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Front cover sleeve 

Welcome to the world wide web. It’s a wonderful world! A world where people are free 

to go where they want to go; and do what they want to do. A world where people like me 

and you can say what we want to say and be what we want to be. It’s a whole new 

world and it can be yours too. Power up the computer and with one click of the mouse… 

 

I met Sunny from Albania. I met Patty from Germany. I met Nick from England. I met 

Oskar, also from England and I met Rosetta from Portugal. This is a story of how a 

chance encounter over the internet with a headset and a microphone lead to real life 

adventures and we all became true friends. Come and join us as we laugh together, as 

we cry together, and as we take you around the world like you have never travelled 

before. This is your passport and your plane ticket. Enter the world through a young 

reader’s eyes, find your inner child for the first time. 

 

This a story for young audiences by first time author Danielle Johnson. The names have 

been changed but this fictional reading is based on true life stories and written with my 

son on my mind and in my heart. 
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Back sleeve cover 

DANIELLE LIESEL JOHNSON was born in the State of New Jersey located in the 

United States of America in 1966. She is the youngest of twelve children born to her 

mother, Danielle Liesel Gleim from Germany and her father Robert Walter Peterson 

from the State of Ohio in the United States. Her mother and father met during World 

War II and were married in 1948. Her parents had twelve children in the span of 

seventeen years. 

 

For more than twenty years, Ms. Johnson was a Registered Nurse. She married when 

she was twenty – six and was blessed with her first born son at the age of thirty – nine. 

Being the youngest of twelve siblings and having a son herself, following her heart, Ms. 

Johnson put pen to paper in 2011 and started “The Adventures of Six Friends” series in 

the hopes that children, young and old alike, would enjoy reading as she did to her son 

before he was born and after his birth. 

 

The enthusiasm of her young son enjoying her tales of her true life people and events 

over the internet and the warm, truly caring hearts of her virtual and real-life friends, 

encourages Ms. Johnson to write for young audiences all over the world. 
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To James Calvin 
 

My dear James, 
 
I have wanted to write a book ever since I was a little girl. In school when I was young, I 
always wrote little words on paper with pictures. When I was in college, I always wrote 
long papers and received good grades. Now son, listening in class and taking a test was 
another whole different story, but writing was always my passion. You like listening to 
stories too. Before you were born, I used to feel you kick at three-thirty in the morning. I 
would wake up with and  read, “The Lion, The Witch and The Wardrobe by C.S.Lewis,” 
to you and twenty –minutes later, I would feel for you again and you were fast 
asleep as I did not feel you kicking anymore. After your birth, I would tell tales to you 
made up from one of my friends that I met on the computer. We would laugh, play and 
you would ask me to tell it again. And so now my son, I have decided to put my stories 
on paper for you to read and when you have children of your own, my grandchildren can 
read them too. In fact, families from all over the world can enjoy these same stories that 
I am writing for you because it is from the world itself that these stories came to be. The 
world we call the world wide web my son. Only time will tell what world you will find 
yourself in as you grow older but as I write this to you, all we have is a computer. 
 

From my heart with love and affection, 
 

                                                                                                       Mother 
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CHAPTER ONE 

 
Sunny After Dark 

 
Mable was a Nurse by profession but loved to do things on her computer. Every 

opportunity she was given, she was constructing a web page, creating a picture, writing 

poetry or short stories, listening to songs, watching movies, playing games, or helping 

other people on her computer. Along the way, she met many people and in the process 

she made some friends. This is a story about five people who become very close 

friends of Mable’s whose names are Sunny, Patty, Rosetta, Oskar and Nick and the 

adventures they had together. 

And so the story begins … 

I was working on my web site one night when I decided to download one of the instant 

messaging applications so I could meet more nurses and students. Five, four, three, 

two, one … “ping” the computer speakers responded. “download complete,” blinked a 

message that was orange in color; “ready to install;” popped up another message. 

Within a few minutes the installation was complete: “Please create an account,” another 

message instructed. I created my account when I received another message, “Account 

completed you may add contacts.” I added my contact information on my “contact me” 

portion of my web page. Looking at the clock, it was almost 7:00 p.m. “Oh my 

goodness, I had a class to teach in four minutes!” I thought to myself. Quickly shutting 

down everything on my computer screen, I opened up a new browser and typed another 

URL (each letter said separately) into the address bar of my browser and arrived to 

class exactly on time.  
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I heard the clock in the Living Room chime seven times. Letting my thoughts wander for 

a moment, I remembered, not so long ago, if you wanted to attend class, you had to get 

your books, papers and writing pencils together in a backpack and walk, ride the bus or 

drive to school. Once there, you would greet your friends and the teacher would stand in 

front of the class and at the sound of the bell, class would begin. With the invention of 

the internet, if you want to attend a class, you just sit comfortably at your desk, grab 

something to drink, and turn on your computer! You don’t even have to get dressed or 

leave your house. I was glad on this particular night not to have to leave the house 

because it was cold and snowing outside as it was in December. 

 

A virtual classroom is very different from a traditional classroom. You may have 

attended a virtual class yourself. You check your email and read the instructions on how 

to prepare for the virtual class. You then arrive at the appropriate web site at the given 

time. Putting on your headset and your microphone, you are now ready to attend the 

virtual class. You don’t worry about paper and pen, the teacher will supply these for you 

by way of a virtual whiteboard and writing controls. The teacher can ask you questions 

and give you audio sound for your microphone so you can speak with the teacher. You 

can chat with your other classmates or the teacher by typing in the text box. In a virtual 

classroom, everything is digital. Instead of saying “hello” aloud to your classmate, you 

type “hello” in the text box. Instead of writing on paper, you type in a text box or on the 
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virtual white board. It has the same mannerisms as a traditional classroom. For 

example, just like you should not pass notes to your classmate or whisper to your 

classmate in a traditional classroom while the teacher is speaking, you should not do 

the same in a virtual classroom. If the teacher calls on you in a virtual classroom, you 

type in the text box or talk on the microphone to answer the question. In a traditional 

class, you speak to the teacher and answer the question aloud. When attending a 

virtual classroom, you should listen and respect others because there are people from 

all over the world present in the class. In a traditional classroom, you should listen and 

respect others too but these people are probably your friends from the neighborhood 

and not from all over the world. Sometimes, in a virtual classroom, you meet people for 

the first time. And this is how I met Sunny from Albania. 

 

On this particularly cold and snowy night, I was letting all of the students practice 

English and we were all reading a book together. I saw the name Sunny appear in the 

virtual classroom. I smiled and thought of the daylight and the warm, sunny day I found 

myself enjoying before the sun went to sleep for the night and the snow appeared. After 

a few minutes, Sunny told me “I have to go. I will be back in a few minutes”. I replied to 

her and with one click of her mouse, she was gone. I gave the audio microphone to 

someone else in the class and we continued reading. Sunny appeared again. Exactly 

when, I do not know as I was reading with a student. Three other students entered the 
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class while Sunny was gone and Sunny and several students began to pass notes to 

each other by way of the text box in the virtual classroom.  When I saw the emoticon 

“:p”, which is the same as writing a smiley face with a tongue sticking out on a piece of 

paper and giving it to your classmate in a traditional classroom, I asked Sunny if she 

could read the next chapter in the reading. “No thank you teacher my mic is not 

working” came her response as I attempted to give her audio for her microphone. This 

is the only problem I see when teaching in a virtual classroom, if your microphone is not 

working, you cannot speak aloud with the teacher. Sunny was quiet after her response, 

but two other students kept talking in the text box. In a virtual classroom, this is the 

same as whispering in the class when the teacher is talking. 

Once upon a time, when I was in third grade the teacher asked me to stop talking and 

listen. I kept talking to my friend in class disregarding my teacher’s instruction. Finally, 

the teacher picked up a big roll of masking tape and tore off about four inches of it and 

started walking towards me. My friend and I stopped talking as we wondered what the 

teacher was doing. She approached me and slapped the masking tape right across my 

mouth and said, “When I tell you to stop talking, stop talking!”  All of my classmates 

laughed at me. I felt like crying but I did not want to show this emotion. “What should I 

do?” I thought to myself and without giving this situation another thought, I pulled the 

tape off of my mouth, rolled it up in a ball and threw it at my teacher. It hit the back of 

her head and now all my friends where laughing at my teacher. I was laughing so hard I 

fell out of my chair. My laughter was short lived when she turned around, walked back 

to me, grabbed me by the arm, escorted me to the door and told me to go see the 

School Principle. In the hallway, walking to the Principle’s Office, I started to cry.  
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Sunny interrupted my thoughts when she asked me if I had a contact ID. Having no 

masking tape or a School Principle in a virtual classroom, I asked the two students that 

were talking to please pay attention. Everyone was quiet as a few more students read 

aloud. I looked at the clock on my computer and heard the clock chime eight times in 

the Living Room. It was time for the class to end. I said my goodbyes to everyone and 

thanked everyone for coming. I gave Sunny my contact ID while I was giving everyone 

directions about the next class. We where typing our goodbyes in the text box when a 

“blip” sound came from my speakers. I closed the browser of the virtual classroom. 

“Hello Mable, I would like to add you to my contact list so we can be friends,” a blue 

flashing message appeared at the right lower corner of my computer screen. 

And so ends the story of how I met Sunny after dark on a cold December evening one 

night as I sat in my office working on the computer. It was the beginning of a life – long 

friendship with many stories to tell and adventures to share. 

It was a beautiful autumn day. The leaves on the trees were a multitude of colors: 

greens, orange browns and yellows all merged together to form beautiful paintings of 

nature. The lake was calm as the gentle wind blew across the water. I was sitting on a 

park bench this fine day answering some email on my laptop, “… blip” came the sound 

from my speakers. An orange, blinking message came from the right hand corner of my 

computer. Clicking on it, I read, “Morning, Mable  : ) (F)”. When one types a colon and a 

parenthesis, this emoticon will show a picture of a smiley face. And when one types a   

left-sided parenthesis, the letter F and a right-sided parenthesis, you will get a picture of 

a flower in the chat box. “Good morning, Sunny” and I typed the same emoticons giving 

Sunny a smiley and a flower in return. She was becoming a good friend. Over the last 
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nine months, we had talked via instant message a little every day. She shared stories 

about her country and way of life and I did the same. Our conversation in the chat box  

continued: 

Sunny: “How r u doing?” 

Mable: “Fine thanks. Just checking email. How r u?” 

Sunny: “I am tired. I stayed awake late at night. I was here talking with others until  2  

AM.” 

Mable: “I just fell asleep at 2 AM.” 

Sunny: “Don’t u have to work today?” 

Mable: “No, I have off on Wed and Thurs. Thinking about what to do today. I am sitting 

in the park right now.” 

Sunny: “Come and have dinner with me.” 

Mable: “That would be fun!  I don’t have a passport or a plane ticket. I have never been 

out of the United States” 

Sunny: “You don’t need a passport or a plane ticket. Do you want to come?  ”. 

Mable: “Do you want to voice chat?” 

Sunny: “Sure.” She replied. 
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A few seconds later our two computers connected. The virtual phone rang three times 

before Sunny picked it up. “Hello Mable”, I heard a soft spoken voice with a slight 

accent over the airways from 4684 miles away. She was right. I did not need a passport 

or a plane ticket to come to Albania.  
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First Contact 

There was a soft hum coming from the headset speakers of my laptop as I made the 

connection over the airways to so many miles away. Sunny spoke in a soft tone so it 

was difficult to hear her sitting on a park bench but her voice came through none the 

less, “Do you want to come have dinner with me and my family?” The accent of her 

voice made all the W’s in the English language sound like V’s. Although English was not 

her first language, she spoke well enough for me to understand. “You can come now, if 

you like.” She continued. “How is that possible?” I responded.  “ You type my name in 

the chat box like this: left- sided parenthesis, space, hyphen, space,  capital S, space, 

capital U, space, capital N, space, capital N, space, capital Y, space, another hyphen, 

space and a right-right sided parenthesis.” She paused to post it in the chat box so I 

could see what she was talking about. She typed: ( - S U N N Y - ). “You have to type it 

just like that”, she explained. “…  and then, we hit the ‘Enter Key’ on the keyboard 

together and you will be here with me.” This was absolutely incredible! My heart 

fluttered with excitement. All I had to do was type some letters on my keyboard and hit 

‘ENTER’ and it would transport me instantaneously to another country. I glanced at my 

watch, it was 10:00 am.  “Okay, can I meet you in a few hours? I need to change my 

dress and put on a different pair of shoes.” She reminded me that we had to hit the 

‘Enter key’ on the keyboard together or the compu-eport mechanism would not work. I 

acknowledged her instructions. We agreed to meet again at high noon. We said our 

goodbyes and I began the shutdown process on my laptop.  Amazing, I had just found 

out that the ‘Enter Key’ on my computer could be a portal to anywhere I wanted to go in 

the world and I had two hours to prepare for my adventure. The key to this whole 
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process was the instant messaging application. Only my contacts and I knew how to do 

this. No one else in the world of reality knew that this even existed and nor did I, until 

today. 

 

We connected via voice chat on our instant messaging application, “Hello Sunny, are 

you there? I am ready for lunch.” I waited for a response. “Hello Mable, it is our supper 

time here.”  I typed in Sunny’s name.  Three …  two … one … I closed my eyes and  we 

hit the ‘Enter Key’ together.  I traveled to the coastal city of Sarande, a resort city of 

Albania and then took the bus northward through the countryside until I reached the 

town of Gjirokaster. The town seemed divided into two halves: the old town up on the 

hill and the new town down in the valley. From our conversations, I knew Sunny lived up 

on the hill and when the bus stopped, I skipped down the bus steps and headed up the 

cobble stone streets holding the picture Sunny gave me of her house in my hand. It was 

afternoon when I left New Jersey and fifteen minutes later, it was now evening in 

Albania. Walking along looking at the picture, I noticed all the homes looked the same.  

Being all made of stone, the white homes had grey roof tops and all the tan homes had 

orange roof tops. I started to wonder how I would make it out of this beautiful maze I 
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found myself in when I remembered Sunny told me her niece and nephew would be in 

the front of the house playing ball with a group of children. The thousands of wild 

flowers, purple, yellow and white in color, made for a wondrous, breathtaking view. 

Checking the time, it was a six – twenty in the evening now and the sun was beginning 

to set, putting the flowers to sleep. 

 

Looking on the ground while kicking a stone, I watched it bounce along the dirt. 

Rounding a corner I heard the sound of children’s laughter. There were a group of five 

or six children kicking a ball in front of a white stone house just like Sunny described 

when she sent me the picture file over the chat box only twenty – five minutes ago. The 

children were all playing “futebol”, which is another name for what we would call 

“soccer” in America. Seeing as I find myself almost 5000 miles away, I shall refer to it as 

futebal, the same as they would call it in Europe. They were about the age of my son, 

James. One young boy even reminded me of James with his short brown hair and 

strong fun-loving laughter I had to pick James up from school in three hours but Sunny 

knew this and reassured me we would be fine and to come and enjoy a traditional 

Albanian style dinner. I saw a woman coming towards me with a silver silk swirl pattern 

Hijab draped elegantly about her head and neck, a grey body length garment to match. 

Pulling two children from the group of children playing and outstretching her arms 

toward me, I knew this must be Sunny. I feel it important to stop here and explain to my 

young readers that a Hijab is a head covering traditionally worn by Arabic women. The 
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Arabic word itself means “curtain” or “cover”.  I smiled waved and quickened my pace 

toward the group. 

I had only heard the sound of her voice and never had I seen a picture of my dear friend 

Sunny. As she greeted me with a welcoming hug, she explained her real name was 

Rovena. I returned the same greeting explaining to her that my name was Danielle. For 

you see, when meeting friends on the internet, it is not uncommon to have a “made-up” 

contact name. Then, when you become close friends and if you have a desire to do so, 

you can tell your friend  the name you were given at your birth. I then turned my 

attention to Rovena’s niece and nephew before going into the house. Just inside the 

doorway was a small room with a basin of water and shoes of all sizes and shapes lined 

the wall near the door. As was the custom of Albanians, we all washed our feet and our 

hands before our meal. I met Rovena’s sister and brother-in-law and I was asked to 

take a seat at the head of the table. The four of them individually said a before dinner 

“Bismillah” ,which is what we would call in America,  “Grace”, and together we all said a 

phrase in Arabic thanking Allah for the meal and for bringing us together. On the menu 

for dinner tonight was lamb, potatoes, cabbage and carrots, and peppers stuffed with 

rice and vegetables. I like lamb just fine but what happened next, I was not expecting. 

Raising her glass at the start of the meal,  “gezuar. (guzz- u’- are),” Rovena said. The 

whole family joined in the toast. I repeated the same and clinked my glass with them. 

This was a toast to my health and happiness. Being the hostess, Rovena served me 

what is considered the best part of the meat since I was the guest. Handing it to her 

nephew who then passed it to me, it was the entire head of the lamb complete with 
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eyeballs! This is considered the choicest part and goes to the most important person at 

the table, which at this particular time was me. “No one eats unless I eat first,” I thought 

in my mind. “Okay, but eyeballs? What do I do with the eyeballs?” Rovena served the 

family and everyone was waiting for me to take the first bite of food. I turned to the 

nephew, smiled, and took a bite of my cabbage and carrots still wondering what to do 

about the eye looking at me on my plate. “So, what grade are you in Zamir?” I asked 

Rovena’s nephew trying to look natural and remain calm. “Fourth grade”, he responded 

with a grin. He appeared the same age as my son, James but James was only in first 

grade. “My son just started school three days ago,” I responded. I exchanged the same 

pleasant conversation with everyone around the table changing topics from person to 

person. Rovena was acting as an English Translator but you would be surprised how 

much Americans and Albanians have in common just by watching the body language. 

The children like the same sports and learn the same subjects in school. And the adults 

had the same interests in America as they do in Albania. I was having a wonderful 

evening and before I knew it, everything on my plate was eaten, yes, even the eyeballs 

and dessert was being served in the Family Room. In the corner of the room I saw a 

computer. I smiled and settled comfortably into the seating arrangement prepared for 

me. “I wish I could stay all night,” I thought to myself. But I knew that it would just take a 

minute to come back through the magic of compu-eportation. Fatima was helping her 

Aunt Rovena bring all sorts of goodies into the room where we settled in to have tea 

and cake. There were all kinds of chocolates, candies and carmels served with a slice 

of chocolate cake and Albanian Mountain Tea. Rovena’s sister,  Elira and I, found out 

we had something very much in common: we both loved Rovena’s chocolate cake. 
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“Don’t see how we could live without it,” said Defrim, Elira’s husband, in a his deep 

voice as he let out a friendly laugh.  

Two hours and forty – five minutes had passed and it was time for me to say goodbye to 

this wonderful family. Walking over to the computer, Fatima stood to the left of me and 

Zamir stood to my right. Rovena, Elira and Defrim stood behind me. Saying goodbye 

and reassuring each other that we would see each other again, Revena wanted to give 

me something to remember our time together. Leaving the room, she returned with a 

piece of chocolate cake and a white stuffed teddy bear with a red and blue ribbon 

around the neck. In the center of the chest was a red heart with the Albanian Flag. “This 

is for your son”, she said to me as one by one, they each hugged and kissed me 

goodbye until next time. Everyone stepped away from the computer as I typed: ( - M A 

B L E - ).  Three …  two … one … I closed my eyes and  we hit the ‘Enter Key’ together. 

Standing in the middle of the computer lab of Springfield School, I looked over and saw 

my son. “Hi Mommy!” I did what you told me to do. I hit the button on the computer he 

told me in excitement. “Good boy James!” I said proudly as I hugged him. “What would 

you like for being a good boy in school today: a stuffed teddy bear or a piece of 

chocolate cake?”  He responded,  “chocolate cake is my favorite”. We walked down the 

school hallway to the lunchroom and sat at a table to eat. “Delicious!” he exclaimed as 

he gave me a thumbs up touching the tip of his thumb to mine. This is something we 

always did when he loved the taste of something he was eating. “Where did you get this 

cake mommy?” he asked inquisitively. “I had dinner with some friends in Albania and 

my friend Rovena made it for you.” I explained.  “Dinner? It’s not dinnertime yet 
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mommy. I have to do my homework when I get home from school and then we will eat 

dinner, right mommy?” he asked as only a six year old would. Walking to the car, I gave 

him the teddy bear with the Albanian heart shaped flag. “Albania, is that very far away 

mommy?” he asked. “Well, son, that depends on how you view the world and who is 

showing you. Would you like me to show you someday?” I waited for his obvious 

response, “Yes, please,” James answered me. I responded, “Someday soon, son, 

someday soon.” Pulling into the driveway, I looked over my shoulder at my precious boy 

who had fallen asleep. The white teddy bear was resting on his chest. I felt the smile on 

both of our faces. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

Appendix 

A 

Address bar: (also location bar or URL bar) is a feature located in the top portion of a 

web browser that either shows the current URL or accepts a typed URL that the user 

wishes to go to. 

 

 

B 

Browser: is a software application for retrieving, presenting, and moving informational 

resources on the World Wide Web. 

 

C 

Chat box: purpose is to allow the user to input text information to be viewed by the 

receiver. 

Compu-eportation: Electronic transportation to travel from one place to another 

through the use of a computer keyboard. 

Contact ID: a personal identity usually made-up belonging to an individual for instant 

messaging purposes. 
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D 

Download: to receive data to a local computer system from a remote computer system. 

E 

Email: Electronic mail is a method of exchanging digital messages from a sender to one 

or more receivers. Modern email operates across the Internet or other computer 

networks. 

Emoticon: is a facial expression pictorially represented by punctuation and letters, 

usually to express a writer’s mood. 

 

 

F 

 

 

G 

 

 

H 
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I 

Instant Messaging Application: is a software application that enables the user to 

engage in instant messaging via text, audio or video. 

Internet: is a worldwide interconnection of computers and computer networks that 

facilitate the sharing or exchange of information among users. 

 

 

J 

 

 

K 

 

 

L 
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M 

Mouse: In regards to computing, a mouse consists of an object held under one of the 

user's hands, with one or more buttons. It is used to help  the user navigate through 

various applications on the computer. 

 

 

N 

 

 

O 

 

 

P 
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Q 

 

 

R 

 

 

S 

 

 

T 

Text box: purpose is to allow the user to input text information to be viewed by the 

receiver. 

 

 

U 

URL:  Uniform or Universal Resource Locator that specifies where a known resource is 

available on the world wide web and the mechanism for retrieving it. 
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V 

Virtual classroom: Virtual education by which instruction is given in a learning 

environment where teacher and student are separated by time or space, or both, and 

the teacher provides course content through the use of methods such as course 

management applications, multimedia resources, the internet, and videoconferencing. 

Students receive the content and communicate with the teacher via the same 

technologies. 

Virtual whiteboard: is the electronic equivalent of the physical whiteboard and may be 

software in a user's computer or a stand-alone unit. It allows users in remote locations 

to simultaneously view a running application or view someone's writings on screen. 

Voice chat: Use of voice through an instant messaging application using a headset to 

talk to another person. 

 

 

W 

Web site: is a collection of related web pages containing documents, images, videos or 

other digital contents. 
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Web page: is a document or information resource that is made available for the World 

Wide Web and can be accessed through a web browser. 

World Wide Web: also referred to as www and commonly known as “the web”, is a 

system of interlinked hypertext documents accessed via the Internet via a web browser. 

Writing Controls: is the electronic equivalent of the physical writing implement and 

may be software in a user's computer or a stand-alone unit. It allows users in remote 

locations to write freehand using the mouse portion of the keyboard. 
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