Did you ever do anything stupid when you were young? Sometimes we all do stupid things while trying to have fun. When I was 12, I had a friend (he was my best friend).  His name was Zizzy Zizzlefritz; he was 11 years old.  We had the best times together.  

Write one paragraph explaining the “best times” you had with your friend. 

Pick one of the items from this list as one example. 

Explain it. 

Tell a story about it. 

End it with commentary.
Sleep over pillow fights

vacation trips to Mariner games

Hanging out



playing video games

Shop-lifting



Skateboarding

Watching scary movies

riding bikes

going to “Wild Waves”

Getting chased by the cops
Going to the lake


roller blading

Getting a whipping from my dad
eating fries and drinking cokes together

1. give first example of “best times.”


2. describe (elaboration) this activity.


3. tell a story about that example.


4. conclude with a summary commentary.

One example of good times was when Zizzy took me out and taught me to shop lift. That is where one goes into a store and steals items without paying for them. Once, there was a time when we went into an old dime-store. It was easy pickings. But strangely, the store manager saw us and started to chase us. We ran out of the store with the owner chasing us. Being good runners, we enjoyed the challenge. It was great fun.
Although I thought I got away with it, my dad found out and the next day, I got quite a whipping. Not much fun.  
But all in all, it was living life to the fullest, and was one example of my “best times ever!” 

When I was 12, I had a friend (he was my best friend).  His name was Zizzy Zizzlefritz; he was 11 years old.  We had the best times together.
One time, we went to the corner restaurant for some fries and cokes. We would spend lots of time just hanging out and talking about nothing. 
Strangely enough, one time we ran out without paying, he owner of the café called the cops, and they chased us down the alleys of my neighborhood. The cops didn’t have a chance, because nobody knows the alleys and gangways of the neighborhood like two young kids. We ditched them in no time at all. 
That evening, when I came home, my dad and his belt were both waiting for me.   As it was, that afternoon, my dad stopped by the corner café for coffee while he had a smoke and read the paper. The owner, who knew my dad, and knew me too, (I don’t know why I hadn’t figured this out previously) told my dad what I had done.  
I can still remember this even today – how my best friend got me into a ton of trouble, got me a whipping, and revealed to me a cosmic truth of life: “It’s friends who get us into trouble, not enemies!”















