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			Have you ever lost something in a mansion? No? Lucky you. 	
	In a mansion in Vienna a girl there was a girl named Bella. She sat on her window nook, looking out at the grounds below. Her mother and older sister,Millie were chatting about preparations for their annual New Years party. Her dad and younger brother,Henry, were setting up a big white tent for the guests. That left Bella to do... nothing. She was going to have her friend over for tea,but besides that she was a bored girl who was useless to help with anything to do with her parents party.
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			Apparently, her siblings were much better equipped to help out. Bella got up. She walked to the door and turned the delicate glass knob. Determined to be entertained,Bella jogged to her parents room and whisked herself into her mothers closet. It had to be the most interesting room in the world. Colorful clothes hung in small glass cabinets from dresses, to pants! The smell of perfume wafted in the air. Then, something sparkly caught her eye. Bella turned to see a tiara shining on a bust with dazzling crystals of glittering white! It's beautiful intricate designs glowed golden with life!

Bella felt strangely drawn to this tiara of beauty! She stretched out her newly manicured fingers and felt the tiara's cold twinkling gems on her olive skin. 

Then she curled her fingers around It and pulled it to her chest, thinking,"if I take it, I would return it. I would just try it on and give it back! Easy!" And so Bella wrapped it in her sweater,which she had taken off and dashed back to her room. She collapsed onto her bed(her room has a long way from her mothers room,mansion problems)with a pant, and took out the tiara. Bella's breath caught.

Bust: A head to shoulders sculpture 
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			Bella lifted it onto her head! Bella hurried to the mirror inspecting the hair she had just curled to perfection a few minutes before, for the party. She glanced at her brown eyes and brown which she considered to be raised higher and more curved than most, giving her a spectacle look. Bella sighed, peering at her fingernails.

Then she remembered she was meeting her friend in... Bella glanced at the clock. Two minutes! Bella stashed her- okay, her mom's- beloved crown in a bag, intending to show Hazel, her friend, when they met. 

She dashed down the stairs with extreme heed.

	Bella trudged up the stairs an hour later,exhausted and completely out of breath, and collapsed onto her bed.

" why is my room on the sixth floor!!??" Bella heaved rolling her big brown eyes. Then a truly troubling thought hit her! She must have ruined her hair! UUUUUUGGGGGGG! Bella flew to the mirror and squeaked at her now messed- up hair! She had worked so hard!! NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO(and so on)!!!!!! The party was in an hour and a half!!!!! Suddenly Bella thought of something that would surely cheer her up!  
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				Bella rocketed to her bed to retrieve her tiara from her bag. But, it... wasn't there. Bella dug through her pillows searching and searching for the lost crown, but she couldn't find it. It wasn't here, or there, or anywhere! Bella searched her room like a monster, crushing her paper airplanes and pillows and throwing clothes and knocking the jewelry box. Bella crashed out of her room and stormed into the maid's lounge, making a younger one with red hair jump and squeak. Bella charged to the head maid, Mrs. Baker, and demanded—


	"Why Miss Bella, what are you doing here? Shouldn't you be getting ready for the party tonight? I can have—"
	"Did you see my mother's tiara!?" Bella barked. 
	"Oh the one she's—"
	"Did you, or did you not? Wait, the one she's... what?" 
	"The one she's wearing for the party tonight, dear," Mrs. Baker responded. Dread poured into Bella's chest, making her turn as white as the crystals in her mother's crown. What had she done!? 
	"So, um..." the maid said, looking at her empathetically, but fidgeting like she was worried. If she didn't find the tiara, she would also lose her job. Bella guessed she had a family to care for, though. 
	"I will look for the tiara, um, please don't tell your parents. Um..." Mrs. Baker stared into space glumly. Bella could tell she wanted to say no, but knew it would get her in trouble. 
	"Don't worry, I won't," Bella smiled. Mrs. Baker exhaled. 
	"Thank you." 
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				"Thank you! I will look in the... wait. How did you lose the tiara?"
	Bella reluctantly told her. 
	"Hmm... Now tell me what you did today," the maid asked. Bella was suddenly aware of all the maids staring at her like they had been ooh-ing and ahh-ing at them. Mrs. Baker waited for Bella to answer them and noticed her expression. She shooed the maids away. 
	"So Bella, your answer?" Bella told her what she did today. 
	"Bella?" 
	"Yes?"
	"Bella, did you maybe leave your bag with the tiara in it in the garden when you saw Hazel?" Bella gasped, her eyes widened to the size of gold balls and she charged out the door, surprising a few maids who were listening in. Bella flew down the stairs and zoomed into the garden without stopping once! She leaped into the pergola and scanned the table and charges that Bella and Millie had had tea on. On the back of one of the chairs was her bag. Bella ripped open the bag and looked inside. Bella exhaled. 

	Bella skipped down the stairs, she tripped a couple times but nothing could ruin her good mood after returning her mother's crown to its bust successfully. When she got downstairs she heard voices in the ballroom. 
	"I'm greatly sorry ma'am!" Cried a voice which Bella recognized as Mrs. Baker's! 
	"Do you know how much that tiara costs! Not to mention it's twenty generations old!" Exclaimed her mother's stern voice. 
	"I—I will do anything to make you forgive me! Please! I'm sorry!" Mrs. Baker sobbed. 
	"Julie! Come over here!" 
	"Of course!" Said a squeaky voice.
	"Thank you for informing me about the lost tiara."
	"Why of course Madam!" Julie beamed. Bella poked her head through the doorway and saw the red-haired maid she'd scared earlier. It must be Julie! That skunk!" Bella shrieked in her head. 
	"WAIT!" She boomed. Bella noticed she was standing in front of her mother and the maids. 
	"Bella!" Mrs. Baker started, "Mom, Mrs. Baker didn't lose the tiara—"
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				"Now Bella—" Her mom interrupted. 
	"I did!" Bella exclaimed. Bella's mom gasped. 
	"Bella! Wha—how? Um?" 
	"I saw the tiara and took it to borrow... I didn't know how important it was to you! Mrs. Baker found it! Julie is lying to you!" Bella informed her mom. 
	"Oh..."
	"It's not true!" Julie blurted. 
	"Julie, don't interrupt me!" Bella's mom yelled, then continued, "Is this true, Mrs. Baker?"
	"Yes ma'am," she responded. 
	"Well now I know. Thank you Mrs. Baker." Everyone turned to leave. 
	"Oh and Julie?" Her mom continued, with a wicked smile. Julie turned with her jaw and fists clenched. 
	"Yes, ma'am?" She said timidly. 
	"You're fired."

Author's note: 
Dear reader, 
	You don't want to lose something in a mansion. If you ever do, I hope you have a nice maid to help you. 
	Love, 
Sybil Wyatt. Your hopefully beloved writer. 

P.S. Bella convinced her mom to let Julie stay. Her new job is scooping the poop in the horse stables. And putting it in the soil for their vegetable garden! Hehe! 
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			The Athens name is Sybil W. She is from SF and is ten years old. Sybil likes acting,singing,dancing,reading,writing, and being with friends! Sybil was inspired by Biana Vaker from Keeper of the Lost Cities. Her favorite part of the book is when Bella is stressing about her hair. A fun fact about Sybil is that she has fainted six times in her life.
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