Katie’s smile defies Newton’s laws—its magnetic pull draws my lips upward, despite any gravity life restrains in me, into a natural grin.
Or
Katie is nice because she makes me smile.

Conor is my best student in the class.
Or
Danimal, Iden, Sahil, shivered in Conor’s shadow, sinking, withering, knowing the work they submit would never generate the same light, any light.

My greatest sin is pride… 
