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Finally Together Forever

By Sahana M.


			

		

	
		
			Chapter One

     “Oooow!” I screamed but then quickly clapped my hand over my mouth because Mother would kill me for interrupting her beauty sleep. Jeffrey and Henri had tied my long braided hair to the door handle right next to me, and when I sat up I felt my hair getting ripped out of my scull. Jeffrey is twelve and Henri is ten, I’m fourteen. Both of those kids are devils dressed up as little boys sent to torture anyone who looked or sounded “weird”, especially girls. That pretty much described me. Between my long dark hair, my dark skin, and my slight Indian accent, I was the perfect target for them. 
     I slowly twisted around to untie my hair trying not to scream in pain. By the way, I sleep in a tiny cupboard in my foster home. That’s why Jeffrey and Henri were able to tie my hair to the door handle. I barely have any room in my cupboard for me to sleep in. There’s no bed and I sleep on the bare wood. Also, my cupboard is musty and covered in cobwebs. Spiders are crawling all over, and the wood is a little bit moldy. I’m usually a light sleeper, but I had to watch the boys last night while Mother was off at the bar. So, somehow those devils were able to sneak into my cupboard.

     “Priya, OPEN UP!” That’s Mother banging on my door. I swear, one of these days she’ll break the door down.
     I slowly, very slowly, open the door and there Mother is, her face as red as red as a tomatoe, and her hair poofed out with the worst bed head. I had to chuckle at that.
     “What are you laughing about?!” Mother roared. Only then do I see she has a broom in her hand. Oh no. I really should have watched my mouth. I can’t believe I screamed like that. Mothers face is getting redder and redder. Here it comes….
     Smack! Smack, smack, smack, slap! After Mother was done with me, I stumbled away in pain. Three big bruises, and two bloody scrapes for only 7:30 in the morning. 
The sad thing is….. I’ve endured way worse.
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			Chapter Two

     Later that day, around 8:30 pm after we ate dinner (only a few spoonfuls of canned beans and dry bread for me) Mother ordered me to watch the boys while she goes to the bar again, and even though I had to say yes, I really didn’t want to.
     Now, I’m chasing Jeffrey, Henri, and Jack (who’s four), while carrying Squirt who’s crying like the one year old he is. 
     “Stop!” I scream at the three boys, after putting Squirt down on his baby blanket. They do stop, mid run, and slowly turn around with a devilish grin. Oh no. I quickly turn around and started running in the opposite direction of the boys. The boys chase after me and, very sadly,  they are faster than me. Henri and Jack grab me and and throw me down to the floor and while I’m struggling to get out of their grasps I see Jeffrey standing over me cracking his knuckles with a ruthless expression. 
     Wham! Jeffrey lands a strong punch to my stomach. I feel nauseous and start gagging. “Don’t you dare,” Jeffrey warns. But, I can’t help it. I hurl all over Henri and Jack and that makes them both very mad.
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			Chapter Three

     I’m unconscious for probably around thirty minutes because I’m awoken by Mother kicking me.  

“What are you doing lying on the floor like a dead rat?” she yells at me. “And what is that disgusting vomit on the floor?!” she roars. “Clean that up at once!” Now she’s screaming so loud you could probably hear her three miles away. 

“Of course Mother.” I mumble and quickly hurry into the kitchen to get a rag and soap from under the sink.
     After I’m done cleaning Mother comes in for inspection. I realize there is a little bit of vomit Kerry on the floor. I pray mother doesn’t notice, but sadly God doesn’t answer my prayers. She sees the vomit and flames ignite in her eyes. “What is wrong with you?!” She roars at the top of her lungs. “You can’t do a single thing right! I’ve had enough of you!” And out of the blue she says, “I’m sending you to school. I won’t have to deal with you then. Plus, public school is free.”

“What?!”

“You don’t have a say in this Priya!” Mother growls
The thing is, I’m not upset about this, I’d do anything to be out of this horrible place.
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			Chapter Four

     A week later I’m off to school. The school is around three miles away from my foster home, so I woke up really early because I didn’t want to take any chances of being late. 
     Around thirty minutes later I’m standing in front of Long Beach middle school. It’s a big school with a banner hanging in front of the main entrance saying, “Welcome!”. Everywhere I look are kids and a few parents. When I look closely, I notice all the kids have un-dirty, crisp clothes. They also have clean, big backpacks, while I only have a dirty bag I snuck out of Mothers closet.
    Now, casually trying to hide my clothes, I walk through the big doors to school. Inside is just as kid filled as outside. Mother, somehow, remembered to tell me to go to the office to get my schedule. I looked around and on the wall I saw a sign, among many other signs, saying, “Office”. I followed the arrow on the sign and soon I was in the office. 
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     “Hello, I’m Ms. Lily, the office secretary.” Ms. Lily says with a smile. I don’t say anything. “Are you the new student?” She asks. I nod my head. “Well okay, you’re in 8th grade, and here is your schedule.” Ms. Lily says cheerfully while handing me a slip of paper. While I look it over Ms Lily says, “Your homeroom is in room 918 with Mr. B. It’s that way.” She points. 
     I exit the office and go in the direction Ms. Lily pointed. Once I found my way to room 918 the teacher told me to choose any seat. I walked all the way to the back row and sat down. A few other kids were already in their seat, and they stared at me. I guess not a lot of people join halfway into the school year. 
     Soon, the bell rings and everyone else hurries into class.
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			Chapter 5

     “Hello students.” Mr. B booms. “As you all can see, we have a new student today. We’re all going to have to help her catch up.”
Oh my god, this is so embarrassing. I think.
Later that day, I’m in math class daydreaming. Math is my last class of the day. School so far is terrible. I mean, the teachers are nice, they don’t yell as much as Mother, but no one can get as mad as her. I didn’t know school would be so hard. I haven’t known the answer to any of the questions the teachers ask, and my bag is really heavy with homework and books. 
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     My thoughts are interrupted by my math teacher (Mr.C) asking a question. “How do you find what ‘x’ is in the equation 4x + 3 = 15?” He  writes the problem down on the whiteboard. Mr. C asks us all to write the problem down on the piece of paper in front of us, solve it. The problem is, I don’t know how to write, much less think about numbers. That might be why school is so hard.
     At the end of class Mr. C calls me over to his desk to “talk”. “Have you ever been to school before?” He asks. I shake my head. “Have you ever heard of tutoring?” I shake my head again. Of course I haven’t, again, I’ve never been to school. I inwardly roll my eyes.
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			“Well, its where people help you at school if you are behind. And I think you might need it.” He explains. “I’m signing you up for full school tutoring. Your first session is tomorrow.” I nod and walk away, lugging my heavy bag behind me.
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			Chapter 6

     The next day after all my classes, I’m walking to tutoring. When I walk into the classroom I see three other people, I recognize one of the form my science class, and math, and I see her struggling too. When I sit down, she smiles as me. I don’t smile back. 
     Soon, the teacher says, “Hello everyone, I am Ms. Tarina. For today I want everyone to partner up for an activity. Olivia and Priya, Jacob, and Zane.” The girl, Olivia, scoots her chair next to me. “Hi!” she says cheerfully. “Um…” I reply. But soon, Olivia and I are chatting our mouths away. Actually, she’s doing most of the talking, but I’m following.
     Tutoring flies by, and soon I’m walking out of the classroom. Olivia calls after me,” See ya tomorrow, bestie!” “We’re besties?” I ask uncertainly. “If you want to be!’ And I nod. I feel something I’ve never felt before. I feel loved. That’s how I know I have a new Best Friend!

15

[image: ]
16


			

		

	
		
			Chapter 6

     The next day after all my classes, I’m walking to tutoring. When I walk into the classroom I see three other people, I recognize one of the form my science class, and math, and I see her struggling too. When I sit down, she smiles as me. I don’t smile back. 
     Soon, the teacher says, “Hello everyone, I am Ms. Tarina. For today I want everyone to partner up for an activity. Olivia and Priya, Jacob, and Zane.” The girl, Olivia, scoots her chair next to me. “Hi!” she says cheerfully. “Um…” I reply. But soon, Olivia and I are chatting our mouths away. Actually, she’s doing most of the talking, but I’m following.
     Tutoring flies by, and soon I’m walking out of the classroom. Olivia calls after me,” See ya tomorrow, bestie!” “We’re besties?” I ask uncertainly. “If you want to be!’ And I nod. I feel something I’ve never felt before. I feel loved. That’s how I know I have a new Best Friend!

15

[image: ]
16


			

		

	
		
			Epilogue

     Olivia and I still hang out all the time, and even of at home my life is horrible, school and Olivia are the things that keep me going. I don’t know how I survived before Olivia.

The End!
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