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			                 Chapter One

Sadness bloomed in Jasmine Mai’s heart. It spread rapidly throughout her body, and rooted itself in the ground. She missed Taiwan. The typhoon had demanded the waters, and spread. So, Jasmine’s family, seeking refuge, had fled.

“At least school is tomorrow,” Jasmine told herself. “At least I won’t be running from the water, or stuck amongst the house with only boxes for friends.”

The next day, Jasmine ventured to school alone. She began to enjoy the walk, and the neighbor’s houses we beautiful, like a modern-day Emma. The daffodils sparkled like diamonds, and even the contrasting lavender seemed to have befriended everyone in the garden. 

Jasmine sighed quietly. She wished she could have the courage and confidence of the flowers, but she didn’t. She was introverted,shy, quiet, timid, meek. All the first words people used to describe her. As Jasmine continued to walk, her new school, Lily Elementary came cheerily into the distance Jasmine smiled. 

The red-brick building looked nothing like her school in Taiwan, but it was school, and her mother had shown her photos of the beautiful library. 

She skipped to the traffic light and eagerly  pressed the silver button. Beep!
As she waited for the light, Jasmine gazed at the children surrounding her. They were all wearing the Lily uniform of a white button-down shirt and a navy blue skirt or pants.
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			However, it was not the attire that caught her eye, but their attitude. The children dragged their feet, and their frowns increased as they neared Lily. Jasmine had grown accustomed to one boy in her class acting like that, but never the entire class.

She was concerned, but she had enough sense not to show it. Besides, she simply couldn’t speak to them. 

After all, she had only ever talked comfortably with June, her best friend in Taiwan.

Just then, the light turned on in favor of the pedestrians. Everyone but Jasmine groaned.
Tick, tick, tick. The light signaled to Jasmine that she had fifteen seconds to cross. She continued to stride across the street. Her feet carried her through the gate, and the secretary smiled at her. She had a plump, pretty face with a beauty mark on her cheek. 


Her silvery gray hair was pulled up into a tight bun. 

Once Jasmine had passed, she peered around Lily elementary’s campus. A large group of first graders were trying earnestly to hang on to the monkey bars for the longest amount of time while a little boy counted. Some girls were playing a game of hopscotch. A few boys were arguing about their basketball game. Brrring! The bell rang so suddenly that Jasmine jumped. Quickly and obediently, the children assembled by grade.

Jasmine was forcefully swept into the fourth grade. 

“How fortunate that I was pushed into the correct grade,” thought Jasmine quietly.

A very pretty young woman with long,shiny, brown hair and brown eyes smiled down at the children. “Hello.”she said pleasantly. “I am Ms. Smith. This is Mr. Black and Miss James.” 
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			She addressed a tall, middle aged woman with short, straight, blonde hair and dreamy blue eyes, and another tall person, this time a formal, and serious looking Hispanic man.
Jasmine noticed their badges. The names were printed neatly,”Ms. Jennifer Smith, Mr. Magnus Black, and Miss Emily James.”

Ms. Smith smiled magnanimously. “I will list the children in my class, Mr. Black will tell you who is in his, and Miss James will her own.” 

The teachers glanced at each other. 

The teachers glanced at each other. Miss James motioned for Ms. Smith to begin, and Mr. Black nodded in firm agreement. Slightly hesitantly, Ms. Smith began. 

‘“Harold Chase, Samuel Long, Jasmine Mai, Eliza and Grace Moon, Benjamin Rose, Annabelle Skylar…” The list went on and on. 


Finally, Ms. Smith looked up and proclaimed, ”If you heard your name ,come with me.”

Her wavy brown hair bobbed up and down. Jasmine smiled. Ms. Smith was as cheerful as a bumblebee, and so friendly. The students happily followed their new teacher. 

Soon, the fourth-grade found out that Ms. Smith kept her pupils on their toes. But this wasn’t a problem for Jasmine. She was an exceptionally bright student, and aced every test. 

But though Jasmine was an eager student, she was seldom ever heard speaking. Because of this, Jasmine was often teased. But she never told Ms. Smith, or spoke up or herself, making herself a target for bullies. 

And then, she met Annabelle.
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			Chapter Two

At first, Annabelle and Jasmine were friendly, but incredibly formal. Jasmine and Annabelle couldn’t have been more different. Jasmine was shy, quiet, and bright. Annabelle was loud, talkative, and struggled in school. Jasmine had straight, long, black hair that framed her pale face, bright red lips, and pretty brown eyes. Annabelle had short, wavy, auburn hair that she always wore in a ponytail. She had tan skin, but her eyes were the most noticeable: they were round and a beautiful hazel green. Jasmine was short and slim. Annabelle was tall and chunky. But slowly and surely, the two girls bonded. They did everything together. They even learned together. Annabelle helped Jasmine come out of her shell, and in return  Jasmine patiently taught Annabelle  all of their classes.  Finally, Jasmine was social, and not afraid to raise her hand in class, and Annabelle beamed at her first A! So it was in that way that their friendship soared.

Every day, Jasmine would walk slowly home alone, and would gaze at the beautiful neighborhood. However, there was one house that caught her eye. It was not gorgeous like it’s surroundings. Instead, it was pure white. Half the lawn as grassy, the other covered in a white tarp. 

The objects of interest were two flowers in the yard that glowed. One was a pretty bluish purple, the other the color of a sunset. 
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			Alone, the two flowers shyly began to rely on each other. Together, the flora grew, just like Jasmine and Annabelle. So the girls kept working together. Finally one day, Jasmine was social, and Annabelle earned her first A! So it was in this way that the girls’ friendship soared.

One day, when the girls were happily immersed in their books, Ms. Smith looked up and smiled. “Class,” she announced. “ The annual Lily spelling bee arrives every Thanksgiving for second grade and up. You may sign up for the bee, starting today.”


Annabelle immediately signed up, though she knew she wouldn’t get far, for despite Jasmine’s brilliant lessons, spelling was not her strength.
Jasmine simply looked thoughtful. 

On the one hand, she would love to participate. However, she would be mortified to misspell a common elementary word. Finally, Jasmine decided, that, after lots of contemplation, she would go. Taking a slow, deep breath, Jasmine picked up a permanent marker, so she couldn’t change her mind, and she wrote her name in her prettiest writing. The words would stick forever.
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			                                                                    Chapter 3
                                                          

On the day of the bee, Jasmine, in a pretty red dress, smiled nervously at Annabelle. 
Her friend smiled briefly at her, before continuing to glare down at her pink flowered dress.
“My dress is awful,”Annabelle complained emphatically.”My mother forces me to wear this awful dress on her so-called ‘special occasions.’ I wish I could wear a sweater and jeans.”

Chapter Three

On the day of the bee, Jasmine, in a pretty, red dress, smiled nervously at Annabelle. 
Her friend smiled briefly at her, before continuing to glare down at her pink- flowered attire. 

“My dress is awful,” Annabelle complained emphatically.“ My mother forces me to wear dresses on her so-called ‘special occasions.’ I wish I could wear a simple sweater and blue jeans.”

Jasmine laughed.

“I like it,” she told a disgruntled Annabelle. “It contrasts your hair.”
It was Annabelle’s turn to grin. She loved hearing Jasmine speak, and Jasmine had the prettiest voice of honey, mint, rose, a beautiful summer day, and a floaty autumn breeze.

“All spelling bee participants, please report to the stage, I repeat, all spelling bee participants, report to the stage. Thank you.” A robotic voice proclaimed.

Quietly, the girls walked up the stage stairs and seated themselves upon the portable black chairs on the stage. The  principal waited patiently for everyone to arrive before announcing,”Let the spelling bee begin!”

The audience cheered.

One by one, the pupils misspelled a word, including Annabelle. Now Jasmine was one of four contestants left. From the sidelines, Annabelle sneaked a grin and a thumbs-up to Jasmine. Jasmine forced a nervous smirk.  

Just then, George Wells misspelled ‘adventurous.’ Jasmine Mai would spell to the finish.
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			Continue.  This

Chapter Four

The last two contestants were Jasmine and tall girl called Molly Little. 

Jasmine took a deep breath, and shook hands. Molly didn’t seem worried. She looked down at Jasmine from her great height, and pretended to conceal loud snickers.
Molly smugly flounced up to the microphone. 

“Spell ‘contradict.’” The principal ordered.


Molly was very visually taken aback. She looked around nervously, her eyes begging for someone to save her. Seeing as no one was coming to her rescue, she pursed her lips and guessed.

“Um… C-O-N-T-A-D-I-K?” She questioned. The audience groaned.

Molly turned as red as Jasmine’s dress. The principal sternly escorted Molly off the stage after Molly simply stood on the stage in humiliation for thirty seconds.
The audience turned their heads automatically to Jasmine. 

Jasmine quietly stepped up…
“Spell perpendicular.” Ordered the principal. Jasmine smiled nervously.

“Perpendicular is spelled P-E-R-P-E-N-D-I-C-U—L-A-R,” Jasmine whispered into the microphone, her voice magnified. The audience cheered. Jasmine had won!
Annabelle, screaming, ran to her friend and submerged her in a giant hug.
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			Chapter Five

The principal smiled happily at the two girls’ embrace, and then she sternly gazed at Annabelle, shooing her off the stage. 

“What is your name, sweetheart?” The principal whispered to Jasmine.

“Jasmine Mai.” Jasmine answered. The principal’s long, blonde hair swished behind her as she walked to the microphone.

“I hereby pronounce Jasmine Mai winner of the Thanksgiving spelling bee!” She proclaimed officially, handing Jasmine a heavy, copper pin.

Jasmine blushed and gazed down at the pin. It was shaped like a lily with ‘Lily elementary spelling bee’ printed neatly on it. The secretary beamed, congratulated Jasmine, shook her hands, and handed Jasmine a gorgeous bouquet of lilies!
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Students and parents alike congratulated Jasmine for her victory. A humiliated Molly spent her time skulking in the back of the auditorium. At last, the night came to an end. Annabelle and Jasmine gave each other one last hug for the night, and the duo thoughtfully walked home, each pondering the meaning of their night. 

Jasmine, being the magnanimous child that she was, never bragged of her achievements to her friend. As the friends parted ways, they waved at each other.
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			Jasmine finished her walk and opened the door of her sleeping house. She tiptoed to her room, and found how much she was fond of her room when unpacked. 
She lay in her soft, fluffy, bed and thought contentedly of her wonderful night. 
Jasmine Mai smiled, gazed humbly at the luminous moon, and fell asleep.

This book is dedicated to my Mother. Thank you for supporting me while I created this book.
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			About the Author

Author’s note


In this book, I wanted to write about a refuge because of the beautiful books I have read about Asian immigrants.
I love the concept of understanding refuges, and all of my grandparents are immigrants.

Nine year old Maya lives in California where she reads, plays the piano, and writes. This is her first published book. She loves literature, especially fiction  and historical books.
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