
© I Talk You Talk Press 
Children of Another Planet sample 

NOT FOR SALE 
 

© I Talk You Talk Press 
Children of Another Planet sample 

NOT FOR SALE 
 
 

CHILDREN OF ANOTHER PLANET 

Level 3 - A2/B1 Intermediate (1) Graded Reader from I Talk You Talk Press 

 

Copyright 

 

Children of Another Planet 

Copyright © 2023 by I Talk You Talk Press 

ISBN: 978-4-910971-12-4 

Publisher: I Talk You Talk Press 

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be resold, reproduced, stored in 

retrieval system, copied in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, 

photocopying, recording or otherwise transmitted without the prior written permission 

from the publisher. You must not circulate this publication in any format, online or 

otherwise. 

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, products, 

places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or are 

used in a fictitious manner. We have no affiliation with any existing companies 

mentioned in this story. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, existing 

stories or actual events is purely coincidental. 

 

Although the author and publisher have made every effort to ensure that the contents 

of this book were correct at press time, the author and publisher do not assume and 

hereby disclaim any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by 

errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, 

or any other cause. 

For more information, see the Copyright Notice on our website. 

The cover illustration contains an image from Adobe for which we have purchased the 

appropriate license. 

Image copyright: © Sternfahrer #614542180 Standard License 

I Talk You Talk Press contact: info@italkyoutalk.com 

Website: http://www.italkyoutalk.com 

 

http://www.italkyoutalk.com/


© I Talk You Talk Press 
Children of Another Planet sample 

NOT FOR SALE 
 

© I Talk You Talk Press 
Children of Another Planet sample 

NOT FOR SALE 
 
 

1. The strange drawing 

My name is Ai Hayashi. I’m 17. I go to high school. In my class there are 20 boys and 

17 girls. I know all the girls, but I don’t have a special friend. 

Friends belong to the same sports club, or go to the department stores after school, 

or study in the library together. I don’t do those things, so that’s why I don’t have a 

special friend. 

Girls in my class don’t talk to the boys. The boys don’t talk to the girls. There’s a girls’ 

circle and a boys’ circle. That’s the way it is. 

I’m not pretty, but I think I look OK. Except for my nose. My nose is different. I say my 

father is American. I say ‘he is American’ but maybe he ‘was American’. I don’t know if 

he is alive or dead. I don’t know his name. Maybe my mother knows, but she doesn’t 

want to talk about him. I don’t ask her questions anymore. She never answers. He went 

away before I was born, so, I pretend he was an American. 

When I started at this school I was teased about my nose. People said, “Eagle nose!” 

I lied. I said that my father came from the north of Japan. I said he was a 

businessman. I said noses like mine are common in the north. I said I had my father’s 

nose.  

Every day, when classes finish, I go home. Sometimes other girls ask me to go 

shopping with them, or to Starbucks for a coffee. I always say, “Thank you, but not today. 

I have something to do.” 

I walk home. I bring in the laundry. I cook something for my mother and me to eat. I do 

my homework. Most days I can finish everything by 7:00pm. I eat dinner with my mother 

when she comes home from work at about 9:30pm. Until then, I have two and a half 

wonderful hours to myself. I read, or I play my cello. My mother doesn’t like to hear me 

play my cello. Maybe it’s because I play so badly. So I only play it when I’m alone in the 

apartment. 

Sometimes I have something else very special to do. I will tell you about that later. I 

don’t need a special friend. I have no time. My life is full, and I am happy. 

This semester we have a new teacher. He likes students to change desks every week. 

This week I am sitting at the back of the classroom. I am sitting next to Mori-kun. He is 

very tall. His hair is a little curly. He only came to the school this year. Everyone likes 

him, but he has no special friend. As soon as classes finish, he leaves school very 

quickly on his bicycle. 
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It is a math class. Mori-kun is not listening to the teacher. He is looking at a piece of 

paper. I put my textbook up in front of my face so that no one can see me, and I look at 

him. He seems very tired. His face is pale. 

Mr Kimura likes to ask students to write their homework answers on the blackboard. I 

have my homework in front of me. Mori-kun only has the piece of paper on his desk.  

“Mori-kun,” says Mr Kimura. “Please come and show the class how to solve question 

number three.” 

Mori-kun doesn’t hear him. He seems to be asleep. I hit him on the arm. He blinks and 

shakes his head. 

“Mori-kun!” Mr Kimura is getting angry. I give Mori-kun my homework.  

“Go on! Quickly!” I say. “Write the answer to question three on the blackboard.” 

He takes my book and goes to the front of the room. He looks like a sleepwalker. 

While he is gone, I look at the piece of paper. I get a shock. Mori-kun has drawn eight 

black dots. The dots make a circle but the circle is not finished. It needs two more dots 

to make a perfect circle. It doesn’t look like anything special, but I have seen it before! 

 

2. Flying 

I said that sometimes I have something very special to do after school. This is true. 

My mother and I live in an old apartment. It has two balconies. One is outside the 

kitchen and living room. We hang the laundry out there. The other balcony is outside my 

mother’s room. It is very narrow. There is a wall at the edge of the balcony and then a 

tall iron fence above it. She never goes out there. There is an old chair. It looks like one 

of those chairs with long footrests that you sometimes see in movies or TV shows. They 

are next to swimming pools, and beautiful people are sitting on them. 

The wall of the apartment is next to this chair on one side, and the balcony fence on 

the other. I am the only person who sits in this chair. 

Let me tell you what happens. 

It starts a few years ago. I’m still in junior high school. It’s summer vacation. My 

mother is at work, so I’m home alone. It’s very hot. It’s so hot in the apartment, I can’t 

breathe. I decide to take my book and sit on the chair on the balcony. It’s dirty, so I take 

some old cushions and a towel.  

I think, I can imagine I am a beautiful person by a swimming pool at a luxury hotel.  

I sit on the chair. I start reading, but something very strange happens. I’m flying 

through clouds. My clothes are different. I’m wearing a blue body suit, with long sleeves 
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and legs that come down past my knees. I’m travelling very quickly, and I’m looking for 

something. 

Then, suddenly, I’m back in my normal clothes. I’m sitting on the chair and holding my 

book. I fell asleep, I think. What a crazy dream! 

I often sit on the chair on the balcony during the summer. Sometimes nothing 

happens, but sometimes I have the flying dream. It’s always the same. I’m wearing tight 

blue clothes, and I’m looking for something. 

I start to worry. It’s not normal to have the same dream many times. I never have the 

dream when I’m in bed, only when I’m sitting on the balcony chair. 

I stop sitting out on the balcony. When summer vacation ends, I go back to school, 

and I forget about the strange dreams. 

A few months later, I’m playing my cello when I get a strange feeling. It’s like a voice 

in my head. The voice tells me to go out onto the balcony. It’s cold, so I put on my coat 

and take a blanket. I hurry. It seems to be urgent. 

-----END OF SAMPLE----- 


