What I’m Thankful For (A True Story)
by Lily Thornington, 6th Grade

	In the morning, someone is always there for you.  Your parents and your siblings.  Your sister may even be running around the kitchen screaming about a missing hair brush. Yeah, I get it every morning.  But, those of use who discourage ourselves aren’t doing anyone any good whatsoever. Some of us wake up, and are ready for a lot of things to happen.  And those people are worth being thankful for.
	Its one thing to be thankful for the people you love.  People who may not even have to be family yet, but people who love you, and see you in a completely different way.  They are interested in you, when most of everyone is turning away.  And you don’t even have to be smart for that person to stay for more than just a second.  You don’t have to worry about them discouraging you.  They want you.  All you need to feel is good, and in love, and safe.  But, its another thing to be thankful for the people in this world itself because people can be more then just ordinary. 
	I met Harriet when I was sitting alone, and kind of feeling angry a bit.  You meet people when you least expect it.  She was someone who was worth meeting.  Sometimes they are quiet, and sometimes they are joyous and happy.  Sometimes, you can see that the kid is extra ordinary.  Harriet had red hair and beautiful brown eyes.  I knew when I met her that she was always trying her best at heart.
	She smiled, and she was so very interested in the horse books that she had picked up from the library.  “Do you like horses?  They’re my favorite!  This one is silly!  Look, it’s the same picture!”  She giggled, and you could tell she was pushing herself forward.  She was an amazing girl, who was doing what I always had a problem doing.  She was making a new friend, and she wasn’t at all nervous.  “I’m in second grade, you know,” she said.
	“You’re getting older, aren’t you?  All grown up!” I said.
	She laughed and nodded her head.  She would make jokes, and be the brightest soul you could ever imagine.  She had something about her that I just didn’t see in a lot of people.  She had self-confidence.  She loved school, and I know she makes lots of friends at school, and might I say, if I was in her class, I sure would want to be her friend.  I just wish there were more people like that in the world.  So confident about thei rinterests, and so kind at heart.  Her parents must be so proud of her.
	She smiled again, and she picked up her backpack, and I stood up allowing her to get out of the seat.  Then, she made it halfway out into the aiseld, and then she gave me a big hug.  “Thanks…” she started.  “Lily,” I answered.  I was so happy, I could have cried.  I was so happy to have met someone like her.  I wouldn’t trade that moment for the world.
She ran off the bus and into her father, and she smiled back at the bus, waving at me.  I smiled again, feeling brighter then I had just about ten minutes ago.  So, I’m thankful for that.  People who love somone so much, people who are loyal and sociable.   Where nothing is crepuscular.  I wish everyone could see the world that way.  Because those people are going to change the world someday.  
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