
Your character has to lose sight or sound. Choose one. 
Now put him/her in a challenging situation. 
 
This needs to be at least TWO pages in length. Do NOT 
cut corners! 
 
Deaf 

● New school; dealing with bullies 
● Trying to go somewhere with friends; concert, 

shopping 
● Airport by yourself 
● Alone in house/scary; things are getting moved but 

you dont hear when it happens 
 

Character: 
● Male 
● Middle or Elementary/Primary school 
● Kari (Monrow??) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Classroom 2-E at Westbury Middle School was roudier than usual. 
They heard rumor that a new student was coming to the school, let alone 
joining their class. 

“I hope it’s a cute girl!” One of the boys laughed. 
“Humph! There’s plenty of cute girls to choose from!” A girl 

commented. They laughed. 
Suddenly, the teacher walked in, a short, skinny boy following 

nervously behind. The teacher clapped twice, telling the students to calm 
down. 
 

As I followed my new teacher into the classroom, I glanced up. Kids 
were out of their seat and their lips were moving. I wonder what they’re 
talking about. As I stood next to the teacher at the front of the room, the 
other students got in their seats and stopped moving their lips. They paid 
close attention to the teacher, and I glanced over to see that his lips were 
forming words, though I wasn’t entirely sure what he was saying. After a 
moment, everyone turns their attention to me. I suppose that’s my queue. 

Nervously, I turn to the chalkboard, grabbing a piece of chalk. I hate 
the feeling of chalk. I begin to write. 

My name is Kari Monrow. From today forward, I will be 
attending your class. I am deaf, but I hope that doesn’t keep us from 
becoming friends. 
I placed the chalk down and turned back around, noticing a few 

people turning to those near them, shielding their lips. I look to the teacher 
and he motions me to an empty desk in the second row, next to a boy who 
didn’t seem particularly pleased that I was going to sit next to him. 

Nonetheless, I smiled awkwardly and walked to the seat. I set down 
my books and papers and take a seat. I glance around for a brief moment. 
People were still looking towards their friends, keeping their mouths from 
my view. I turn forward and look at the teacher.  

As class proceeded, I wrote down what the teacher wrote on the 
board, being careful to write neatly. As I followed along, I occasionally 
glanced from side to side, realizing I had significantly less written than 



others. So, as everyone was ready to leave the class for lunch, I wrote a 
small note to the person who sits next to me: 

I don’t mean to bother you, but you you think I could look at  
your notes? I’m not sure that i have everything. 
I handed the note to the boy with a soft smile. Instead of lending me 

his notes, however, he glared at me as he crumbled up the note and 
followed everyone out of the room, tossing the paper into the garbage. 
Gathering up my things, I decided I would write a note for my teacher later, 
asking him for the rest of the notes. 

I was the last person out of the room, stepping into the crowded 
hallway. I wasn’t quite sure where the cafeteria was, so I just relied on 
following the crowd. As I walked, I felt distracted, wondering as to why the 
boy crumbled up my note.  

I knew being distracted wasn’t smart, and I bumped into someone, 
falling and watching as my things were scattered across the hallway. I 
quickly begin to gather it all up, careful not to bump into anyone else. I 
stood up and turned to the other boy, noticing he had been trying to say 
something to me. 

I tense a bit, almost feeling bad. I struggle to get a piece of paper 
from my messy binder, then pulling a pencil from my pencil bag. He looks a 
bit confused as i attempt to write neatly on the paper, sticking out my 
tongue a bit. It’s habit. I handed him the sloppily written note with a nervous 
smile. 

Could you write down what you said? 
He looked at me confused as I handed him the pencil. He quickly 

wrote and handed the paper back. He had very clean cursive writing. 
I was just apologizing for knocking you over. 

I smiled a bit and looked at him as a way of trying to get the point 
across that it was no problem. I then remembered I never ate lunch, so I 
turned around, waving goodbye to the boy before hurrying down the hall. 

The lunch room was very crowded, no empty table and hardly any 
chairs. I suddenly wasn’t very hungry, but I know I need to eat. I get into the 
almost empty line and follow as they walk down the line, getting food. I’m 



not quite sure what it was, but I didn’t really care. I then started to look for 
an open seat. Only seeing ones at crammed tables, I start to get nervous. I 
know I can’t just go sit down somewhere, so I continue to awkwardly stand 
there. 

Suddenly, I feel a hand on my shoulder, startling me and causing me 
to drop my tray. My face turns bright red because I know people are looking 
at me. I turn towards whoever the hand had belonged to, seeing that it was 
just my teacher. He gave me a nervous smile and motioned me back to the 
lunch line, waving over one of the janitors to clean up the mess.  

I got another tray of food, then my teacher walked me back to his 
room, letting me eat in there. As I ate, the teacher left me alone. I finished 
up quickly then got out a piece of paper, asking him about the notes I had 
missed. He gave me a smile as he read the note, nodding and writing down 
what I didn’t have. I took the notes with a smile before heading back to my 
seat. And soon, class began once more. 

 


