be 
true to my name and take a chance.

I put the pencil down. I had one more thing to think about. This 
wasn’t only about Addie. This was about me, and what I wanted. 
What did I really hope for? Did I dream about scooping up dead 
leaves and drowned insects? Not really. I was already kind of getting
bored with that. But what I did daydream about, what I fantasized 
about, was running a business. A real business. I had been having 
fun ever since Dad put that idea of leverage in my head. I like a 
challenge. And, I have to admit, again, Addie’s 7yers had inspired 
me to dream big. I imagined us running a real company with lots of 
customers. That was easier to do with a partner. Even if there were 
just two of us struggling to -nd another customer, that felt like we 
were a real business, building a dream. When it was just me, it was 
hard not to feel like I was just cleaning pools.
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I 7ipped the paper over and circled the Pros at the top of the right 
column. And then I went to go look for Addie. She was in the kitchen
eating cereal. She didn’t even look up, but she did mumble, “Good 
morning, Chance.”

“Good morning partner!” I said very enthusiastically.
“Really?” She looked at me half expecting me to say I was joking.
“Really.” I stuck my hand out to shake hers. She was still skeptical. 
Her hands hung at her side. So I reached over, grabbed her right 
hand, and started shaking it anyway. 
“I’m serious Addie. I thought about it, and I think we’ll make a good 
team.”

Excerpt Only: Read the Full Book                                   www.KidVentureBook.com

http://www.KidVentureBook.com/


KIDVENTURE: TWELVE WEEKS TO MIDNIGHT BLUE

“Oh wow! That’s so great.” 
“There’s just one condition.”
“Chance!” she cried out, disappointed.
“No, listen, Addie. It’s not so bad. I’ll give you half of everything from
now on. We’ll be true partners, just like you want. But I get to keep 
the money I’ve made so far. It’s only fair.” I had been cleaning pools 
for -ve weeks by then and had earned $50, now that Dad was 
paying $20 per cleaning.
She looked like she was about to complain, but she stopped herself.
Then she gave me a big hug and started to run away. 
“Where are you going?”
“I’ve got to go change the 7yers, and put your name on them too,” 
she said hurriedly as she scampered o8. “There’s no time to waste. 
Bye!”

I grinned. Then I sat down to -nish eating the bowl of cereal she had
started. I started to wonder, what did it mean to have a partner? 
What would be di8erent now? What would change?

What do you think? 

How would things be di�erent

with a partner?

What adjustments would you 

have to make?
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