
 



Bobalota Smith 

By Haley 

  “That’s when the cat took his sword out of his purse and he 

attempted to throw it at the dragon which would finally kill the 

dragon for good. But something made him stop. Something told him 

it wasn’t right. But that was just enough time for the dragon to eat 

the cat. After that nobody ever saw the dragon again.” Bobalota’s 

grandfather said then he let out a long sigh.  

 That was the last memory Bobalota had of his grandfather 

before he passed away. That story was Bobalota’s favorite. It 

reminded him of his grandfather and how his grandfather was his 

inspiration to become a leader.  

 

It all started on a sunny day in August. It was Saturday 

afternoon and Bobalota was 11 years old and in his room watching 

Star World. His mom shouted from another room, “Bob dinner is 

ready!” 

 “Coming mom!” Bobalota yelled back. Then he ran downstairs. 

He was very excited because he knew his mom was making 

spaghetti which was his favorite meal besides his mom’s brownies. 

 He very rarely got either of those things because his family 

was very poor. So was the rest of the town. They weren’t able to go 

to school, so their mom had to homeschool him and his brother 

Johnalota. Johnalota was 7 years old, 5 years younger than 

Bobalota. Bob was able to get a pretty good education from his 

mom. His dad was at work most of the time so he couldn’t help out. 

The whole town was always all gloomy and gray. Everybody 

wore rags because that was all they could wear. The only splash of 

color was the sun that wasn’t even there most of the time because it 

was covered by clouds. The town was very sad. There was only one 



factory in the whole town which every person wanted to work at so 

they didn’t have to walk as far since they didn’t have cars, so they 

didn’t have to pay for gas.  

 

When Bobalota came downstairs there was a plate of spaghetti 

waiting for him at the table. Johnalota sat down beside him. 

“I have some news.” Bob’s mom said with a frown on her face. 

She looked very unhappy and like she was about to cry, “It’s about 

your dad.” She paused and sighed very unhappily then continued, 

“He lost his job today. The factory had too many workers and not 

enough money to pay them. We’ll have to figure out something to 

do. So for now we’ll have to just look for a job outside of town for 

him to work for. But I promise I’ll do everything that I can for us. 

It’ll all be okay.” 

The whole table was silent for the rest of the meal. 

“Is it okay if I go up to my room now?” Bob asked after he was 

finished eating.   

“That’s fine.” Bobalota’s mom replied. 

Bobalota slowly walked to his room looking at his feet. Then 

he kept watching Star World. 

When it was over, he got up and looked for something to do 

then he found a book titled A New Leader is Born. He started to 

read it and it inspired him to do something that would impact his 

life and his family’s life forever. 

 

 

Over the years he started to help people every chance he got. 

He was a very nice person. 



He moved out of the house at age 19. He got a job so he could 

help his family for an extra year.  

Then he decided to move to Dallas, Texas. The people who 

lived there were wealthy most of the time. They were wealthy 

because they didn’t have to pay taxes as often as other states. The 

jobs also paid a good amount of money. 

 

Years later, he became very wealthy by opening his own line of 

restaurants. He treated them with a lot of respect. He listened to his 

employees when they suggesting improvements. When he wanted 

something done, he made sure everyone understood. He made sure 

he hired employees that were good at their job and knew how to do 

it. Then, he found himself reading a lot of books about leadership, 

like books about George Washington and Abraham Lincoln.   

Soon he became inspired to become a better leader. He started 

to think about what he wanted to do as a leader. Then, he thought 

about his family and how the town that they lived in was so 

depressing.  

He always wanted to change that place. It was so poor and 

dark. It seemed like there was a dark heavy cloud hanging over the 

town all of the time. 

Bobalota still didn’t know how he could do anything for his 

town. How he could be an effective leader. 

It took him several days to come up with enough things that 

he could do but now it was time for him to make a decision.  

Bobalota was finally down to two ideas; he would give money 

to them so they could have better living conditions or he could talk 

to the town and tell them that they should have a new leader or a 

mayor. 



 The mayor that they currently have is very old and very sick. 

They all don’t expect the mayor to last much longer. They have 

actually expected the mayor to pass away 3 years ago, but he is still 

alive. The mayor would be happy to step down because he isn’t 

getting around very well anymore. But the problem is that nobody 

wants to take over because they are afraid it would be too much 

work to fix and don’t have the money. 

But Bobalota was very rich! 

Then he thought and thought and finally he decided that he 

would do both! He would use his money to become the mayor and 
fix the town. 

 

Two weeks later he got on a plane and went to the town that 
his family lived in.  

Bobalota’s mom was very surprised to see him. So was his 

brother. 

“Hi,” Said Bobalota, “how have you been?”  

His mom didn’t say anything. She was so excited to see her 
son. All that she could say was, “I don’t want to be rude but, why 

are you here?” 

 “I have many reasons,” replied Bobalota, “For one, I wanted to 
see you.” Then he told his mom about his plan of being mayor and 

helping the city.  

“I think that is an AMAZING idea!” said Bobalota’s mom. 

“When are you going to start?” 

“I’ve been working for many weeks, “replied Bobalota. “I will 
talk to the mayor and see if I can take over. Then I’ll do what I can 

to help the town.” 

Then he went to his bedroom that he had as a boy to prepare 
for the next day. 



 

When he woke up the next morning, he got into his most 

formal clothes and went to brush his teeth. When he turned on the 
water as usual, sewer water came out of the faucet. Then he 

thought, if my plan works, I will never have to wash my hands or 
brush my teeth in this sewer water all will be the same for my family 

and the rest of the town.  

Then he went downstairs and saw his mom.  

“Hi Bobalota,” she said “are you ready.” 

“I think so except for one thing, I don’t know where to see the 
mayor. Where would the best place to see him be?” 

“You could go to the office down the street, but I doubt he will 
be there,” his mom answered, “you should go to his house.” 

“Do you know where he lives or do I need to look it up?” 

“I can tell you his address, its 904 West Escape St.” 

“Okay,” said Bobalota, “I’ve got to go now.” 

“Good luck!” his mom called as he walked out the door. 

He walked out the door and saw the gloomy sky and thought; I 
hope this won’t last long.  

Then he walked to 904 Escape St. hoping to find the mayor.  

He knocked on the door. 

No answer. 

He knocked again. 

Still, no answer. 

Then he heard a loud crash. 

Then he tried to open the door and it swung right open. 

“Hello?” he called, “anyone home.” 



He walked around the house. The house gave him a creepy 
feeling. Like a ghost was haunting the house. 

Then he saw something that stunned him. 

He saw the mayor lying on the couch and he wasn’t breathing.  

“Are you ok?” asked Bobalota. 

No answer.  

Bobalota went home. A part of him was scared, scared for the 

town and his family. What would he do? He just went home and sat 
in front of the TV. He turned to the news when his mom walked in. 

“Why are you home so early?” asked Bobalota’s mom. 

He paused the TV. 

“I went to the mayor’s house and he wasn’t alive. He wasn’t 
breathing.” 

“How did you get inside?” his mom asked. 

“The front door was unlocked.”  

“So you just broke into the mayor’s house?” 

“No! I heard a loud crash and I was worried. So I tried to open 
the door to see if everything was ok. I found him lying on the 

couch,” said Bobalota. 

Then his mom walked away. Bobalota turned the TV back on. 

“Breaking news! We just found our very own mayor on the 
couch of his own home not breathing! We are now becoming 

desperate for a new mayor! If anybody is interested we are having 
interviews at the City Hall!” 

“Mom come quick!” yelled Bobalota. “I’m going to City Hall! 

They are having interviews for a new mayor! I have no time to lose! I 
have to go right now!” 

Then he ran out the door. 

He was soon at the City Hall. 



 “Hello,” said the lady at the front desk. “How can I help you?” 

 “I’d like to interview for the new mayor.” 

 “Right there down the hall. Room 200,” the lady pointed down 

the hallway to room 200. 

 “Thank you,” said Bobalota. He walked down the hall to room 
200. 

 “Hi my name is Bobalota, Bobalota Smith. I’d like to interview 
to be the new mayor.” 

 “Have a seat right there,” said a man, “I’ll be with you in a 

moment.”  

 Bobalota waited for a few moments then a man with dark 
brown hair walked in. 

 “I just need to ask you a few questions,” said the man. 

 “Ok, ask me anything,” said Bobalota. 

 “Okay, how long have you lived in this town?” asked the man. 

 “I was born here. I moved away at age 19 then recently came 
back. I came back yesterday.” 

 “How old are you now?” asked the man. 

 “I am 23 years old and over the years I have been studying 
leadership,” answered Bobalota. 

 “Why did you move back here?” asked the mayor. 

 “I moved here because I wanted a better life for my family and 

for the whole town and since I have been studying leaders I thought 
that I could become the mayor to help fix this place up if you will.” 

 “I believe that is all that I need to know.” 

 All that Bobalota could say was “Okay.” 

 “I will tell you that you are our first choice, so tell me if you 
want to be the mayor and if you change your mind let me know 

too,” said the man. 



 “I’ll just tell you right now, I would love to be the mayor!” 

 “Well all that you will need to know is in your office right down 

the hall there. It is room 9468.” 

 Bobalota wanted to scream of excitement, but he just held it 
in. 

 “Congratulations Mr. Smith you are now officially the mayor of 

Flooterville!” said the man. 

 Bobalota went to his office calmly but he inside he was 
screaming over and over again. 

 When he walked into his office the first thing that he did was 
call his mom to tell her the news.  

 He heard it ring. 

 He waited and waited and waited.  

 No answer. 

 He decided to leave a message. 

 “Hi his is Bobalota and I have a very important message so will 
the first person who hears this pass on the message when they hear 

it. I have become the mayor! I am now in my office and not to brag 
but it is AMAZING! So I’ll see you soon! Bye.” 

 After he hung up the phone he relaxed in his chair by his 

desk. He started to think about what the town would look like in a 
few years after he had made some changes. 

 In his mind he was imagining what the town would look like, 

he saw all colors everywhere. He also saw people smiling instead of 
the frowns. The best thing that he saw was instead of the big gray 

cloud that was hanging over the town; he saw a big sun shining 
down on the people creating a powerful source of energy.  

He hired people to build different buildings and parks to play 

at. More businesses moved to the town because they like the new 
buildings and parks. More jobs were available so people could make 



money. He helped people save money by using less electricity. So 
the powerplant didn’t have to put off as much pollution. 

So now the whole town was happy and enthusiastic and 
wanted to live in Flooterville. If they kept on making new buildings 

and parks for people then maybe and just maybe the town could be 
just as popular as New York! That was Bobalota’s new goal to 

achieve.  

By Haley M  

 


