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Dedication

For my mom and my big sis, Nikki Grimes, two women who’ve shown me what true superpowers are . . . I love you!

—L.F.H.

For dearest Nikki Grimes, with so much gratitude for our long friendship

—G.D.S.
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Introduction

Here is a story told three hundred years ago.

There is a rabbi—who knows where he lives? He has no disciples. He has no congregation. But he does have one duty he must perform each day.

This rabbi gets up when the first gray light shows through his windows. He goes outside to stand as the sun crests the horizon. At the moment he sees the sun, he prays this prayer: “Lord, let the world go on for one more day.”

And then he’s done.

“Lord, let the world go on for one more day.” It seems an easy and simple duty. But should this rabbi ever forget it, or miss a morning, or sleep through the first light—should this rabbi not say the prayer—then the world will cease to exist.

It’s a great story—and who knows if it’s true?

The stories you’ll be reading in this collection are stories about middle school kids who discover in themselves some sort of small superpower—if there is such a thing. They’re not powers that transport them to other galaxies and dimensions, or that help them to fight invading aliens who are destroying New York City once again, or that show them how to spin the world backward or throw magnificent hammers with devastating force. They are small powers, sometimes surprisingly simple powers, often powers that these kids have kept to themselves.

But in their own way, these powers—like the small prayer of the rabbi—make all the difference. Once discovered, these small powers change everything. Because it matters that a person comes to know who they truly are. It matters that we learn to act out of our best selves to accomplish or protect or achieve or understand what we are meant to accomplish or protect or achieve or understand. As one story in this collection claims, no one is an extra.

And if no one is an extra, that means we all are playing significant parts in the stories of our families, our schools, our neighborhoods, our counties and states, our nations, our world. The superpowers that we reach for or that are given to us or that we learn to accept and cherish really do, as Spider-Man claims, come with responsibilities.

Perhaps that is what makes these thirteen stories so exciting. Because everyone has a power, and that power matters, no matter how small or inconvenient it may seem. And if our powers are gifts that have been given, then somehow or other, shouldn’t we figure out how to use them in this needy, broken world of ours? And dang, what can be more exciting than that?

Read—and imagine.

Then figure out a way to help the world go on for one more day.

Leah Henderson

Gary D. Schmidt
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2.4 Seconds to Sonder

By Pablo Cartaya

I think it’s important you know the following information—in case the government guys currently interrogating me send me to a military dungeon somewhere in the New Mexico desert and I’m never heard from again.

I want it on the record I tried to tell them, and they still didn’t believe me. And I’m exhausted. Like seriously. A kid can take only so much time jumping in one day. They’ve already said two hundred and twenty dates. And it’s only eleven in the morning!

Sure, that’s technically just nine minutes of my life in the present, but each time I jump, I’m also gone for an entire day in the past. Add that up and I’ve been looking through and living in random people’s lives for five thousand two hundred and eighty hours of nonstop viewing. And my parents complain about screen time. Try spending a full day staring through someone else’s eyeballs!

You might be thinking . . . Huh? Maximiliano, what in the world are you talking about?

Well, let me start by confessing my power.

I am a time jumper. I time jump into totally random people in history.

Huh? Yeah, I thought the same thing when I found out.

Let me explain.

You know when someone wants a part in a play, or a movie, or a TV show, and they say, “I want to play the lead!” Or maybe they look at the script and say, “I want to play the bad guy! Bad guys are fun.” Or “I want to play the comedic best friend!” Yeah, that’s not me. I never play the lead, bad guy, or sidekick. I’m the character nobody thinks about. In school, I’m called an NPC. A nonplayer character in a video game. Kids don’t even notice if I wave at them. That’s probably why I was given this totally random power. If you’re not noticed in real life, you’re probably not going to get to time jump into anybody interesting from the past.

According to The Dictionary of Obscure Sorrows, my power gives me the ability to sonder. Basically, I can transport into random humans in history. Like an extra in an epic historical movie. Seemingly insignificant and utterly pointless in the grand scheme of extraordinary historical moments.

I can tell you’re looking around wondering, What is wrong with this kid, and why am I still reading or listening to his story? I wouldn’t blame you if you just stopped right here and bailed. I mean, who wants to read the extra’s backstory? I never did. And yet, here I am, literally able to time jump! But only into random extras in history.

I have so much knowledge about history’s unimportant characters that I decided to write it all down and tell someone. And since you’re still here, that someone is you. Like I said, better that somebody knows in case I, you know, end up in a lab forty stories underground in a place like Area 51 being roommates with an extraterrestrial.

So, what is this power exactly?

Let’s try an experiment. Take out a device where you can clock time. Like a stopwatch or your phone or something. I’m going to give you a date in history. Once I say the date, I want you to repeat the date and start timing, then quickly stop the timer at exactly 2.4 seconds.

Ready? Repeat after me.

June 13, 1913.

Did you see me zone out? Probably not. You have to be looking very carefully. You might be thinking, Why is he giving me these random tasks like yelling out a date and using a stopwatch and stuff like that? Well, when you said the date “June 13, 1913,” I transported back in time.

You’re probably thinking, Yeah, right! Prove it.

Okay, so, when you said the date “June 13, 1913” just now, I spent an entire day in the body and life of a fifteen-year-old boy named Bartelby Smith in Auckland, New Zealand. I knew his name because once I’m in someone’s head, I have some basic information, like names and where people live and stuff like that, but not much else. It’s like those landscape screen savers that give you a flyover view of somewhere, and the only information you get is the location and the name of the place on the screen. Bartelby had just applied for a job as a milker in town. I saw the large port where ships were docked and noticed it smelled like the ocean at low tide. Meaning, it was super fishy and generally not very pleasant to breathe. I cleaned horse poop off my boot after stepping in some while walking. I drank water from a nearby creek. I saw a newspaper headline about an upcoming labor strike, then walked two miles home to a small house overlooking a vast countryside and the ocean in the distance. Once night fell, I went to sleep and woke up right back here.

Still don’t believe me?

Okay, get the watch ready again.

Say “August 10, 1998!”

Oh, hey, you’re still there? Cool.

Where did I go this time? Fajardo, Puerto Rico. I was a woman named Maria preparing some arroz con habichuelas for my grandkids. My hips hurt. And I sat in a chair on a porch overlooking a small stretch of untamed beach. I watched my grandchildren chasing crabs along the shore while I drank a glass of horchata de ajonjolí that I ground up and made from sesame seeds earlier in the day. I kept a jar of the creamy drink in my fridge so my little nietos had something refreshing to enjoy after they played. It was quiet. Nothing much else happened.

I’ve wished so many times I could jump into someone exciting. Unfortunately, I have no control over whose life in the past I enter. There isn’t some omnipotent timekeeper overlord deciding where I go—at least not one that I’ve ever met.

Oh, hey, if there is a timekeeper overlord controlling my random power, can you explain why I’m merely an observer in a random person’s random day? Why can’t I make them do something? Or at least let me chat with them! I could be like their inner conscience from the future. That would be cool.

But nope.

I will remain totally helpless over where or who I get sent back in time into. And I’ll just continue to watch the world through their eyes like I’m staring at a slow-moving screen saver for twenty-four hours.

It has not been very exciting popping into these arbitrary people from the past.

I’ve been a college professor teaching Mesoamerican literature in New York on October 10, 1976. My glasses fell off onto a subway track and I got off at the wrong stop like six times because I couldn’t see. And I couldn’t even help the guy! I just had to experience him getting off the subway and then back on when he realized he was at the wrong stop. Super frustrating.

I did manage to time jump once into a guy that got stabbed! It was Grand Rapids, Michigan, February 10, 2010. I jumped into this guy Rodolfo’s head as he was rushing home to prepare a meal for his partner. He lived in a small apartment right in the middle of town and was so excited to try this new recipe that he went too fast and sliced his finger!

Okay, not a big slice. It didn’t even need stitches. But I could feel the nick from the blade. Sometimes, like with Abuela Maria cooking for her little nietos, I can smell the aroma of the habichuelas slowly stewing in the aluminum pot. Or hear the screeching metal sound of a subway train coming to a stop. I always pick up little sensations like that. It’s like a small tether to someone’s feelings. It’s subtle. But the more I’ve time jumped, the more I’ve come to recognize these little tethers of emotions. But still, I have no control over who or where I jump into. No matter how hard these scary men are trying to get me to go somewhere specific, I cannot do it.

“June 6, 1944.”

Oh, come on!

These guys just tried to time jump me to the battlefield in Normandy, France! I know, I know, super messed up, right?! Especially being someone who was likely to die in one of the deadliest battles of World War II. But it doesn’t matter that they picked D-Day as the date. I keep telling these extremely chiseled and stone-faced dudes, “I have no control over who or where I time jump into!”

So I tell them where I went instead.

Toro, Spain. Inside the head of a man named Francisco who was reading a story about a mouse to his daughter, Isabella, while they huddled by a fireplace. Francisco fell asleep nuzzled close to Isabella. He opened his eyes a little and I managed to see his daughter putting a blanket over her father to keep him warm. When Francisco woke up, he went outside and began to milk a cow and brought the fresh milk to Isabella, who had a loaf of bread and some butter ready at the table. I don’t know where the mother was or if there were any other kids. They seemed happy and lonely at the same time. But since I can’t talk to them or read their thoughts, I could only infer what they were experiencing. He did look at an old photograph of a woman. There was a rumbling in his stomach that I understood was sadness.

The men leave and I’m left thinking about Francisco and the little tether we just shared.

I’m starting to notice that a lot. Whoever I time jump into, I’ve begun to feel a little pang in that person’s stomach. I told you that already. Sorry, I’m nervous. These guys are extremely large and menacing and they’re probably looking at me through that large one-way mirror across the room. I try to turn my attention back to the tethers I experience with the people I jump into.

Sometimes I feel excitement like Rodolfo in Grand Rapids. Sometimes it’s melancholy like Francisco looking at that photograph. Sometimes it’s uncontrollable laughter. The kind that makes you feel like you’re losing your breath.

Like the brothers in Sagua la Grande, Cuba, on January 10, 1941. I jumped into a ten-year-old kid named Mariano. His younger brother had just played a joke on their abuela by stealing the flan de coco she had made and left in the kitchen. Mariano and his brother laughed hard for a good thirty minutes while their abuela wondered where on earth the dessert had gone. When she discovered it was the two brothers, she angrily wielded her chancla above her head and chased them across the dirt road and out toward the shore. That whole day I watched Mariano chase chickens, climb trees, pick up rocks, and clang a stick along the fences of his family’s dairy farm. It was actually pretty fun.

Why was I given this gift? I told you. I don’t know. I didn’t slip into sludge and come out with powers or anything. There is no timekeeper overlord that I know of. No hay nada. No origin. It just happened. One day in social studies, Mr. Hernandez blurted out March 17, 1869, and suddenly I moved through a portal like at light speed and popped out on a field next to a horse.

I was in the head of a man named Porfirio who was walking his injured horse, Canela, surrounded by vast mountain ranges. We approached a little creek and the large animal drank. Canela breathed in and out as Porfirio petted the coarse mane along the horse’s neck. That night he made camp and started a fire by clanking some rocks together. Canela slept standing up while Porfirio tried to stay warm in the cold night. I was a nervous wreck thinking a pack of hungry wolves or coyotes was going to pop out of nowhere and devour us. I tried to yell but didn’t get a response. I tried to move but couldn’t raise a limb. No matter what I did, I had no power to do anything. So as the sun set on the terrifying landscape with howls and hoots in every direction, I frantically tried to wake myself out of what I determined was a nightmare of some kind. Then as Porfirio fell asleep, the lights in his world went out and everything went dark again.

I jumped back to the present and realized only a few seconds had passed. Nobody in my social studies class seemed to have noticed anything. The rest of the day I felt like I was in a fog. I wasn’t sure if I had dreamed it or what, but it made me feel super strange.

After school, I went home and paced around waiting to see if I was going to spontaneously pass out and wake up in some strange western again. When nothing happened, I figured it was just a bizarre daydream brought on by the arroz con leche that stayed out on the counter too long. My abuela told me eating things past their expiration date can cause indigestion and potential hallucinations. My dad hadn’t cleaned out the fridge, and the container of arroz con leche Abuela had made a week before was still on the shelf. I was in the mood for something sweet, so I took a spoonful of it before school that day. I decided that’s what had happened. Week-old arroz con leche brought about an illusion of me trapped inside a cowboy where coyotes and wolves howled in the distance ready to pounce. My mind settled, satisfied with the reason behind the strange occurrence. I was about to start my homework when I heard a knock on the door.

Angel Gimenez, a kid from school who was the one that originally called me an NPC at the beginning of sixth grade, was at the door. My mom and his mom go to the laundromat at the same time, so they arranged for us to study together, which was the only time Angel even acknowledged my existence. I never asked to hang with Angel or study with him, but my mom insists I try to make more friends.

So, there we were, studying in my room—well, I was studying. Angel was sitting in my chair looking at videos on his phone. That’s when he got a text from his mom saying his abuela’s birthday dinner was in two hours and that he had to leave to get dressed to go to Olive Garden with the rest of the family.

“I gotta bounce, NPC. My abuela is turning eighty and she loves the breadsticks at the OG.” But before he left, he said, “She was born January 3, 1945, can you believe that?”

And then I went blank.

January 3, 1945.

Monterrey, Mexico. A one-room schoolhouse. My hands are chalky, wrinkled and blotchy. A classroom full of young kids are watching me. It’s really humid outside and there isn’t air-conditioning. I start writing on the chalkboard. Reading the board, I see there are over fifteen sentences on proper punctuation. I had been transported into a schoolteacher named Señora Reyna Martinez Hidalgo. And I was teaching grammar! ¡En español!

I finished teaching, went home, made some frijoles, and quietly went to sleep. I finally came out of my daze to see Angel staring at me.

“Yo! What happened?” he cried out.

“Nothing!” I told him, trying to play it cool even though I was freaking out all over again.

“You just stared at the wall for like three seconds!” 

“Nothing,” I repeated. “I didn’t do anything.”

But he persisted.

“I said my abuela’s birthday and then you just zonked out!”

For the next few minutes, Angel peppered me with date after date after date, and I time jumped into one random person after another.

“Bro, what is happening to you?”

That’s when I made the mistake of telling him.

“I dunno,” I told him. “I just stay in their heads for a whole day.”

“Like, who are those people?” he asked.

“They’re just random people in time,” I told him.

“And you can’t mind-control them or anything?”

“No. I just stare at the things they do over the course of the day.”

Angel paused for a moment, looking like he was processing everything.

“You pass out and go back in time to some random person in the past? You’re like an NPC time traveler!”

“I guess so.” I nodded, unsure how I felt about that. His eyes grew wide. He started blurting out dates again and timing it. He’s the one who figured out I was zonked out for exactly 2.4 seconds.

He kept saying dates and I kept time jumping, totally freaking out every time. I begged him to stop. Finally, he relented because his mom kept texting him. I told him to please not say anything to anyone.

“It’s only two point four seconds, NPC,” he insisted. “And besides, everyone is going to want to know you now.”

“I don’t know, Angel,” I said, unsure if that was the kind of attention I wanted.

“You can make NPCs cool!” he insisted, and to be honest, I got kind of excited. The random ability I had might actually get me noticed in school.

“A popular NPC,” I pondered.

“Yes!” he declared.

I thought about this for a moment. “All right, let’s do it!”

Angel high-fived me, then left to go to his abuela’s birthday. I sat in my bed all night, thinking about finally feeling seen.

Word spread fast the next day, and soon every kid in sixth grade was sneaking over and blurting out a date when the teacher wasn’t looking. 

Angel had gathered everyone around my lunch table and told them to shout out dates. One kid yelled out “August 3, 2012!” and I immediately blanked out for 2.4 seconds.

Then another yelled a date.

Then another.

Then another.

“Please stop,” I begged, getting overwhelmed with the number of kids surrounding me.

But Angel pressed like he was the ringmaster of a three-ring circus and I was suddenly the freakish main attraction. “He travels back in time for two point four seconds in our time and twenty-four hours in the past into a totally random, useless person!”

“Hey, they’re not useless,” I snapped back, feeling suddenly protective of the people I was jumping into. But nobody listened.

“August 5, 2018!” somebody yelled, and I was off again.

When I returned, everyone was waiting for me to say something. “Go ahead, NPC,” Angel urged. “Tell the crowd where you went.”

“I, um . . .” I watched everyone staring. “I was an eight-year-old girl nervously and excitedly watching as my grandfather sailed a little boat off the coast of Mykonos. It was really windy, and my hair whipped in my face, but I didn’t seem to mind.”

“That’s so random!” one kid blurted out. “Ha!”

“Let me try!” another shouted. “September 1, 1999.”

When I returned, the kid who had shouted the date got really close to me.

“Well?”

I took a deep breath, looking over to Angel for any kind of support.

“Come on, bro,” he said. “Tell them!”

“I—I was at an outdoor movie theater in Geneva, Switzerland, overlooking a lake and watching a movie in Spanish that played a sad song about a dove falling in love.”

More kids laughed. Then the dates kept coming. All throughout lunch. And nobody stopped until the bell rang. By the end of lunch period, I had time jumped twenty-seven times. And I stayed with each person I jumped into for a full twenty-four hours of their life. That’s six hundred and forty-eight hours. Basically, a whole month. Dozens and dozens of sixth graders all shouted dates at the same time. I got woozy and almost passed out. Nobody helped me up. Not even Angel.

My parents were worried about me. They tried to understand what was happening but couldn’t figure it out. Nobody could. I went to doctors, therapists, counselors—not even one of my tía’s herbal remedies that removed bad espíritus helped.

“It’s a gift,” Abuela tried to convince me. “You get to see the world through other people’s eyes.”

“It doesn’t seem like a gift, Abuela,” I told her one day, sitting in the kitchen with her while she made a snack of galletas with cream cheese and guava. “It’s more like a curse.”

“Que curse ni curse,” she corrected as she spread the sweet guava paste on top of the cookie. “La belleza está en todas partes y en cada persona, Maximiliano.”

I didn’t believe her, but I didn’t want to say anything. I know she was trying to cheer me up. But honestly, trying to think about finding beauty in others wasn’t making me feel any better.

The date-shouting at school lasted about two more weeks, then, like anything in middle school, people got bored and moved on to the next thing. There are only so many NPC stories kids want to listen to. After a while I mostly just kept to myself like before.

Which brings me to the lead-up to my current situation.

This morning, a big SUV with tinted windows pulled into our driveway. Two men got out and started toward the door. The larger of the two was built like an action movie star. I watched as my dad answered the door and they showed him a badge of some kind. My mom quickly approached and started talking to the other guy that was there. They went into the living room, and after about five minutes of talking, my dad asked me to join them.

The two men introduced themselves and asked how I was doing. I said fine. Then my mom said, “Maximiliano, Agent Martinez and Agent Mayfield want to have a word with you.”

I nodded, understanding I didn’t really have a choice.

I noticed Agent Martinez had a logo on his shirt that said “TRP,” with an eagle and something that looked like a globe and a clock. “We’re from the Time Recapture Program,” he began.

“That’s an actual government agency?”

“TRP is here to work with anyone who has created a potential time paradigm shifting event.”

“Wow,” I said, wondering how many random agencies the government had.

“We’re just going to ask you a few questions back at our office.”

Agents Martinez and Mayfield escorted me outside and put me in their black SUV. The agents didn’t say a word the entire drive. We finally arrived at a building with hardly any windows and no signage anywhere. The SUV pulled into a parking garage. Agent Mayfield opened my door and we walked to an elevator and went down at least five levels. When we got out, I noticed the same TRP logo on the wall. We took a few turns down some hallways and I was escorted into this room.

So here I am, only a few weeks after first discovering my totally random power, held in a facility of some kind where I continue to be questioned about my time jumps and told date after date after date after date. This has gone on for what seems like hours and hours and hours, and no answer I give seems to satisfy them. For an agency concerned with time, they sure don’t have any actual working clocks anywhere. Just that logo with the clock and eagle. When I ask what time it is and when I can leave, Agent Martinez assures me that my parents are waiting for me and that I will soon be released.

“Just a few more questions,” he says.

I look around the room they’ve put me in. It’s completely bare except for the giant mirror on one wall and the cameras in the corners of the ceiling monitoring everything. I’m sitting on a cushion-less chair that is making my butt numb, and every time I put my elbows on the table in front of me, cold rushes through my forearms from the chill of the metal. They’ve given me paper and a pen to write about the people I time jump into. The little recording device is still there from when they first sat me down all those hours ago. I’ve done what they asked. I recorded what I saw. I wrote down all the details I remembered from the people I time jumped into. But they just keep monitoring me, reading my notes, and saying more dates. And no matter how much they try, I just can’t time jump into anybody but history’s most invisible figures. Agent Martinez is trying to be nice by offering me cookies, but I tell him, “I don’t like cookies, and I want to go home.” He doesn’t listen and brings me cookies anyway.

“We’re going to say one more date, Maximiliano,” Agent Mayfield says, trying his best to sound sweet and nurturing like an old friend or tío who has come to visit after being gone a long time. “And afterwards I’d like you to again record what you saw.”

Then Agent Mayfield blurts out, “New York City, Twin Tower One, September 11, 2001.”

When I come back, both Agent Martinez and Agent Mayfield are staring. I tell them I was in a café in Los Angeles looking at the news while drinking a coffee. I was with my child, and everyone had a worried look on their face as they stared at the television.

“What a pointless gift,” I hear Agent Mayfield say under his breath.

After all those hours of questions, Agent Martinez and Agent Mayfield finally let me go. When I get to my mom, she seems relieved. My dad hugs me and then we are escorted back to our car. And that’s the last time we hear from Agent Martinez and Agent Mayfield.

I saw Angel at lunch recently, but we didn’t talk. He seemed kind of detached or something. Did he feel bad about what he did to me? Word got around that I was taken to a secret government facility. Kids started calling me “alien.” I went from never being noticed to people thinking I’m an extraterrestrial. Middle school is a strange place. Did Angel feel bad? I don’t know. I couldn’t really tell. But he was eating alone and seemed sad nobody was paying attention to him.

Then I noticed Susanna Garcia in math class. She seemed worried about our upcoming test. She wasn’t saying she was nervous, but I could tell by observing her face and the way she picked at her nails.

I started to notice more and more kids moving through school in these quiet moments. Some seemed like they were worried and didn’t want anyone to notice. Others would try to get attention by being silly but then were in a corner looking sadly at their phone. I saw Jesse Rivera and Matthew Rivas sharing a laugh. Nobody else was looking but me. They weren’t paying attention to anything but their own laughter.

I thought about all those tethers I experience in my time jumps. The quiet forms of sadness, happiness, or excitement. The people and places our history books don’t write about. The moments that happen but are never shared. I thought about what the TRP agents said:

“What a pointless gift.”

My jumps have made me understand that nothing is useless. Nobody is pointless. At first, I didn’t like time jumping into random people’s lives. But now I realize that even if their lives seem uneventful, that doesn’t mean they don’t matter. Because those people matter to someone. Like an abuela to her grandchildren. A daughter to her father. A partner to his love. A teacher to her students. And I get to experience the world through their eyes.

Nobody’s life is random or pointless, and neither is my ability. Because someone who seems like an extra in a moment and place in time actually has a whole life worth seeing and living. Even if nobody’s paying attention to it . . . yet.

I think about what Abuela said to me when I first learned of my power. “Beauty is found everywhere and in all people.”

She’s right.

Oh, and I’m not an NPC. I’m a sonder.

Now go ahead and say a date—I’m ready for my next jump.
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Shift

By Nikki Grimes

IMARA

Call it wishful thinking,

Mom giving me a name

that means “stand firm.”

Seriously?

I’m a shape-shifter.

Never mind

that I can only shape-shift

part of my body,

part of the time

(Mondays, to be exact).

But hey,

can you shape-shift, like, ever?

I didn’t think so.

Admit it:

A little superpower

is better than none.





GIRLS’ CLUB

Great-Grandma, Gram,

Mom, and all my aunties,

now me—

every girl in this family

is born with the gift.

The way Mom explains it,

only females are

intuitive enough

to learn the lessons

shifting has to teach.

When I ask her

what lessons,

all she says is

“You’ll see.”
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River wanted nothing more than
to disappear in that moment. Could anyone

give me the
answer to this
problem?
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OEBPS/images/004_LBS.jpg
The stories of kids from far-flung places
around the country had to be channeled
through River’s drawings.
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Like River, they had powers. Small powers, but powers
that created big problems just the same.

And while Mrs.
Randall had in mind
that the students
would spend the
morning working
through math
exercises, River’s
stream wouldn’t
stop flowing.
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5 The answer,
River, do you You know, to the
know the problem we've been
working on?

Save drawing for
art class ond pay
attention in
my class.
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River’s parents could not have known how apt
' their name choice would be for their kid.

River had a constant flow of ideas
that couldn’t be controlled.

I+ was an attribute that
strife in school with whatever
authority figure stood at the
front of the classroom. Some counselors called
it o problem with impulse
control. Art teachers
celebrated the creativity.

But River wos always adamant—these
stories that had +o be scribbled down
. none were made up.
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There was no bottling up the stories once they came to
River’s brain., They needed to be sketched out—immediately!

Class, please take
out your workbooks
and turn to page
seventy-two.

River, you’re not
doodling, are you?

That was o fib, of course. But the way Mrs. Randall
posed the question told River the teacher knew the
answer, and she wanted the behavior to stop.
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