
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			I remember my parents telling me to pack my bag because we were moving to Agra, the city of the great Taj Mahal. At the time, I didn’t realize that it would change my life, for better, or for worse. 

Hello, my name is Mirai, I live in Agra, India. My family is poor so we do not have an easy life. There is never enough food or water to go around, and our hut is falling apart. But from where we live, I can see the beautiful Taj Mahal sparkling in the sun. 
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One day, my family sent me out to buy fruit from the market. It was about a two mile walk from our hut. I  got a basket and set out. After about a mile my feet started to ache, and I couldn’t remember where I was. “ I’m lost.” I thought, letting the feeling settle in. I started to get worried. I  looked around, but everything looked exactly the same. I started to get hungry and thirsty. I used the little money my parents had given me to buy a single piece of stale bread. 
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			I took a bite. It tasted dry, crumbly, and bitter, but I forced it down. After I ate I decided to spend the night on the street. I would continue my search in the morning. 

When I woke up the sun was shining brightly.

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			I took a bite. It tasted dry, crumbly, and bitter, but I forced it down. After I ate I decided to spend the night on the street. I would continue my search in the morning. 

When I woke up the sun was shining brightly.

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			I yawned and got up. Even though it was still early in the morning, the street was already bustling with people. As I weaved through the crowd I accidentally bumped into a big burly man. “Watch it!” He huffed. “I’m sorry,” I gulped, and hurried past him. 

After what seemed like ages, I finally saw the Taj Mahal in the distance. “Yes!” I shouted and happily raced towards it. I ran between the stalls where merchants were selling traded goods like  jams, jewels, flowers,spices, and herbs. 
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They shouted comments at me like “Hey!”  “Where you going?!”  And “you better clean that up!”  “Sorry!” I called over my shoulder, but I kept running.

Finally, I started to slow down. It felt like I’d been running for days, but the Taj Mahal never got closer. I was tired, I was hungry, and I was worried, but I had to keep going. It was nearly lunch time and my stomach was rumbling like a volcano about to explode. I groaned, the Taj Mahal still looked so far away. 

Finally, after a lot of walking, I saw a cart filled with juicy fruits like mangos, pineapples, pears, and oranges. A nice looking man was riding in it. “Excuse me.” I murmured, running up to him, “um sir, where are you going?”
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“To the Taj Mahal, to drop off these fruits.” “Could I go with you?” I asked. The driver hesitated, thinking. I closed my eyes and prayed. Eventually, I heard the driver say, “well, I guess you could come with me to the Taj Mahal, but no farther. I cant go out of my way.” “That’s perfect, thank you!” I answered happily as I climbed into the cart. “No problem.” Answered the driver as we sped away. 
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A few minutes later, (though it felt like hours) we passed the market. “We must be getting close!” I thought, excited. The Taj Mahal looked a lot closer now. I took a breath of the fresh summer air, and sighed. 

Soon we arrived at the Taj Mahal. “Time to get out!” Said the driver. “Again, I couldn’t thank you enough.” I responded, climbing out of the cart. 
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“It wasn’t a problem.” Said the driver, smiling. 

As I was walking back to the hut, I started to worry. “My parents will kill me!” I thought. “But I came back so they have to be happy about that.”
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When I got back to the hut, my parents were FURIOUS. “Where is our food?” “Where were you?” “Did you want us to starve?” They screamed. I apologized over and over, but they wouldn’t listen. “You are in so much trouble Mirai! My mother fumed. “A lot of trouble.” My father repeated. 

After a while, when they had calmed down, we were sitting in the main room on wooden stools, drinking cups of tea. “Well, I am happy that you came back, I’ll admit that.” 
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My mother mumbled. “Am i in trouble?” I asked. “No, it’s not your fault that you got lost. But I don’t think we’ll be sending you to the market, again. “I’m happy with that.” I laughed, smiling. I was starting to like Agra more and more. 
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Three days later my parents and I were sitting on the grass outside of our hut. I looked over at the Taj Mahal, the beautiful Taj Mahal, the Taj Mahal that saved my life. “Thank you.” I whispered, and before I turned away, just for a minute, it seemed to shine a little brighter than before. 
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