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ff Fishkin was hopelessly lost. He clutchefl his hall
LZss as he looked down the long empty corridor. The
school seemed so big to him.

He was on his way to see the new counselor. She -

was supposed to help him “adjust to his new environ-
ment.” Now he not only didn’t know how to get to

her office, he had no idea how to get back to Mrs.
Ebbel’s class either.

The floor was slippery. It had started raining during

recess and the kids had tracked water and mud inside
with them,

A teacher carrying a stack of papers stepped out of

a door and Jeff hurried up to her. “Can you tell me

wl?ere the counselor’s office is, please?” he asked. His
voice trembled.
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He walked to the end of the hall, turned right,
counted to the second door on his left, and pushed it
open.

A girl with red hair and a freckled face was washing
her hands at the sink. When she saw Jeff, her mouth
dropped open. “What are you doing in here?” she
asked. |

“Huh?” Jeff uttered.

«Get out of here!” she yelled. “This is the girls’
bathroom!”

Jeff froze. He covered his face with his hands, then
dashed out the door. '

«“THERE’'S A BOY IN THE GIRLS’ BATH-

~ ROOM!” the girl screamed after him.

He raced down the hall. Suddenly his feet slipped
out from under him. He waved his arms wildly as he
tried to keep his balance, then flopped down on the

~ floor.
“Oh no, no, no, oh no, no, no,” he groaned. “What
have I done? Oh, why didn’t I just read the sign on the
door? This is the worst day of my whole life!” .
Suddenly he realized he was no longer holding the
hall pass. He stood up and frantically looked around.
“Don’t tell me I dropped it in the girls’ bathroom.”
~ He heard someone coming and hurried off in the
opposite direction. He rounded the corner, then spot-
d what looked like some kind of storage room. It
uttered with boxes.
cked inside and closed the door behind him.
id a voice.




He spun around.
A woman stepped down off a yellow ladder. “yo,
must be Jeff,” she said. “I'm Carla Davis.” She smiled
and held out her hand. “I'm so glad you’ve come. I
was afraid you might get lost.”



/

Jeff sat at the round table. The counselor sat across
from him.

“So how do you like Red Hill School?” she asked.

He stared straight ahead. There’s ¢ boy in the girls’
bathroom echoed inside his head.

“I imagine it must seem a little scary,” said the
counselor.
He didn’t answer.

“I think it’s scary,” she said. “It seems so big! Any-
time I try to go anywhere, I get lost.”
He smiled weakly.

“It’s hard for me because I'm new here.” she ex-

plained. “Today is only my second day of school. I
don’t know anybody. Nobody knows me. The other

- teachers all look at me strangely. It’s hard for me to

make friends with them. They already have their own
friends.”

“I know what you mean,” Jeff said.

“Maybe you can help me,” said the counselor.

~ “Me?” said Jeff. “How can I help you? I'm the one

vho needs help!” .

~ “Well, maybe we can help each other. What do
think about that?”

the ﬁwo new kids at school,” she said. “We
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can share our experiences and learn from each ot
Jeff smiled. “Okay, Miss Davis,” he said.
“Jeff,” she said, “if we’re going to be friends, I want |
you to call me Carla, not Miss Davis.” 1
He laughed.

“Do you think Carla is a funny name?”

“Oh, no! I just never called a teacher by her first
name, that’s all.”

“But we’re friends. Friends don’t call each other
Miss Davis and Mr. Fishkin, do they?”

Jeff laughed again. “No,” he said, then he frowned.
“The kids in my class call me Fishface.”

“Have you made any friends?” asked Carla.

“T sort of made one friend,” said Jeff, “but I don’t
like him.”

“How can he be your friend if you don’t like him?”

“Nobody likes him. At first I felt sorry for him be-
cause nobody wanted to sit next to him. Mrs. Ebbel
said it out loud right in front of the whole class. ‘No- -

_ body likes sitting there,” she said. It was like he wasn’t

even there. It’s bad enough when a kid says something
like that, but a teacher.”

“It must have hurt his feelings,” said Carla.

“No. He just smiled.”

“He may have been smiling on the outside, but do
you think he really was smiling on the inside?” :

“I don’t know. I guess not. I guess that’s why 1 tried
to be friends with him. I told him I liked sitting next
to him. But then he said, ‘Give me a dollar or I'll spit
on you.””




“What did you do?”
“I gave him a dollar. I didn’t want him to spit on
me. But then, later, he said, ‘T’ll give you a dollar to be

my friend.” So I took it. It was my dollar! So does that

mean I have to be his friend, even though I just broke
even?’

“What do you think friendship is?” Carla asked
him.

“I don’t know. I mean I know what it is, but I can’t
explain it.”

“Is it something you can buy and sell? Can you go

to the store and get a quart of milk, a dozen eggs, and
a friend?” »

Jeff laughed. “No. So does that mean I don’t have to
be friends with him?”

“I won’t tell you what to do,” said Carla. “All I can
do is help you think for yourself.”

“I don’t even know if Bradley wants to be my
friend,” said Jeff. “Today, at recess, we hung around
together but we didn’t do anything. He acted like I
wasn’t there. Then, when it started to rain, he ran
around trying to push little kids into the mud.”

“Could you share your feelings with him?” asked
Carla. “That’s the real way to build a friendship: by
talking, and by being honest and by sharing your feel-
ings. Like the way we’re talking and being honest
with each other now. That’s why we’re friends.”

~ “But Bradley’s different than you and me,” said

] thmk you'll find that if you're nice to Bradley,
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Jus]eﬂ‘ smiled. “Are you going to see Bradley, toop”
asked. sy

“Yes, later today. i

“Do you think you’ll be able to help him?

“I don’t know.”

“I hope so. I think he needs help even more than
me. You won't tell him anything I said, will you?”’
“No, that’s one of my most important rules. I never

repeat anything anyone tells me here, around the
round table.”

“Never?”
She shook her head.

“What about to other teachers?”
She shook it again.

“What about to
“Nope. bl

“Okay,” said Jeft. He took 2 breath,
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