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Dear Whatever,
[bookmark: _GoBack]The thing that happened today was almost unexplainable. A short summary is that it includes one ordinary morning at boring old school with an ordinary old library teacher and a weird flu thing.
A longer and more detailed summary is that I was reading quietly in the library. It was a nice day, the sky was nice and bright, and everything was normal. Miss Wells, the librarian, was sitting quietly behind the counter. I put my book away, and was just about to reach for another book when my sneakers, firmly planted on the ground, lost its weight. It was the first time I met the Gravity Flu. He was a little clumsy toddler, always wanting to play with my weight. The world seemed to shift downwards – but it was quite some time before I realised the world wasn’t shifting down. I was floating. My stomach turned and twisted as the Flu playfully pulled me higher and higher, until I was almost going to crash into the ceiling! I braced myself for the impact, and it came. It broke the glass ceiling above. I glanced down, almost choking at the sight of Miss Wells’ expression: a disgusting mixture of horror and shock. Her face was scrunched up, glaring at me as if I were a witch. Her eyes almost seemed to radiate a powerful red as she glared harder when I gave her a little wave. The next thing I heard was a screech that vibrated throughout my whole brain; a screech that echoed through the whole school; a screech that screeched, ‘YOU BITCH!!!’
I stayed up in the ceiling, surrounded by shards of glass, with the glare of Miss Wells on my feet for an extremely long time. I was really bored and embarrassed. My cheeks were flushed, and I was breathing hard. The tips of my fingers tingled, and I felt really sick. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the Flu got bored and whisked off to find another game, leaving me floating down from the ceiling. I collided with the ground, and Miss Wells stared at me. She lifted a trembling finger at the door and hissed, ‘Out.’ I limped out, extremly confused with a spinning mind and no idea of what was going on.
I honestly don’t think I will ever be allowed in the library anymore – not that I would’ve wanted to, now that Miss Wells screams at the sight of me. It would be a miracle if she doesn’t utter a word and let me in the library with a smile, just like in the old days.
