
OPTION TWO: © T.M.Clark - Samantha’s Ordinary Day 
Picture Book: 270 Words. Aimed at 0 – 6 years. 
 
‘Good morning Samantha,’ said Mum as they all snuggled together in the big bed.  

‘What we going to do today?’ Asked Samantha’s brother Joe. 

‘Nothing. It’s an ordinary day,’ said Dad. 

‘I don’t like ordinary days,’ said Samantha. 

‘Not much to do on ordinary days, which is why I love them,’ said Dad. 

‘Let me get that washing on the line, then I can help you get dressed Samantha,’ said Mum. 

‘No. I want to dress myself,’ said Samantha. 

‘Okay, you do that, and then we’re going shopping,’ said Mum. 

Samantha wears her clothes inside out.  

‘Everything scratches the other way.’ 

Joe shakes his head. 

‘Let her learn,’ Mum says. 

Joe turned his the wrong way around too. ‘Right, it’s not an ordinary day, it’s an inside-out 

day!’ 

Mum changes her shirt too.  ‘Might as well make it inside-out and back-to-front day. 

Samantha and Joe both laughed. 

Samantha sits in the shopping cart. 

‘Anything else I can get you?’ Asked Mr Jones. 

‘No thank you,’ said Mum. 

‘Hello Mr Jones,’ Samantha greeted the grumpy man behind the cheese counter.  

‘Mum, save her-’ Joe said. 

‘Let her learn,’ said Mum. 



‘Did you know my Dad said it was just an ordinary day, but we decided it was back-to-front 

and inside-out day instead?’ said Samantha. 

‘Is that so?’ said Mr Jones as he turned to weigh mom’s cheese. 

‘But Mr Jones, you’re wearing everything the right way,’ Samantha said. 

‘She just doesn’t learn,’ said Joe. 

‘Give her time. Let her learn in her own way,’ said Mum. 

‘I did not know that, Sunshine,’ said Mr Jones, as he took off his hat and turned it upside 

down on his head. He took off his apron and tied it back, inside out. ‘Perhaps we can make it 

upside-down-back-to-front and inside-out day?’ He said smiling. 

Mr Jones didn’t look so grumpy now. 

 

Samantha sat at lunch at the restaurant. ‘I don’t like the look of blue Brussels Sprouts.’ 

She tries hard to feed them to the resident dog. ‘Lexi doesn’t like them either,’ said 

Samantha. ‘Even on an upside-down-back-to-front and inside-out day.’ 

‘Just try them,’ asked Mum. ‘I’m sure Mrs Smith bought them fresh today, just for you.’ 

‘Yuck! I definitely don’t like those-,’ said Samantha. ‘Not on a special upside-down-back-to-

front and inside-out day and I don’t think even on an ordinary day.’ 

Mrs Smith asked, ‘Everything alright with your lunches?’ 

‘I didn’t like the cabbage bombs,’ said Samantha. 

‘M-u-m, she’s being embarrassing,’ said Joe. 

Samantha looked at Mrs Smith, and added, ‘B-u-t I loved the dreamy creamy mashed 

potatoes with mushy peas and the squishy-wishy gravy.’  

‘Brussel sprouts are not everyone’s cup-of-tea, but you have made my ordinary day so much 

better letting me know how much you loved my other food,’ said Mrs Smith. ‘Thank you.’ 



‘Oh no, today isn’t ordinary,’ said Samantha, ‘today is an upside-down-back-to-front and  

inside-out day.’ 

Mrs Smith laughed. ‘Perhaps it’s more like a laugh-out-loud-upside-down-back-to-front and 

inside-out day.’ 

 

Samantha did not like playing in the grimy grotty ground. ‘It feels phooey.’ 

‘Here, put some gloves on,’ Mum said. ‘You can be like me while we garden on this laugh-

out-loud-upside-down-back-to-front and inside-out day.’ 

Samantha planted both teeny-tiny and big-fat seeds. 

‘Soon we can watch those seeds grow into flowers and vegetables,’ Mum said. 

Samantha remembered that she loved to eat the fresh snappy beans off the stalks, and the 

crunchy carrots and smell the pretty bouquets of the bountiful bunches of flowers. 

‘Bath time,’ Mum said.  

Samantha shook her head. ‘No.’ 

‘Why is that?’ asked Mum. 

‘I don’t like bubbles. I can’t see where the bottom is.’ 

Mum drops in a few toys that sink out of sight. 

‘But what if when you go through those squishy bubbles, you find a wonderful world where 

dolphin frolic over waves made of salty dreams, and stupendous starfish are found, plugging 

holes in pirate ships, that you might never find, unless you enter the realm of the bubbly 

battleship bathtub?’ 

Samantha climbs into the soapy water. 

She played with the slippery dolphin as it swam under the pirate ship, seeking sunken 

treasures, that the crafty starfish try to hide. 



‘Can we have a bubble bath every day?’ Asked Samantha. 

‘Then it won’t be special for the bottoms-up-laugh-out-loud-upside-down-back-to-front 

and-inside-out-day, it would become just an ordinary day,’ said Mum. 

 

‘I hate getting into a newly made bed, it’s like I’m a slimy sardine, pinned down with no 

escape,’ Samantha said. 

‘Ah but then you are saved by the bristly bushy bearded Daddy.’ Daddy pulls the bed sheets 

out on the sides.  ‘It’s the end of another ordinary day, did you have a good one?’ 

‘It wasn’t an old ordinary day. It was a bottoms-up-laugh-out-loud-upside-down-back-to-

front and inside-out-day.’ 

‘You certainly had a special day then. What did you love the most?’ 

‘The soft-cuddly arms of yours and Mummy’s hugs saying good night.’ 

Dad smiled. ‘Good night, see you tomorrow for another bottoms-up-laugh-out-loud-upside-

down-back-to-front and inside-out-day.’ 

‘Oh no Daddy, you can’t have those every day, then they will become just an ordinary day.’ 


