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                                                                 Chapter 1
                                                                   Shock


     Memories of my older sister, Lea, telling me that I am an 'awesome basketball' player suddenly felt like that was no longer true. As I look at the selection list for our schools basketball team, my name is nowhere, although all of my friends names are. Tears start sliding down my cheeks, as I feel like I m no longer the girl who could play basketball like Stephen Curry. "What will my friends think of me when I tell them tomorrow?" I thought with a quivering chin and my cheeks still wet from my tears. 

 My name is Mia Lee and I am a fourth grader. You are probably wondering why I am getting all emotional over a basketball team. Well this was the only chance I had, at least for this year to show the entire school that I was an amazing basketball player. As all the bustling of people around me start to die down thoughts about my mom and grandma's disappointed faces haunt my mind. 
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My mom opens  the door with a look that tells me that she wants to hear the answer if I made the team. "So Mia, did you male the team?" She asked with an impatient voice. "Well... no I did not even though the judged scored me well." I replied nervously.



"So why aren't you in the team even though the judges scored you perfectly?" She asked with a confused look on her face. "Hmm... if you want an answer for that, you might have to ask Coach Mason." I suggest. That night my mom spoke to Coach, but she only finished the call when I was in bed.
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                                                                 Chapter 2 
                                                                   Bullied


   The next morning I wake up and find my backpack on the kitchen counter, telling me that Mom already left to go to work. I grab my stuff after eating my breakfast, changing my clothes and brushing my teeth. I walk slowly down the sidewalk because I don't feel confident enough to tell my friends the reason I am not in the team. 


   When I reached my class and sat down at my desk, my teacher starts calling out the names of the students who made the team who were in my class. "Charlotte, Fiana, Anna, Joshua, Ethan, and Justin!"she calls out, "Please give all of the a big round of applause!" After the clapping settles the the recess bell rings.
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Fiana comes up to me and says, " I can't believe you got cut from the team! You were like the best basketball player in fourth grade!" "Well my mom was speaking to Coach mason last night to figure out. Why I got cut from the team, even though the judges scored me well," I mumble hoping she will understand. 


Although I guess I was wrong, because she looked at me as if I was not telling the truth. She looked away and went to Charlotte, another girl who was chosen for the team. Fiana started whispering something inn Charlotte's ear, who looked at me in disbelief. Charlotte then whispered the same thing in Anna's ear, who just stared at me in awe.


By the end of the day the entire class knew that I had been cut from the team. When I went home that day I felt horrible. Now the entire class thinks that I am not a good basketball player.


When my mom came home she called, "Mia, I found out why you weren't chosen for the team." The moment she finished her sentence, I raced down the steps desperate to hear the answer.

"Okay, so this might sound a bit ridiculous, Coach Mason explained that the reason you weren't chosen for the tea is because, you have not gotten professional training," She told me. 

"That is totally unfair, Dad is a professional player and isn't that the same thing as professional training if he teaches me!!" I ask outraged.

"Calm down, Mia. Maybe you can talk to the school counselor or you can talk to Coach Mason himself." She suggested gently. I stormed up the stairs in frustration. How could the coach not allow me on the team if I'm a good player? How does it matter if I've not had professional training before, I think.
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That night I went to bed, the thoughts of what I should say to the counselor just didn't seem right. Do I really have to speak to Mrs. Claire, I thought. It would actually be better for me to handle the situation on my own, right?
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Chapter 3 - Standing Up

The next day at school, I went straight to the P.E. hall to speak to Coach Mason. When I reached his office, I knocked on the door, hoping he wouldn't be angry to see him. He opened it, and asked shamelessly, "Oh hi Mia, is there anything I can help you with?"

"Yes, I just wanted to know why I didn't make the team, and does it really matter if I have no gotten professional training?" I say cooly.
"Woaah Mia," he started to say, "Okay, let me answer your question. I do not know if you are a good player if you don't go to an actual class," he continued. 

At that point, I could not even believe what he had just said. How could the coaches judge me perfectly, they're not crazy, I thought. I left the room with lots of anger. How was I going to show everyone that I was an awesome player. As I walked to the classroom, I thought about what to do to stand up. When I reached my class it was already 8:30am, which as 30 minutes after the morning bell. Oh no.
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Of course the teacher asked me why I was late. I told her that I had to speak to the PE coach about something. 

At recess, everyone was taking about the basketball game which was going to happen tomorrow. I could hear the murmur of people saying that I had been cut from the team. Now that everyone was thinking that I was not a good basketball player, my friends stopped playing with me, and they began to bully me instead.

"Hey Mia, I can't believe it. Now, since you were not chosen for the team, you are considered the worst basketball player ever," teased Joshua.

You see what I mean?
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Chapter 4: The Substitute

The next day, at school, Fiana was absent. When everyone arrived in the classroom, the teacher announced, "Fiana broke her ankle and will not be able to play in today's game. Is there anyone who can substitute in for her?"

I can't believe it! This could be the perfect opportunity to show the school that I was still an amazing basketball player. With a hopeful mind, I raised my hand.

"Mia, you want to sub for Fiana today?" The teacher asked surprisingly.

"Yes, I would love to," I replied.

"Ok, now that this has been decided, you will have to wear an old jersey and will have to be in the auditorium at 3:45 p.m., because the game starts at 4:15 and ends at 6:15 pm," she explains.



After school ended, I raced home, and told my mom. She was super happy! She helped me get dressed and encouraged me before I left for the game. When I reached the auditorium, I felt nervous, but happy. As I stepped onto the court, the entire school came bursting through the door. 

 Once the game started I could hear the gasps of people when I made layups to the hoop. The scoreboard was increasing its numbers by the minute for my team.

After the bell rang which told us the game ended the entire school was chanting my name and clapping until their palms hurt.
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The next day I felt better about myself , but that was not it. My name was on the display board for the entire school to see that I made my team win. Fiana was so grateful that I had substituted in for her and all of my friends started to play with me.

 They realized that in life we don't always get what we want which is okay, but that does not mean that you are not good in things that you love.

Even though I did not make the team I still learnt a lesson, you should never give up and always believe in yourself.


The End
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