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An ordinary balloon, tied to Helen’s wrist, sees the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade. Look at all those balloons, says the ordinary balloon. One of these days, I’m going to be in the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade. 

Please, says another ordinary balloon. You? In the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade? Come on. 

It’ll happen, says the ordinary balloon. Wait and see.  

Hey, hey. This balloon thinks he can become a part in the parade. 

The Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade? Please, says a yellow balloon. 

I hear ya. 

Just because you two think I can’t get in, doesn’t mean I won’t. 

Big dreams never come true, says the yellow balloon. 

Hey, if I can get in, says the ordinary balloon, anyone of us can get in. All I have to do is talk to the man in charge.  

And you are, asks the man in charge.  

I’m a balloon, said the ordinary balloon. 

An ordinary balloon. 

I can’t help being me.  

Have you done anything special? 

No. 

No? 

That’s right. No. I be me. 

You be you. Ordinary. We don’t deal with ordinary balloons. We deal with special balloons. 

But the world is made of ordinary balloons. 

Our parade isn’t the world. Our parade is special. And it’s filled with special balloons. 

I, says the ordinary balloon. 

But the man with glasses interrupts him, saying, You will leave. You have wasted my time, Mr. Ordinary Balloon. 

But it’s ok to be ordinary, says Helen. 

Let’s just go, says the ordinary balloon. I just don’t want to be here anymore. 

Ordinary balloons, says the man in charge, are nothing special. 

The ordinary balloon looks at Helen, who’s crying and sniffling in Central Park. What’s wrong, asks the ordinary balloon. 

I’m lost. 

You’re not the only one, says Peter. 

You’re lost, too, asks the ordinary balloon, who then looks at the other kids, Are you kids lost, too? All of you?

Yeah, they say. 

Well, I’ll guide you back to where your parents are. Would you like that? 

Yeah, they say.  

Follow me, says the ordinary balloon. I remember the way. 

The kids follow the ordinary balloon back to their parents.  

Look, says Peter’s mom, a balloon. 

Mommy, yells Peter. 

Peter, yells Peter’s mom, Peter!

The other parents call to their child. Monica, yells one parent. Henry, yells another. 

The kids run to their parents. 

Are you ok, asks Helen’s mom. 

I was scared, says Helen. 

We were scared, too, says Helen’s mom. We didn’t know where any of you were. 

If it wasn’t for my balloon, says Helen, we never would’ve made it. 

The parents and kids thank the ordinary balloon. Thank you, ordinary balloon, thank you. 

The man in charge sees the ordinary balloon. Why hello there, Mr. Ordinary Balloon. 

Why it’s the man who said no, says the ordinary balloon. 

I said it then, but I’m not saying it now. 

Really? 

That’s right. Mr. Ordinary Balloon, would you like to be apart of the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade? 

I would love to, said the ordinary balloon, but only if I can bring some friends. 

If they’re anything like you, we’d love to have them. 

Don’t worry. They’re all as ordinary as I am. 

The ordinary balloon and his ordinary balloon friends march in the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade. 

Look, look, says a green balloon tied to a kid’s wrist. A balloon, just like me. Finally.  
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All I want is a class pin, says Holly Go Holly, yelling, Is that too much to ask? 

And they did so much work being good, too. 

But Little Suzy was a natural and earned a class pin. 

It’s frustrating being passed over, yet again. 

So, she yelled, I don’t care about no class pin. 

But what does that mean, her classmates ask her. 

Are you going to do bad things, they ask her. 

Are you going to...and they give examples. 

But she says, No! No no no! 

Instead of doing these bad things, she continues to do some good things. 

But Little Suzy is a natural. Doing even better things. 

But when it comes around to handing out the class pin, the teacher hands it to Little Suzy. 

She claps, I’m happy for you. 

You are? 

Yes I am. And she was honest, living up to the word. 

What about now, her classmates ask her. Are you going to do them now — those bad things — those really baaad things you used to do? 

No I’m not. 

And she continued to do good things. 

But Little Suzy is a natural. 

She does even better things. 

But when it came around to handing out the class pin, the teacher hands it NOT TO LITTLE SUZY but Holly Go Holly.  

But...why, she asks her teacher. Suzy did better than me.  

Yes, says her teacher, but I thought you deserved it more. 

She looks at her class pin. 

A class pin, she says. 

And her classmates say, Are you stopping? 

Stopping, she says. Why would I stop? 

Because you got your class pin. 

But I do what I do because I love it. I am my class pin. I don’t need one to prove it. 

And THAT, says her teacher, Mr Goodyear, is why I gave it to you. 

It’s not fun being looked over. And Little Suzy took it personally. And she stopped doing good things. 

I thought you were a natural, says a classmate. 

A natural, says Little Suzy. A natural wouldn’t do it for the class pins. 

They all gasped, Little Suzy, I’d never. 

Well it’s true, says Little Suzy. 
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