


“Oh yeah. PLEASE make it absitively posilutely perfect!” said Hannah.

That night Hannah could barely sleep. She tossed and turned in her Disney Princess bed spread,
and couldn’t keep her eyes shut. When the sun rose in the morning, so did Hannah, even though
it was 5:30 am. She got dressed but yet again skipped brushing her hair and teeth. She munched
on fruity pebbles while she waited for her mom and dad to come downstairs and take her to
school. A long time passed, and still no one was downstairs helping her get ready for school.
I'm going to be late for school if my mama keeps taking forever! Hannah thought to herself. She
got up from her chair and ran back upstairs and into her parents’ bedroom. She was shocked to
find that they were still sleeping!

Quickly jumping on the bed Hannah shouted, “Mama, Daddy wake up! I’m going to be
late for school. I can’t be late, I can’t be late!”

Hannah'’s father rolled over and let out a huge groan, “Hannah, honey I want you to come
here, look at the clock, and tell me what time it is.” Hannah followed her father’s instructions.
“It’s 6:53 Daddy.”

“And what time do we always leave for school pumpkin?” Hannah’s father asked.

“At exactly eight o’-oh oops! I'm sorry Daddy! I guess I’m up too early!” Hannah
realized.

For the next hour, Hannah sat in front of the TV anxiously awaiting for 11:45 to come
around, so she could be with Joshua at lunchtime. She was finally driven to school, and during
class, all Hannah could do was anxiously sit in her seat and wait for 11:45 to roll around.

Hannah couldn’t help but look over at Joshua every 10 seconds, but he seemed too cool to look



nervous for their lunch date, and he rarely looked her way throughout their morning activities of
finger-painting and learning the alphabet.

Finally 11:45 rolled around, and Hannah was extremely excited. She immediately speed
walked over to an open table and politely told her friends that all the seats at the table were
reserved for a special someone. Only Angela knew the real reason, and assured their other
friends that Hannah was not being mean to them. Hannah continued to wait at the table, and
even began emptying her lunch box. First she pulled out her PB&J sandwich, unwrapped it and
placed it on her napkin. Next she took out her apple slices and carefully placed her plastic straw
into her Apple Juice juice box. Then she patiently waited for Joshua to come over.

She waited and waited and waited, but no one ever showed up. It was almost the end of
lunch and Hannah’s tummy began to grumble. She sat there wondering where Joshua was, and
she finally built up the courage to go and see if he was sitting somewhere else. Hannah turned
the corner and found him sitting with his friends at their table, completely ignoring his lunch date
with Hannah. She couldn’t believe her eyes, and burst into tears. The boys turned around and
saw her crying, just before she ran inside. Nobody, not even her friends, came to see if she was
okay. The rest of the day Hannah sat in silence, humiliated by what happened at lunch.

Finally, at the end of the day, right before the bell dinged, Hannah felt a tap on her
shoulder. She spun around, to find Joshua standing over her.

“Are you okay Hannah? Why were you crying at lunch?” he asked curiously.

“Leave me alone Joshua. I don’t want to be your friend anymore, you’re mean,” replied
Hannah. And with that, the bell dinged, and Hannah raced out the door, her rolly backpack

swaying from side to side as she shoved through the older kids in the hallway.



The next moming, Hannah popped out of bed, just as the sun shone through her window.
She carefully put on her favorite sun dress, the one with the green flowers on the bottom,
combed through her long locks of hair, and even brushed her teeth for more than two seconds.
She arrived at school, clutching her rolly backpack, and slowly and calmly made her way
through the crowd of older students. Hannah finally reached her classroom, took a deep breath
and went inside. It seemed just like another ordinary day of kindergarden.

At recess, Hannah played four square with her friends, and during class she was the first
one to finish her finger-painting project. Lunchtime rolled around, and Hannah forgot all about
Joshua. She sat with Angela and they traded each other’s food for fun.

Towards the end of the day, Hannah had to go to the bathroom. She was gone for a good
amount of time, and when she came back to her desk, something was different. There was a

finger-painting on her desk, but it wasn’t hers.



The picture was really pretty with shades of purple and pink.all smeared“together, and in
the corner was a smudged up “H” written in light pink paint. Hannah frantically looked around
the room for someone to confess who put the picture on her desk, but no one noticed and no one
said anything. Suddenly the bell rang, and all her classmates ran onto the playground. Hannah
sat in her seat, staring at the painting.

Could this be from Joshua? It’s soooooo pretty!, thought Hannah as she sat with a smile
spread across her face.

“Hi Hannah,” said an unfamiliar voice. Hannah spun around quickly, only to find Adrian.
He was the quiet type, who was really smart, but always kept to himself and wasn’t in the group
of friends with Joshua.

“Oh, hi Adrian. How are you?” replied Hannah who was still smiling. “What’s up?”

“Dddo you like the painting? I made it with colors I thought you might like,” said Adrian
nervously.

“You painted me this picture! I thought it was Joshua who gave it to me,” said Hannah,

with disappointment showing in her eyes.



“Oh. No, I made the painting. I wanted to give you something to say sorry,” replied
Adrian.

“Why do you want to say sorry? What did you do?” asked Hannah curiously.

“I left you sitting at the lunch table all by yourself yesterday. I got really nervous and
scared that you wouldn’t want to eat lunch with me, so I sat at another table,” revealed Adrian.

Hannah sat in her chair, shocked at what she was just told. She looked down at the
painting, then back at Adrian, then back down at the painting, then one more time at Adrian,
trying to put the pieces together.

“So it was you who wrote me that note that asked me to lunch?” she asked.

“Yes,” stated Adcrian.

“But then why did it say it was from Joshua if it was really from you?”” Hannah asked in
return.

Adrian stood there in silence for a few seconds, staring at Hannah in amazement as he
tried to form words to answer her question.

“I was afraid that you didn’t like me, and if I said it was from me, you would have circled
‘No’ on the note. When I grabbed the note you left in Joshua’s cubby, I got really excited that
you said yes, but then I realized you said yes to Joshua, and not to me. I was going to tell you it
was from me at lunchtime, but then I saw you with your friends at the beginning when I was
walking over, so I sat down at another table, too scared to get back up.” confessed Adrian,
nervously.

Hannah took a few seconds to let everything she just heard sink into her brain, and then

she looked at Adrian with a still, unemotional face. Adrian felt really uncomfortable, and began



breathing harder and harder out of fear. Then Hannah smiled. Her smile lit up the room, and
Adrian smiled too.

“Will you have lunch with me tomorrow Adrian?”” asked Hannah politely.

“Yeah, sure,” replied Adrian immediately.

And with that, Hannah stood up, walked over to her cubby, pulled out her rolly backpack,
and walked out the classroom door. This time, Hannah skipped down the hallway of the school,

forcing everyone in her way to move to the side, and let her through.





