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				I had been waiting since Monday for even the smallest glimpse of the mail truck. Now, it was Friday. I wasn't sure what took so long but, it's clear. Waiting is NEVER fun. Just when was going to head back home and give up, the mail truck pulled up  right in front of our house, making a screeching halt. It's about time! I hastily dropped the book I was reading and scurried towards the mail truck. "Is there and mail addressed to me?" I inquired. He must have noticed the excitement in my voice because he remarked, "Someone's excited huh? I wonder why..." Then, he handed me the letter with a hearty laugh. "Thank you!" I shouted after him, as he hopped into the white mail truck. He gave me a quick thumbs up and drove off. 

	Of course. The same old classic blue envelope. Finally! I could not contain my excitement. What had I gotten from this anonymous author-pen pal? I LOVED getting mail. But, more than that, I love getting letters. I had been mailing letters to this author over the summer. I forgot how we started mailing letters--but that doesn't matter. The author was anonymous. I never knew who he/she was. Still, I had fun sending letter back and receiving them. This one was probably no different. Normally, the letters were always full of surprises. Literally. One could have a bunch of confetti and I wouldn't be the least bit surprised. I took a deep breath and held out the envelope. 
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			Carefully, I opened it. Huh. No glitter bombs of any sort? Now THIS was strange. I pulled out letter and read it aloud...


[image: ]
"Dear Lyra, this might be one of the last letters I send to you. I know you're used to casual get-to-know you letters but this one's... well, different. I had a question I wanted to ask you since the beginning. But, I think now's a good time to ask. So, here it is; "What do you want to be?" Not as in "oh, what do you want to be when you grow up?" But as in who do you want to be as a person. I'm not expecting this letter back anytime soon, so take your time. It took me a while to answer this question as well. And it took some change in myself. I'm pretty sure you were expecting a surprise. You'll get that once I get your response. I'm excited! "

"Sincerely,
Your anonymous writing pen pal"
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			Excited? What's there to be excited about? It's just a measly question. And what takes SO long? 
I giggled at the thought of it. Shrugging, I tossed the letter onto the dining table. I can do it tomorrow. How hard can it be? I picked up the book and plopped myself onto the couch. For now, I was in reading mode...

	"WAKE UP!" "WAKE UP!" At 7 in the morning, I found myself lying on the couch with a thick, fluffy blanket, as soft and white as a blanket of snow, covering my legs. On the table next to it, lay the book I was reading, propped neatly next to an i-pad. Where was I?  I looked up at the clock. Only 7:15. Just as I was about to plop back onto the pillow, I heard foot steps approaching. "Who's there!?" I blurted out. Although I tried to stay calm, my heart was beating rapidly. More foot steps. Then, a dark, black shadow lurked over me. "AHHHH!!!" I screamed like a maniac. So much for staying calm. I turned around to find my mother, standing behind me, chuckling. "Oh, it's just me. Sorry if I scared you!" I looked at her with a scowl on my face. More like you gave me a heart attack!  "Anyways," She continued. "School starts at 8:30. Get ready." SCHOOL? 8:30? WHAT!! It felt like a baseball was thrown full force, straight into my gut. Mom slapped her head. "Yesterday," Mom began, "I told you while you were reading. School starts tomorrow. I said if you ever fell asleep on the couch, I'd set up an alarm on the I-pad for you." Well that explains the I-pad.  "Now, stop lingering around. Go get ready." Reluctantly, I trugged upstairs. 
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				By the time 8:15 rolled up, I was already waiting in the car. Sitting in the cushiony seats, my thoughts about the letter poured out. Really! What takes so long to answer a question like that? And what was waiting for me that this pen pal knew? It was all so confusing. CLICK. The opening of the car door shook me out of my thoughts. "You buckled?" mom asked. I gave her a thumbs up. They ride to school was quiet. Our car rolled up to the school building "Enjoy your first day of 5th grade!" Mom said smiling or which seemed like an eternity. My whole world came to a halt. "5th grade..." stammered. "WAIT! Did she say 5th GRADE?" I thought. My head started spinning. Mom paused to say something but instead let out a chuckle. "You're funny. Go, or you'll be late." As I walked towards class, my head was full of thoughts. It felt like summer would last forever.. so long that I forgot summer would even come! School years are always the same- boring and regular. Couldn't summer stay any longer? 

	In class, I saw many familiar faces. I also saw kids I couldn't recognize. As I put my backpack on the hook, I felt a recognizable tap on the shoulder. "Lyra!" I turned around to find my friend Amber standing behind me. "Come on Lyra! We'll be late for class!" In a hurry, I grabbed my note book and pencil pouch. Amber and I dashed into the classroom. We arrived just on time- 8:30 on the dot. Our new teacher looked at her watch, closed her laptop and walked up towards the front of the classroom. At first glance, her prominent soft, dark brown eyes seemed to sparkle. They were kind, patient eyes, full of encouragement. Something about them was different. I had this weird feeling... this might be the great year I wasn't expecting. 
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				The unexpected first day of school went by in a blur. I was surprised to find myself so fond of my teacher. Like her eyes, she was kind and patient. The way she taught us kept us engaged, we all had fun. 

	When I got home, I decided I would work on answering the question. Ok.... what did I want to be? I remembered what I had learned from last year. Make a word web. I took out a clean sheet of paper. 
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			"Oh right... DARN IT!" I realized. I nearly forgot- The author wasn't asking you if you wanted to be as an adult. The author was asking for traits! Ughhhhhh. I scowled. My eyes started to get red. I shook my head. No way was I going to cry. Great. Now I had to restart. I crumpled up the paper and threw it across the room. I took out a new one. I sighed. Ok...time to start again. 

I looked at my new paper and read what I wrote aloud:

"Smart, funny, nice, kind, helpful, cool, articulate, thoughtful, thorough, honorable, happy, respectful.... " I closed my eyes. NO way. Was I using that. Again, nothing seemed to fit. I crumpled that one up too and tossed it into the garbage. Maybe I'd get some more ideas when I write my letter. I grabbed a new sheet of paper and began to write.

"Dear Pen-pal.." I began, "I want to be..." I paused. Honestly, I wasn't sure. I looked at the crumpled paper again to see my options. None of them felt right. Doesn't matter. I shook my head. Ok.... umm.. uhh helpful.

I started again. "I want to be helpful." I wrote. "I want to help people out and stuff." NO. That didn't seem right. I erased it. I tried not cry. 

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			"Oh right... DARN IT!" I realized. I nearly forgot- The author wasn't asking you if you wanted to be as an adult. The author was asking for traits! Ughhhhhh. I scowled. My eyes started to get red. I shook my head. No way was I going to cry. Great. Now I had to restart. I crumpled up the paper and threw it across the room. I took out a new one. I sighed. Ok...time to start again. 

I looked at my new paper and read what I wrote aloud:

"Smart, funny, nice, kind, helpful, cool, articulate, thoughtful, thorough, honorable, happy, respectful.... " I closed my eyes. NO way. Was I using that. Again, nothing seemed to fit. I crumpled that one up too and tossed it into the garbage. Maybe I'd get some more ideas when I write my letter. I grabbed a new sheet of paper and began to write.

"Dear Pen-pal.." I began, "I want to be..." I paused. Honestly, I wasn't sure. I looked at the crumpled paper again to see my options. None of them felt right. Doesn't matter. I shook my head. Ok.... umm.. uhh helpful.

I started again. "I want to be helpful." I wrote. "I want to help people out and stuff." NO. That didn't seem right. I erased it. I tried not cry. 

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			I decided to try again. Ok... nice. 

"I want to be nice. I want to be nice to people because being nice is good." 

I looked at it again. To me, I only saw a scribble. How was I going to turn THAT in. NO, I was NOT using nice. That wasn't right either. If that wasn't, what was? My head was hazy and full of confusion. Water started to fill my eyes. It was full of unsure thoughts and ideas, all bottled up. Bottled up... bottled up. 

I banged my head against the tablet. THUNK. THUNK. My eyes were wet with tears, my eyes were wet and blurry, snot emerged from my nose. I couldn't stop crying.  I covered my face in my pillow. The paper I was writing became wet as sponge. 

I decided that day, I was NEVER going to answer that question EVER. 
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			My name's Audrey L. And I'm the author of this E-book, Stuck. I'm from San Ramon, CA and I love it out here. When I'm not writing stories, I enjoy playing soccer, drawing and reading books from other authors. My inspiration for writing this book was all the times I was stuck on what to write. I want those who read my story to know, it's ok to feel stuck. Sometimes it's hard, making a decision, putting things down on paper. But sometimes,  those times when your stuck ... can be your biggest inspirations.
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