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7 wish 1 was treated better. This didn’t ﬁayyen at my old school
in China. At my new school, tﬁey went too far. T] ﬁey made ﬁm
of my g[asses. T ﬁey made fun qf my clothes and hair. T1 ﬁey
made ﬁm of my nationa[ity.... T ﬁey made fun of me. But 1 was
[ucﬁy. There were yeoy[e that stood Ey me, with me and for me.

7 tﬁougﬂt it was me. The second 1 walked into Mrs. Smith’s
sth gmcfe class, everyone stared at me. Then when the teacher
walked out to talk to the yrincyoa[, everyﬁoc{y started maﬁing
faces at me, except for two gir[s named Amanda and Cl-[arﬂey,

so 1 sat with them. T hey said hello, and then were quiet. Then
a boy named TJeff came over and made fun of my glasses. He
called me four eyes. “Stoy, »q said. Then it got worse...
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Q—(e ﬁeara[ my accent Clﬂd’ macfefun Oj: it. ﬂ-[e Wd[éed' away cmc[

started [augﬁing about it with his frienafs‘ At that moment, 1
wished that the ﬂoor would open and swallow me whole.

Later that aﬁemoon, when 91 arrived at my house aﬁer Being
tortured on the bus, my mom asked me how my ﬁrst cfay at
my new school went... 1 looked down and didn’t answer. 1 then

walked up to my room and started to cry. “This is so unfair, |

tﬁougﬁt, as ‘1 si[entfy cried myseg: to sfeeja
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embarrassment at school. G{igﬁt when 1 got on the bus, it was
yestercfay all over again. Kids were sﬁow’ng me around and
ca[fing me names. About two hours later, it was recess. jeﬁ' and
his frienafs (aka “the cool kids”) were }ofaying kickball on the
ﬁe[cf Then, while 1 was J?[aying jump rope By myseg': j]eﬁ( came
up to me and asked, “Do you want to }ofay?” “Sure,” 1 said with
excitement. “Oﬁay, you go Jafay on the Jo[aygrourwf Ey yourseﬁf
and afterwards, Tl teach you about a little something called
sarcasm,” he said in a jeering voice. “STOP,” said a voice in the

Eacﬁgmuncf, It’s Amanda and ?farfey!

Cl-[ar[ey said, “She’s not going to be Jofaying all Ey ﬁerseﬁf she
will be }ofaying with Amanda, Eliza and me, and we will be
Ja[aying sometﬁing much better than kickball.” “Let’s go,” said
Cl-[ar[ey. “Thanks for cfoing that guys, 7 said. “No }oroﬁfem,
}ofus jeﬁc doesn’t know what he’s mfﬁing about,” said Amanda.
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“Now, what are we going to Jﬂfay?”, 7 asked. “7 don’t know. How

about... tag, you’re it!” Eliza screamed. Then the cfay started
to get better - people stood by me. When 1 got home, Mom asked
me how my cfay at school was, and this time 1 answered, “It was
great. ” “P'm so gfacf to hear that.... Cl-ﬁey, wﬁy don’t 1 make some
egg tarts to celebrate!”, said mom. Mom and 1 ate dinner, then
we ate dessert. When it was time for bed, 1 said sometﬁing 7
never tﬁougﬁt 7 would say about the next cfay at my new school,
“l can’t wait for school tomorrow.” 1 went to bed, and the next
morning 1 got up and rushed to get dressed, to eat and brush
my teeth and ran to the bus stop. 1 got on the bus and, Egcore

7 knew it, 1 was at school. 1 ye[fecf “hi” to Amanda, ’]—[ar[ey

and Eliza and immediately started a conversation and started
ﬁcwing a great time... until jeﬁ' came over.







“’J—[ey four-eyes!” Oh, no, it’s him again “Can you not?”, said
Amanda. “And just wﬁy should 1 [isten to you?”, he said to
Amanda. “Because, 1f you don’t, a little someone will get ‘Ms.
Smith into this classroom,” another group qf kids came over
and said. All of a sudden, 11 ﬁee( a sudden rush of }oam’c that
tﬁey will make fun of me. “Be quiet, jeﬁ(.”, said a 6oy from the
new group. “What are you ta[ﬁing about, Lucas?”, said jeﬁ(. “J
tﬁougﬁt you were done maﬁing fun of Joeoyfe, but a}?yarentfy
not.” He’s actuaffy smnc[ing up for me! “You oﬁviousfy don’t
know me very well then,” Jeff retorted. Eventually, everybody in

the gmdé is gatﬁerec[ around the Big group. In the end, ﬂeﬁ( is

put in the Jorinci}oa[’s oﬁice for Euffying me.
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Later that cﬁernoon, ?[arfey asked Amanda, Eliza, and me
1f we wanted to come over. My ﬁrst get—togetﬁer with my new

fm’ends at this school, 1 tﬁougﬁt to myseﬁ “Hold on, let me call
my mom ﬁrst,” said Amanda. “Me too,” 1 said. So 1 called my
mom, and she said “yes, 7 can come over,” said Eliza. “Me too,”

7 said at the same time as Amanda. So, we walked over to her

house and knocked on the door. “Hi)”, said Cl-(ar[ey’s mom.







The Jo[aycfate ended up Eeing super ﬁm! We made ice cream
and a for’c and jafayecf games outside. When 1 got home, my
mom reminded me that my Eirtﬁcfay was coming up soom. “]
should }oroﬁaﬁfy invite Eliza, Amanda and Cl-[arﬁey!” 7 was so
excited, but then 1 realized that 7 only had three friends. 1 felt

SO CLWEWCH’C{:







Over the next ﬁve weeks, 1 gainec[ ﬁve more friend&: Katie, Ella,
Tori, Mia and Charlotte. That’s eigﬁt yeoy[e 7 can invite to
my Eirtﬁcfay jacm“y! fventua[fy, 7 made eigﬁt invitations for
my party. 1 handed them out at school, and everyﬁoa[y said

tﬁey would try to come. Mia and Katie looked very excited to
be invited. ‘J—[ar[éy, Amanda and Eliza had the reaction 1 had
imaginec[. T ﬁey all said that tﬁey would o{eﬁnite[y be there.
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A few c[ays [ater, everyﬁocfy had resyoncfecf and said that tﬁey
would be there. When everyﬁoc[y arrived on the Eig cfay, 7 was
ecstatic! First, we Jofayec{ a game of “Twister,” and il-[arfe*y

won. Next, we ate the pizza that my mom had ordered. When

everyﬁocfy [eﬁ, 71 was rea[[y ﬁa]ayy. d| ﬁna[fy have real fm’encfs!
There is no way ﬁ’fe could go down from here.







The rest of that month was amazing! 7 earned ﬁve A’s in school,

cmc[ tﬁe year was coming to an endf Tﬁere were momy }’)Cﬂ’tieS

and celebrations about gmc[uating from e[ementary school
and going to middle school. fveryﬁocfy was gem’ng excited
for summer break. ?l[tﬁougﬁ it was an exciting time, we were
starting to realize that we wouldn’t ever attend school here
again.
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Over the years, my friencfs were amazing to me. 1 ended
up Winning the kindness award at my middle school. My
classmates were much nicer to me, and ‘1 fe[t [ike everyﬁocfy

ﬁna[fy accqotecf me. Graduation aﬁer gmc[uation, 1 fe[t more

accom}oﬁsﬁecf My wish came true.
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OUR MISSION

The National Youth Foundation is dedicated to enriching the lives of
children through creative educational programming. Our mission is to
promote tolerance and equality, while helping young students develop
their literary skills through academic and team building projects.

STUDENT BOOK SCHOLARS
Collaborating with professional athletes from the NFL and the NBA,
NYF administers the Student Book Scholars team writing contest. The
main goals of our program are to offer an innovative and competitive
writing program, to publish books that students will want to read,
to make the books available to public libraries and to offer a writing
competition theme that is timely and allows students to express
themselves in a constructive manner. This past spring, we teamed up
with Robert Covington of the Philadelphia 76ers and Jordan Hicks of
the Philadelphia Eagles to help promote the Student Book Scholars
competition. The timing of this program was perfect, because
professional athletes are increasing their involvement and taking a
more visible role in bringing about social change. Robert Covington and
Jordan Hicks are both exceptional athletes, leaders in the community
and positive role models for today’s youth. Also, as active participants
in professional athletics, they personally know the importance and
benefits of positive self-expression and teamwork. On behalf of
National Youth Foundation, we congratulate the 2017 winning team
from William C. Bryant Elementary School!

NationalYouthFoundation.org




NATIONAL FOUNDATION




