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I’m so glad to be back at school.  This is where all of my friends 
are.  At home, it’s just me and my mom.  She’s sick a lot, because 
she has diabetes.  Her feet get real big sometimes, and it looks like 
they are going to pop.  So I ask her, “Mom? Do you want me to 
pop your feet?”  She just tells me to go watch my cartoons or play 
my video games.  Sometimes she’ll ask me to put lotion on her 
feet, because she says they get real dry.  

I like my teachers at school. They’re real nice. They take us on 
field trips, and sometimes we get to each lunch at Taco Bell.  I like 
to get their spicy burritos. They make my mouth feel like it’s on 
fire.  I’m glad they have free refills at Taco Bell, because I drink as 
much Pepsi as I want—even though my mom doesn’t let me drink 
sodas at home.  She doesn’t want me to become a diabetic, like 
her.  But when my mouth is on fire, I drink gallons of Pepsi—like 
a camel.  I don’t think camels drink Pepsi though, because I don’t 
think they have soda machines in the desert.

At school my favorite time of day is lunch, but not because that’s 
when we get to eat.  I like lunchtime, because it lets me and the 
other kids in my class see all of the other kids at school.  The kids 
at school can get really loud in the cafeteria.  My class always has 
to sit together, and we’re not allowed to sit with the other kids at 
school. But that’s okay.  That’s okay, because my class gets to go 
eat lunch first.  So while we’re eating our dessert, the other kids 
start coming in to get their lunch.  This girl named Sarah, who sits 
next to me, always waves to the kids waiting in the lunch line.  
When the other kids see Sarah waving at them, they always say 
really loud—“Hi! Hi, Sarah!”—and then they usually laugh.  I 
want to tell them that she’s not deaf. Maybe they’re the ones who 
are deaf, because they don’t know how loud they’re talking.  Sarah 
always says ‘hi’ back to those others kids, and then it’s usually 
time for us to go back to our class.  

When we get back to class, our teacher, Mrs. Fletcher, always 
reads us a story.  Usually it’s a story we’ve already heard before, 
but sometimes it’s a new story. New stories are the best.  Those 



are the ones that we all get really excited about, because we 
don’t know what’s going to happen. Mrs. Fletcher always stops 
at different parts of the story, and she wants us to guess what we 
think is going to happen next.  We almost always guess wrong, but 
once in a while we’re right.  
 
There was this one time, Mrs. Fletcher said I couldn’t guess 
what’s going to happen next anymore, because she said when she 
stops and I guess what’s going to happen next—I always make 
the story sound scary. It’s never scary though. They’re all just a 
bunch of babies—except Anthony—who thinks my guesses would 
always make the story better.  Mrs. Fletcher said that I can’t guess 
anymore, because she’s afraid the other kids in my class will have 
nightmares. And every day after lunch—once we’ve heard our 
story—Mrs. Fletcher tells us that we have to take a nap for a little 
while.  Mrs. Fletcher said we should never tell any of the other 
kids in school that we get to take a nap, because she said they 
would be jealous. She said it’s not nice to make somebody else 
jealous, when you get to do something and they don’t get to do it, 
too.  So I never tell anyone that we get to take naps.  But we do.  
And I don’t ever think any of the other kids have nightmares after 
I tell them what I think happens next in the story. In fact, I don’t 
think most of the kids in my class ever even take a nap. They just 
lay there and pretend to be asleep, except Anthony, whose always 
picking his nose and wiping the boogers on his blanket.  I told my 
mom what Anthony does, and she said I should tell Mrs. Fletcher.  
But I told Mom that I couldn’t tell on Anthony, because he’s my 
friend.  So she said I should tell Mrs. Fletcher that we should all 
have assigned blankets.  So I told Mrs. Fletcher we should all have 
assigned blankets, and she thought that was a good idea.  So now 
we all have assigned blankets.  And Anthony’s blanket has a lot 
of boogers on it.  But that’s okay.  It’s his blanket, and he can do 
whatever he wants with it.

I’m just glad we’re back at school again.  We haven’t got to come 
back to school in over a week, and it’s not even a holiday.  It’s not 
Christmas, and it’s not even spring break.  I don’t know why we 
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