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Heather's Passageway 

By Leah M.


			

		

	
		
			RIIIIIINNNG! The bell rang, and I raced off to math in the plain old classroom that smelled dusty. It was with my least favorite teacher, Mrs. Lady. 
When I was three, I was adopted by a woman named Daisy Smith. I still couldn't think of the mean old woman as my mom. Suddenly, I got startled out of my thoughts. "Pencils down!" Yelled Mrs. Lady. "Give the paper to-" RIIIIIIIINNNG! All the students raced out the door to lunch. 




In the cafeteria, I met up with my friends, Lucy and Delilah. "How can you STAND taking math with Mrs. Lady?" Lucy demanded. "Oh. Daisy signed me up." "Oh, MRS. LADY," ranted Delilah. "Last year she yelled at me for someone copying my- RIIIIIINNG! Everybody rushed out. So did I. I was nearing a trash can when I heard "Oops". A bowl clattered in front of me. "I'll pick-" but it was too late. I tripped. "OH NO!" I turned, grabbed nothing, and fell into the wall. 
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"Ouch." I rubbed my butt. "Wait a - WHERE AM I? A SECRET PASSAGEWAY? No way! Where's it go!? I dashed through the passageway, amazed at the brick walls, shiny wood floor and dim light. I was wondering where it led as the door swung shut. The tunnel had no gaps, but I was sure there was an opening on the other side. 

 I started to get thirsty after a while. Luckily I had my backpack, which contained a water bottle. As I drank, I saw an old brown an old brown book in my backpack. My diary! I pulled it out and read all the old entries: 
Dear Diary, 
Today was pretty good. Delilah had a big fight with Lucy, but that's all that's really...... I read along. No time for THIS, I thought, but little did I know...... 
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I skipped through the secret passageway singing a a song from my favorite movie. "A whole new adventure! Who knows where I'm Go-IIIIIING!!" Then I sang a made up song. "A LIGHT at the end of the TUN-NEL, and...." I paused. "And I can't see the light." I shrugged. "Oh well. It's probably just a turn." But it wasn't. "Whee! Light at the end of the- YOW!"

I had smacked myself into the wall! "No light at the end of the tunnel, no liiiight," I sang, not seeing the small window. "No light-AHA!" I saw the window! I inched myself out the window, feeling with my hands. It felt dusty. I couldn't feel anything, so I went further and fell down,down,down... 
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			"AAAAAHHHHH!" I was falling. It was pitch-black. Suddenly I stopped falling, but my feet were not touching the ground. "That's strange," I said. Then I heard a scream. It was coming from below. I realized, since the cafeteria was on the second floor, that my legs were going through the ceiling!

"OH MY GOSH." "Who is that?! How did she go through the-!!" The next voices sounded like Lucy and Delilah. "Wait, is that... HEATHER?" "Must be, we didn't see her in fifth period." Heather felt a tug. A man on a ladder was trying to pull me through the trapdoor. "Ow," I cried. "Yow!" he pulled me all the way through. "OMG, IT'S HEATHER!" "Don't do that again."
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			That day, I told the story a total of ten times: to five teachers, to Lucy and Delilah, to two random kid groups, to my mom and dad, and to my little sister. Oh! Eleven - I wrote this book and put it online! After school that day I had a sleepover with Lucy and Delilah.

They were still laughing over what happened to me. "Do you have a computer, Heather?" Lucy asked. "I wish! Daisy won't get me one, though." "I have one," replied Delilah. "GREAT!" Lucy cheered. "Heather can use it to type up the story!" "What story?" "The story of what happened to you today, of course!" So that is how this story came to be.

THE END
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			About The Author

Leah is a rising third grader. She likes swimming, writing, drawing, and pretending things. She also was raised Poopish.  She hopes you enjoy reading this book!
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