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Sierra Shepard sat in the office at Longwood Middle School during lunch recess 5A, waiting to see her principal, Mr. Besser. She adjusted her red plaid skirt so that it draped neatly over her knees and tucked a strand of shoulder-length brown hair back into her matching headband. Outside in the hallway, some kids peered in through the glass windows to see who was in trouble this time. She could tell that they were disappointed when they saw that she was the one sitting there.

Oh, it's just Sierra.

Above her head hung the banner she had helped sew with the other seventh-grade members of the Longwood Leadership Club. Letters cut from different-colored squares of fabric were appliquÃ©d onto a large white cloth rectangle, spelling out the four words that formed the Longwood Middle School creed:

RULES

RESPECT

RESPONSIBILITY

RELIABILITY

It still bothered Sierra that the fourth “R,” the one in RELIABILITY, was slightly crooked. She had wanted to tell Em to snip it off and sew it on again more carefully, but Celeste had already been acting so bossy and critical that Sierra hadn't wanted to sound that way herself.

She would have brought the banner home and fixed the crooked “R” without saying anything. But Mrs. Frederick, who had been the Leadership Club adviser ever since Sierra had joined in sixth grade, had already started folding up the banner to take home to press. So now the “R” was crooked forever.

The “R” in RELIABILITY was unreliable.

The door to the office openedâ€”not the door into Mr. Besser's inner sanctum, but the door that led out into the hall. Two boys enteredâ€”Luke Bishop and another kid Sierra didn't know. They were herded by a playground lady who wasn't exactly dragging them by their collarsâ€”touching students wasn't allowedâ€”but who was keeping them in line with her scowl.

Sierra drew herself even more upright and looked down at the folder that she held in her lap.

The playground lady turned to Ms. Lin, one of the two school secretaries.

“Fighting,” she said. “Again.”

“He started it,” the other boy spat out.

Luke sneered.

“I don't care who started it,” Ms. Lin said.

The playground lady turned on her heel and marched away, as if relieved to be done with the unpleasant duty of delivering them to the office.

Ms. Lin pointed to the appliquÃ©d banner. It really was useful to have it hanging right there.

“Rules,” she read. “You boys know what the rule is about fighting at school. The rule is that all students involved in a fight are punished by in-school suspension.
All
students.”

Luke dropped down into the chair directly next to Sierra, and the other boy into the chair next to him. Sierra thought about getting up and shifting into the remaining empty chair on the other side of her, but that might look rude, and Luke, who wasn't dumb even though he was in trouble all the time, might say something rude back.

He already called her by her last name instead of her first name, changing it to “Shep-turd.” The only class they had together was health. Sierra was in honors classes for everything else, but there was no honors section for health. Luke had called her by that hideous name one day in health class, and some of the other not-so-good students had laughed.

Luke leaned over and said, “What did
you
do?”

At first Sierra didn't even understand the question. Then she got it. Was Luke joking?

“I didn't
do
anything!”

Luke glanced around the office as if to say,
Then why are you here?
He was one of the tallest seventh-grade boys, broad-shouldered, the kind of boy who would have been on the football team if his grades had been good enough to allow him to play. His long dark hair fell over one eye, and his T-shirt was torn, maybe from the playground fight with the other boy, who sat staring straight ahead.

“I'm here to talk to Mr. Besser about an idea I hadâ€”that the Leadership Club hasâ€”for a new school program.”

It was actually Sierra's father's ideaâ€”he had read about it somewhere and told her about itâ€”but then she had taken it to the Leadership Club, and they had thought it sounded great. The program was called ZAP, for Zeroes Aren't Permitted. Any kid who didn't turn in an assignment had automatic detention that day in a special study hall until he or she got the assignment done. That way no one ever got behind, and lots of kids who were failing wouldn't fail.

Luke gave a snort of contempt. Sierra clutched the folder that had her typed-up notes explaining this new idea.

“How do you know it's not a great program?” she asked him. “Actually, it's a program designed to help kids like you.”

Luke gave her a look of such fury that she wondered if he might have attacked her physically if they hadn't been sitting outside the principal's office under Ms. Lin's watchful eye.

And then she, Sierra, would be in trouble for fighting! Because the rule said “No fighting,” and it didn't matter who started it. Which did seem unfair, come to think of it. It would hardly have been Sierra's fault if Luke attacked
her
. It was hardly the other boy's fault if Luke had attacked
him
.

“Don't do me any favors, Shep-turd,” Luke snarled.

Sierra wanted to snap back at him,
Maybe there isn't any program that could help a kid like you.

But Ms. Lin called over to them, “No talking!” She gave Sierra an apologetic smile, clearly to let her know that the command was addressed to Luke, not her.

The other office door opened, and Mr. Besser stuck his bald head out. A lot of kids made fun of Mr. Besser for being baldâ€”he made fun of it himselfâ€”but Sierra liked how he looked, with his bright eyes and waggling, bushy eyebrows.

Mr. Besser scanned the lineup of kids in their hard plastic chairs. He gave the two boys a stern stare. He gave Sierra a friendly wink.

“Sierra was here first,” Ms. Lin said.

“All right, Miss Shepard, come on in,” Mr. Besser said. “Tell me what I can do for you today.”

As Sierra accepted the principal's invitation to follow him into the inner sanctum, she heard Luke mutter something. She was glad that she couldn't make out the words.

*Â Â Â *Â Â Â *

After her short meeting with Mr. Besser, who had promised he would give the ZAP idea “serious consideration,” Sierra hurried to her locker to get her lunch. At Longwood Middle School, the lunch period was divided into an eating part and a recess part. Sierra had recess 5A and ate lunch 5B. So did her friends Emma Williamson, Lexi Kruger, and Celeste Vogel, which was lucky.

Sierra opened her locker, glancing at the things she had taped to the inside of her doorâ€”a picture of snow falling on the mountains that she had made in art class last semester, some goofy pictures of her and Em taken at a photo booth in the arcade at the mall, a printout of her goals for the semester, which she had made just over three weeks ago, on New Year's Day:
Speak up more in class. Read a library book every week. Don't let people push you around.
“People” meant Celeste.
Get more involved in Leadership Club.
She had done that one already, with her ZAP idea.
Don't think so much about B.
“B” meant “boys.”

And “boys” meant Colin Beauvoir, who was in her accelerated language arts class, her math class, and her French class, as well as in the Octave, the elite eight-student a cappella choir that practiced Tuesday and Thursday mornings before school. Colin with the dreamy gray eyes and the slow, shy smile. Sierra loved the way his hands trembled just a little bit when he had to read aloud in class.

Sierra grabbed her insulated lunch bag and slammed her locker shut. She was definitely doing better at
Get more involved in Leadership Club
than at
Don't think so much about B
.

The noise level in the cafeteria was deafening as Sierra headed to the table by the window where her friends sat every day. She had thought Celeste wouldn't be back yet from getting her braces tightened, but there she was, her long, straight blond hair easy to see even from across the room. Tiny, smart-mouthed Lexi sat next to her; brainy, bookish Em was sitting across from them.

Sierra sat down next to Em.

“Do your braces hurt?” she asked Celeste sympathetically.

Celeste nodded. “But look.” She flashed her smile; Sierra saw that Celeste's braces were now blue, the same blue as her eyes. “I got sick of pink. Pink is so last semester, don't you think?”

Sierra knew Celeste was joking, pretending to be a big authority on fashion. But Celeste definitely was a big authority on a lot of things.

“Did you talk to Besser?” Celeste asked Sierra.

“Uh-huh.”

“And?”

“He said that ZAP was a great idea, and he'd give it serious consideration.” Sierra felt herself beaming.

“Grownups say that when they're not going to do anything,” Celeste said.

Sierra was glad to see Lexi give Celeste a withering look. All three girls were in Leadership Club with Sierra.

“Well, they do,” Celeste said. “I'm just saying.”

Lexi crumpled up her sandwich wrapper into a small, hard sphere and tried to toss it into the trash can, the way the boys did. She missed.

“Are you just going to leave it there?” Sierra asked.

“I'll get it when the bell rings. On my way out.” As if registering Sierra's disapproval, Lexi added, “Look, it's not like it's going anywhere.”

Sierra hopped up and walked the ten feet to the trash can, collected Lexi's wrapper, and disposed of it properly.

“You can't stand for a piece of litter to be on the floor for half a minute,” Lexi teased when Sierra sat back down at the table.

“You shouldn't make Sierra throw away your trash for you,” Celeste scolded.

“I didn't make her do anything. It's not my fault if Sierra's so anal.”

Sierra knew that “anal” was a psychological term for someone who was compulsively neat and organized, which she wasâ€”well, neat and organized, not
compulsively
neat and organized. She hated the word, though. It made her think of Luke's nickname for her.

“Aren't you going to eat your lunch?” Celeste asked Sierra.

Sierra wasn't really hungry; she was too busy mentally replaying her conversation with Mr. Besser. And, unlike the grownups of Celeste's apparent acquaintance, she knew that Mr. Besser did mean what he said.

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	15
	...
	20
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Death by the Light of the Moon by Joan Hess



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Sexy Vegan Cookbook by Brian L. Patton



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Death of A High Maintenance Blonde (Jubilant Falls Series Book 5) by Debra Gaskill



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Clarissa Pincola Estes - Women Who Run With The Wolves - Myths And Storie by the Wild Woman Archetype by Clarissa Pincola Estes



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Struggle (The Things We Can't Change Book 2) by Kassandra Kush



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Star Mage (Book 5) by John Forrester



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Glass Factory by Kenneth Wishnia



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        A Glimpse of Evil by Laurie, Victoria



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Relentless (Elisabeth Reinhardt Book 1) by Nancy Alexander



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Wrapped In Shadows by Eugene, Lisa


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    