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				The laughter rang out, mocking me and my girl Mae. Embarrassment crept over me, tinting my wood a reddish-bronze color. Luckily, the lights bounced off me, hiding my blush. Someone shouted, "So much for youngest and most talented!" But I'm getting ahead of myself. Let me restart, from the beginning, the real beginning.
	My name is Charlotte, and I should probably mention I'm a cello. It may be important. Anyways, I had been rudely pushed up against a beige wall. There were cracks all around me, and I felt very unsafe. Then all of a sudden, a little girl with bright black eyes and chocolate brown hair burst into the room. 
	"Mom! Mom! I want a cello, but not just any cello, a beautiful cello, with oak wood and detailed carvings!" I sat up straight. Sounded like me! Maybe I did have a decent chance of getting out of here! I tried to scoot a bit into the light, but I accidentally knocked over a lamp, making a terrible racket. The little girl ran over to me and cried, "What a pretty cello!" Long story short (Because I might be to lazy to give the long story), the girl's name was Mae, and she bought me.
  

     She was as eager as can be to play me, and did so as soon as we got home. Disaster. When the bow touched my strings, I could tell she was a terrible player. She tickled my fingerboard and scraped my bridge. l couldn't help myself. I begged, "Please stop playing, you're gonna damage me!" Mae was shocked. She never heard me talk before, but she quickly got over it. 
	She asked me hesitantly, "Did you just talk?" Apparently, she was still young enough to believe in things like unicorns and fairies and magic talking cellos. Such as me. I groaned inwardly. Was a seriously considering telling her? Since I was prone to overthink things, I decided  to just blurt it out.
	"Yes it was me," I informed her. "So cool," she shouted and hesitated, "Do you think you could help me play?"
	Would I ever, if it meant no more screeching, I would do anything! "Sure," I told her eagerly, "but for future reference my name is Charlotte, and I prefer that."
"Deal," Mae shouted.
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			      After a long and tedious journey, which I would explain, but I don't want to bore you half to death. She mastered how to play me skillfully. 
     One day after music class, the teacher pulled Mae to one side. "Mae," sighed the teacher, Mr. Brown, "You're so advanced, that I decided to call the famous orchestra, the Infamous International Immaculate World Symphony. They agreed to allow you to try out and tour the world with them." 
	Mae and I couldn't believe it! This was a dream come true, but I knew that we would have to practice day and night together.
	

-6 months later


    After months of hard work, Mae and I had made it to try outs. I sucked in a deep breath as she carried me into the beautiful dome building. My heart was pounding and sweat dripped down my fingerboard. 


	We walked to the stage and Mae began to play. Music flowed from me, and we let the notes take over. Once it was over, I felt triumphant.
	We looked to the judges, and one stood up. "We have decided that..."
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TO BE CONTINUED...
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