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said. We trotred forward
the rear of each ruck a
aking names, as the men from
Wy one into the trucks. Leaning
pn oy {un:ling boards were men

bitg windbreakers, dark

and some of

an arm.
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The Worst of Times

pmtyru:h.lgumdthuwwhyhedndntm
ng-charity from us. If it had

“T've got to ask Mom: so

the living room, whese Moyt i
mmlnsmwnh:hun, #d asked her if she'd sew up £h

R

%. She said she would. I Kenk back
¢fie was sitting there ch '-: og the ||

hcdjuuduhedbadcmhuchm “Mom sz sl'.\'e'dsew ]
your coat.” -
“Would she really?”
“Sure. She said it would only take 2 m{nuté.” |
“Can I go to the bathroom firse?" l
“Sure,” I said. I showed him where, and am}eo{
minutes he came back holding the jacker. it
up. Then he said he had to go, he was sup ..,-.
somebody. l;uma.mcweuomakenuc 3 ’
mad at me about Joey.” I wished he hadn't Q
front of Mom, but she didn't say anything. 1 el
with him. When he reached the sidewalk he said, “Peteyd
dsdn:bomw&nshmﬁommyhd.lmkuofh

carton in front of a store. Icouldn‘uundhohngb'\
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Chaprer 8

1 did anymore. The guy was sitting there on a stool
watching me, but some women started asking him about
something and as soon as he turned his head | snatched 2
shirt and ran. I was around the comner before he could do
anything,”

He looked me full in the face, daring me to scold him,
But I wouldn't do that. “Maybe I'd have done the same in
your place.”

Then he said he'd come again sometime. I just

ted to make sure you weren't mad at me about Joey.”
We said goodbye, and he turned and walked away. But
Was welking a litde funny, and I knew that he'd got

: g\ucked down in his pants. He snatched

hing up when I'd gone out of the kitchen and
oved, it intolhis jacket pocker; and when 1'd rold him

m wo xwhisiachﬂfothimheﬂgomintothe
pon and ghoved whatever it was into his pants. It
mad, hnle;buthawoou!dyougumlmadat

Viktor Krizanec, 6. r.
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“Really?” The other girl lifred her eycbrows curi-
ously. “It must be pretty important if vou want to
see the head monk!”

“Oh it is! It's the most important thing that can
qwan whispered fervently.

tantly,

T

talks abour it af
“Vichai?” Da¥
He sits behind 1
fresh interest. “Solgyd
knew he even hgd
“Why should
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one.” She snorted, “Nobody ever mentions me. I
don’t go to school or do anything important. No,
I'm just me, old Bao. I sell lotus buds and caged
sparrows every morning, that’s all. Nothing special
ab . . . She stopped abruptly, as if she had just re-
membered something. Leaning forward, she asked
Dawan tersely, “Wait a min ) 7Ou sat
in front_of pas pE—— P

wained silent, staring at Dawan’s
#%,” she murmured after a while.
it was so important . . . going to the

dng a fly off her ankle.

For answer, Bao looked the schoolgirl straight in
the eye and announced triumphantly, “You've
Dawan, aren’t you? You're the one who won the
school prize.” Without waiting for any confirmation,
she reached out and brushed aside the hair on
Dawan’s forchead and scrutinized the exposed fore-
head.

“You must have an awful lot of brains stored up
in there to have won that prize,” she commented.

Dawan pulled away, embarrassed. “Don’t be silly,
Bao. I'm not a freak or anything. Don’t treat me like
one!”

Bao withdrew her arm awkwardly and let it dangle
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mean the first new home for one of the
owlets! He couldn’t wait to tell Bill the
good news. Then his eye was caught by

what looked like 2 wooden hg

to the sturdy branch of a tr

distance away. “What's

think it’s a nesting box,” she

I’'m not sure what kind g

low with a small opening at o
a sloping roof. “Oh, yuck,” said
suddenly, kicking her foot around to try
to shake something off her boot. “I just
trod on some rabbit poo.”

Josh glanced down to make sure he

Mihael Sarko, 6.r.




Mrs. Gratias again paused and this time turned
her ear toward the winduw “ dr.:a hear a_neise;
exclaimed aloy n &k "

left it open ]ust

The air was brigh
hugged herself to keef
rear of the cabin. As sh@ .
paused to listen. Clearly, ething was in th: yard
behind the house. She stepped
ner to see what it could bel

;Leo Sobak, 6. r.




Golden | Years.”

Lana Crepinko, 6. .
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“I'll remember :ha,And what about the poncho?”
guinvisible. Scratchy bloomin’ thing. Not

one Offrandmother 'dbetter
"er knittin’ it, though. Clicy

needles, feelin’ the air tg
“Hat of Shadows?"
“Wear it and no o
for disguises.”
“Bad Weather Umbrella?”
“You puts it up fer bad weather,
“Just an ordinary umbrella, then.
“Nah. With an ordinary umbrell
bad weather to happen. A Bad Weather Umbrella
causes it. Grandmother’s "ad little lightnin’ bolt

lly. She stood and
s. “Um—Booboo?”
¢ to 'im, '¢’s quite
a5 , given half a chance. Cot to
watch 'im when ‘e s standing behind
special Vanishing Saddle. Another o
brainstorms. Makes "im invisible. Can't see |5 teet
comin’, He's fast, though, “specially in the air.”
"Air?” said Clover, startled.

“Course, you gotta watch he don’t smack you round

the "ead with a wing."

-

“Wing?"

“'E can fly, didn’t | say? | ‘ave to admit 'e’s good
i findin" his own way ‘ome, like pigeons. Always best
1 send 'im ‘ome once you've arrived where you're
poin’. Wouldn’t want "im standin’ around behind you,
that’s fer sure. Ain't my idea of a pet. Don’t hold a
randle to my Neville,”

“Of course not," said Clover. She meant it, too.
Neville smelled bad ang gme horrible habits,
but she would choose me over an invisible
llying horse that bit t did find its own

it stops yer face
ng enough to be me

crumblin’. Keeps Mez
|:r:|nddaughtcr "Ow,

looked like

Petra Gali¢, 6. r.
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Over lakes and valleys they sped once more. The of th
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Gerda 1 deer’
appeared liftec
knew immed withi
was smudged willes ‘ i turni
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“Hang on a minute,
the conversation, ready]
seriously expect us to

“Why not?” I knew

“It’s too dangerous.”
“Let me ask you g > my lord: who’s been
t born and who's been

streets since she could

*Shame on him who thinks evil.
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~ my mug away. I didn’t like beer, as it made my head
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Paola Lukavski, 6. r.
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wul buffeted us. “You didn't realize but you always
vre one of the Butcher's Boys. There you were,
ki’ to join the gang, when all along you were the
ut and soul of it.”
We had reached the crosstrecs. Syd gently
nwvered me so 1 could shide off his back to sit

- with my arms and legs embracing the mast.
weight on'®

*Can you "old on now yoursclf?” he asked.
I nodded.

“Just four hours, Cat, that’s all you've got to

“Syd, don't—you'll get i more trouble,” |
begeed.

Jdo, then I'll be back to "elp you down at the end of

gcak; 1 slumped sidg

carfully for angry voices, the sound
Ixing punished, but instead I heard laughter.
“So, Goliath, decided to befriend David, have

vou?" asked the caprain.

gpped noisily as the
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Petar Celig, 6. r.



I nu;n locate them, as there were so

many people. The room was built for casy passag
from refreshmernt rgom tg
minglingd in _min
coming and going A
finery around tho§

a moment. The

four matrons JNESEER B ting the finery on
display with 8 n was closest. He

. (ISR :
was greeting *.‘.{ / il gentleman in a

rought me

wances of

Karla Srednoselec, 6. 1.



- 'Kieren Jack,’ said Barnaby, who had watched
ihk number fifteen play da mof times on tele-

3 g m‘bﬁ m‘&had‘a DOS

o, 8 “he's nnlymtho;gmt ho:baller in the
E hiauiryofmewoxid. sanddhmaby :

T like Cody Harper. -said Wilson, pointing
downauheﬁeamthat justrunoutontothe

edandthcmmbcgan 'ﬂl
!ﬂ yund, andthemomnonél‘dn:rndc
pof kicked into gear to close it
%p in disappointment. He quite
togazc up at the tower loommg

W'hommbmsh nevEr-be there.isum
that the water in the toilct goes (he wrong mr
round there?’ QS Rk
‘It depends what you thihk Ihe ng!n,m}..s, &
suppose,’ mdBamaby S YA
Wilsbmdmugbt abg
grunt of agreement. )'s
‘player?’ he asked after 2

ko

Ana Buni¢, 6. r.



“MNot without pass doorman still bige
Then he said, “There’ underneath thig
can go there to get ou in."

e wayg
*! ‘

B e crowded into the tynnel and lined up along the
sides. My chilled body and pagds came to life pressed against

the warm walls, The w

tunnel. Police. Thig Would they do something

W I wanted to cry out to

ily stopped talking

cices echoed through the

to us for trying
Papa, but 1 g

The foot3

ed tunnel. Where had
ate they, Papa?”

"Congressmern =g Wc: Okey so softly, 1 h
heard him, even in the sk nc A
w [ WAL Coats\so p ripogamed withMur. Their s
gleamed. Sgine of them frowked erg dlareth~gome
sighed gtickly as they ﬂﬂhﬂd& s, the
turned their eyes to their shtes. I cB%a tall by & émir:len lift ‘of
At some wers surprised amj
Yhose fnand]’y smiles seamrd to

the haad and a certain look
scared \and there were a few
v, Righg on!
1 glahced at Papa. How poor Re and OIT ﬁ:lend., lmkcec[
eside #ose well-dressed peoplg 85 Wele damp,
prgadbare, and wrinkled; the] orn and mud
stained. But they all stood s -
My heart pounded. I w, it to those men and
wormen, "Count my papa’s people help make L?ms.
too.” But 1 didn't dare sg LTI Silgnoe, _
Could they hear mj tingf Did they know what
by Ty spind? “Lord,” | t therk hear us in'this silenca.’

/ Nika Hranié, 6. r. i



