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			                                                                           Chapter 1

Max James is at war with his own mind. Max's mind is filled with bad thoughts. He let someone into his head, and she left his mind ajar to bad thoughts. Thus, Max decided he would never allow anyone in again. Harold, Max's best friend hadn't been let in for ages. But as abandoned as he felt, he refused to leave his best friend behind. "Don't let anyone in, Max! Remember what happened when you let HER in?! It ruined your life. Remember, Max, it's all in your head!!" Max scolded himself. He still remembered that day. He thought he thought he could stop it, but in the end, he couldn't. And these things he thought of consisted of horrible beasts and bullies. 
"You're a weakling who's all alone!" these are the words that repeated over and over again in his mind. They would play until he fell asleep, and yet, being asleep wasn't any more peaceful than being awake. 
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"Max!" The thought shattered away. 

   This book is dedicated to my 
        friend

BEATRICE!!
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			"Max!" the thought shattered away, and through the shattered glass, Max could see Harold's face. "You good?" Harold questioned, "Yeah" Max sighed. Harold was always so happy, everyone likes him, I mean, who wouldn't? No, Who COULDN'T? "Come with me" Harold prompted. Max stood up, and followed Harold out of the cafeteria and down the long hallway of Darold Middle School. The crisp oak planks glistened in the afternoon sun of Glen Park. Harold sped ahead to whisper something in principal Just's ear. He nodded as a symbol of agreement, Max flew down the hallway to catch up with Harold. No longer admiring the glossy floor, it slowly faded back too a normal, subtle oak flooring. Max found Harold outside, in the Principal's private garden. Although, Max wondered why he kept such a beautiful thing secret. The warm sun wrapped around Max as he stepped onto the cobble path. He felt the embrace of this warm day, and felt lucky, as it was rare for it to be this perfect in Autumn. He watched as Harold beamed a warm gaze fell upon Max, and it filled him with light. A smile danced across Harold's face, and Max felt one start to glide across his too. "Isn't it nice?" Harold asked, beaming.  
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			Max remembered, the last time he had been happy was before she left. You see, Max was friends with a girl named Vivianne. They were very close, but one day Vivianne moved away, and she took Max's soul with her. Max smiled, the sun reminded him of Vivianne. She and Max would play in the park together, they would giggle and laugh and their voices would be carried in the wind. And all would hear the chortles of children, and it would fill their days with light. The bell rang, and Max was pulled out of that dream, back to the real world, where she was gone. "Come on," Harold gestured, "I'll walk you home." Max nodded. The boys walked home. Max listened to the birds chirping, and he watched as a crisp leaf glided down from it's perch in the tree. It reflected the perfect picture of Autumn. He heard the brass squeal as Harold turned the knob to enter Max's house. "Hey Max! Look who's here!" he heard his mom holler. Max opened the door, nudging Harold out of the way in the progress. Little did he know he would be opening his mind's door as well. The door's rusty hinges creaked as the door opened to reveal... "Vivianne!"
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			River is 10 years old and they live in California. Their favorite book is Ender's Game. River hopes to publish a book that they are working on at home. Their hidden talent is their advanced vocabulary, and writing skills. They also enjoy acting, and LOVES Congee, Sushi, and Ramen. River wants to get into Stanford, or UCLA for College. River mainly writes books but enjoys reading and writing poetry.
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