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Mom always says that Miguel and I are like two 

peas in a pod, but I like to say we are as tight as 

last summer’s T-shirts.  

	 Since I was three years old, it was Miguel 

and me against the world. Well, not really 

against it; maybe just him and me in the world.  

Anyway, it was always him and me. Now it’s just 

me.

	 Miguel is now living in a town more than 

three hours away. I used to be able to ride my 

bike to his house in under ten minutes. To get 

to his new house, I would need to ride my bike, 

two city buses, and a ferryboat (and Dad won’t 

let me go by myself). 

	 So now who will I BRO out with every 

day? Who will laugh at my hilarious but 

sometimes weird jokes? Miguel seems to be 

the only person who realizes how funny I am.  

When will I get to talk to him again?  	

	 I guess we will just have to figure out how 

to be long-distance friends FOREVER. 





	 The last seventeen times that I made a new 

friend, Miguel was standing right by my side, 

AND he did all of the talking. The time before 

that was when I met Miguel, and he did all of 

the talking that time too.  

	 I met Miguel in preschool. In our 

classroom, the cubbies were arranged in 

alphabetical order. Miguel’s cubby was right 

next to mine, since we are both M’s. 

	 On Monday, Miguel said, “Hi!” I just stared 

at him. On Tuesday, Miguel said, “Hi, Max!” 

I smiled nervously and ran over to the train 

table. On Wednesday, Miguel said, “Hey, cool 

ninja shirt!” I looked down at my shirt, looked 

back up at Miguel, and just nodded my head in 

agreement.  

	 On Thursday, Miguel pointed to my 

lunchbox and asked, “Hey, buddy, what’s for 

snack today?” (His dad told him that if he asked 

me a question, he would be able to get me 

talking.)  









	 OK. I think it’s time to give you the full Max 

experience …	


