“I like your glasses,” she said.
“Really?” said Tyler. “Thanks!”
At school, the teacher passed out
folders. Tyler got a yellow one. Emma
got green.
“Let’s trade!” said Tyler.
At reading time, the class gathered
in the back of the room. Tyler sat in a
rocking chair. It rocked too much. Emma
was on the couch.
“Let’s trade!” said Emma.
The bell rang at the end of the day. As
Tyler hurried to the bus, he had another
case of what-ifs.
What if he saved Emma a seat? What
if she sat beside him? What if they talked
about school?
Tyler slid over to the window. He held
his breath, hoping Emma would sit
next to him. She did! Then she put her
lunchbox on the f loor beside his. They
talked and laughed.

Only
one seat
was left.

Let’s Trade!
Tyler waited at the bus stop on his

first day of school. He had a bad
case of what-ifs.
What if someone made fun of his
eyeglasses? What if he got sick on the
bus? What if he had to sit next to a girl?
What if he couldn’t make a friend?

What if he couldn’t
make a friend?
The bus pulled up and Tyler climbed
on. He looked up and down the aisle.
Only one seat was left—next to a girl
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wearing a sunshine-yellow dress and
a yellow headband. She had a yellow
lunchbox on her lap. Tyler rolled his eyes
and plopped down.
The bus rocked and swerved. Tyler
held his stomach and looked over at the
open window.
The girl who loved yellow looked at
Tyler. “Let’s trade,” she said.
At the next stop, Tyler and the girl
traded seats. He took deep breaths of
fresh air.
“My name is Emma.”
“I’m Tyler.”

“Let’s
trade!”
Tyler almost missed his stop. He
grabbed his lunchbox and rushed off
the bus.
“Tyler!” Emma yelled out the window.
She held up his green lunchbox.
Tyler looked down at the yellow one
in his hand. “Tomorrow we’ll trade!”
he yelled back.

“Tyler!”

