


Hi, I’m Flounce. The monthly open mic night is coming up, and my friend 
Gus and I like to participate. I  recite my own poetry, while Gus likes to do 
really funny stand up comedy.

I’m on my way to Gus’ house so we can practice together. It can be really 
scary to perform something you’ve created to a live audience, so it’s very 
important that I practice as much as I can. 



Gus and I will practice and practice and practice.  It’s not all just hard work 
though!  I get to hang out with one of my best friends, hear their hilarous 
jokes, and get really good feedback from someone I trust.

We practice so much that before we know it, it’s dark outside and time to 
go home.  As I walk, I think about the future. Gus was really funny and I 
feel like maybe my poetry isn’t up to par.  I begin to think “did I do enough?”



By the time I get home, it is quite late... But I can’t help but feel that I need 
to work some more! I sit at my desk and work some more, and some 
more, and some more until... Oh no...

As I keep trying to push myself to do more, I start to feel funny and scared, 
and all of a sudden I feel my head going up up up until I can’t even see 
what I was working on!



As I stand all alone in space, I begin to think sad thoughts, “maybe I’m not 
meant to do poetry,” “no one would want to hear your work anyways,” and 
“wow I feel lonely.” But all of a sudden I hear some voices from below...

From all the way back down on the ground, I hear my friends yelling at me! 
I hear words of encouragment, words of love, words of power, and words 
of understanding... As I take in their words, I feel myself calm down...



And I’m brought 
back down...

...With all my friends!




