Exemplar
(Narrative from another character’s POV)
Teresa woke up on the first day of seventh grade bursting with excitement. After a long summer filled with family trips, she was excited to see her friends again. She quickly ate her breakfast and kissed her mother’s cheek before she ran out the front door to meet her friend Becky at the end of the sidewalk.
	“Good Morning Teresa,” Becky said as she hugged the girl. The two had been inseparable since the first grade, making their summer apart difficult.
	“Good morning Becky,” Teresa answered pulling away, “How was your summer?”
	The girls continued their talk as they walked to school. Teresa learned that Becky had spent the summer trying to learn how to do a cartwheel and could almost do it without help. Teresa had spent the summer with her family and reading books on ballet.
	Teresa had wanted to dance ballet for years and her mother had finally agreed to allow her to take lessons as long as she kept her grades up. She was looking forward to asking her homeroom teacher about any dance schools nearby. 
	Becky and Teresa parted ways with another hug before they went to homeroom. Teresa took a seat towards the middle of the room and pulled out her favorite novel. It was titled “Prima Ballerina” and was about a thirteen-year-old girl who went to a fancy dance school in Paris. Teresa dreamt of going to Paris to dance, it was part of the reason she had chosen French as her language class. 
	After the bell rang Teresa had a conversation with her homeroom teacher about where to go for ballet lessons. Her teacher suggested she speak to Mrs. Gaines, her old English teacher, and Mrs. Garza. She made a note to go see Mrs. Gaines before lunch and left the room, greeting Victor on her way out. 
	Victor was in her catechism classes and was nice enough, but Teresa sometimes noticed him staring at her when he thought she wasn’t looking. Today though, he was scowling, which she thought was odd but was probably a habit he picked up from his friend Michael.
	Teresa went to her math class, doodling images of the Eiffel Tower and pointe shoes in the margin of her books until the class was over. She had never really cared for math and much preferred English or French class. After math she headed to Social Studies and English, then finally she had the opportunity to go talk to Mrs. Gaines about ballet schools.
	Teresa walked into Mrs. Gaines room and smiled as she looked around. The posters and colorful paper reminded her of sixth grade.
	“Good afternoon Mrs. Gaines,” she said as she stood in front of the teacher’s desk.
	“Good afternoon Teresa,” Mrs. Gaines replied smiling, “What can I do for you?”
	Teresa explained that she was looking for a place to take ballet lessons and her homeroom teacher had told her to speak to Mrs. Gaines. Mrs. Gaines wrote down the names of three schools for Teresa and explained that she had a daughter around her age who danced as well. Teresa thanked her and headed to lunch where she ate under the plum tree with Becky. 
	“He’s doing it again,” Becky said.
	“Who’s doing what again?” Teresa asked, picking at her turkey sandwich.
	“Victor,” Becky giggled, “He’s staring at you again.”
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	Teresa’s last class was French. She looked forward to learning more of the language even though she hadn’t been very good at it last year. She took a seat near the front of the room and took out her supplies. 
	Teresa’s French teacher, Mr. Bueller, was intimidating but kind and she looked forward to another year of learning from him. He called roll and greeted the class before beginning. Teresa zoned out, thinking once again about French pastries and sunset skylines when suddenly she noticed the class had grown silent.
	Everyone was staring at Victor who was speaking French directly to Mr. Bueller. Teresa had never heard a kid speak French before and grinned ear to ear. She spent the rest of class peaking out the corner of her eye at Victor who had turned bright red in response to the attention.
	Victor ran from the classroom when the bell rang, which didn’t give Teresa enough time to ask him to help her with her French work. As she was heading over to Mr. Bueller’s desk to ask for extra help, Victor returned slightly out of breath. He reached under his chair for his math book and was startled when Teresa appeared in front of him.
	“I didn’t know you knew French”, she said, “That was good!”
	After a brief conversation, Victor agreed to help Teresa with her French work. Maybe she would be able to dance in France after all. Maybe Victor having a crush on her wasn’t so bad. 
