Picture Perfect
“Picture time, children!” shouted Mom, “Come on in!”
And in came James, Jade, Jacey, Jenn, Jack, and Jordan.
“Age order, kids!” said Dad, “We don’t have all night.”
But their order was all messed up. Nothing was right.

Mom said, “I know what we need to get this pic!
An insertion sort! A neat computer science trick.
We’ll move across the row, putting each in their spot,
Comparing the child to the ones we already got!”

“That’s brilliant!” cried Dad, “but where do we begin?”
“We start with the first,” said mom, “and move our function.”
She took the first child in line, fourteen-year-old James.
“He shall be the first in our long list of names!”
14,11,8,10,19,13
In second was the eleven-year-old, little and loud Jacey!
“She is younger than James, so she’ll be in front you see?
Now we slide James back one and put Jacey in first.”
“I understand!” said Dad, “This method isn’t the worst!”
11,14,8,10,19,13
Third in the line-up was the eight-year-old, cute and calm Jenn.
Mom thought to herself, “eight is less than fourteen and eleven.”
So she replaced Jacey with Jenn, now Jenn was in front.
And she moved back Jacey and James in a neat little stunt.
8,11,14,10,19,13
And then in fourth the ten-year-old, righteous rascal Jade.
“Ten is less than fourteen, and less than eleven in the list we made.
But Ten is more than eight so Jade’ll be our new second place.”
Mom said, “and Jacey and James get moved back to make more space.”
8,10,11,14,19,13
In fifth, the nineteen-year-old, the cool and collected Jack.
Mom looked, “He’s the oldest so far so he gets left at the back.”
Dad smiled and looked at the almost complete row,
“Dang, this is quick! We only have one child left to go!”
8,10,11,14,19,13
Sixth in the line the thirteen-year-old, tall and tireless Jordan.
Mom looked past 19 and 14 to see where he’d fit in
She called out, “Ah! More than eleven and less than fourteen.
I’ll put Jordan there and now our list is neat and clean!”
8,10,11,13,14,19
They snapped the picture, with the kids in perfect order.
And then Dad turned to Mom, whispering to her,
“I’ve come up with my own sort, I call it the bubble!
Maybe next time, it could save us some trouble!”
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