
 Samantha was Samantha because she had the purple glittery girly pen and I 

knew who Mike was because he made a big show of always writing in cursive - like it 

made him smarter than the rest of us. Of course, I knew which notes were mine; in part 

because I know what my handwriting looks like but also because they're still in my desk.

 I think Samantha was popular because she dibs'd the purple pen before anyone 

else. Something about having your own pen color made you royalty at H.M.S.

 When I was in fourth grade we all, I mean my friends and me, we all had this 

weird sort of hive-mind dream. Within a week of each other we all dreamt we were 

crayons on an island. And on Crayon Island there was a volcano and it was about to 

erupt because what kind of dream would it be if it didn't erupt? We tried to save 

ourselves by forming a sort of crayon-team because we later discovered that some 

people were markers, and markers were different from us and were clearly up to no 

good. I'm pretty sure the volcano exploded, but I don't remember anything after that. If it 

did explode, we all probably melted and made a really pretty lake on a land soon to be 

inhabited by colored pencils. It was weird but my point is that Samantha wasn't purple in 

my dream, she was yellow. So purple didn't belong to her, as much as she might want it 

to.

 Mrs. Prindell was lecturing about some book that I started but no one in the class 

was paying attention. Except maybe Katie-Teacher's-Baby. Katie just transferred into my 

math class and always reminded the teacher about our homework before class ended. 

She did this for all her classes. Katie wrote with a pencil. Pencils squeak when they 

write, and all the teachers demand we use them. I don't get that.



 Samantha and Mike were trading notes and doing their best to be quiet about it 

which, of course, made everyone else pay attention to only them. They called each 

other "Best Friend," like we were expected to believe it. They loved each other from the 

third grade when Mike transferred over. I think they went to the same church or 

something. Sam never could hang out on Sundays - which is sad cause Sunday I fly my 

kite and I wanted to show her the ropes. Instead, we hung out at recess until we didn't. 

 Mike was cool but he smiled about everything. He made a big show of always 

being super nice to people. Mike always made big shows around people. He writes in 

cursive and is super nice and all of a sudden he's the coolest kid in school. I could write 

in cursive too, but I think print is a dying art, so I persevere.

 My leadership councilor heard me once say that bit about print being a dying art. 

I think he doesn't understand, because I'm in charge of something called "Library 

Outreach," now. I'm working with Katie-Teacher's-Baby, but only because I have to. 

Katie wore contacts cause she looked too weird with glasses, but I don't think she liked 

the contacts cause her eyes were always wide and blinking all the time. You couldn't tell 

her that though. She'd always say something weird if you insulted anything about her.

 I spent an hour after school hanging banners and helping with the books in the 

library. If I could talk with someone, I was safe. I loved hanging banners cause I got to 

use the stepladder. Don't get me wrong, I'm excited to grow tall, but I think I'll miss the 

darn thing.

 After that, I found a note in a book. It was a book of poetry, something with 

pictures, but not too many pictures. It made sense being in a Middle School library. The 

note was written in black and it looked shiny. I tried to smell it, to check for that scented 



marker smell, but I couldn't smell anything. I felt it though, and it felt like sand. Like a 

marker from the beach. Like Seafoam green. Which is my favorite color. It felt grainy 

and familiar, but I couldn't find out why.




