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I’ve imagined lots of ways to get famous. The best of all would be if I took a game-winning shot in the NBA finals. But I wouldn’t mind being a magician who slices people in half on America’s Got Talent. I’d like to set the Guinness World Record for burping the Chinese alphabet. I’ve seen lots of YouTube videos. I know what it takes to become famous.

I never, ever, imagined getting famous by playing the violin at the Brisk River Elementary School fall concert.

The concert program booklet calls it a “memorable night of musical escape.” The sweaty audience slumped on rows of metal folding chairs looks ready to escape. It feels like three hundred degrees in the school cafeteria. But “memorable”? I’m sure everyone will forget tonight as soon as they rush out the doors to the parking lot.

Ms. Sterling is waving her baton like she’s conducting the National Symphony Orchestra, not the fourth-grade orchestra. I’m sitting on the second level of the stage, melting in a white shirt, black pants, and purple clip-on bow tie. It’s extra hot because I’m wearing my basketball training jersey and shorts underneath. I ran over from the gym right after practice. And I couldn’t find my dress shoes this morning, so I’m in my sneakers. My basketball and empty water bottle are tucked under my chair.
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Our third song goes perfectly. Ms. Sterling raises her hands, soaking in the applause. Next is our finale, “Tribal Lament.” It ends with a cool drum solo by Antonio. I raise my violin to my chin. Abigail, who’s sitting next to me, starts to whisper.

“Zayd! I need more room.” She sticks her bow out so far that it almost touches my face.

“See?” she whines. “Move over!”

I scoot my chair to the right a few inches and start playing.

“I need more room!” Abigail hisses.

It looks like Abigail has plenty of room, but she’s glaring at me. So I scoot over again, way over to the edge of the riser. I shift in my seat, still playing, and then—oh no! My chair tips over and I’m falling. AHHHHH!

I see my life flashing before my eyes. Wait, no. Phew. It’s the flashes of everyone’s cameras. And then, CRASH! I land smack in the middle of the drums, barely missing Antonio. My chair clangs to the floor somewhere behind me. WHACK! My basketball smacks me on the head before bouncing into the audience.

All the music stops. I hear gasps from the crowd. Then there’s nothing but silence. Ms. Sterling rushes over to me, her face pale.

“Zayd! Are you okay? Can you move?” she shrieks.

I nod, take her hand, and slowly stand up. My shirt is untucked and a little torn, and my bright red training jersey is peeking through. My bow tie is missing. But nothing seems broken, especially not my playing arms. For playing basketball, I mean. I can’t afford to be injured. My league has tryouts coming up in just four weeks, and I have to make the gold team.

Ms. Sterling looks like she’s about to cry. I can feel everyone’s eyes fixed on me. And then, suddenly, I understand what “the show must go on” means.

I face the audience and take an extra-deep bow. Everyone cheers, whistles, and applauds. And then I actually get . . . a STANDING OVATION! I bow again and can’t help but laugh with the crowd. I rub my head where the basketball hit me, and someone from the audience throws it back to me.

As I climb back onto the risers, Abigail helps me set up my chair.

“Sorry,” she mumbles.

If you had told me I was going to be famous today, I wouldn’t have believed it. My older sister Zara posted a video of my fall on YouTube. It’s already been viewed forty thousand times. In six hours! I can only imagine how famous I’ll be by tomorrow. And in the end, this concert might actually be memorable after all.
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Today I’m on fire. Not on fire as in “stop, drop, and roll.” On fire as in completely unstoppable on the basketball court.

It’s almost the end of practice, and I’ve got a steal, six baskets, and four rebounds. All the soreness I felt the day after I fell off the stage is gone. Right now I feel amazing. This is my best scrimmage of the season.

“Stop standing!” Coach shouts. Alex and his headband dribble past four of us to score an easy layup.

I inbound the ball and run down the court. Sweat is dripping onto my face. Alex looks cool in a headband, but Zara says they make me look like a dork. So I wipe the sweat onto my sleeve.

I yank up my shorts as I run. My mom had to sew in a tighter elastic, like with most of my shorts, since the drawstring doesn’t pull. I don’t understand why they make gym shorts with fake strings that hang there, like lost shoelaces that don’t actually do anything.

Chris throws me the ball past half-court, and I dribble with my left hand. I cross over to my right to get by a defender. Then I pass it to Keanu and . . . SWISH! He hits an easy shot from right outside the paint.

Coach is nodding now, and he mutters, “All right, all right.” That’s like hearing “good job” from someone who actually praises kids. Not Coach. He groans extra loud, clamps his hands over his head, and screams at us from the sideline. Mama says he must sweat out five pounds during our games. But I get it.

Coach Wheeler lives for basketball, like me. Plus, he makes us work hard. In my old league we had a super-nice coach. But all we got was a sportsmanship award after losing every game by twenty points or more. This season I’m playing better. And we’ve been winning, too.

“Nice pass,” Keanu says to me after Coach blows the whistle.

Coach blows the whistle again, and I inbound the ball. William dribbles down to the three-point line and passes to Chris. I pause, and my brain goes into overdrive. It’s like I’m seeing everything in slow motion. I’ve been hot today. What better way to end the scrimmage, and impress Coach, than by taking a winning shot?

I glance over at Keanu, and then, instead of setting a screen, call for the ball. Chris passes it to me. I’m feeling confident as I dribble, pump fake, and launch a shot that goes straight into the hoop.
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SIZZLE.

Did I mention I’m on fire?

Coach kind of half smiles at me when I pass him to grab my water bottle from the bench. My heart beats quicker as I imagine playing this well during tryouts. If I do, I have a real chance at moving up from the D league to the gold team.

My best friend Adam is on the gold team, and it’s my dream for the two of us to play together. Plus I hate the way D league sounds. I know the D stands for “developmental,” but it’s always felt like a bad grade or something. I’m ready to go for the gold.


[image: images]

3

My dad says that good things come always in threes. Number 1: I had an awesome practice. Number 2: I spot my grandmother’s car with a giant gold-and-green “ALLAH” medallion hanging from the rearview mirror. It pulls up in the pickup lane. I can’t wait to see what number three will be.
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