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				I will have to confess that I really want to get good grades in class because I have to get good grades in order to go to the school I want to go to next year.
	













	Coming from New York, I enjoyed the warm weather here in California. I was used to cold snow back in New York, but California was very different. I was getting ready to spend a new school year here. Back in New York, I had lots of friends and success there and I was confident to be at the new school. 


	On that day, my classmates and I were getting familiar with each other and there was not much to learn or much homework to do.
	But on the second day, the teacher started to teach like a speedy train. Just after one subject was over, the next started, so I didn't have any time to digest all the information in my brain.
	









	

	I  was very confused after the day had ended. Then, I went home to do my confusing homework that took me like one million years to do. 
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	Everyday I took a lot of time to do my homework and my parents started to get concerned about it because back in New York, I did my homework really fast.
	At school, I also struggled at understanding the information. I was drifting off from the lesson. I woke up right away when I heard the teacher say that the first test was coming up within a week.
	
	 







     All of my classmates cheered at the news of the first test. I cheered too, but deep inside me, I had a different feeling. I froze and started to get nervous and scared like a frozen fish that just got caught and was about to go into the frying pan. 

	

	My mind started to race back on all the information the teacher taught to try to see if I remembered everything and if I was prepared for the test. But, then I actually froze.
"Oh no, I don't understand or remember the teacher is teaching, how am I supposed to pass the test next week?" I muttered to myself. I sighed. I tried to do my homework faster and focus more on spelling because the first test was on spelling. When the day of the test came, I was freaking out when I entered the classroom because everyone was looking confident except me and because of the test. I panicked when the teacher passed the test to me.
	When the test time started, I stared at my test paper and looked at my peers who were busily starching away. I tried to attempt the test and my hand was shaking like crazy when I turned it in.
	After that, I went back to my desk and slumped into my chair. I look at my classmates that were confidently turning their test papers in one by one. The rest of the day, I was not able to focus because if the test, and I was thinking about how I did.
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				That Friday, when the test scores came out, I was very nervous as I walked into the classroom. When it was time to get the test scores, I saw that there was an ugly 53% and a big red stamp saying "REDO."
 	When I got home, my parents and I were really concerned.
	





	

	"You succeeded greatly back in New York, what is wrong here?" My mom asked me in a surprised and angry voice.
	"I don't know...," I said, looking at the ground, "maybe the school and teacher doesn't like me." 
	 I went to bed confused and angry. I kept wondering how I got a failing grade. I never failed back in New York, but I did here.


	Next Monday, during boardwork time, I saw that thousand of my classmates going to the teacher to ask for help and to talk about the test paper. I saw that everyone did better than me, so I was embarrassed to ask the teacher for help because I was afraid that the other students would see my test score and laugh or make fun of it. I decided to ask her for help during P.E. time, so no one would laugh at my test score. 
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				During P.E. I approached the teacher to ask for help. She said to review everyday, pay attention during class time, and review the day before the test, so I can always be prepared. I tried to do that everyday and on the day of the test I was prepared. 
	I stared at the test confidently and started writing. I was the first to finish and the test was a piece of cake and turned it in.	














	That Friday, I confidently came into the classroom waiting for the test score to be given out.
I felt very confident when the teacher passed me my test paper. I saw my test score and I felt good about it because I got a good score.










	 I saw that if I did what I was supposed to do and listen to the teacher, I could do well. I kept doing that for the rest of the school year and I did succeed like in did in New York. 
	On the last day of school, I got many awards for the best grade in the school. I saw the hard work that I put in paid off later on. 
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	Naomi W is a ten year old girl who has dark brown hair. She loves to draw and paint and do art. She also loves to read the series, The Land of Stories. She has a little brother and a little sister. She also likes the series, Harry Potter. Her favorite subjects in school are history, art, and literature.
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