It’s seven-thirty in New York City. I am on my way home after going to the movies with some friends. “Oh my gosh it’s cold out here,” my friend Chelsea says. “Well, maybe you should have brought a heavier jacket,” my friend Robert says playfully. The six of us keep walking. Then we hear a weird noise. Before anyone could ask what that was, a family of three walked out of the alley. There were two parents and a little boy who looked about six. I could tell that they were living in the alley. “Well, I should probably get going,” Catherine said. After she said that I heard a couple of “Me, toos.” Chelsea looked at me and said,” See you tomorrow, Ansley.” I waved bye to her and she left.
The family was walking back into the alley. “Hey wait,” I called to them. They all came back out and looked at me. I reached into my purse and pulled out my wallet. I got out a five dollar bill and handed it to the man. The woman looked at me and said, “Thank you very much.” After that all three of them walked back into the alley.
By the time I got to my loft it was eight fifteen. “Ansley! Thank goodness. I thought you got lost.” “ Mom, calm down. I had my phone.”
“I know. That’s why I called it, but it went straight to your voicemail.”
“That’s because I forgot to turn it back on after the movie. Look, I’m really tired from school, so I am going to go take a shower, read a little bit and go to bed.”
When I was eating my cereal Monday morning I thought about the family. They reminded me a little bit of what we are talking about in religion class at school. It’s funny that there are so many people in New York and yet, no one has started an organization to help people in poverty. 

Knock, Knock! “Come in,” I yell. “ Good morning. Are you ready?” Chelsea asks as she walks in the door. “Yeah, just let me grab my backpack.” I grabbed my backpack and headed to school with Chelsea.
“Some of the root causes of poverty are.....” We are listening to some people that came to our school to talk to us about poverty. After we listen to the speakers we are going to enter a contest . You can write songs, short stories, poems, draw a picture, and do other things.
“Did you guys listen to those speakers during Religion?” my friend Lauren asked Chelsea and me. We both nodded. “Tomorrow we are starting on a project for a contest,” Chelsea informed the rest of our table. “Awesome. Ansley, what are you going to do?” Liliana asked me. “I’m not sure.” I thought back to that family that we saw Friday night. I wonder if I could do something...... “Ansley!” “What? Sorry I was just thinking about the contest.” 

I kept thinking of ideas on the way home from school. Chelsea had gymnastics, so we couldn’t walk home together. I was half way home when I realized where I was. I was by the alley that the family came out of Friday night. Then, I heard a thump and I saw a red ball roll out of the alley. I picked it up before it rolled out into the street. The little boy ran out of the alley. The boy stopped in front of me. “Hi. I’m Ansley. Is this your ball?” I asked him. The boy nodded and said, “Are the girl that gave my daddy five dollars?” “Yes.”
“My name is Matt.”
“Hi Matt, I could play with you if you want me to.” His face lit up and I knew that meant yes. I sent my mom a text that said I would be home a little late. I played with Matt for about twenty minutes. Then his mom came out of the alley and said, “Matt, what have you been.....Oh, I’m sorry I thought he just ran off.” “It’s fine. I should have told him to tell you what he was doing.” “No, it’s quite alright. My Name is Amy Brown.”
“I’m Ansley Miller.” I sat and talked to Amy and played with Matt for a while. I looked at the time on my phone and I thought I should probably go. Then the man that I gave the five dollars to came into the alley. “Hi Charlie,” Amy said,” This is Ansley. She has been here for about forty minutes talking to me and playing with Matt.” “Hello young lady. Are you the girl that handed me five dollars?” I nodded. I really should go I thought. Then I got an idea. “I should probably get going. If you want I could call my mom and see if you could come for dinner.” “Mommy can we?” Matt asked his mom. “I guess so.”
I pulled out my phone and called my mom. When I asked her she said, “Yes, of course.” I told Charlie, Amy, and Matt and we left.
When we got to the loft, my mom was in the kitchen, my brother, Tony, was sitting on the floor playing with cars, and my dad was watching the Olympics. “Hey. I’m home.” My mom and dad came over to me. “Mom, Dad, this is Charlie, Amy, and Matt Brown.” They all shook hands and then we went into the kitchen to eat.
While we were eating I learned that Charlie was a construction worker and Amy works part time at Target. I also learned that they were actually living in the alley. The adults sat and talked about jobs while Matt and Tony were talking about cars. After dinner, the Browns said that they should go. “Why don’t they stay here?” I blurted out. “Oh, no. We don’t want to overstay our welcome,” Amy said. “No, really Amy please. It would be our pleasure,” my mom told her. After a few more “No we couldn’ts” and “It’s our pleasures” we finally convinced them to stay.
Tuesday in Religion class we were supposed to be thinking about something we could do for the contest. We had to do something even if it wasn’t going to be entered in the contest. I couldn’t think of anything to do. So I just sat there with a blank page for forty-five minutes. When I got home from school Charlie, Amy, and Matt were still there. I soon found out that my mom had convinced them to stay a little bit longer. It was nice to have them around. As it turns out, Amy is really good at math. So when I needed help that night on my math I just went to her for help. Wednesday morning when I was eating breakfast I got an idea for the contest.  So, that day in Religion I went up to Mrs.Kreh and said,” I have an idea for the poverty project but, I can’t exactly enter it in a contest.” “Well, what is it?” she asked. “I want to do a few fundraisers and give them to families in poverty. Maybe even see if we can find some jobs for them.” “That is a very tall order but, I guess you could do that. If you want to, you can get together some friends and tomorrow you and your friends can meet in here to discuss what you are going to do.” “Great,” I told her.
By Thursday, I had Chelsea, Robert, Catherine, Liliana, Emmet, Blake, Lauren, Jacob, and a few others. By the end of class we decided to do a bake sale, a car wash, and we are going to do a talent show that we can sell tickets for. “I think that we came up with some really good ideas. Now we need to work on getting people to help us.” We kept working on it all week. We arranged our bake sale to be held in the cafeteria on Monday. Monday morning people brought in a lot of brownies, cupcakes, and other sweet treats. By the end of the day we had raised two hundred and forty-six dollars. I was really happy. “Ok, next we have to work on the car wash and the talent show. What if we held auditions for the talent show on Friday?” I asked everyone.
“Ok. But we need to figure out how much the tickets are going to be,” Emmet pointed out.
“How about five dollars for kids and ten dollars for adults?” Blake suggested. 
“I think that is a great idea. When are we going to do the car wash? I think we could probably do it next weekend. The weather is warming up,” I told everyone. We all agreed to do the car wash next week.

The car wash was a very big success. We raised four hundred and fifty-three dollars. Now, the next thing on our list was the talent show. The talent show went great. We raised almost seven hundred dollars. There were so many people. We ran out of seats so some people even sat on the floor if they had to. Throughout the period of about two and a half weeks we raised about one thousand four hundred dollars.
When we (my mom, Dad, Tony, and I) got home from the talent show the Browns were sitting on the couch watching T.V. I got the envelope out of my purse that I put in there after the talent show. “Charlie, Amy I want you guys to have this,” I told them and handed them the envelope. When they opened the envelope their faces filled with shock. “Thank you Ansley but, we really can’t take this money,” Charlie said.
“There is seven hundred in there. We gave the other seven hundred to a charity. We raised this money for you. We also got both of you a job. Well, a better one. Amy, we got you one teaching fifth grade math at my school. Charlie, you will be working at the Ford Motor Glass Plant,” I told both of them. I asked my principal about Amy’s job since the fifth grade teacher was leaving to have a baby in a couple of weeks and my dad helped with Charlie’s job since he works there too. 
“You guys are welcome to stay her for as long as you like,” my mom told them. Amy came and gave me a really big hug. “Is this what you have been planning for the past few weeks?” she asked me. I nodded and hugged her back.
So, that’s how I helped the Brown Family. After that year, my school started doing fundraisers like that every year. After about a year, the Browns put a down payment on an apartment. Their life seemed as if it had turned around. I was glad that I helped them get back on their feet. We still see them a lot. Once a month they come over for dinner, and sometimes I go over there to babysit Matt or to sit and talk with Amy. Helping the Browns made me want to help more people. So I started volunteering at homeless shelters and I started organizing fundraisers for people in poverty. I can definitely say that that year changed not only the Brown’s life, but mine too.
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