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			“Ring, ring” I sit up, and click on my lamp. The light stings my eyes, overwhelming me with the colorful feelings of the day ahead of me. I grab my phone and type in my password to find two new messages from Emma, my best friend since preschool. One reads, “Morning!’” I smile and text her back, “Good Morning!” The second text reads, “Have to go.” I stare at it for a moment. Where does she have to go so soon? There’s three hours until school. I ‘thumbs up’ the text and lay it down on my bedside table. I unfold the sparkly pink sheet on top of me and get up. I open my closet and pick out an outfit for the day and walk into the kitchen. Mom is making eggs in a silver pan. “Morning, hon, how’d you sleep?” I shrug, “What about you?”



Chapter One


Mom slides a egg onto a plate. “Like usual. So Kelly...” She brings the plate to the table, “I just got a call from Emma’s parents.” She pauses, “They don’t know where she is.”
I walk over to my mom and start setting the silverware on the table. “That’s impossible!” 
 I exclaim, “I just got a text from her!” 
Mom shrugs, “Well, I’m sure she’ll turn up soon...” As soon as I sit down on my chair at school, I realize Emma’s not there. 
At lunch I get a sandwich and sit down on the cafeteria, wondering where Emma is. From behind me I hear a gentle clicking sound. 
Audrey sits down next to me. “So...” She says, sitting down her lunch loudly, “Do you know where Emma is? Cuz, I have a science project with her and if she doesn’t come back by next week, we’re gonna get a F on that project.” I flinch as she sighs loudly. 
“Oh well, I don’t really know...” She opens her eyes wide. “No, no, thats not what I meant, I’m positive she’ll come back soon.” I reassure her. But she doesn’t come back.
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			The next day she’s still gone, and the same with the next, and the next, until it turns into slow weeks. At school every day I check the bathrooms and classrooms with a burning hope in my heart that Emma will be there. But she never is. 

One day at 8:00 am on a weekend, I wake up to a disguised knock on my bedroom door. “Come in,” I say letting my shoulders slump. Mom comes in crying, but also smiling. I rub my eyes, now that Emma’s gone I feel like a apple pie without the apples. But the look on mom’s face is hopeful and tells me Emma is going to come back. I sit up in my bed. “What?” I ask in a broken voice. Mom tucks my hair behind my ear.
 “Emma’s found!” 

I show up at school, on Monday with a bouquet of red roses and several different cards that I had worked on for hours. My heart beats inside of me as loud as someone playing the drums. As I’m walking in, I spot Emma talking to the ‘Queens of the school’, Bree and Josie. I throw my arms up into the air and start running towards her. “Emma!!!” Everybody gawks at me with their mouths flying open, but right now I don’t care. I stop in front of her, expecting her to be so happy to see me too, but she just shrugs, 
“Hey” She says. “Umm you don’t have to be so loud, it isn’t a big deal...” She hisses, trailing off. 
My throat feels dry, “It is a big deal-“ Emma snatches thee roses and cards out of my hands and starts walking away with Bree and Josie.
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			I feel cold drops of salty water fill my eyes. Tears. What has happened to my friend? At science I sit in my spot ignoring Mr. Mako and thinking about Emma. I need to talk to her - alone, I think to myself. The next day in art, I request to go to the bathroom. Mrs. Hazel scrunches her tiny blue eyes at me, and finally nods. 
“Emma please go with her.” I take a deep breath and slowly meet her gaze. 
“Why?” She look at Mrs. Hazel. 
“Because I want as buddy to go with her.” Mrs. Hazel straightens her glasses on her face. “I thought you two were friends.” I bite my lip, 
“Same...” I murmur. 



Me and Emma are silent until we reach the bathroom. I look at her face and remember all the memories we’ve had together. Anger boils insides of me until I can’t hold it back any longer. 
“Why are you being so mean?!” I say firmly. 
Emma blinks, “No, I haven’t.” I don’t say anything, just stare into to her big brown eyes. Then all of the sudden, I feel a sense of familiarity. Emma burst into tears. 
“I’m sorry!” She sobs. 
My face softens, “It’s okay, but why?” I question slowly. 
“I vowed,” She sputters, “When I was lost I vowed that when I was found, I’d never think about my old life again.” She says quietly. “I’m sorry!” She says again.  
“I understand,” I say softly. 
“Friends?” Emma smiles, 
“Friends!” 
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			Chapter Two

All of the sudden Audrey walks in, her curly red hair bouncing as she struts in. She looks at me and then Emma. 
“Emma. I got my first F because of you.” Emma and I look at each other, and smile even harder. “And Kelly, you lied that Emma would come back in a few days.” Audrey looks at my brown sweater. “And that’s a bad fashion choice!” Me and Emma burst out laughing, I think I’ve found my real friend.
She was finally found.

Moral: Things aren’t always what they seem to be.
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