Strength
By Chloe 

Hi! I'm Michael, a normal 12-year-old kid- but with a super power! No, I can't fly.... or be invisible.... I have a super power called strength! No- I can't lift up cars; you see my story starts 5 years ago.... 

You have heard the expression quiet as a mouse, well that has always been me! If someone looked my way or asked me a question, I would always feel a hot redness creep onto my cheeks. I would muddle my words and look at the ground. I always managed to blend into the background but then the dreaded day arrived- our class had to do the assembly. Mrs Lampsy said everyone would have a speaking part. EVERYONE?! I tried to get my mum to write a note that I was sick that day but she wouldn’t crack. “This will be good for you Michael,” she said. 

The night before the assembly was the opposite of the night before Christmas. I was not excited for the next day and I did not want to get to sleep so the night would be longer and that dreaded time would be further away. It was around midnight when the house went quiet. I knew I was the only person awake out of my family of 5. I decided to try to get some sleep and told myself, tomorrow will be fine. 

As I stepped up cautiously on the stage making sure not to make a fool of myself before I had even started. I squeaked, I knew it, I blew it! Then suddenly this voice came out of me. I couldn’t believe it. All these people’s lines came out of me. Even though I ruined the assembly at least I found my voice... 

[bookmark: _GoBack]No more quiet mouse, these days I’m more like a trumpeting elephant making myself heard!  
  

