


Look Both Ways

since the Low Cuts' parents were kids. She was known
for making sure everybody got a fair shot at sweet treats
because she knew not everybody could get to the cor
ner store. There wasn't one on the corner of Crossman.
Actually, there wasn't one within five blocks. So she
had to be it. And the best part about Ms. CeeCee was
that she was open twenty-four hours a day.

With Bit leading the way, the LowCuts beelined up
her obstacle course of a driveway and rang the door
bell, which chimed a melodic yawn, like an old man
just waking up. The Low Cuts waited nervously. But
Bit, full of fire and impatience, rang the bell again.

And again.
"Come on," he growled. "Ain't nobody got all day."
"Chill," Francy said. "You know she move slow."
Sure enough, a few seconds later they heard the

sound of Ms. CeeCee's slippers slowly sliding across the
floor and her voice



Look Both Ways

Ms. CeeCee looked at the four of them, a stairstep
from John John, the tallest, down to Bit.

"Do I wa w






