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			Once upon a time, there was a girl named Rana. She had black eyes and black hair. She moved to the United States from Japan in two weeks ago. And her school day was starting. When she walked to her classroom, there was her teacher who had yellow hair, and green eyes. Her name was Mrs. Maria. 
When she walked to her classroom, Mrs. Maria smiled softly, and said, “Good morning!”
“G...Good morning,” Rana mumbled. She was very scared. She felt her heart pumping hard, and almost started to have tears. 
So, Mrs. Maria kindly spoke, “Welcome to my class. What’s your name?”
Rana couldn’t understand what she was talking about.
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			“Is she asking me something? What is she saying?” Rana breathed hard. 
She was scared, confused, and didn’t know what the teacher was saying. And she also didn’t know how to answer. Her tear dropped at the ground.
So Mrs. Maria pondered, “Don’t worry. It will be fine. Get in to my class.” 
All of her classmates were looking at her. She thought, “it’s better going back home.”
“Put your backpack on your desk, and sit on the carpet, please,” Mrs. Maria said. Rana didn’t know what Mrs. Maria was saying, so she just did what other classmates were doing. She put her backpack on her desk, and sat on the carpet.

Just then, Mrs. Maria cheered, “Good morning, class. I’m Mrs. Maria. Say ‘good morning Mrs. Maria.’”
“Good morning Mrs. Maria!”
The class cheered back except for Rana.
So everyday, she was walking to her school, she was bored. And everyday, she cried at the girl’s bathroom. The time she had fun and could calm down was when she was with her family. 
One day at recess time, her teacher, Mrs. Maria muttered to her, “I know you have a hard feeling, but I think it’s better if you just communicate with your classmates.”
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			She didn’t understand what Mrs. Maria was saying, so she asked her parents what that means. On the next day, she tried to communicate, but she didn’t know how to do, and it’s very scary for her. “What if someone looks at me like what are you saying? Or if someone makes fun of me?” 


On that night, there was something black in Rana’s heart. She didn’t know what it was, but she knew why it was in her heart. It was because she wants to try to make her friends. 
So, she said in her heart, “I’ll try to communicate with my classmates, and make new friends!” And she fell asleep.
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			The next day was cloudy. She walked to her school, and when she was walking, she repeated in her heart, “I’ll communicate with my classmates, and make friends. I’ll communicate with my classmate, and make friends...” 
And when it’s recess time, she thought she could try. So, she went near to her girl classmate named Jiu. She came to the United States last month, so she also couldn’t speak English well, and she didn’t have friends either. So Rana thought she could be friends with her. But when it was time to speak, her mouth didn’t move, because she was scared.

All of the bad words she heard from other students repeated in her heart. “Look, she’s eating her lunch alone.” “Why are you not saying anything?” “Let’s go, she can’t say anything.” 
She ran to the girl’s bathroom. She cried a lot. She thought she will never have friends. Never, ever. 
The school ended, and Mrs. Maria said “bye!” to every student.
“Bye Rana!” Mrs. Maria rejoiced. 
“B..bye, Mrs. Maria...” Rana made a fake smile at her. 
The weather was raining. She ran under the big tree. She cried, and waited for the rain to stop.
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			Just then, someone stopped in front of her, and gulped, “Y...Y...You looks very sweaty Rana.”
Jiu’s face was very red. Rana thought, “She is trying... She is trying right now. I...I have to try too!” 
She finally opened her mouth, “I...I’m okay Jiu. T..Thank you Jiu, c...can we go back together?”
Jiu cried and smiled, “Okay, let’s go back together!”
They smiled at each other. 
Rana thought, “It’s good to just communicate... Mrs. Maria was right.” 
The rain was still falling, but they didn’t even care about it.
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