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SUGGESTED LEarninG STraTEGiES: Think-Pair-Share

AcTiviTy

A b o u t  t h e  A u t h o r

named California Teacher of the Year in 2007, alan 
Lawrence Sitomer writes novels for young adults in 
addition to teaching. He writes from a part of himself, he 
says, that “wants to inspire other people to be the best 
they can be, no matter the adversity they face nor the 
hurdles they are forced to climb.” He hopes his books 
encourage readers “to find the strength to battle on when 
times get tough.”

Ditching

S h o r t  S t o r y

 
(From The Classroom of Life)
by Alan Lawrence Sitomer 

“Wanna ditch today?” Geoffrey Peterson asked me. “We’ll blow 
this place and head to my house. It’ll be cool.” Geoff asked me this 
question at 7:28 a.m. Come 7:30, the bell would ring and then 
adults from all over would start rushing us to class. It was a now-or-
never decision. 

“Sure,” I said. I’d never ditched before. Sounded like fun. We 
walked for 45 minutes. “Man, you live far,” I said. 

“Relax, we’re here,” he said as he turned the key. “My mom’s at 
work. She won’t be home till ‘bout 4:30. The place is all ours.”  

First thing we did was eat. But Geoff didn’t really have any good 
food. There were no frozen pizzas or microwave burritos—just 
cereal, but no milk. I thought about pouring water on a bowl of 
Froot Loops—all he had was water and ketchup—but that 
seemed gross so I decided to snack on fat-free 
tortilla chips. That’s the only thing Geoff 
had that I thought I’d like, a 2-pound bag 
of fat-free tortilla chips.  

We turned on the TV. I never 
realized how many dumb shows 
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were on in the morning. Lots of shows about lots of women talking 
about lots of problems. Finally we decided to watch a program 
where old people played grocery games to win a washing machine. 
Dumb! I looked at the clock, it was only 8:53 a.m., and already I 
was bored. I still had more than six hours to go. We decided to play 
video games. Geoff had weak vids though, stuff I’d played over and 
over again about a hundred million times. After two and a half 
hours, I was bored again. And hungry too. But not that hungry, 
‘cause it seems I had eaten about a pound and three-quarters of 
fat-free tortilla chips. A gross, nasty taste sat on my tongue. Wow, 
could I have used a Pepsi. But Geoff didn’t have any Pepsi, just 
water and ketchup. I thought about leaving, but where would I go? 
Back to school? No, I’d get in trouble. To the park? No, we could get 
caught by someone. To a friend’s house? No, all my friends were at 
school.  

I was SO bored. The only excitement in the next few hours 
came when the mailman showed. Geoff and I hid behind the couch, 
thinking he might try to bust us or something, but he never even 
looked in the window. He just dropped off some letters and left. 
One o’clock. Nothing happened. Two o’clock. Nothing happened. 
Three o’clock finally came. I opened the front door to his house 
and felt the sun for the first time that day. I had a headache and 
wanted to throw up. It was like I’d been trapped in a shoebox all day 
and I needed my toothbrush in the worst way. “How was school, 
honey?” my mom asked when I walked in the door. For a moment 
I panicked. I thought it was a trick question. “F-f-fine,” I said 
nervously, waiting for her to explode with rage. “That’s nice,” she 
answered, folding a pile of laundry. Turns out my mom never knew 
the difference.   

The next day I found out our science teacher, Mr. Roddy, had 
brought a live tarantula to class and let it walk across his face. And 
Mrs. Ingram, the math teacher, broke her heel and fell down in 
front of everyone. Plus, I got an F on a pop quiz for English that I 
totally would have aced, and I didn’t get to see Amanda Byrnes, a 
girl I had a huge crush on, all day. Big bummer. Later that week, 
when I saw Geoff at 7:28 a.m., I hustled into class before he could 
see me. And I never ate fat-free tortilla chips again. 
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 My Notes

Commas in prose signify 
a pause. Writers use 
commas to:
•  separate elements in a 

series of more than one 
adjective,

•  construct complex 
sentences,

•  set off parenthetical 
phrases (which can 
be omitted from the 
sentence without 
changing its meaning),

•  separate quoted 
material.

&Grammar    UsaGe
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