Pl ;1 SN T iR ilsane i e 1 Bivan : N el AN s .




1d looking
mpkin, too,
s actually




- Ndd am‘ mme w3
= = [ t! NEIM

« August, 1

1s. Garcia.
students

o meet some

k.n;dsz,” he said, and in walked two boys and 2
er at me or Mom: they stood by the
Tushman like their lives depended

“Come on in,

girl. None of them looked ov
ince school

d “Thanks samuﬁh fm oo:ﬁmg, guys—-—CSpeCla“Y S
oesn’t start until next month!” said Mr. Tushman. “Have you

dded but no one said anything.
md Mr. Tushman. “So, guys, 1 wanted you

[A!



who’s going to be a new student here g

!F‘wwyshavebee tudents at Bee is
n s Cher P YQQ“
kindergarten of course, they were in the lowzerp Mt
i know all the ins and outs of the midd). hog,
; building but they ddle.g b
program- And since you're all in the same homeroom, | thc S|
: nice if you got t© know each other a litt]e E:fght
; ; "
Mﬂwﬂ Okay? So, kids, this is August. August, this i ]a;i

”
ﬂ-’d Will looked at me and put out his hand. When | .
it, hﬁﬂofbglfgnﬂed and said: “Hey,” and looked down ¢ cally
O s is Julian,” said Mr. Tushman.
 “Hey,” said Julian, and did the same exact thing as Jack Wil].
ook my hand, forced a smile, looked down fast.
| Charlotte,” said Mr. Tushman.
e had the blondest hair I've ever seen. She didn’t
nd but gave me a quick little wave and smiled. “Hj,

to meet August




Ce
o]

Wy

”Isaxd.ltwamtmyfavmiuesubpeetonm;d
d,efgctdaatldontxeaﬂyhaveenrs Well, I do, but they don’t

WLywmyemoyseemgdwmmicmommyway,”mid
m.Tmhmnn»“WehnwaverVniecoelectimofpemssion

,,Mumena.
«August, you've been wanting to learn to play the drums,”
Mo said, trying to get me to look at her. But my eyes were
wvuedbymybanwulmndatapi&eofoldgumdmm




ttp?Dkiyoulikeit?w o .
MMM!MNMM
mMimdduﬁM om didn’t know
renllydidnt, either. 1 felt very sad
' ’ kindeﬂikeﬂ;at




2 ’ ﬁ.{orasecond “Okay, s, is b,
y in front of grown-ups and ancy,

ey 12 ’ W :’

a # hdaal with your facq
. ime. “‘Were you in 5 fire o

¥ = ‘lo.--,,,. ‘g';




