
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
				Being beautiful isn’t all about fashion. 
	Ring Ring! Rang the alarm clock on the dresser. Some lipstick was standing upright and uncapped beside two green elastics and a pair of G earrings beside the clock 

	Ginny Soldner lay in bed. Her glossy scarlet red hair floated, surrounding her light face.
	Ginny’s hand flew over her earrings and tapped her small pink alarm clock silent. Her eyelids rose to reveal a pair of kind, serenely blue eyes.
	Ginny lifted herself out of bed and started to get dressed. She arranged a pink Barbie princess shirt to her torso. And tucked her pale legs into magenta colored pants as well as her feet into floral purple socks.
	Then she crafted her hair into two thick pigtails with the emerald colored elastics.
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				Ginny could hear the clang of pots and pans. The smell of French toast wafted to her delicate nose and she wondered the occasion. 
	Ginny creaked open the door and followed her nose to the smell of syrup.
      Mrs. Soldner was in the kitchen making a supple amount of French toast.
	“Ready for your first day of school, Ginny?” Mrs. Soldner inquired as she turned toward her daughter, but Ginny had gone.
	She came back a few minutes later wearing a dazzling purple disco jacket, and a jean skirt. Her face was heavily coated in makeup. Her hair was in a tight bun at the back of her head. Dangly, silver earrings looped around her earlobes. She used the cool girl look she had practiced.

	Mrs. Soldner looked quite shaken. “Hi Ginny. Um, do you want some French toast?”
	“It’s Ginevra, Mom. I suppose I could do with some breakfast,” Ginevra replied cordially.
	Mrs Soldner turned back to the pan of French toast. “After ten years of being Ginny, suddenly you turn to your full name? And I thought I was Mama?” Mrs Soldner passed Ginevra a few slices of French toast and gestured for her to sit next to her sister, Nicole.
	Ginevra obliged and sat down next to Nicole. She used a fork and knife, in which she never did.
	“Why are you acting to WEIRD?” Nicole belted.
	“It’s called being cool fish breath. Something you wouldn’t know about,” Ginevra responded coldly. 
	Nicole rolled her eyes and waved her deep almond colored hair to hide her sloppy eating from her new, prim sister.
	Ginevra’s mom drove her to school. The building was cold and dead looking. Everything was white. The lockers, doors, ceiling and floor. The lights were cold and bright. Too bright.
	

	Ginevra shielded her eyes from the eccentric lights of the cafeteria.
	She was eating alone, just as she had been for the past 3 days.
	Suddenly the ‘Big Gang’ came over to her table. 
	“So, you’re the new girl, Ginevra right?” Noelle the leader of the squad asked.
	“Yeah,”Ginevra acknowledged hopefully. It would be nice to be apart of a group.
	“Hi I’m Noelle. This is Jennifer, Josephine, Annemarie, Angela, Martha, Lisa and Michelle,” Noelle motioned toward her group as she pulled out a chair and sat down. The rest of the club copied her.
	Ginevra felt lighter, as if a couple of heavy boulders had been lifted, when Noelle decided they could accept her as a part of the ‘Big Gang’.
	The next few days went smoothly. Actually because of Ginevra, Julia also joined the team. Ginevra was starting to fit in to Appledale Middle School. Until October 10.
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				A new girl, India Klefeld walked into Appledale. 
	Ginevra saved spots in the cafeteria for the ‘Big Gang’ at lunch. Noelle joined her soon, alone.
	“Hey Ginevra. Want a piece of my bagel?” Noelle asked.
	“No thanks. I-I’m Celiac,” Ginevra explained. 
	Noelle popped the piece of bagel in her mouth, “Celi-what? Anyways, we can’t have you as a friend anymore.”
	“What?!” Ginevra exclaimed spellbound. “Why?”
	“Because we have India. We used you to get more people to like us because you were kind and new. But India is kinder and newer. Bye,” Noelle sneered, smirking as she walked away.
	The next day Ginevra was crying as she walked to science class.
	Suddenly she bumped into somebody. That girl as Ginevra soon realized was also sobbing. Ginevra bent down to help pick up the girl’s books.

	It was India. Ginevra wiped her eyes, “Why are you crying?” Ginevra asked. “Was it the ‘Big Gang’? I heard Emily Rodriguez came to school today.” She added. India nodded.

	Suddenly an idea hit Ginevra square in the head, “Do you want to join my club. It’s called the ‘Differents’. It will just be me and you though.”
	India hesitated for a moment and then nodded again.
						2 MONTHS LATER:
	“I hereby call this meeting’s role call.” Ginny Soldner ordered. It was the 3rd meeting of the ‘Differents’ that week. “Okay, India, Anjali, Kavita, Madelynn, Sonni, and Saphire.” Ginny called. Everybody responded ‘Here’. 
	Suddenly the ‘Big Gang’ came into the empty student counsler’s room that Ginny had used as headquarters, for the cushions and stickers.
	“Ginevra, India, what the heck are you doing?”
	“Welcome to the ‘Differents’ Noelle. Have you finally stopped using new girls and softened up?”
	The ‘Big Gang’s’ jaws dropped.
	Ginny looked back to her club. “The motto of the week is: Being different isn’t all about fashion.” She proclaimed.

That morning Ginevra got to school early.
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			Kavita S is a student entering 5th grade next year. She has many favorite colors, but the cherry on top is cerulean blue. She hopes she will earn the career of an actor comedian. Something not many people know about her is that she is great at embroidery and stitching.
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