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My name is LQU f 5 . People say I erupt a lot. I don’t think I do...T have a lot to say,
and all of my words are Y€ important to me.



de down onto my tongue.

Then they sli

I head

Just pop into my

When other people talk, words



My tummy starts to {" U M\'?l €, and then it starts tojr“\"%\ €.
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my important words up against my teeth, and then...

My tongue pushes all of
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Words just explode out of my mouth. My mouth is a volcano

I
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In class, my teacher says that when we want to say something, we are supposed to look at
she calls on us. I tried that. After I waited patiently for

my important words slid down from my head onto my tongue.
9

her, raise our hand, and wait until
what seemed like 62 years,



My tummy started to m\ylb,

10

and then it started toaf" am\z\e. My words began to
wiggie, and then they did the JZ'%BJC - My tongue pushed all of my important words into
my teeth and my volcano erupted!



My teacher was less than
pleased. She erupted me nght

back! “I know-what you are

saying is very important to you,

Louis, but since it is not an

emergency, you'll have to wait

| until I call on you, .




At day care, we were sitting on the rug, listening to Miss Polly read us a story about

planting trees. All of a sudden I thou

ght about the time my grandpa and I planted six trees
in his front yard!

12,



My important words slid down from ﬁy head onto my tongue. My tummy started to

e. My words began to Wi '39]6, and then they

Y u m\ylb, and then it started to:j’"um
ds into my teeth and my

did the ji33!€. My tongue pushed all of my important wor

volcano erupted!
13
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I got a time out.

It was my volcano’s fault.
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During dinner, Mom and Dad were talking about paying the bills. Then I thought about
¢ inside of a bubble when he chews 2 pieces of bubble

my friend Bill. Bill can blow a bubbl
gum. Now that is \’U“Iﬁ’ important!! My important words about Bill slid down from my

head onto my tongue.
13



My tummy started to V" U H’JHQJ, and then it started tok‘jrurﬂu& My words began to

wWig9l€, and then they did the‘j'éagle. My tongue pushed all of my very important words
into my teeth and my volcano erupted!
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“Louis!” my mom said. “You interrupted
AGAIN! If somebody else is talking, and you
don’t have an emergency, you have to wait for

your tur....”
“But Mom! My words...they slide down from
my head onto my tongue, then my tumimy

starts to rum....

_“Loms you did it agam”!









The next day at school was my very important day.
I had been waiting for about 126 weeks to be the
“Student Star” of my class. This was \"])’ special
moment. I got to share a poster with my class that
had pictures of all my favorite things.




I stood up in front of my class and began to tell them about the time I went fishing.
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Halfway through my story, Richard started to tell everyone about when he went deep-sea

fishing in Mexico. His story must have been better than mine because everyone started to
look at him. He was stealing my important words!!!!

2.2,



“Richard,” said my teacher, “you just interrupted Louis. Please wait until he is finished talking,

and then he might call on you.”
I couldn’t believe how rude that was of Richard. He erupted ME! That REALY made me angry.
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After talking about my fishing trip, T started to explain the x-ray of my broken arm.

Just as I was getting to the good part, Courtney started to tell the class about when she
broke her leg.

2%




“Courtney,” said my teacher, “you
just interrupted Louis. Please wait
until he is finished talking, and

then he might call on you.”

I couldn’t believe how rude that was
of Courtney. She started talking
right during my fifteen minutes

of fame! She ruined my important
words. She almost stole my moment.




When I got home, I told my mom about Rude Richard and Rude Courtney.

“Now you know how we feel when you interrupt us,’

> said my mom.
“I never thought about that.”

2.6
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“I just get so excited and my words, they just pop into my head.
Then they slide down onto my tongue. My tummy starts to (" U mbl ",
and then it starts to 9" urp\e . My words begin to W{g 3[6, and then
they do the jisl?le. Then, my tongue pushes all of my important
words up against my teeth, and I erupt!
Words just explode out of my mouth.
My mouth is a volcano!!!”
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“Maybe Richard and Courtney have volcanoes in their mouths, too,” my mom replied.

“I never thought about that.”




“Well, son, the next time your ‘important words’ are pushed into your teeth by your tongue,
bite down hard and don’t let them out. Then take a deep breath and push your words out
through your nose. Then when it is your turn to talk, take a deep breath and breathe them
back into your mouth.”

“Will that work?” I asked.

“Only if you make it work,” said my mom.
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That night at the dinner table, my sister Sylvia was in the middle of one of her | ON G
“girl” stories, when my important words began to slide down from my head and my
volcano started to do its thing. Just as my tongue started to push my words out through
my teeth, I bit down really hard. Then I breathed my words out through my nose.
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As soon as my sister finished talking, I took a deep breath, and back in went the words.
I was amazed that they had just hung around outside my mouth and didn’t float away.

Then I told my story, and nobody got mad at me for erupting.
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