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    I gripped my pencil tightly, my emotions tossing and turning like a fumbled football. Why try? It never works out. "Now," it's just one word but Ms. Bridges' voice is as sharp as a tiger's bite. Plop! The drop of my pencil is like a thundering roar from the sky.
    "I-I can't," I say shakily, fear creeping in. She sighs a long, heavy, sigh.
    "Class, as you know, you will have a new teacher because I am leaving." Her eyes look sullen and tired. 

    She looks at me and my paper. "Please, Paris," I reluctantly shake my head, close to tears. Her eyes crinkle. "Class you are dismissed, Paris, principal's office." My heart sinks despite the knowing feeling. I've been to the office so much I might as well live there. I trudge through the door. 
    "Paris, again?" the Vice Principal(Ms. Carter) exclaimed. "Why do you misbehave? It helps
 neither of us," she glares at me like I'm up to no good. She hands me a blue, thick, slip. I feel my body tense as I walk out of the room. 
    I sit on the bench outside and wait for my mom. I admire the trees lean, thick, bodies powerful and confident. I smell the fresh flowers and feel my mind fly into space. My mind wanders into the impossible. I imagine myself being loved by someone other than my dad. I feel a tear roll down my cheek as I stare into the horizon."Paris, let's go!" my mom's startling voice interrupting my thoughts. I pull my old, flannel bag over my sunken shoulders and reluctantly climb into the car. Our car is a sort of rusted black with parts so old they look burnt.
    "I'm so sad Ms. Bridges quit, seemed a bit bold, but sweet," my mom says in her usual oblivious tone. She's clueless. If I talked to my mom more she would realize I'm dumb and wouldn't love me.
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    With my Dad, I can tell him everything. He doesn't judge but he doesn't talk, he just listens. With my Mom anytime she sees a child in the office she whispers "Dumb children, your not them." At those very moments my heat thumps real fast and my words are at the top of my tongue, locked up forever. As we park our car, my mind shifts. I work as a waitress at The Diner. As soon as I start working my shift, I hear the voice I've been dreading.
    "Waiter girl!"Dana's voice screeches through the diner. I reluctantly walk over, "Hi, what would you like?" 
    "I would like lemonade with extra sugar and ice, add honey and chocolate too!"

 We walk to my house and Kesha talks the whole time. "Friends?" she says nonchalantly. I nod and crack a smile while she laughs and walks off. I sit on my couch feeling light as a feather, I fall asleep feeling happy for once. The next morning is absolutely terrible. I brush my teeth wondering about the new teacher. I walk to school, not wanting to have my Mom or Dad drive me. Kesha glares at me. "Dana says you were the one who claimed I smelled like fish." She runs off before I can interject. As soon as I walk into the school, the bell rings. I race to class, sit down and see a man.

"We don't have that," I say, my heart quickens. "You don't have it?" She screeches. "That's what I would expect from the queen of misfits!" Dana says. Her glare burns through me; "Leave her alone!" I hear a girl walk towards me and see her flip her hair. "Let's go, Paris" she orders, then I realize her name is Kesha from my class. My Mom gives me the thumbs up, she's my boss at the diner. I head home with Kesha when my shift is finished. As we walk through the door I'm unsure of what to say.
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He wears a tie covered in SpongeBob and coral. "Hi, my name is Mr. Rodrigo but you can call me Mr. Jake if you want," he states. "You had an assignment to write about your feelings." I stare at my paper blankly, I want to show Mr. Rodrigo I can do something. I try my hardest. My head hurts so much but I keep writing. Mr. Rodrigo looks at my paper and gives me a high five. My hand tingles. I've never gotten a high five before, I grin like never before. "Good job!"



The look on his face is all I need to know, I run. "Wait where are you going?" he yells. "Hospital!" I yell in response. I can feel my heart beat quicker by the second. At last I find the hospital. I run in, "Um, I need to find Luke Jones. My Dad!" I say in a rush. "Room 32 to the left," the nurse replies in a hushed tone. I dash to find my Mom with tears rolling down her cheeks. "Heart attack," she chokes. That day ended poorly, we went home and I cried like never before.


2 Weeks Later...
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It all happens so fast. Ring ring. Mr. Rodrigo picks up the phone and says "hello." He wears a panicked face. "Paris, your mom needs you urgently" he says in a stiff voice. I nod and pack up my things. I couldn't wait to tell dad about Mr. Rodrigo! "You're going to need a taxi," said Mr. Rodrigo. "My house is a walk away" I say in a confused tone. "Yes, but not the hospital," he says quietly. 
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Eventually, I regained all of my strength to go back to school. Things were different. I realized I had dyslexia. I realized I am smart, I worked on my confidence. School wasn't a chore anymore. I learned and I grew. 
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