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Summary: Bullying is bad, and Parker’s Cove teens are ready to do something about it.
Their Anti-Bullying Club is popular — so popular, if you’re not a member you're an outcast.
Five teens - the believer, the rebel, the disillusioned, the faker, and the follower - discover their
own power to stand up.

*Pages extracted from middle of story.*
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M . The hallway of students dressed in blue and tan is just freaky Fran tugs at her own shirt. 2

et

@;Vf‘ g ' large and boat-sail-large. It’s practically a prairie dress. She’s been wearing t-shirts underneath

% She showed up late to the market last weekend and was faced with the choice between extra-

/{ all week so when she bends over setting up her camera she doesn’t give the entire male
W
o‘_'_: . population of Parker’s Cove a free show. Not that she has that much to show off. Plus, there’s
V}- 2 too much material to tuck in and she’s already been written up for tying the tails into a knot to
WV

("? f keep them from swinging around her hips. She sighs.

The whole wee been surreal. Monday morning rolled around and, while all the
3{ W Il' bt
elementary gra('i dutxfully wore their new uniforms, only about half of the upper grade students
did. They must have thought it was a practical joke, that it wasn’t going to be enforced. They

Jrepife
were pulled aside as they walked up to the school and forced to stand outsidtl:,/ei‘e&-d%nugh the

fog-had-retted-back-in-and-it-was-raw feelifig. Anyone in the uniform that tried to stop and talk to

a non-uniformed student was sent inside right away. It was strange seeing Sefiorita Soprano as an ) y
| '?/\lh
ﬂ—(\a

enforcc@ran had her Spanish class last year and remembers her as a total pushover who cares

more about the students liking her than learning the language. a
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First bell rang and the students who were pulled aside were still standing, all lined up,

outside the building. Traveling from class to class everyone looked out the windows to see what

w’“b
\"1’( was happening.ﬁmmwwmmhaﬁtmmﬁ& eachers
—_./.

took shifts monitoring them. At first the students in the school were told to stop staring out the (J/ﬁv

window and focus on their classes, but eventually even the teachers gave up on the idea of Uﬂﬂ’

B Fran even filmed a little bit on her phone, but it doesn’t make exciting footage to see students (,rI
e

holding a real class and joined everyone watching the non-uniformed students standing outside. {/(\
7’"&& VA lined up standing still. Some wore backpacks but others were unfortunate enough to have carned ‘J_)
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their books loose, and they had to hold them in their arms the entire time, r&
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M’t - They were marched insige at lunch and seated at two tables pulled into a back corner /C

C"" u LA ‘W et et
awa from the rest. Then it was right back outside again until last bell when Principal Woods
6 rw&" 'appeared for the first time that day and handed them all blue shirts. They were released. )él jf
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The rest of the week everybody wore g:cf/ umform;f Several don’t fit well, like Fran’s,

EAY

and almost everyone ha;i to wash it each night since the’yGﬁM the one set. It’s strange

enough to have to adjust to that, but it isn’t eue{t;w only change at the school. Students aren’t

allowed to talk between classes, a time traditionaily reserved for socializing, gossiping, and

getting out some energy before sitting still for another fifty-minute period. Instead, they were
ro

supposed to walk, not run, to their lockers, collect the necessary books, and vy_z_d’]E to their next

classes - silently. The first day the silence wasn’t enforced either because the teachers were

distracted playing jailer outside and didn’t have the manpower to monitor the halls, or because
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they wanted the students to talk about what was happening to the non-uniformed students. Either

way, that first day they were allowed to behave normally, although nobody really did.

But now silence is enforced. No more shouts, slamming lockers, thumping feet. No more

jostling shoulders. No more greeting friends. Fran walks through the hallway in a sea of blue,

and all she hears are the soft shuffle of shoes on the tile flooring. When she passes Mac she

smiles and waves, he nods back at her.

Dt B ke (sgienl B segue

COREY (jﬂ'/

Corey watches the hallway fill with students, a sea of shifting blue, swirling together and
) J
apart before eddying in a new location downstream, a tide relentless in its pull back into the

S — ——

classrooms. He likes the uniformity, the sameness they all have. He tugs on the sleeve of his own
blue shirt which his mother pressed clear of wrinkles for him just this morning. He starts his
unconscious routine. Tug the sleeves. Straighten the collar. Check the tuck. Center the belt

buckie. Smooth the pant. Confirm the shoe laces are tied.

He finishes with a quick pat to his hair. He thinks his new cut is more in keeping with the

uniform. Instead of wearing it nearly chin length, ignored most of the time despite it hanging

A()‘” (r“ limply in his face, he cropped it. He walked into the barber shop, which was really just a

Y

converted garage off the side of Dan Higgins’ house, and announced he wanted it shaved. Dan’s
jaw dropped. Corey knew the old man had been wanting to cut his mop for years. Dan practically

bounced to the chair, swung a cape over Corey’s chest with a flourish worthy of a bull fighter
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and went to work. A quarter-inch around the sides and back, Dan called it a number two. Then
he took the scissors to the top and front, leaving it slightly longer but still well above Corey’s
eyebrows. Corey feels a lot lighter now, breezier. Present. He runs his hand up the back of his

head where the tiny bristles scratch his palm.

&
W g
The halls are clearing out, just a few stragglers left delaying the inevitable. They move X\f{

ax

smoothly, quietly. Corey is one of the newly-assigned official hall monitors. He has a lot of \(,1") '
o

1

experience watching the halls. He knows the patterns, who will try to ditch, who will cause a stir. ., %

ol
Mr. Baker steps out into the hall and sees Corey standing at the end. Corey nods and Mr. Baker

frowns but doesn’t tell Corey to get to class before reentering his classroom and shutting the door

behind him. Corey can’t help smiling. It’s okay, no one is around now to see. -
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The first problem I have here is the framework of the story itself. Militant adherence to
Jormal dress and conduct in public schools is not only distasteful, it’s illegal. Private schools

have more latitude as to these rules, but it can’t Sly in today’s society. All literature doesn’t
necessarily have to be totally accurate, but it should be believable with a normal suspension of
disbelief necessary in fiction. In this story, one form of bullyism was substituted for another
and no one challenged it, neither school officials nor parents. I find this limp reaction to a
stern change hard to swallow. I understand the author’s wish to show certain kinds of
behaviors given these guidelines — a kind of tabletop experiment. I just have a hard time with a
lack of normal challenges, rebellion, to this harsh situation. The peopie in this story follow
orders like sheep.

If you wish, you might want to read The Wave by Todd Strasser. It shows the militant
reaction to power and control. It’s also a TV movie,

The second problem is the titles to each chapter. It names the character, but there is
little to justify naming the chapter after the character. Most of the narration is about the
goings on in the school. It is an impersonal section. We need to get closer to the character.
The author needs to get inside the heads of these characters and find out what mwotivates them.

The author does have a smooth delivery and has a good sense of storytelling.

Good luck with this project.

Summary: Bullying is bad, and Parker’s Cove teens are ready to do something about it.

Their Anti-Bullying Club is popular ~ so popular, if you’re not a member you’re an outcast.
Five teens - the believer, the rebel, the disillusioned, the faker, and the follower - discover their

own power to stand up. 5
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*Pages extracted from middle of story.* /{’\4\ 1
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FRAN p\M
The haliway of students dressed in blue and tan is Just freaky. Fran tugs at her own shirt.
She showed up late to the market last weekend and was faced with the choice between extra-
large and boat-sail-large. It’s practically a prairie dress. She’s been wearing t-shirts undemeath
all week so when she bends over setting up her camera she doesn’t give the entire male
population of Parker’s Cove a free show. Not that she has that much to show off. Plus, there’s
too much material to tuck in and she’s already been written up for tying the tails into a knot to

keep them from swinging around her hips. She sighs.
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The whole week has been surreal. Monday morning rolled around and, while all the
elementary grades dutifully wore their new uniforms, only about half of the upper grade students
did. They must have thought it was a practical joke, that it wasn’t going to be enforced. They
were pulled aside (by whon?) as they walked up to the school and forced to stand outside even
though the fog had rolled back in and it was raw feeling. Anyone in the uniform that tried to stop
and talk to a non-uniformed student was sent inside right away (again, by whom? Are the
teachers and faculty on board with this?)

- It was strange seeing Sefiorita Soprano as an enforcer, Fran had her Spanish class last
year and remembers her as a total pushover who cares more about the students liking her than

learning the language(but, here she was ... finish the thought,)

First bell rang and the students who were pulled aside were still standing, all lined up,
outside the building. Traveling from class to class everyone looked out the windows to see what
was happening. Nothing-was-happening, they were just standing there. (a waste of time to
explain that that nothing was happening.) All moming. Teachers took shifts monitoring them. At
first the students in the school were toid to stop staring out the window and focus on their
classes, but eventually even the teachers gave up on the idea of holding a real class and Jjoined
everyone watching the non-uniformed students standing outside. Fran even filmed a little bit on
her phone, but it doesn’t make exciting footage to see students lined up standing still. Some wore
backpacks but others were unfortunate enough to have carried their books loose, and they had to
hold them in their arms the entire time. (How did Fran feel about her classmates being treated

that way?)
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They were marched inside at lunch and seated at two tables pulled into a back corner
away from the rest. Then it was right back outside again until last bell when Principal Woods 4 oY, /
appeared for the first time that day and handed them all biue shirts. They were released. (A4re the ngé M:/f"

T

parents in on this too?) (How does Fran feel about the segregation?)

The rest of the week everybody wore their (/s or her) uniforms. Several don’t fit well,
like Fran’s, and almost everyone has to wash it each night since they only have the one set. It’s
strange enough to have to adjust to that, but it isn’t even the only change at the school. Students
aren’t allowed to talk between classes, a time traditionally reserved for socializing, gossiping,
and getting out some energy before sitting still for another fifty-minute period. Instead, they were
supposed to walk, not run, to their lockers, collect the necessary books, and walk to their next
classes - silently. The first day the silence wasn’t enforced either because the teachers were
distracted playing jailer outside and didn’t have the manpower to monitor the hails, or because
they wanted the students to talk about what was happening to the non-uniformed students. Either

way, that first day they were allowed to behave normally, although nobody really did.

But now silence is enforced. No more shouts, slamming lockers, thumping feet. No more
Jostling shoulders. No more greeting friends. Fran walks through the hallway in a sea of blue,
and all she hears are the soft shuffle of shoes on the tile flooring. When she passes Mac she
smiles and waves, he nods back at her. (7%is is whar happened. Literature is about people and
their reaction to situations. How do Fran and her friends Jeel about the silence and adherence to
these new strict rules? You need to expand from the ‘what' of the story to the emotion

surrounding the ‘what’ of the story.)
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This section is titled FRAN. Not much about Fran in the section. Mostly, this was
description of the rather harsh discipline inflicted on the students. No one is rebelling. Fear is in
the minds of the students. Where are the parents? Where are the guidance counselors. All this

goes against all normal life in school. Very Nazi-like.

COREY

Corey watches the hallway fill with students, a sea of shifting blue, swirling together and
apart before eddying in a new location downstream, a tide relentless in its pull back into the

classrooms. (Similar opening to the Fran section.) He likes the uniformity, the sameness they all

have. (This sentence shows some emotional reaction to the situation. Good) He tugs on the
sleeve of his own blue shirt which his mother pressed clear of wrinkles for him just this morning.
He starts his unconscious routine. Tug the sleeves. Straighten the collar. Check the tuck. Center

the belt buckle. Smooth the pant. Confirm the shoe laces are tied,

He finishes with a quick pat to his hair. He thinks his new cut is more in keeping with the
uniform. Instead of wearing it nearly chin length, ignored most of the time despite it hanging
limply in his face, he cropped it. He walked into the barber shop, which was really just a
converted garage off the side of Dan Higgins’ house, and announced he wanted it shaved. Dan’s
Jaw dropped. Corey knew the old man had been wanting to cut his mop for years. Dan practically
bounced to the chair, swung a cape over Corey’s chest with a flourish worthy of a bulil fighter
and went to work. A quarter-inch around the sides and back, Dan called it a number two. Then

he took the scissors to the top and front, leaving it slightly longer but still well above Corey’s

Page 4 of §



YOUNG ADULT EXCERPT: JOYCE DOYLE

eyebrows. Corey feels a lot lighter now, breezier, Present. He runs his hand up the back of his
head where the tiny bristles scratch his palm.

(Cory likes the new rules. He shows some emotion, Good)

The halls are clearing out, just a few stragglers left delaying the inevitable. They move
smoothly, quietly. Corey is one of the newly-assigned official hall monitors. He has a lot of
experience watching the halls. He knows the patterns, who will try to ditch, who will cause a stir.
Mr. Baker steps out into the hall and sees Corey standing at the end. Corey nods and Mr. Baker
frowns but doesn’t tell Corey to get to class before reentering his classroom and shutting the door
behind him. Corey can’t help smiling. It’s okay, no one is around now to see.

(Interesting end to the section. y,
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Summary: Bullying is bad, and Parker’s Cove teens are ready to do something about it.
Their Anti-Bullying Club is popular - so popular, if you’re not a member you’re an outcast.
Five teens - the believer, the rebel, the disillusioned, the faker, and the follower - discover their
own power to stand up.

*Pages extracted from middle of story.*
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The haliway of students dgpssed in blue and tan is just freaky. Fran tugs at her own shirt.
Y - A
She showed up late to th@st weekend and was faced with the choice between extra-
JEthig e

large and boat-sail-large. It’s practically a&rairie dres_:s] She’s been wearing t-shirts underneath
et
all week so when she bends over setting up her camera she doesn’t give the entire male

{

population of Parker’s Cove a free show. Not that she has that much to show off. Plus, there’s
too much material to tuck in and she’s aiready been written up for tying the tails into a knot to

keep them from swinging around her hips. She sighs.

The whole week has been surreal. Monday morning rolled around and, while all the
elementary grades dutifully wore their new uniforms, only about half of the upper grade students
did. They must have thought it was a practical joke, that it wasn’t going to be enforced. They

were pulled aside as they walked up to the school and forced to stand outside even though the

Cot

fog had rolied back in and ituas raw feeliffig. Anyone in the uniform that tried to stop and talk to

a non-uniformed student was sent inside right away. It was strange seeing Sefiorita Soprano as an
Fo”
enforcef, Fran had hel;\' Spanish class last year and remembers her as a total pushover who cares

g ool e
more about the students liking her than learning the language. fﬂh ot
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First bell rardgj?wd the students who wes puiled aside were still standing,t linedup,_,
outside the building Traveling from class to claz?,}veryone looked out the windows to see what
was happening. Nothing was happening, 'erejust standing there. All morning. Teachers
took shifts monitoring them. At ﬁrs@ﬁe students in the school were told to stop staring out the
window and focus on their classes, but eventually even the teachers gave up on the idea of
holding a real class and joined everyone watching the‘:’g(;r’kut}_ifonned students standing outside.
Fran even filmed a little bit on her phone, but it doefé’t make exciting footage to see students

lined up standing still. Some wore backpacks but others were unfortunate enough to have carried

their books loose, and they had to hold them in their arms the entire time.

They were marched inside at lunch and seated at two tables pulled into a back corner
away from the rest. Then it was right back outside again until last bel}' en Principal Woods
appeared for the first time that day and handed them all blue shirts. They were released.

chi«vv/

The rest of the wee ';é'v rybody wore their uniforms. Several don’t fit well, like Fran’s,
and almost everyone has to wash it each nigh@nce they only have the one set. It’s strange
enough to have 10 adjust to that, but it isn’t even the only change at the school. Students aren’t
allowed to talk between classes, a time traditionally reserved for socializing, gossiping, and
getting out some energy before sitting still for another fifty-minute period. Instead, they were
supposed to walk, not run, to their lockers, collect the necessary books, and walk to their next

classes - silently. The first d@ silence wasn’t enforced j}jﬁ@:ause the teachers were

distracted playing jailer outside and didn’t have thqmanpower Jo monitor the halls, or because

— W"( o 51 vaavHe .S-v‘llh-w\frﬂ‘/l .
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they wanted the students to talk about what was happening to the non-uniformed students. Either
way, that first day they were allowed to behave normally, although nobody really did.
prtoad
But now silence is enforced. No more shouts, slamming lockers, thumping feet. No more
Jostling shoulders. No more greeting friends. Fran walks through the hallway in a sea of blue,
and all she hears are the soft shuffle of shoes on the tile ﬂooring(.HWhen she passes Maﬁe
@~

smiles and waves, he nods back at her.

A

COREY

Corey watches the hallway fill with students, a sea of shifting blue, swirling together and
apart before eddying in a new location downstream, a tide relentiess in its pull back into the
classrooms. He likes the uniformity, the sameness they all have. He tugs on the sleeve of his own
blue shirt which his mother pressed clear of wrinkles for him just this morning. He starts his
unconscious routine. Tug the sleeves. Straighten the collar. Check the tuck. Center the belt

buckle. Smooth the pant. Confirm the shoe laces are tied.

He finishes with a quick pat to his hair. He thinks his new cut is more in keeping with the
uniform. Instead of wearing it nearly chin length, ignored most of the time despite it hanging
limply in his face, he cropped it. He walked into the barber shop, which was really just a
converted garage off the side of Dan Higgin&ﬁ)use, and announced he wanted it shaved. Dan’s
Jaw dropped. Corey knew the old man had been wanting to cut his mop for years. Dan practically

bou$ed to the chair, swung a cape over Corey’s chest with a flourish worthy of a bull ﬁgh@

howndid

Page 3 of 4



YOUNG ADULT EXCERPT: JOYCE DOYLE

and went to work. A quarter-inch around the sides and back, Dan called it a number two. Then
he took the scissors to the top and front, leaving it slightly longer but still well above Corey’s
eyebrows. Corey feels a lot lighter now, breezier. Present. He runs his hand up the back of his

head where the tiny bristles scratch his palm.

The halls are clearing out, just a few stragglers left delaying the inevitable. They move
smoothly, quietly. Corey is one of the newly-assigned official hall monitors. He has a lot of
experience watching the halls. He knows the patterns, who will try to ditch, who will cause a stir.

-

: Nr. Baker steps out into the hall and sees Corey standing at the end. Corey nods and Mr. Baker

ﬁowns;b/R doesn’t tell Corey to get to class before reentering his classroom and shutting the door

behind him. Corey can’t help smiling. It’s okay, no one is around now to see.
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Sununary: Bullying is bad, and Parker’s Cove teens are ready to do something about it.
| Their Anti-Butlying Club is popular - so popularis fuct, that if you're not a member you're an
outcast, Five teens - the believer, the rebel, the disillusioned, the faker, and the follower -
discover their own power fo stand up. -

*Pages extracted from midadle of story.*

FRAN

The hallway of students dressed in blue and tan is just freaky. Fran tugs at her own shirt.
She showed up late to the market last weekend and was faced with the choice between extra-
large and boat-sail-large. It’s practically a prairie dress. She’s been wearing t I-shirts underneath
all week so when she bends over setting up her camera she doesn’t give the entire male
population of Parker’s Cove a free show. Not that she has that much to show off. Plus, there’s
too much material to tuck in and she’s already been written up for tying the tails into a knot to

keep them from swinging around her hips. She sighs.

The whole week has been surreal. Monday morming rolled around and, while all the
elementary grades dutifully wore their new uniforms, only about half of the upper grade students
did. They must have thought it was a practical joke: that i+-wasn’t going 10 be enforced. They

: were pulled aside as they walked up to the school and forced to stand outside even though the
fog had rolled back in and it was raw feelind. Anyone in the uniform that tried to stop and talk to
a non-uniformed student was sent inside right away. It was strange seeing Sefiorita Soprano as an

| enforcer - Fran had her Spanish class last year and remembers her as a total pushover who carels

" more about the students liking her than learning the language.
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First bell _rang!. and the students who were pulled aside were still standing, all lined up,
outside the building. Traveling from class to c:lass{J everyone looked out the windows to see what
was happening. Nothing was happening, they were just standing there. All morning. Teachers
took shifts monitoring them. At first the students in the school were told to stop slaring out the
window and focus on their classes, but eventually even the teachers gave up on the idea of
holding a real class and joined everyone watching the non-uniformed students stamding outside,
Fran even filmed a little bit on her phone, but it doesn’t make exciting footage to see students
lined up standing stili. Some wore backpacks but others were unfortunate enough to have carried

their books loose, and they had to hold them istheiraswethe entire time,

They were marched inside at lunch and seated at two tables pulled into a back corner
away from the rest. Then it was right back outside age#n until last bell when Principal Woods
appeared for the first time that day and handed them al! blue shirts. They were released.

S
\

‘The rest of the week everybody wore their uniforms. Several don't fit well, like Fran’s,
and almost everyone has to wash it each night since they only have the one set. It’s strange
enough to have to adjust to that, but #this isr’t even-the only change at the school. Students
aren’t allowed to talk between classes, a time traditionally reserved for socializing, gossiping,
and getting out some energy before sitting still for another fifty-minute period. Instead, they were
supposed to walk, not run, to their lockers, collect the necessary books, and walk to their next
classes - silently. The first day the silence wasn’t enforced either because the teachers were

distracted playing jailer outside and didn’t have the manpower to monitor the halls, crbeeatise
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they wanted the students-ta-tatkabout-what-was-happenimrto-the-ren-untfermed-stodents, Either
way,; thatfirstddy they were allowed to behave normally, although nobody really did.

But now silence is enforced. No more shouts, slamming lockers, thumping feet. No more
jostling shoulders. No more greeting friends. Fran walks through the sifent hallway in a sea of Comment [PHS IS3]: Back to present tense?
blue, #sdshshehessarethe-w ith only 1the soft shuffle of shoes on the tile floorisg. When she

passes Mac she smiles and waves, he nods back at-er.

COREY

. [
1
Cm@;: hallway fiH with students, a sea of shifting blue, swirling together and Comment [PHS 154]: You use “sea of blue” in

the previous paragraph.
@npan before eddying in a new location downstream, a tide relentless in its puil back into the

classrooms, He likes the uniformity, the sameness they all have.

vismal,

fugs on the sleeve of hisown _~Comment [PHS IS5]: | like this wording, Great
biue shirt which his mother pressed clear of wrin t him just this morning. He starts his

unconscious routine. Tug the sleev

————n,

. Straighten the collar, Check the tuck. Center the belt

buckle. Smooth the pant. Confirm the shoe laces are tied.

He finishes with a quick pat to his hair. He thinks his new cut is more in keeping with the
uniform. Instead of wearing it nearly chin length, ignored most of the time despite it hanging
limply in his face, he cropped it. He walked into the barber shop, which was really just a

converted garage off the side of Dan Higgins® house, and announced he wanted it shaved. Dan’s

-
| jaw dropped.‘l.‘urc@' \he old man had bees—wantinewanted to cut his mop for years. Dan

practically bounced to the chair, swung a cape over Corey’s chest with z@gu)rish worthy of a bull
v
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fighter ind went to work. A quarter-inch around the sides and back, Dan called it a number two. Comment [PHS 156]; Ancther great visual
/

Then he took the scissors to the top and front, leaving it slightly longer but still well above

Corey’s eyebrows, Corey feels a lot lighter now, breezier. Present. He runs his hand up the back

of his head where the tiny bristles scratch his palm.

The halls are clearing out, just a few stragglers lefi delaying the inevitable. They move
smoothly, quietly. Corey is one of the newly-assigned ofTicial hall monitors. He has a lot of Comment [PHS IS7]: No hyphen with adverbs.
experience waltching the halls. He knows the patterns, who will try to ditch, who will cause a stir.
Mr. Baker steps out into the hall und@awdmg.nuhnmd Corey nods. and Mr. Baker
frowns but doesn’t tell Corey to get to class before reentering his classroom and shutting the door

Behindie, Corey can’t help smiling. 1t’s okay, no one is around now to see.
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*Pages extracted from middle of story.* a n

tve feens - the beilever,
own power to stand up.

FRAN

The hallway of studentso'c‘l:'essed in blue and tan is just freaky. Fran tugs at her own shirt.
She showed up late to the market last weekend af;:d was faced with the choice between extra-
large and boat-sail-large. It’s practically a prairie dress. She’s been wearing t-shirts underneath
all week so when she bends over setting up her camera she doesn’t give the entire male
population of Parker’s Cove a free show. Not that she has that much to show off, Plus, there’s

too much material to tuck in and she’s already been written up for tying the tails into a knot to

keep them from swinging around her hips. She sighs.

The whole week has been surreal. Monday morning rolled around and, while all the
elementary grades dutifully wore their new uniforms, only about half of the upper grade students
did. They must have thought it was a practical joke, that it wasn’t going to be enforced. They

L Lxvar?
were pulled aside as they walked upito the school and forced to stand outside even though the

fog had rolled back in and it wasiraw feeling/Anyone in t# uniform that tried to stop and talk to

a non-uniformed student was sent inside right away. It was strange seeing Sefiorita Soprano as an
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enforcer}' Fran had her Spanish class last year and remembercdher as a total pushover who cared

more about the students liking her than learning the language.

First bell rang and the students who were pulled aside were still Wlined u]}(

outside the building. Traveling from class to class everyone locked out the windows to see what

wwocd

was happeni(g. Nothing was happening, they were just standing er@ All morning. Teachers

took shifts monitoring them. At first thé stualg in the school were told to stop staring out the
window and focus on their classes, but eventually even the teachers gave up on the idea of
holding a real class and joined everyone watching the non-uniformed students standing outside.
Fran even filmed a little bit on her phone, but it doesn’t make exciting footage to see students
lined up standing still. Some wore backpacks but others were unfortunate enough to have carried

50

their books loose, and-they had to hold them in their arms the entire time.

They were marched inside at lunch and seated at two tables pulled into a back corner
away from the rest. Then it was right back outside again until last belbwhen Principal Woods
b
appeared for the first time that day and handed them all blue shirtsthey were released.

The rest of the week everybody wore their uniforms. Several don’t fit well, like Fran’s,
and almost everyone has to wash it each night since they only have the one set. It’s strange
enough to have to adjust to that, but it isn’t even the only change at the school. Students aren’t
allowed to talk between classes, a time traditionally reserved for socializing, gossiping, and
'gfefttm@t some energy before sitting still for another fifty-minute period. Instead, they were

s-qu_é)sed to walk, not run, to their lockers, collect the necessary books, and walk to their next
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0\.\\ R silatee .
classes —silently. The first day the silence wasn't enforceg,efmc}' because the teachers were

distracted playing jailer outside and didn’t have the manpoWér to monitor the halls, or because
they wanted the students to talk about what was happening to the non-uniformed students. Eith

way, that first day they were allowed to behave normally, although nobody really did.

But now silence is enforced. No more shouts, slamming lockers, thumping feet. No more
jostling shoulders. No more greeting friends. Fran walks through the hallway in a sea of blue,

and all she hears are the soft shuffle of shoes on the tile flooring. When she passes Mac she

A ,
smiles and waves',o he nods back at her. BuY varfue of q docd S ?c"'t'
(_ﬁ( S,ormi‘“ﬂg W ﬁmr)

COREY

Corey watches the hallway fill with students, a sea of shifting blue/(swirling together and
apart before eddying in a new location downstream, a tide relentless in its pull back into the
classrooms. He likes the uniformity, the sameness they all have. He tugs on the sleeve of his own
blue shirt which his mother pressed clear of wrinkles for him just this morning. He starts his
unconscious routine. Tug the sleeves. Straighten the collar, Check the tuck. Center the belt

buckle. Smooth the pant. Confirm the shoe laces are tied.

He finishes with a quick pat to his hair. He thinks his new cut is more in keeping with the
uniform. Instead of wearing it nearly chin length, ignored most of the time despite it hanging
limply in his face, he cropped it. He walked into the barber shop, which was really just a

converted garage off the side of Dan Higgins’ house, and announced he wanted it shaved. Dan’s
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jaw dropped. Corey knew the old man had been wanting to cut his mop for years. Dan practically
bounced to the chair, swung a cape over Corey’s chest with a flourish worthy of a bull fighter
and went to work. A quarter-inch around the sides and bac]; Dan called it a number two. Then
he took the scissors to the top and front, leaving it slightly longer but still well above Corey’s
eyebrows. Corey feels a lot lighter now, breezier. Present. He runs his hand up the back of his

head where the tiny bristles scratch his palm.

The halls are clearing out, just a few stragglers left delaying the inevitable. They move
smoothly, quietly. Corey is one of the newly-assigned official hall monitors. He has a lot of
experience watching the halls. He knows the patterns, who will try to ditch, who will cause a stir.
Mr. Baker steps out into the hall and sees Corey standing at the end. Corey nods and Mr. Baker
frowns but doesn’t tell Corey to get to class before reentering his classroom and shutting the door

/
behind him. Corey can’t help smiling. It’s okay, no oneis around now to see.

Ti(L(L\ “\C ‘, SY L oY FLOSE Lo\ CE .
“Ta, Avis bsok fiow ded’

\[@(3 NGt - -~
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Summary: Bullying is bad, and Parker’s Cove teens are ready to do something about it.
Their Anti-Bullying Club is popular — so popular, if vou’re not a member you're an oulcast.,
Five teens - the believer, the rebel, the disiflusioned, the faker, and the follower - discover their
own power to stand up.

*Pages extracted from middle of story.*

FRAN

The hallway of students dressed in blue and tan is just freaky. Fran tugs at her own shirt.
She showed up late to the market last weekend and was faced with the choice between extra-
large and boat-sail-large. t's practically a prairie dress. She’s been wearing t-shirts underneath
all week so when she bends over setting up her camera, she doesn’t give the entire male
population of Parker’s Cove a free show. Not that she has that much to show off, Plus, there’s
too much material to tuck in and she’s already been written up for tying the tails into a knot to

keep them from swinging around her hips. She sighs.

‘ The whole week has been surreal. Monday morning had rolled around. and: while all the
elementary grades dutifully wore their new uniforms, only about half of the upper grade students
did. They must have thought it was a practical joke, that it wasn’t poing to be enforced. They
were pulled aside as they walked up to the school and forced to stand outside even though the

fog had rolled back in and it was sw-raw-feeling. Anyone in-thewearing a uniform that-who

tried to stop and talk to a non-uniformed student was sent inside right away. It was strange seeing

| Sefiorita Soprano as an enforcer-; Fran had been in her Spanish class last year and temembers
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remembered her as a total pushover who earescared more about the students liking her than

learning the fanguage.

First bell rang. -ard-the students-who-were-pulled-asidewerastilstanding sl -Hnadue,
auisidethe-building—Traveling-from-classte-classeEveryone rushed out of homergom and

glanced outside on their way to first period leeked-eut-the-windews-to see what was happening.

Nothing was happening-; they-the (think of a way 10 label the non-uniformed kids) were
just standing there. All morming,.
Teachers took shifts monitoring them. At first, the students in the school were told to stop

staring out the windows and to focus on their classes, but eventually, even the teachers gave up

on the idea of holding a real class and jeiped-everrenemeandered over 1o the windows to raze

outside-watehingthe-non-uniformed-students-standing-outside. Some wore backpacks, but others

were unfortunate enouch to have carried their books logse, and they had to hold them in their

arms the entire time. Fran even filmed a little bit on her phone, but it daesn’t-didn’t make
exciting footage to see students lined up standing still. Semewera-backpacke but-atheswere
andnrrnale enaueh e hive corsed Hiednoh e SmriprdHhe booh-te-Trobd-Hrei e ie e the

entiratime:

Fhey-The rule-breakers were marched inside at lunch and seated at two tables pulled into
a back corner away from the rest. Then it was right back outside again until last bell, when
Principal Woods appeared for the first time that day and handed them all blue shirts. They were

released.
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The rest of the week, everybody wore their uniforms. Several don’t fit well, like Fran’s,
and almost everyone has to wash it each night since they only have the one set. it’s strange
enough to have to adjust to that, but it isn’t ever-the only change at the school. Students weren 't
aren’tallowed to talk between classes, a time traditionally reserved for socializing, gossiping,
and getting out some energy before sitting still for another fifty-minute period. Instead, they-we
were supposed to walk, not run, to theirour lockers, collect the necessary books, and walk to

theirour next classes——silently. The first day. the silence wasn't enforced, either because the

teachers were distracted playing jailer outside and didn’t have the manpower to monitor the
halls, or because they wanted the students to talk about what was happening to the non-
uniformed students. Either way, that first day they-we were allowed to behave normally,

although nobody really did.

But now silence is enforced. No more shouts, slamming lockers, thumping feet. No more

jostling shoulders. No more greeting friends. Fran wvalics-wove through the hallway in a sea of

blue, and all she hears are the soft shuffle of shoes on the tile flooring. When she passes Mac, she

smiles and waves. . Hhe niods back at her.

COREY

Corey watches the hallway fill with students, a sea of shifting blue, swirling together and

apart before eddying in a new location downstream, a tide relentless in its pull back into the

classrooms. He likes the uniformity, the sameness they all have, He tugs on the sleeve of his own

blue shirt which his mother pressed clear of wrinkles for him just this-that moming. He-stasts

Page 3 of 4

Formatted: Highlight
Comment [57]: Not sure about tense usage here.
Has vs had {wil! bring up during discussion)

Comment [68]: To the uniforms? To washing
them at night?

Formatted: Highlight

Comment [§9]: Em dash, not en dash {look up

| the difference on Google; Chicago Manual of Style

has a good explanation.

Cummeni [510]: What does Fran tt.ll.nl.: the
teachers think this will accomplish?

Comment [s11): Changing tha “they” to "we”
changes the narator to Fran herself,

Comment [512]: What are Fran’s thought's
about alf of this? How does it make her (esl? Pissed?

| Shotked? tr's weird?



YOUNG ADULT EXCERPT- TABOO BY JOYCE DOYLE

hHis unconscious routine kicks in. Tug the sleeves. Straighten the collar. Check the tuck. Center

the belt buckle. Smooth the pant. Confirm the shoe laces are tied.

He finishes with a quick pat to his hair. He thinks his new cut is more in keeping with the
uniform. Instead of wearing it nearly chin length, ignored most of the time despite it hanging Commestt [513]: By who? The scheci?
limply in his face, he cropped it. He walked into the barber shop, which was really just a S0 f:"'th P }I e
converted garage off the side of Dan Higgins® house, and announced he wanted it shaved. Dan’s
jaw had dropped. Corey knew the old man had been wanting to cut his mop for years. Dan had
practically bounced to the chair, swung a cape over Corey’s chest with a flourish worthy of a bull
fighter, and went to work. A quarter-inch around the sides and back, Dan called it a number two.
Then he took the scissors to the top and front, leaving it slightly longer but still well above

Corey’s eyebrows. Corey feels a lot lighter now, breezier. Present. He zurs-ran his hand up the

back of his head; where-the tiny bristles scratched his palm.

The halls are clearing out, just a few stragglers left, delaying the inevitable, They move Comment [s14): tense
smoothly, quietly. Corey is one of the newly-assigned official hall monitors. He has a lot of
experience watching the halls, He knows the patterns—who will try to ditch, who will cause a
stir. Mr. Baker steps out into the hall and sees Corey standing at the end. Corey nods and Mr.
Baker frowns but he doesn’t tell Corey to get to class. Instead, the teacher before reentering Comment [615]: Without rewording this, | was
confused about who was doing wivat.

reentered his classroom and shuttise the door behind him. Corey can’t help smiling. It’s okay, no

one is around now to see.
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