Luna's Courage

Simone S.



	I remember it like it was yesterday...  

	Pitter, patter, went the rain and my heart. Today is the worst day of my life. I am leaving Rual, Mexico, to start a new life in California. And today of all days, it is my Quincenera. I am turning fifteen, which should be the best day of my life. But no. Here I am, driving away from what I love, to California. 

And today,of all days. It's my Quncieneda which should be the best day of my life . But no.Here I am driving away from what I love,to California.
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	My mom looks at me from the front seat.
	"It is going to be okay, mija," she reassures me. But I see the sadness in her eyes. It is hard for her to leave, too. 
	I stare out the window. The rain sings like a lullaby. My eyelids get heavy, and slowly... slowly... I fall asleep.

	I awaken to gibberish. My mom is speaking a strange language to a man. He looks like a realtor. We are not in Mexico. Everything here is... so... bright! We must be in California, because instead of speaking Spanish, they all speak gibberish!
	I feel lost. 
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	As soon as my mom finishes speaking with the man, she tells me that people here speak English. The word, "English," sounds strange to say. 
	We walk into our new house. 
	Mom explains that this is now our new home. Our new "casa."
	As soon as we settle in, I go to bed. I am too sad to stay awake. 

	The next day I start my new school. I pull on my traditional clothes and eat my napalas. I don't bother saying bye to my mom. I angrily storm out of the house. 
	As I get to school, people stare at me and smirk. They whisper gibberish to each other. I know it's gossip, I'm not blind . But instead of saying that, I wither away. Another kid bumps into me on purpose, I almost get knocked off my feet. As I stumble someone trips me . I fall down hard but I don't say anything.
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	People slyly snicker as I walk by. I feel ashamed of myself and my face feels hot. Maybe they're right, I really might be the weird kid. Pushing those thoughts away, I go through the school day with a gray world. No joy here. I don't understand what the teachers say so, but I go home early. 

	I fall asleep on the ride home. When I wake up I have a strange feeling. A strange tingling to be specific. Until I think-- PUBERTY!
I run into the bathroom, screaming. 
	"Mom, what is going on?" I cry out. I stare at the mirror, and I see Chupacabra ears and wings grown in. 
"AM I SERIOUSLY PART CHUPACABRA?"
My mom comes in. "Oh God, it's happened...," she murmurs. "Yes, sweetie, you're part Chupacabra. It's a genetic trait."
	I stare at her, my voice softens. "Mom... I'm scared." I am hoarse, whispering. "If I am magic, then bad magic must exist too, and...," my voice trails off. Before it hits me. "MOM, if I am magic, where will I go to school? I can't go to a normal school looking like this."
	"You will go to McClever, the school of magic," she explains. But worry lingers in her eyes for she knows that it is a place where some have dark magic. 
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	The next day, I get ready for my new school. In order to try and fit in, I wear "American" clothes: a leather jacket, plastic glasses, high heels, and denim jeans, all ideas I took from my first day at my normal high school.
	Then I hop into the car and buckle in. My mom drives to a forest nearby, and then, once we are in the heart of the forest, she murmurs a strange chant that I could not understand and a portal opens. 
	I walk inside. As I walk in, I tremble, and the American shoes called, "high heels," wobble, and I trip. If the plan was to fit in, I fail. I hear laughing. But I understand their words! They all speak Spanish. But it doesn't seem to matter, because they're still rude. 
	One person is laughing. A boy who looks part wolf and has a scar on his eye. I shudder, wondering how he got it. 

	He looks uncomfortable laughing. And, when he finds out I am staring at him, he steps away and runs off. 
	"Hey!" shouts one of the laughing guys. He motions to the wold guy to come over to him. He adds, "let's do the locker trick.
	Suddenly, the boy opens a nearby locker, and before I realize what's going on, he grabs me by my leather jacket, stuffs me in a locker, and locks it.  
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	Once I gather the strength to punch my way out, I spot the wolf walking away, somewhere else. I can't stand how he just left me there, so I follow him, and I find him walking into a dark closet. 
	I peak around a corner, where I see him cornering some of our classmates. He looks like he is about to pounce, rage in his eyes, when I realize something. I realize he must be dark magic. And, I also realize I am the only person here to stop him. I won't stand down to a bully, and I won't stand down to dark magic. 
	I hear a voice yell, "STOP!" I realize the voice is mine. It startles me how strong my voice is and my newfound courage. I see pain in the wolf boy's eyes as he turns to me.
	"I never wanted to do this," he whimpers. "It's this horrible curse!" I stare at him. He goes on to tell me about his mom's death, and how she died because of dark magic. A dark magic wizard killed her and possessed the wolf boy's left eye. Slowly, the grief had consumed him and the dark magic controlled him over time. It turned out, he wasn't really as fierce as I thought. 

	"Don't worry," I tell him.
	We make a promise to be nice to each other and help any wounded animals he might have hurt or injured.
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Two years later...


	Over time, the wolf boy and I have become friends. We are both really close, and I am grateful. His name is Jeremy.
	Since then, I have also gotten Student of the Year for my good grades. 
	I am also working with a small group at school to cure the wolf's curse. I've grown to be his very best friend. I am so happy about how things have turned out.
	My mom found a great job. I've been going on lots of adventures to find magical objects that will get us closer to curing the wolf's curse.

Two (more) years later...

	I walk up to Jeremy and state, "Hey Jeremy, I got some treatment for the curse's symptoms." The curse was a sore subject between us. He looks at me, his voice trembling. 
	"Will I ever get better?" His question shocks me. I am afraid I will say the wrong thing.
	I whisper, my voice hoarse, "I don't know... But I am here for you."
	He smiles. I smile back at him. "Thanks." He replies, but I can barely hear him.
	"Whatever we face, let's face it together." And we sit in silence without a need for words. I add without thinking, "Do you believe you'll ever really get better?"
	He looks at me and replies, "I can with you."
	I think I know what he means. "You mean...?'
	"Yes," he says before I can finish. 
	My heart feels brighter than before. I hold his hand tight and smile happy to have said the words I needed to say. 
	And that is how I conquered my fear, felt love, and let others hear my voice. My voice. 
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Simone (Age eight) grew up in Orange County, California. When not writing or hanging out with her best friend, Simone enjoys swimming, drawing, reading, and painting. The inspiration of this story was Simone's love for her heritage. She wanted to tell a story of a Mexican girl like her. She wanted to also teach the value of courage, as well as the knowledge that no matter what, we all deserve a happy ending. Reach for the stars!
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Translations

Quinceneda - A Mexican celebration when a girl turns fifteen.
Mija - Spanish for "sweetheart" or "daughter".
Casa - Spanish for "house".
Napales - A Mexican food that is made by frying a cactus (without the needles).
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