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			Do you know how to stay hidden? Live life in the shadows? Well, we have to....


“Talia! Where are you?!” Mom calls, “You know your not packing your whole room, right?”. “I know!” I call back, “I’m just packing the essentials!”. “If you say so...” my brother says, stuffing things in his suitcase. 
	“Talia! Dylan! We need to go!” Dad calls. “Coming!” I call back, zipping up my suitcase. We run downstairs to find Mom, Dad, and our older brother Charlie. Mom’s carrying our 2 year old sister, Matilda. We leave our house and walk to the border of our kingdom. 
	Our kingdom kicked us out because they found out my grandma was from a rival kingdom. Honestly, we’re lucky they didn’t do worse. I see a cabin just outside of the border. “Let’s go there,” I say, pointing. Mom nods. I knock on the door. No one answers. I push it open and walk inside. The interior is run-down and dusty looking. There are stairs with crumbling banisters in the middle of the floor. On the left side is a kitchen with a moldy fridge and on the right is a living room. There’s a couch with ripping fabric and a coffee table that looks like it’s going to collapse any moment. 
	Dylan motions to the steps. “Do you think anyone’s down there?” he asks. “Only one way to find out,” I say as I shut the front door. We walk down the steps, I’m in the front and Mom’s in the back holding Matilda. There’s a door at the bottom of the steps. I open it and walk inside. I guess this is the basement. “Home sweet home,” Dad says. We set our suitcases down, making a thud that echoes through the whole basement. We start unpacking. I roll out my sleeping bag, Dylan rolls his out next to mine and Charlie rolls his sleeping bag out next to Dylan’s. Mom unpacks a foldable crib for Matilda and an air mattress for her and Dad. Home sweet home.
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			The next morning....

	“Guys I think we forgot something,” Dylan says nervously. “What?” I ask, getting out of my sleeping bag. The basement is cold and echoes a lot, making my yawn sound more like a tiger growling. “Food!” Dylan says. “No, I remembered that. I made a disguise for Talia, seeing as we’re not meant to be here,” Mom replies as she digs through there suitcase. She pulls out a black dress that looks speedily sewn together. “You’re telling me I have to wear that?” I ask. Mom nods and before I know it I’m wearing a horrible black dress and leaving the house to buy food.
	I find a fruit stand selling apples for 50 cents. “Good morning Miss, what do you want today?” the seller asks. “I’ll take six apples please,” I say. “Right, that’ll be $3.00,” the seller tells me. I hand him 3 dollar bills, say thank you, and walk back home. I set the apples on the table in the basement. Mom takes 3 apples, 1 for Dad and 1 to mash up into apple sauce for Matilda . Charlie takes 1 for himself and I take 2 . I give one to Dylan.
	After breakfast we play UNO and Dad wins so we play again. Somehow, this time Matilda wins. For lunch we have toast, and tacos for dinner. I get into my sleeping bag and fall asleep listening to the sound of Matilda crying, wondering how long we’ll be here.
 




                           

A week later...
	
	I wake with a start, hearing loud bangs outside our front door. People have come banging on our door every day now, but this is the loudest it’s gotten. I hear a crack and a bang. Mom hurriedly locks the basement door and hands Matilda to me. I hear stomping and people bang on the basement door. Matilda starts crying, which is not helping the fact that we’re “not” here. Mom pushes the air mattress out of the way and I see a wooden trap door. 
	

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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	I hear footsteps and gulp. Matilda cries. After the footsteps stop, I quietly push open the trapdoor. “Are you sure they’re gone?” Dylan asks. “No,” I says nervously. “Then, why are you opening the door?!” Dylan asks. “I don’t know!” I shout. I slowly step into the basement. “Are they there?” Dylan asks. “Do you think I’d still be out here if they were?” I say. Dylan walks out and I leave the basement. “What are you doing?” Dylan yells. I don’t answer. He steps out cautiously. I turn around and see the broken, shattered remains of the door to what was our home. 
	I look at the front door. It’s ripped, broken, like pieces of glass. I walk outside. People outside shopping for food and clothes turn to stare at us. “That cabin’s been abandoned for years!” one says. “Who ARE they?” another asks. “Come on,” Dylan says, “Come on!” “We HAVE to find them,” I say.

For now...

The End
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