Angie Shaw
Story Starter

Twas the night before summer vacation. I was in my classroom. The rest of the world was gone. I was still trying to stuff all of my “stuff” into those two tiny closets. Boxes galore were lined up along the east wall, waiting to be picked up and carried to the trunk by my overtired husband.

Visions of Hawaiian Tropic dark tanning oil danced through my head but they were abruptly intercepted by thoughts of, “Where, oh WHERE did I put my gradebook????”

“Oh, NO!” I shrieked from underneath my overcrowded desk. What will I doooooooooooooo?????????????? When up on the roof top there arose a voice from on high, that said “Beware, have you finished that last progress report and turned in your inventory list to the head shed?” 

Away I flew to my mighty computer to download this last bit of information.  I tried my login, but it wouldn’t work—access denied.  At the same moment, my principal said over the intercom, “No signouts allowed without the required reports submitted.”   
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I could see my family boarding the plane without me, just as my husband asked if he should take the yellow folder he noticed under a student’s chair.   I realized that my reports had been completed earlier and I placed them in the “sunny” yellow folder to celebrate the summer vacation.
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