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				Khadija raced around the house. “I’m gonna be late!” she thought. Khadija flew into every room in her house which was in the middle of the woods, inside a little knot in a tree,and inside, lived a very kind family of moths. A dad, a mom, and a child called Khadija.
	Khadija loved to read and eat simultaneously. Her favorite food was peanut butter and grass sandwiches. She was curious like a cat, and she was turning 16 this year. Her parents would finally let her go out on her own! So, finally, Khadija sprinted to the spot where her friends were supposed to meet her. It was getting chilly, and she waited and waited and waited. It was getting darker and darker and darker. She looked up at the shining night stars that looked down on her and pondered to herself, “Maybe I should go look for them.”

Chapter 1: Lost
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				So, she set out looking for her friends above the cold, isolated sky. What she didn’t know, was that one of her friends had moved without telling her, and the other one had gotten grounded and phone privileges taken away. 
	Khadija raced through the gusts of wind that beat against her wings, searching.“Why? Why did my best friends disappear on me?” She thought. Her mother and father were getting more worried and more worried and more worried.
	Khadija saw a light outside a big box kind of house.  She went towards it, entranced by the glowing, shining, and incredible light. She was frozen like a deer staring into car headlights. 
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			Chapter 2: Lights 

   While she was buzzing toward the light, entranced and unaware of anything around her, an iguana stuck out his tongue out. It hit Khadija’s abdomen and she flew inside his stomach. Hurt, Khadija banged around in his stomach for a few minutes until he threw her up. Gross and yuck. Khadija flapped around to the box thing, where she saw what her parents called humans. “Wow, I thought they would be uglier!” she exclaimed. The humans looked nice, so she flapped to a car, which her uncle had spoken about being trapped in.
	Khadija was so dazed that she didn’t notice her wing was torn! “Ow. Ow ow ow ow!” Khadija whined. She soon fell asleep with her wing was still throbbing. She woke up with a start. She was on a dusty, stinky, highway and her nerves were shot. “What happened?” she wondered aloud.

	Then her memories came flooding back. Khadija picked herself up and walked until, she saw a bird. Khadija inquired to the bird, “Can you point me to the next box house thing?” The bird pointed with his crooked, weathered beak in a direction, and Khadija walked. When it seemed like forever, Khadija came upon a shack, which had a dusty smell, and blankets. “Good,” she sighed, relieved. “I can get something to eat,” and she sat down to eat.
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			Chapter 3: A Friend Indeed

	Khadija awoke to sobbing. She wondered what was so upset.  She peeked around the corner, and her eyes went pop! She saw a HUMAN crying. A HUMAN. She had dark brownish hair with reddish brown highlights, and her eyes had an emerald green glow. Khadija then wondered what the human was crying about. Then, Khadija saw what she was holding in her hand. A blanket, that Khadija had eaten. The woman looked devastated. Khadija felt bad about what she did, so she set to work on how to help.
	By the next morning, Khadija had learned how to sew. She had flown to an old woman’s windowsill, and watched her sew till dawn. She tried it out, and it worked! She shouted, “Eureka!” By the next morning, Khadija got one quilt done. She delivered it to the woman at night, when she was asleep. 

	This went on for a week or so, until the woman inquired to nobody in particular, “Who is giving me these beautiful quilts to sell?” So that night she stayed up extra late and when she heard the sound of needlework, she snuck around the corner to look and thank whoever was giving her the quilts. 
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			Chapter 4: Exchange

	Khadija screamed In horror. The woman screamed in wonder. They both screamed, “AAHHHHHH!!”
	Khadija’s mind was going through so many possibilities and options, but her body was frozen in place. The woman spoke first. “Are...Are you the one that has been making my quilts?” She questioned the terrified moth. Khadija barely managed a nod. Then what happened was unexplainable. The woman read Khadija’s facial expression and inquired, “You are not from around here are you?” Khadija, feeling more comfortable, shook her head.
	Finally, when Khadija and the woman got things figured out by asking yes or no questions, the  woman asked, “Can you make more quilts for me?” 
	Khadija nodded, “Yes,” and went to work. Every time Khadija made a mistake, the old woman would kindly help her. This went on for another week or so. On Sunday,the woman felt that the moth’s debt was paid, and Khadija felt that something was wrong at home.

	That night Khadija and the woman worked and worked on a plan to get the little moth home and allow the woman to travel to a different place. The next morning, Khadija and the woman had a solution to their dilemma. First, they would hitchhike and then would drop Khadija off. 
	When they arrived, they heard a scream. “WHERE WERE YOU?!?!?!” Khadija’s parents screamed, “AND WHO IS THIS WOMAN?!?!!!???”
	There was A LOT to explain, but she would save it for another time. Khadija was just happy to be home. 
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