
1.  Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone
– by J.K. Rowling

When he was dressed he went down the hall into the
kitchen. The table was almost hidden beneath all Dudley’s
birthday presents. It looked as though Dudley had gotten the
new computer he wanted, not to mention the second
television and the racing bike. Exactly why Dudley wanted a
racing bike was a mystery to Harry, as Dudley was very fat
and hated exercise — unless of course it involved punching
somebody. Dudley’s favorite punching bag was Harry, but he
couldn’t often catch him. Harry didn’t look it, but he was very
fast.

Perhaps it had something to do with living in a dark
cupboard, but Harry had always been small and skinny for
his age. He looked even smaller and skinnier than he really
was because all he had to wear were old clothes of Dudley’s,
and Dudley was about four times bigger than he was. Harry
had a thin face, knobbly knees, black hair, and bright green
eyes. He wore round glasses held together with a lot of
Scotch tape because of all the times Dudley had punched
him on the nose. The only thing Harry liked about his own
appearance was a very thin scar on his forehead that was
shaped like a bolt of lightning. He had had it as long as he
could remember, and the first question he could ever
remember asking his Aunt Petunia was how he had gotten it.
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2.  Matilda
– by Roald Dahl

Occasionally one comes across parents who take the
opposite line, who show no interest at all in their children,
and these of course are far worse than the doting ones. 
Mr. and Mrs. Wormwood were two such parents.  They
had a son called Michael and a daughter called Matilda,
and the parents looked upon Matilda in particular as
nothing more than a scab.  A scab is something you have
to put up with until the time comes when you can pick it
off and flick it away.  Mr. and Mrs. Wormwood looked
forward enormously to the time when they could pick their
little daughter off and flick her away, preferably into the
next country or even further than that.

It is bad enough when parents treat ordinary children as
though they were scabs and bunions, but it becomes
somehow a lot worse when the child in question is
extraordinary, and by that I mean sensitive and brilliant. 
Matilda was both of these things, but above all she was
brilliant.  Her mind was so nimble and she was so quick
to learn that her ability should have been obvious even to
the most half-witted of parents.  But Mr.  and Mrs. 
Wormwood were both so gormless and so wrapped up I
their own silly little lives that they failed to notice anything
unusual about their daughter.  To tell the truth, I doubt
they would have noticed had she crawled into the house
with a broken leg.
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3.  Hawaii: A Novel
– by James Michener

In 1902 he was twenty years old, a rugged, barrel-chested,
bowlegged little bulldog of a man with dark, unblemished
skin and jet-black hair.  He had powerful arms which hung
out from his body, as if their musculature was too great to be
compressed, and he gave the appearance of a five-foot,
one-inch accumulation of raw power, bursting with vital
drives yet confused because he knew no specific target upon
which to discharge them.  In other words, Kamejiro was in
love.

He had fallen in love on the very day that the Sakagawa
family council had decided that he should be the one to go
on the ship to Hawaii, where jobs in the sugar fields were
plentiful.  It was not the prospect of leaving home that had
aroused his passions, for he knew that his parents,
responsible for eight children and one old woman, could not
find enough rice to feed the family.  He had observed how
infrequently fish got to the Sakagawa table – and meat not at
all – so he was prepared to leave.

It happened late one afternoon when he stood in the tiny
Sakagawa paddy field and looked out at the shimmering
islands of the Inland Sea, and he understood in that brilliant
moment, with the setting sun playing upon the most beautiful
of all waters, that he might be leaving Hiroshima-ken forever.
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4.  The Way of the Warrior
– by Chris Bradford

Jack stepped out onto the veranda.  He felt awkward in his
new clothes – he was used to trousers and shirts, not
dresses and skirts.  As he moved, the kimono proved
disconcertingly drafty, but he had to admit the smooth silk
was far more pleasant than stiff breeches and the rough
hemp of his sailor’s shirt.

The maid disappeared into another room while the woman
led him along the veranda to a shoji.  They entered a small
room similar to his own, expect this had a low oblong table
and four flat cushions arranged on either side.  On the far
wall, hung from a ceiling beam, were two magnificent swords
with dark red woven handles and gleaming black scabbards
inlaid with mother-of-pearl.  A small shrine was inset into the
wall beneath these weapons.  Two candles and a stick of
incense burned within it, filling the air with the light scent of
jasmine.

A little Japanese boy sat cross-legged upon one of the
cushions, staring in wide-eyed amazement at the foreigner
with golden hair and blue eyes.

The woman gestured for Jack to sit next to the boy, while
she made herself comfortable on the opposite side.

There was an awkward silence.

Jack noted that the fourth cushion remained unoccupied,
and presumed they were waiting for someone.  The little boy
continued to stare at Jack.
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5.  The Outsiders
– by S. E. Hinton

When I stepped out into the bright sunlight from the
darkness of the movie house, I had only two things on my
mind: Paul Newman and a ride home. I was wishing I looked
like Paul Newman — he looks tough and I don’t — but I
guess my own looks aren’t so bad. I have light-brown,
almost-red hair and greenish-gray eyes. I wish they were
more gray, because I hate most guys that have green eyes,
but I have to be content with what I have. My hair is longer
than a lot of boys wear theirs, squared off in back and long at
the front and sides, but I am a greaser and most of my
neighborhood rarely bothers to get a haircut. Besides, I look
better with long hair. 

I had a long walk home and no company, but I usually lone it
anyway, for no reason except that I like to watch movies
undisturbed so I can get into them and live them with the
actors. When I see a movie with someone it’s kind of
uncomfortable, like having someone read your book over
your shoulder. I’m different that way. I mean, my second-
oldest brother, Soda, who is sixteen-going-on-seventeen,
never cracks a book at all, and my oldest brother, Darrel,
who we call Darry, works too long and hard to be interested
in a story or drawing a picture, so I’m not like them. And
nobody in our gang digs movies and books the way I do. For
a while there, I thought I was the only person in the world
that did. So I loned it.
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6  A Single Shard
– by Linda Sue Park 

Tree-ear had been trotting along the road on his
early-morning perusal of the village rubbish heaps. Ahead of
him a man carried a heavy load on a jiggeh, an open-framed
backpack made of branches. On the jiggeh was a large
woven-straw container, the kind commonly used to carry
rice.

Tree-ear knew that the rice must be from last year's crop; in
the fields surrounding the village this season's rice had only
just begun to grow. It would be many months before the rice
was harvested and the poor allowed to glean the fallen grain
from the bare fields. Only then would they taste the pure
flavor of rice and feel its solid goodness in their bellies. Just
looking at the straw box made water rush into Tree-ear's
mouth. The man had paused in the road and hoisted the
wooden jiggeh higher on his back, shifting the cumbersome
weight. As Tree-ear stared, rice began to trickle out of a hole
in the straw box. The trickle thickened and became a stream.
Oblivious, the man continued on his way. 

For a few short moments Tree-ear's thoughts wrestled with
one another. Tell him — quickly! Before he loses too much
rice! 

No! Don't say anything — you will be able to pick up the
fallen rice after he rounds the bend... 

Tree-ear made his decision. He waited until the man had
reached the bend in the road, then ran to catch him.
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7  Surviving the Applewhites 
– by Stephanie S. Tolan

According to her friend Melissa, though, Jake Semple was
famous.  He had been kicked out of the public schools in the
whole state of Rhode Island.  Melissa wasn’t sure what all
he’d done to achieve that particular distinction, but the word
around Traybridge was that one thing he did was burn down
his old school.  He’d come to North Carolina to live with his
grandfather Henry Dugan, a neighbor of the Applewhites,
and go to Traybridge Middle School.

The plan had not lasted long.  No one in living memory had
been thrown out of Traybridge Middle School, but Jake
Semple had managed to accomplish that feat in three weeks
flat.  At least the building was still standing.  It was only the
middle of September, and he had run out of schools that
were willing to risk taking him.

Mr. Dugan was inside at that moment discussing with E.D.’s
parents, her Aunt Lucille, Uncle Archie, and Grandpa
Zedediah the arrangement the two families and Jake’s social
worker had worked out for continuing Jake’s education.

Jake Semple was the first person E.D. had ever met who
had a social worker.  She thought that was probably only one
step away from having a probation officer, which is what
Jake’s parents would have when they got out of jail.  E.D.
didn’t know how long they were going to be in jail, but at
least a year.  She figured criminal tendencies ran in families. 
The kid had burned down his school just after his parents
were arrested.
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8 Farewell to Manzanar
– by Jeanne Wakatsuki Houston

Later in December the administration gave each family a
Christmas tree hauled in from the Sierras.  A new director
had been appointed and this was his gesture of apology for
all the difficulties that had led up to the riot, a promise of
better treatment and better times to come.

It was an honest gesture, but it wasn’t much of a Christmas
that year.  The presents were makeshift, the wind was
roaring, Papa was drunk.  Better times were a long way off,
and the difficulties, it seemed, had just begun.  Early in
February the government’s Loyalty Oath appeared. 
Everyone seventeen and over was required to fill it out.  This
soon became the most divisive issue of all.  It cut deeper
than the riot, because no one could avoid it.  Not even Papa. 
After five months of self-imposed isolation, this debate was
what finally forced him out of the barracks and into
circulation again.

At the time, I was too young to understand the problem.  I
only knew there was no peace in our cubicle for weeks. 
Block organizers would come to talk to Papa and my
brothers.  they would huddle over the table a while, muttering
like conspirators, sipping tea or one of his concoctions. 
Their voices would gradually rise to shouts and threats. 
Mama would try to calm the men down.  Papa would tell her
to shut up, then Granny would interrupt and order him to quit
disgracing Mama all the time.
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9 Racing in the Rain
– by Garth Stein

Denny was very careful around Eve’s parents. Maxwell and
Trish had been in the house since Zoë was born, taking care
of their daughter and their new baby granddaughter. I began
calling them the Twins because they looked very much alike.
They had the same shade of dyed hair. Plus they always
wore matching outfits: khaki pants or polyester slacks with
sweaters or polo shirts. When one of them wore sunglasses,
the other did, too. The same with Bermuda shorts and tall
socks pulled up to their knees. And because they both
smelled of chemicals: plastics and hair products.

From the moment they arrived, the Twins had been criticizing
Eve for having her baby at home. They told her she was
endangering her baby’s welfare. And that in these modern
times, it was irresponsible to give birth anywhere but in the
best of all hospitals with the most expensive of all doctors.
Eve tried to explain to them that statistics showed exactly the
opposite was true for a healthy mother. Also, that any signs
of distress would have been recognized early by her
experienced team of midwives. But the Twins didn’t
understand. Fortunately for Eve, Denny’s arrival home meant
the Twins could turn their attention away from her faults and
focus on his.

As they stood in the kitchen, Denny told Maxwell about the
disappointing results of the race at Daytona. “That’s a lot of
bad luck,” the male Twin said to Denny as they stood in the
kitchen. Maxwell was gloating; I could hear it in his voice.
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10. Maniac Magee 
– by Jerry Spinelli

Jeffrey made three other appearances that first day.

The first came at one of the high school fields, during
eleventh-grade gym class. Most of the students were playing
soccer. But about a dozen were playing football, because
they were on the varsity, and the gym teacher happened to
be the football coach. The star quarterback, Brian Denehy,
wound up and threw a sixty-yarder to his favorite receiver,
James “Hands” Down, who was streaking a fly pattern down
the sideline.

But the ball never quite reached Hands. Just as he was
about to cradle it in his big brown loving mitts, it vanished. By
the time he recovered from the shock, a little kid was
weaving upfield through the varsity football players. Nobody
laid a paw on him. When the kid got down to the soccer field,
he turned and punted the ball. It sailed back over the
up-looking gym-classers, spiraling more perfectly than
anything Brian Denehy had ever thrown, and landed in the
outstretched hands of still stunned Hands Down. Then the
kid ran off.

There was one other thing, something that all of them saw
but no one believed until they compared notes after school
that day: up until the punt, the kid had done everything with
one hand. He had to, because in his other hand was a book.
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11. I Got a D in Salami 
– by Henry Winkler and Lin Oliver 

I don’t know how this happens.  I try to behave in school.  I’m
not like Nick McKelty, who gets a kick out of being a jerk. 
And I’m certainly not like Luke Whitman, whose full-time job
is getting into trouble.  I try to follow the rules.  I try hard, but
somehow I always wind up doing face time with Principal
Love.

For example, take the first day of fourth grade.  Ms. Adolf
said we had to write a five-paragraph essay describing what
we did during summer vacation.  It’s really hard for me to
write a five-paragraph essay, so I decided to create a living
essay.  Instead of writing about our visit to Niagara Falls,, I
made a model of Niagara Falls out of papier-mâché.  I even
hooked it up to the sink in our class so that real water could
run through it.  Was it my fault that the water overflowed and
gushed all over the floor?  Was it my fault that Ms. Adolf got
blasted in the face by the water hose?  Was it my fault that
Principal Love stepped on a floating lunch bag and a tuna
sandwich exploded in his face?

I reached the first floor and walked toward the office.  Mrs.
Crock was in the attendance office, and looked up when she
saw me.

“Oh, no, Hank.”  She sighed.  “Not again.”

“Mrs. Crock,” I said.  “Would you like to hear me spell
‘separate’?”

“Why, yes, dear, if you’d like to,” she answered.
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12. A Boy at War
– by Harry Mazar 

Adam’s father always said what made a throw a throw and a
punch a punch was follow-through. Punch like you’re going
to put the other guy through the wall.

Adam punched Davi, gave it all he had, a really solid punch.
It took Davi a moment to get his breath. Then he shrugged.
“I’ve been hit harder by a marshmallow.”

After that they had a kind of friendship, if you could call it
that. Whenever they met, they exchanged insults and
pounded each other.

Then, at a general assembly early in December, Adam got a
big surprise. It was a Friday, the last day of school that week,
and there was Davi up on the stage reading his winning
essay in the American Legion “I’m Proud to Be an American”
Contest. He stood in front of the whole school and read in a
voice that carried to the last row of the auditorium, where
Adam was sitting. A man from the American Legion who
stood ramrod straight presented Davi with a ten-dollar check.

Adam tried to be unimpressed, but he had to admit that
standing up there was not something that he could see
himself doing. And besides, Davi’s essay really was good.

Later that afternoon, in biology lab, where they had teamed
up to do the frog dissections, Adam congratulated Davi. Sort
of. “That’s some voice you’ve got,” he said. “Have you
thought about a career calling in pigs?”

Davi swung. Adam ducked, and they ended up horsing
around till the teacher got fed up and put them at opposite
ends of the room.
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