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The Worst Kind of Friend


			

		

	
		
				“Have a good basketball practice, Marcella.”
	“Thanks, Mom. Bye.”I replied. I saw my friend Karen ahead of me. 
	“Karen!” I shouted? We started running towards each other. 
       Once we caught up Karen yelled, “Last one to that pole is a rotten egg!” I ran as fast as I could but she beat me. 
	“Dang it you win.” I said, defeated. We walked the rest of the way to practice, exhausted before practice even started. We got there a little early so we started making bets, like who could sprint faster and all that good stuff.

We made bets a lot, but on this day, was THE bet. Yes, the bet that ruined our whole relationship of three years. 

“WHO CAN BOUNCE THERE BALL HIGHER?” Karen said. It was Karen vs Marcella. It was an even match. We both had our basketballs pumped up. She went first. Her ball bounced really high and she said, “And that was just a little bit of force.” 

I went back into my memory, replaying the scene over and over. I know she actually bounced the ball in a way That she used all her force. Now, I’m not the kind of person to let that slide. 
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				So I said,”Can I see your ball really quick.” At the speed of light she answered no.
	“Why not?” I asked.
	“Cuz I don’t trust you with my stuff,” She replied. 
        Her best friend hopped in full protector mode like, “Yeah I don’t trust you with my stuff.” My basketball teammate heard the commotion. Knowing we were friends, she walked over to us.
	“Are you guys friends?” She asked. 
      Without missing a beat, Karen said! “No, I don’t want to be friends with her, but our parents just make us.”
That was a punch in the gut. You know when you are playing dodgeball and you get hit in the stomach. Well, that’s what it felt like. My basketball teammate, satisfied with her answer, walked off.

        Then I said, “You were the one who wanted to be friends in the first place.”
        Karen answered, “I remember feeling bad for you.” I had to bite my tongue to stop myself from crying. 
       Once I got in the car I started ugly sobbing. My Mom asked what happened, between sobs I told her. The next day I begged my mom not to go to school knowing Karen would be siting right next to me in homeroom. I went anyway.
      When I entered my homeroom class, I felt my throat close up.
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			     I headed to my desk. Once I sat down, I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. I could already feel the sweat forming on my hands and I couldn’t even think. 
      Recess finally came, and as I was walking through the hallway outside,  y friend Katie asked me, “What’s wrong?” 
       As I was telling her, Ms. Pepa, who was walking in front of us turned around and asked, “What happened?” 
       I felt my soul leave my body. No way out, I explained the situation. She found Karen and asked us to talk it out. 
       Karen made it very emotional. Ms. Pepa said, “Karen, I see it was a frustrating moment please control your anger.” Then she turned to me and said, “Marcella, detention for gossiping”. 
         I didn’t say anything. All I could do was head to math class. In math class, I couldn’t concentrate all I could do was listen to all the pencils scribbling equations down. I went home exhausted, doing homework was impossible. Feeling defeated, I just ended up googling the answer. 
	

     Later that night, I listened to a broadcast on TV about taking. Are of yourself. I realized that it only matters what I think about myself, and no one can ever put me down because deep down it is really about them, not me.
        I thought of all the times Karen and I fought and realized we argued more in our friendship than we had fun. So, I stopped talking to her all together. 
     I felt more confident and better about myself after that.
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Hi I’m Cecilia and I’m from Alameda. I play basketball and I like making stick-figure comics. I wrote this story because I want people to know what I’ve been through. I don’t have a favorite part of the story. A fun fact about me is I can do the clover tongue.
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