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Sharon S. Saeteurn
About The Author

I, Sharon Sio Saeteurn, live and was born in Sacramento, California. I started writing at the age of seven and was born on August 15, 1997. I’m still in school, and I am Mien (a type of Asian language).  I have two older brothers, one younger sister, two parents, no pets, and no awards for my stories yet, and I have many friends that are also my fans. I listen to R and B type of music and watch any hilarious shows or movies, and I love to read any fantasy book no matter how short or long it is.


I was a huge Harry Potter fan but not anymore because I am now a Narnia fan. The Harry Potter books made by J.K. Rowling were very enjoyable, but I needed more excitement. I still like them books and movies, and I am still a fan but not as huge as last time.


I like to watch humorous shows such as Family Guy, The Simpsons, American Dad, King of the Hill, George Lopez, The Bernie Mac Show, Scrubs, Two and A Half Men, and many more. I prefer hilarious, dramatic, and romantic movies than others. Some people say that I’m like this kind of writer: You don't just create compelling stories; you see them as clearly as a movie in your mind. You have a knack for details and dialogue. You can really make a character come to life. Chances are, you enjoy creating all types of stories. The joy is in the storytelling and nothing would please you more than millions of people seeing your story on the big screen! I personally hope that someday this story or any of the other stories that I have written will be in theaters someday.


Some people say that I have a shy personality. I tend to hesitate before trying new things or meeting new people, but once people get to know me, I open up and show the world what I am really all about. I think that’s sort of true. I can be stubborn at times, very depressed, and too modest.


I think that once you know who you are, you can’t change yourself from being you, and nobody knows you better than you. If you have a twin then maybe not, but they do have some desires that are different. You should never let hurtful words discourage you from being you and following your dreams. If you have a reason for doing something that is a bit odd then you shouldn’t be embarrassed because you’re just being yourself.


It probably started in second or third grade that I thought that I was too tall for my age, and it was just tough for me to fit in with the other kids that were shorter than me. I’m actually am taller than most of my cousins that are one, two, three, or four years older than me, and they would get ashamed a bit when they stand close to me. In third grade, I wanted to play jump rope with my friends, but the problem was that whenever the two people swung the rope, I would be too tall for it to go over. I would get very mad and sad about how they would laugh at me because of that. Now, I’m in the sixth grade, and I am more “relaxed” about my height because there are more tall people in my class. My friends actually like me being taller than them because whenever they play tetherball and one of them is about to win, they tell me to put it higher. I get embarrassed but “proud” because a person that is shorter than me can’t really do that unless they transform into a monkey and climb the pole. While I am getting older and moving up to different grades, I want to get taller. 


Everyone has a flaw, but maybe they don’t notice it as much as the other people do. You might be too short, too tall, too nice, too skinny, have obesity, arrogant, bossy, cruel, or corky. No matter what it is, you can definitely fulfill your dreams and nobody can stop you because they’re just trying to put you down.


I have many favorite authors, but here are the ones that I can name: Stephenie Meyer, Stephen King, Darren Shan, C.S. Lewis, J.K. Rowling, Gail Carson Levine, and many more that I forgot.     

I dress normal in dark and sometimes light clothes. My favorite colors are dark but most people know that I like black better, but I also like some light colors. The light colors are white, yellow, pink, orange, light- green and gray and my other preferred dark colors are emerald, indigo, scarlet, and violet. When I realize it, I favor every color in the world, but black is my number one desired color.


I know perfectly well that some people will not like the stories that I write, and I don’t expect everybody that reads my story to like them. I say to that, “I know that some readers will not like my stories, and I’m acceptable with that. I am still proud even when only one person takes pleasure in them. I am still a kid though and have many more experiences ahead of me. Hate it, love it, whatever, and at least enjoy one of my stories that I made.”


I am really working on becoming a famous fantasy author because I truly believe that I can accomplish that goal. I dominate ELA. There are many examples to prove it, but the best one was when I was in 6th grade and took the second ELA Benchmark test. A few days later, my teacher told me my score, which is 99.9 percent accurate, so I only missed one on the test.  I wasn’t the only one to get that score, but I was still very proud of myself. It was hard to believe for myself.


It’s the year 2009, and I’m still in the 6th grade. Next year, I will be in middle school and I know that I’ll be put in an upper class for ELA. I don’t want 6th grade to end because most of my best friends are going to a different school. They want me to go to the school that they’re going to, so they could still read my stories. They also consider me as one of their favorite authors. Seventh grade, for me, is going to be very miserable because I’ll not with my friends. They said that I will get new friends, but I said that it’s hard to make new ones. I knew most of them for 2, 3, or 6 years. When I do have to face that, I will not find new friends in 2 weeks because I will have to find people that get along with me like them. I will never forget about my best friends even when we are 5,000,000,000,000 miles away.


While I am preparing to become an author, I think about me becoming one in the future. I don’t think that I will be an aristocrat, but I want to be one because I want to get my family out of this miserable house that we’re in. I will use the money to buy a big beautiful house that has rooms for each of us. I am still waiting ‘till the day when I get honored an award for my stories, but I know that I will have to earn it. I am at the 1st step of becoming a novelist. I said, “I’m sure that this is the road that I’m walking, and I’m stepping on the gold path to my dream of becoming one of the best fantasy authors that ever lived.” It feels great to be stepping on the path that will make me have an amazing future.


Oh, I don’t think that I can write 280 pages like other famous authors. This story is going to be about 80 pages, I think. Stephenie Meyer wrote about 500 pages for her novels, and that’s bloody brilliant. If I reach over 100, that’s swell for me, and my goal is to reach that much pages. I want you all to enjoy this story and wish me luck.
Behind My Love For “Him”


For about two years now, I loved a dreamy person named Ben Barnes, Prince Caspian. Everybody in my class said that he is ugly, and I sometimes think that of him. I just don’t like his looks but his personality. He’s a humorous, smart, achieving, and talented person for my opinion. In my sixth grade class, when I’m around, my classmates say, “Prince Caspian." They say that to me because they want to kid around with me or see me blush. It’s a bit annoying, really, but I get used to it. I, a hundred percent sure, know that I’ll never meet the actual human Ben Barnes face to face. Cardboard, picture, TV, and other illusions of him don’t count as me meeting him. I know a hundred percent sure that I’m not the only one that loves Ben, but I might be the only one that knows that he’ll never meet and love me. I really don’t care about that because I can make him meet, love, and, maybe if I wanted to, marry me in my fantasy stories that I write myself. The story that you’re about to read is a type of love story between Ben and me. It’s a bit non- fiction because what are in parentheses are real words that I say to the story while I write it. I think that’s the only reason why that makes this story more unique than the other unrealistic books you’ve read. You may hate my stories or love it either way my dreams of becoming an author will come true. If I do achieve it, I will be VERY exhilarated!
The Uniqueness of This Story


The thing that sort of makes this story stand out from others is the parentheses because I “overuse” it to a good thing. I rarely use it for describing but use it for entertainment. I write my comments, the real date, and time of the present in them. I tell about what I did on that day when I added more to the story. I just wanted the readers to read about how I personally build this story. Later, you’ll read one of my parentheses that read me going to sleep after writing the first part of it. I added the time when I built the story. I put them in mostly every chapter. I think on one chapter, I will be describing Power Math for readers that don’t know what the heck it is. In them, I also added big events like the Grammy Awards. I had fun experimenting with it, and remember that true words and actions are in those revealing parentheses.
Dedications
· 1st I want to thank my sixth grade classmates for enjoying my first book.
· 2nd My fans that will always love my writing and are always eager to read my next work.
· 3rd My crush (Ben Barnes) because if I never known him in my life, I’ve never have wrote this story at all, he’s one of the reasons why I should keep going to be an author, and he is one of the reasons why I wrote this story.
· 4th And to my teacher (Mr. Castro) for helping me get a computer, so I can type my story out, helping me become an author, and for helping me do better in school.
· 5th I also want to thank his sister for actually letting him give me the computer. It was a HUGE help for me for this story. 

· And last but not least, I personally want to thank the other people that supported and helped me achieve my dreams. If you are those people, THANK YOU SO MUCH! I really do appreciate you all.
· P.S. I will thank these people when I get an award for my stories. Thanks for all of your respect towards me. It means a great deal. We’ll see what awaits me in the future.

Poem
“My love for Ben is genuine, but the fact that I’m a stranger to him cuts through my heart deeply. I’m too late, now, to get his heart, so tears of sorrow runs down my cheeks. This story symbolizes, in a way, about how finding and being with your love one is difficult because there’s always a plot cutting in. I always knew for a fact that Ben will never have a desire for me, and I get very frustrated when people keep saying that he doesn’t like me and already has a girlfriend. It makes my heart melt when they put the pressure about it. I still love him though, but my heart is fading away from him…slowly fading.”
A Short Prologue


In this story I show and explain that I don’t think that I am the right girl for Ben because he’s way out of my league, but he thinks the total opposite of that. He is trying to persuade to me that he loves me. It is confusing when I finally have the opportunity to have a chance with Ben but don’t want to. I’m not timid but am afraid that I will embarrass Ben. People might wonder why he is dating a certain person like me. It’s completely tough love, and that’s why the title is called “The Tough Love Between Ben and Me.” Ben really tries to make me see that he loves me and doesn’t care what about other people say about us. I just want to be friends, but my heart says more than that. I don’t think that I am the perfect one for him, but the truth is that he is the perfect for me no matter what I and other people think. I know that I am the right one for Ben, and this story-that I wrote myself-is depressing but interesting to read. There are heartbreaking parts that I hope that you won’t cry or get sad about.


After Earl Warren Elementary school bell rang; I headed home on my two feet. It was a sunny and breezy day combined. My neighbors were packing up their belongings in big brown cardboard boxes. The father was helping the moving men put the boxes in the moving truck. The mother was sitting on a porch waiting for me to come home from school, so she is can tell me something before she leaves. Cindy, the only child, was playing with two Barbie dolls. One is a brunette named Samantha, and the other that has light- brown hair is named Cinnia. Cindy was playing with them outside on a picnic blanket by using her voice for them. She is going to be one of those people that will understand everything, and she will be going on an “adventure” with me soon.


Hundreds of miles away in England, a family is also packing up their belongings in boxes into moving trucks. The family will go to their grandparent’s house first while the trucks are going to Sacramento, California. They are moving in to my neighbors’ old house. Days later, I will meet one of the kids of the family, and the love story will begin.

Chapter 1: “Moving”
MY LIFE WAS VERY ORDINARY LIVING IN AN APARTMENT IN California. Every thing was like a list in my life: wake up, comb my hair, eat something sugary, watch television, read, write stories, and take a nap. I am the third child in my family, the third tallest, first nicest, and third smartest. My name, like you know already, is Sharon S. Saeteurn, I am still eleven- years- old because my birthday is later in the summer, I love reading and writing fantasy stories, and I love to hang out with my friends. I’ve been living in the apartment for two years now, and I am a sixth grader.

I had just come home from school at 3:15pm, and it is Monday, January 5, 2009. I stepped up on the stairs to the front of my house and got out my gold and silver key from my pink jacket’s pocket. I inserted it through the first keyhole and twisted, so it would unlock. I then was about to repeat it to the second one, but my neighbor distracted me.

“Oh Sharon,” Mrs. Souls said. “You are home from school.” Mrs. Souls is a slim woman around the age of forty. She has short curly brown-ish red hair, and she is a strong and vibrant woman. She is exactly five inches taller than me. Mrs. Souls has a country accent when she speaks. Her family and she are from Durham, California.


(For my and Kayla’s opinion, Durham is the best state to say out loud. Kayla knows what I’m talking about. I would be dancing and snapping my fingers while I’m “rapping” the name out. Today is Tuesday, April 14, 2009, and when my class had free time from taking all of the tests, we went outside and could do anything. It was freezing outside, so I just stood around with my friends while our classmates were doing something else. Kayla was talking to me. She is the person that told me about Durham, so I thank her for that. We were talking about how it is so cool to say it out loud. I started to snap my fingers and move my feet short distances back and forth. I didn’t care about how ridiculous I looked while I was dancing. I started singing slowly like a rap, “Dur,” snaps fingers, “ham.” I was improving at some points and kept on repeating it until I thought that I made a fool of myself. Victoria thought that I did when she saw me. I thought that it was the only time that I was that confidant to do something like that and to be myself for once. I was completely out of my shell today.)

“Yes, Mrs. Souls.” I responded. I had to respect her because she and her family had respected us. “Are you and your family moving?”

She walked up to me. “Yes, Sharon, dear.”

I felt disappointment inside of me. “Why do you have to move? I’ll totally miss Cindy if you do.”

“She’ll miss you too. It’s just that we’re going to have a new member in the family.” Mrs. Souls rubbed her bell in tiredness. “We don’t have anymore space in our room for him.”


“So it’s a boy? Anyways, it doesn’t look like you’re having one coming”


She really didn’t. “That’s sweet of you to say that, honey. I bet you are going to have better neighbors.” 


“I doubt it. Wherever you’re moving to, your new neighbors will be happy to have you as one. Your family is the best to be next to.”


“That’s sweet of you to say that. I hope that I will see you some time. Well, I guess this is good- bye, Sharon.”


I bit my lower lip to keep them from trembling, and my eyes turned watery. I sniffed and exhaled slowly. I wanted to say good- bye, but my throat was on the tears’ side. I smiled and waved awkwardly, and I unlocked the second keyhole and went inside my house. It was a bit warm in there. I took off my backpack when I went inside a fourth of my bedroom.


(I call it a fourth of my bedroom because it also belongs to my parents and younger sister.)


I sat on my bed and unlaced my Airwalks shoelaces and then took them off, but I didn’t take off my white socks because my feet are cold. I lay on my back on the bed. “I’m bored.” I thought. “Should I call Victoria? Naaa…. her mom might yell at her, and I don’t want her to get yelled at. Ismenia? No, probably she isn’t home from school yet. Mariah? Nay, maybe she is too busy with her puppy, Coco, and probably, she is also busy fighting with her younger brother, Joseph. Who she calls is an idiot.”


(A few seconds ago, I spoke with Mariah on the phone about how to spell Coco and Joseph. It’s February 12, 2009 with the time of 7:43pm.This date and time will be different from others in the other parentheses. I am telling you this now, so you won’t get confused about it.)


“Oh my gosh, I am so bored. Should I start my homework? How the heck did I get that idea? I’ll start it in twenty minutes. Uh… oh, what about my Internet friends?” I got up quickly and went outside to the living room.


(I call them “Internet” friends because they are my friends in the Internet. I trust those people in there because I meet them in this fan site of Georgie Henley, Lucy Pevensie.)


I turned on the Playstation 3 because that is the only tool that has Internet. I waited a few seconds for it to load up and used the remote control to go to Internet Search. I waited once more. I then moved the mouse with the controller and waited for a box that has letters to appear. Of course I wouldn’t type it but click on the letters with the arrows on the remote control. I clicked on letters into the search box that spells: Georgie Henley.  I then pressed the square button on search. It popped up many websites on her, but I chose a fan site on her instead. I had to be patient again for the fansite to load up. I scrolled down to the Chat box.


A Chat box is this box that most celebrities have for their fans to talk to each other and post anything they like about the celebrity. Only William Moseley, (Peter Pevensie) Anna Popplewell, (Susan Pevensie) Skandar Keynes, (Edmund Pevensie) and Georgie Henley (Lucy Pevensie) have a Chatbox in their fan site. Georgie’s Chatbox looks like a rectangle vertically, it has names to the left to see who posted the messages, the messages are next to the name, whatever you put in it will last forever until the creators decide to delete them, at the very bottom of it is name, E- mail, and a smaller box that you type in so you can know what you want in it. Mostly everyone I spoke to was from different states or country. For example, I spoke with people that are from Washington, D.C., West of Colorado, North Carolina, Canada, England, Brazil, Australia, New Zealand, New Mexico, North of California, New Jersey, and more in America.


I scrolled up it to see one of my Internet friends. She is the same grade and age as I. When people type, they don’t use good grammar because it’s shorter to type.


“Hey Sharon,” Gina posted. “R. U. there?”


I had to write back because I hadn’t chat to her in three days. “Yeah.”  Remember that I’m using a controller to type my messages not a keyboard.


(If you’re curious about this Chatbox, and you want to check this out for yourself, you have to be a fan of Georgie or know a few facts about her. I am a fan, but I am not a huge one. People in there ask you questions about Georgie too, so you have to know a bit about her. Once the website didn’t work, but it was back on later. The website that has the Chatbox isn’t working anymore. It’s a bummer because I enjoyed chatting with other people that also like Georgie Henley, but it was getting boring though because it’s the same people that I talk to.)


(I don’t go on any of them anymore because there’s like nothing to talk about with the people, so I’m not going to waste my time on the Chatbox while I know that I could do something else. It was a fun meeting new people, but I grew out of it.)


“So… what did you get for Christmas?”


“A HSM jewelry box...u?”


“A piano scarf”


“What kinds of music do u like?”


“Heavy rock.”


“4 me it’s R and B.”


“Hey Sharon, are u still on?”


My answer is going to be different because it took me extra minutes to post my question. “Gina, when is your birthday and your fav color?”


“Blue or black and birthday is on March, so I’m older than u. Hehehe!”


“O.k., maybe your older than me but not taller. Ur height?”


“5’3.”


“Boo… hooo…” I added a sad face at the end of my message.


(I was actually glad that she was taller than me because usually I’m taller than the person that I get along with.)


“Yay!” Gina added a smiley face next to her message. Gina and I have been talking for about twenty minutes.


(It was very fun to talk to Gina, but now I can’t anymore.)


“I live in California. Before I leave, where do ya live?”


“I live in California too in Iris. Bye BFF. Talk to ya later!”


“Ttyl Gina. Bye web BFF.” We both logged out and will talk to each other soon.


(Gina is really my friend.)


“Okay, now I will go and do my homework even though it’s not that exciting to do.” I went my room and opened up my pink- ish purple backpack. I grabbed my dark blue binder that has a sticker in the middle of it that reads, “I Voted” on it. It was there for a decoration.


(It’s February 13, 2009, and I wanted to add that a month ago, from today, I didn’t have the sticker on it anymore because my old binder was broken, so I had to replace it. My new binder is like the last one, but it doesn’t have the sticker because I couldn’t take it off of the old one. The front of my new binder is plain blue, but the back has white dried paint splattered all over it. No wonder my younger sister didn’t want it anymore. It looks stylish though.)


I started first on my math, then grammar, next spelling, and last my reading response. Forty- five minutes later, I started on my reading response. I did my fluency before I started reading and got the score forty- five because I yawned on two words and read like a robot. I could’ve had started over, but I was too lazy to.


(I usually, actually, never get a score that low but get about 205 words per minute, but that’s if the fluency sheet is hard. I get about two hundred thirty wpm if I try my best, and the sheet is easy. Sometimes, I challenge myself by reading the words in a British accent not to insult those people, and I sometimes read with too much expression. It’s fun to do fluency in my class because it helps us advance our reading. I am the fastest reader in my class if you don’t count my teacher, but he said that I read faster than him. I know that I’m not the only one that could read very brisk, so I’m practicing a lot to be faster.)


It took me an hour to finish my reading response because I slept in the middle of my reading on the second page. I completed my reading on 5:15 pm and my response to the book on 5: 30pm. I completed all of my homework, so I slid the papers in the pouch. “I’m so sleepy…. so slightly sleepful. I think I will take a nice needful no noise no needle harm nap.”


(To tell you readers the truth, I was very tired when I wrote that quote. I stayed up till 12:30am writing this section. I actually said that quote but said, “Sleep” instead of the word “nap”. Well, good night. Chapter 2 will be written in the morning. Ow, my hand hurts. Maybe your eyes do too. Goodnight twice. Oh no, I forgotten my eyeglasses…. Okay, that’s better. Chat with you readers tomorrow morning…. Sorry me again. It is now 12:40am, and I realized that it is already morning for me. Let me articulate that last part: I will chitchat with you readers tomorrow sometime in the crack of dawn. My parents are yelling at me for keeping on the lights! I'll write more tomorrow. Okay, I’ll take off my spectacles, but I don’t have them on, ha. Nighty- night, hopefully, I don’t have to wake up at 3:20am adding more of my comments in. To remind you all again, these word are real words coming out of my mouth to be written in this story. I really am writing in the middle of the night. The sentences in parantheses are real events happening while I’m writing this story to be more entertaining, I hope. The rest that are not in parentheses are part of my love story. Well, it’s 12:50am, so good- night everyone for the last time in this chapter.)
Chapter 2: “More Chatting”

THE TIME NOW IS 3:15 PM, AND I’M WRITING IN THE AFTERNOON. Sorry, I had to take a break from writing. I was chatting to some of my friend in the Chatbox. Well, here’s Chapter Two.)


I woke up from my nap and decided to go outside, and I saw my older brother, Billy, playing Grand Theft Auto 4.


(I always found that game amusing to watch. I know that Billy doesn’t want to be in my story, but he doesn’t know about it. It’s my story anyways.)


“How long have you been playing?” I asked him and looked up to the clock that read 8:48.


“It’s none of your bees wax, okay?” Billy said in girly- girl attitude.


“Whatever.” Later, we began to argue, threaten, yell, and cuss at each other like mostly every sibling does. Then, we relaxed, and I sat on the emerald couch that is about six feet away from the TV and read the book Twilight from Stephenie Meyer. I am on the page two hundred and twenty- seven, and Sherry is watching Miss BG, on Qubo, after Billy was done playing with the game.


(Qubo is a type of kids’ show that I enjoy watching. I remembered watching the show when I was about 5-years-old. You can learn a lot from it.)


Somehow the song, “Whatever You Like”, by T.I. is caught in my head, so I stopped reading and daydreamed. All of a sudden, the house phone rang with a musical tone, and I picked it up and answered it. “Hello?”


“Hi Sharon,” a familiar voice responded. “How are you?”


“Uhhh…I’m fine. This is Victoria, right?”


“Of course, it is. Who does u think is this?”


“Uhhh…I don’t know. Wait- what?” I was kidding with her.


“Oh, never mind. I called to ask if you have been talking to Gina, lately.”


“No, not really. I mean, I ask her questions, but most of the time, she isn’t there. Gina answers them when I’m not on the fan site. Have you been talking to her?”


“Sometimes in the morning at 7am. Hey, remember PJX typed, ‘fart, fart, fart’ in the Chatbox?”


“Yeah, that was Patrick, right?”


“U- Huh, and Sun responded to that, ‘PJX, you have problems.’” Victoria and I started to laugh. “Then Georgie#1fan said, ‘That’s rude PJX!’ Sun said, ‘PJX, you need medication.’” We started to laugh again.


“Hey Victoria, is Sun a boy or girl?”


“I don’t know. Do you want me to ask that?”


“No, that’s kind of mean. Gina said she comes out from school twenty- five minutes before us, right?”


“Yeah, I have to go now.”


“Oh, but can’t we chat in the Chatbox?”


“Oh, yeah. All right then… bye.”


“Bye.” I clicked the phone off and put it back to its charger. “Are you watching the TV, Sherry?”


She shook her head.


I immediately turned on the Playstation 3 and went to Just Georgie fan site. I scrolled down to the Chatbox and saw Victoria’s nickname, Vicky.


“R u there, Sharon?”


I used the controllers and arrows to select the letters. “Yeah, it will take me long 2 respond though, ok?”


“Helloo…?”


“Wuz is ur favorite color?”


(I really do type slowly with the controllers and a keyboard.)


“Oh, my favorite color is light- green.”


“I don’t know that.”


(I didn’t really know that Victoria’s favorite color was light- green till I asked that question on that day.)


“Hurry up grandma!”


“Man, be patient, Vicky!” I added a smiley face after it.


Victoria didn’t respond.


“Hey, r u there still? Hurry up slow-poke.” In addition, I added a smiley face after it with its tongue sticking out on one side in a peeve-ish way.


“What, u told me to b patient, so u 2.”


“Y u takes soooo long then?”


“My Internet froze.”


“Hahahahahahahahaha!” I put the same teasing smiley face on.


“Y da evil laugh?”


“Ur Internet froze.”


“Hurry up grandma!”


“Shut up!!!” I put a mad one after it.


“Any1 on?” Gina posted. That caught my attention.


“Oh, hi Gina!” Victoria and I greeted.


“Oh, hi Vicky and Sharon! Y r u 2 fighting?”


“Cuz Vicky wouldn’t be patient.” I protested.


“U 2!” Victoria argued.


“Whatever!”


“Back 2 u!”


“Copy cat!” Victoria and I totally forgot about Gina and fought for a minute.


“OK! STOP TYPING!” Gina wrote. Somehow that caught our attention. “If you two will continue, I will leave.” Even though that was a “bribe”, it worked.


“Sorry Vicky.”


“Me too, Sharon. Hey Gina, what were u doing?”


Oh, I was watching Narnia vids. Sharon, r u still on?”


“Yep.” I was just watching their conversation.


“I wanted 2 ask u if u r da only kid in your family.”


“No, I’m not. I have two older bros and one sis.


“Wow, I have one younger sis only. What about u, Vicky?”


“Oh, me. Well, I’m da same as u but have one younger bro instead. Oh, I have to go now… bye!”


“Bye!” Gina and I responded.


“Well, I have to go 2.” I typed.


“Qua dink ka dink. What do u no? I have to go 2. Bye, web bff.” 


“Bye then web bff.” All three of us logged out. I turned off the system and the power of the Playstation 3 but not the power of the TV.


(It is January 15, 2009 with the time of 12:23 pm. I wanted to add that she (Gina) have not been talking to us (Victoria and I) because the website is no longer available, so Victoria and I decided that we won’t talk to her, and like I said earlier, we don’t go on the thing anymore.) 


The hands on the clock read 9:10 when I looked up to it. I turned on the converter box and changed the channels to Qubo and Babar was on for ten minutes. I watched it for fifteen minutes and then headlights were reflecting from the TV, so I turned my head to look out of the window. I saw three moving trucks but not the cars of my new neighbors, yet.


They stopped in front of the garage door with the back of the truck facing it. I watched the men dressed in light- blue open the rear of the silver moving trucks and carry the huge boxes by twos and threes in the house. Some of the possessions of my new neighbors were not packed in boxes but were wrapped in those bubble wraps. I saw a caramel- colored lamp with the shade in apricot, a carved grandfather clock with the wrong time of 12:26, a lovely furry couch, and more ornaments that looked peculiar.


I got mad at the fact that the best neighbors on this street were being replaced. Sherry and I were the only ones that were watching them out of their window. We weren’t trying to be rude or anything but were curious. “Why did they come at night? They could get robbed at this hour.


“Who do you think moved in? I think it’s the Jonas Brothers.” Sherry said.


“Why the heck would the Jonas Brothers move here?”


(For your information, I don’t like the Jonas Brothers that much, but I love their songs “Burning Up”, “SOS”, and the others before that. They are a bit good looking, but I have no desire for any of them. Even though Joe Jonas has the same birthday as I, I don’t have anything else in common with him. One of my colleagues in my class named Megan, loves the Jonas Brothers especially Nick Jonas. I dislike them because they don’t make the songs that I like anymore. I can’t explain it. All I can say is that they are good singers and talented, but they are not my type of singers anymore. Please don’t hate me Jonas fans. If they compose the type of songs like “SOS”, then I will take back what I said about them not being my type of singers. Oh, and another thing, I loved the show that they all were in, Camp Rock.)


“Who do you think moved there then?”


“A bunch of… of… idiots moved in, I guess.” I stopped spying and went to my room. I closed the door tightly and went to the wooden drawers. I opened the third one where I keep most of the books I read in there. There wasn’t any that I desired to read, so I went to my backpack and zipped it open. I took out my princess pink binder that has Cinderella and Ariel on the front and Belle and Aurora on the back. I opened it and took out the first book that I ever published called My Fantasy Life. It was boring reading it, but most of my classmates said that it wasn’t. Only my colleagues in my class, my sixth grade teacher, my third grade teacher, my mentor (Joni) in Navigators, and my principal got to read it. I spoke with most people that read it and said to them that I find it boring to read, and they said that the reason why I find it boring to read is because I wrote it. I thought on that and agreed.


(My Fantasy Life was about a guy named Ben Barnes that falls in love with a girl named Sharon Saeteurn, me, so this story, The Love Battlefield, is the not the only love story about us. My first book was about twenty pages long, but this one is way more than twenty. As you read before, I don’t think that I’ll ever have a chance with him because he’s sixteen years older than me, and I don’t think that I’ll ever meet him in person because I think that he’s busy to come over here in California to see me. Even when I have to go to an award congregation that is on TV and Ben is there also, I think I might get to see him very far away but don’t get to talk to him because he might already be talking to somebody else that is more important to him. We might never be friends, and when I do get to talk to him, he probably might already have a girlfriend. In my fantasy stories, such as this one, that is a love story about us, I do get to meet Ben, talk to him, and be friends with him or maybe more than that. I just think that it is a load of waffles that Ben will ever like me. I had a crush on him when I first saw the trailer of Prince Caspian. When his face appeared on my TV screen, I had butterflies in my stomach. I was riveted to it, and when it was over, I snapped out from the curse. Every time it comes on, I rush to the screen and wait for Prince Caspian to come into sight. I didn’t know why I kept on doing that, and on that day, I didn’t realize that I liked him a lot. I just considered that I liked the trailer, so that’s why I kept on running or get excited when it’s on but wasn’t. I still didn’t think that I liked Ben even when I had dreams, thoughts, and hallucinations about him. I was watching a show on TV with Sherry, and when Ben appeared in another trailer, I blurted, “He is so damn fine.” That just flung out of my mouth. Sherry started to laugh like mad. I blushed later on. Sherry teased, “You like Prince Caspian!” I protested, “No, I don’t!” It was hard to believe that I even liked him in the past. What finally made me realize that I love Prince Caspian was whenever someone says 'Prince Caspian’ I keep on blushing, and whenever he appears anywhere, I smile. He just- just dazzled me. My heart would fly if he felt the same affection towards me, but when he is around me, I will act as if I don’t like him because it would feel silly to like him when he doesn’t. Later, that is what I’ll do.)


I read the book and felt embarrassed to even write it. I put it away in the Disney princess folder and put the folder back in my backpack. It is 9:52 pm, so I decided to go to sleep early because I didn’t have anything else to do. I changed my clothes to my pajamas, brushed and flossed my teeth, washed my face, checked to see if I have my homework in my backpack, watched the news to see the weather for tomorrow, and went to sleep. I wondered about what kind of people my neighbors are going to be like. I thought that they are going to be those old- fashioned kind of people that are always polite, germ free, and happy.


(I don’t like those sorts of people because they are not risk takers. Anyways, how are Chapter 2 and the sentences in the parentheses? Is it interesting like I promised or not? If not…well I’m not really okay with it. (Laughs.) It’s 8:35 pm, so I have time to start Chapter 3. I’m really having fun while I am writing this story because many new ideas pop up in my head. It’s going to get interesting later in the story around Chapter 4. It is going to have a depressing part and arguments in the story. Basically, whatever I’m telling you is foreshadowing. Hopefully, different emotions will rise from you as you read. New characters will be introduced, and some of my classmates will be also. The reason why I’m talking to you, my classmates, as if I’m talking to other people is because, I hope, that this story will get published in about eleven years from now, so the readers that I don’t know as well as all of you will not understand as much. For example, when I typed in “-and some of my classmates will be also” it meant that I was talking to the readers. If I were talking to you, class, it would read: “-and some of you will be also.” If this story will get published out to the world, then I know that some people are very confused about what I am talking about. Even though that I know that you guys, classmates, are probably the only ones that are going to read this story, I still talk as if I am typing this story out for people that I don’t know, but I do know all of you. Right now, I’m talking to you classmates. I’m just confusing myself to tell all of you the truth. I forgot what I was going to say, so peace out to my classmates, readers, and fans if they’re reading this story. I’m still puzzled!)
Chapter 3: “The Day of the Dinner”
Four DAYS HAD PASTED, AND I WOKE UP ON 7:15 AM THE NEXT day on Friday, January 9, 2009 and got ready for school. I wore my white shirt that reached to my waist, light- blue jeans, white socks, black and white patterned shoes, and my pink plain jacket. I made myself a bowl of Fruit Loops with milk and sat down on the couch in front of the TV while watching Good Day Sacramento. Later, when it was on commercial, I washed my bowl with liquid soap, and my mom came out of the bedroom door in her working clothes. It was 8:01 and that was when we headed for my school.

(Honestly, I don’t go to school that early but rarely, but at the time 8:15, I do.)

Sherry isn’t coming to school today because she has an early appointment. I wore my backpack normally when I went outside because when I put on one shoulder, that shoulder will start to ache.

(I wanted to add that on Friday, I did that, and my shoulder still hurts. I learned my lesson, maybe. It’s 9:29 am. While I am typing this story out, I come up with more ideas that were not put in my rough draft. That’s why some of the date and time is earlier than some. Speaking of different date and time, it’s February 16, 2009 with the time of 9:35am. Lol! It’s President’s Day. Oh, and Barack Obama was named our new president somewhere at the end of January.)

When I went outside, I saw two expensive, clean, and well-kept cars. I felt that somebody was watching me from that house, so I looked at that direction. When I turned my head, curtains quickly closed. I didn’t have my eyeglasses on, so I didn’t know for sure who it was. I looked intently at the window for four seconds while the wind was blowing my hair but mostly my bangs to the east of where I was standing. I eyed the house apprehensively.

“The door is open.” My mom said in my vernacular.

I turned distracted to the door. I took off my backpack and put it on the back seat, and I closed the back door and sat in the front seat. I put on my seatbelt. While my mom was exiting our front yard, I looked at the side mirror to check if the curtains will open again. To my surprise, it didn’t. I stared out on it until I couldn’t see it anymore.

When I got to my school, Earl Warren Elementary, at 8:08 am, I went to my classroom. There was an about twenty- three person in there including myself. Some of my friend said, “Hey Sharon!” when I walked in there.

Well, except for Darlene though because she and I say “Cheerio” to one another instead.

I less likely have to unstack the chairs for my teammates when I arrive there. I tried to look unfocused than focused because I was focusing, in my mind, my new neighbors, and why one of them was spying on me or were they? It was byzantine to even think about it. I was so curious about it that I started to unstack the chairs for the other groups without noticing at all.

“Sharon,” Judy asked, “are you okay?” She came up to me and broke me from my concentration. 

“Huh, oh… uh… yeah. I’m- fine- just fine.”

Judy finished my “work”. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I’ll just go and get my homework out at my desk where I sit and do my work and all of that school learning.”

“Okaaay.”

I went to my desk and unloaded my binder, eyeglasses case, pencil, pink eraser, and my writing notebook. After Judy was done putting in the chairs, she came up to me and picked up my writing notebook.

“You’re supposed to have your math one out not your writing.”

“Huh, what was that Judy? Oh yeah, I just- I just got confused, you know, because they are the same color and everything but the label written on the front.” I took the writing notebook from Judy and put it back in my backpack, and I took the right one out and placed it in my desk. “What?” Judy made a puzzled face that I see rarely.

“What are you thinking, Sharon?”

“I’m thinking why you asked me that question.” 

“Are you sure that you are okay?”

“Yeah, I am. I’m just a bit cold, and that’s it. Why are you asking me this, Judy?”

“You look like you are thinking on something.” Judy is one of my friends that become concerned about me when I have a face that tells my sentiments.

“You rarely seen me with that face, so how do you know that it’s that look?” I was trying to make Judy forget about it, but it was hard to. 

“It’s similar to the look you do when you are concentrating on something. Believe me, I’ve see you do that a lot.”

“All right, I am focused on something, but I can’t tell you because it’s to complicated to.”

Judy nodded slowly and walked off to her desk.

Seven hours had flown by, and I was walking home by myself. It took me about fifteen minutes to get home. I was mostly looking down kicking a white lifeless rock that turns grayer and grayer because it wants to yell at me for stop kicking it. It then scattered into a puddle at the edge of the sidewalk where it can brush off its anger.

While I was walking to my house, I looked up and saw my new neighbors unloading objects but mostly paper out of the cars. The mother was working on the silver one while the father was working on the black car. The black one looked like a Toyota Camry. They were going in and out of the house.

My eyes caught a boy that looked to be about eighteen but was really twenty-seven. He had dark- brown hair that was about two inches above his shoulders, a heart-shaped face, dark brown eyes, a calm grin, he stood about six feet, wore his dark- blue pajamas and slippers, and he leaned against his back on the house wall with his feet and arms crossed.

I was surprised to see him that I stopped walking and stared at him. “I don’t believe it.” I thought. Is that really- really, no, it can’t be, Ben Barnes? Is he really my new neighbor?” I remembered that I would stay cool around him, so I changed my face from shocked to serious.

He caught my eyes and didn’t stop looking into them. I tried so hard to keep my face serious and not to run. I quickly looked away from him and walked to my house. I stopped at the front of the door and got out my key from my jeans pocket, and I unlocked the first keyhole.

I thought that Ben was still staring at me, so I turned my head over my shoulder to him and he was. When I caught his eyes again, he smiled coolly, so I turned my head in front of the door and coughed in my throat softly. I unlocked the second keyhole quickly and went inside, and when I closed the door, Ben also went inside his new house.

“This can not be happening. Either he’s flirting with me, testing my coolness, or impressed that I didn’t run here. Of course I’m going with the third choice. I’m impressed myself that he didn’t hide or even get nervous. He just had a cool grin painted over his gorgeous face. What am I saying? He doesn’t have a gorgeous face. Oh, what the heck, I can’t decide anymore. For a couple of years, I though that he is cute, but now, I think he doesn’t have a gorgeous face? What is happening to my thoughts of him, the good ones? He’s so- but he’s- what the… I can’t decide anymore. I’ll just do my math to- to… uh- what was the word- to cool- no, it wasn’t. That was an adjective for Ben’s smile. Oh no, why am I thinking of him so much? I’ll do my math to, umm, avoid my thoughts of him. Right, that was the word, ‘avoid’. That’s my favorite word for now on. Avoid sounds cool- oh no- cool is to smile and smile is to Ben’s smile as Ben’s smile is to Ben Barnes. Analogy is not helping me here! I’ll just do my math for- for my head to hurt, so I won’t be thinking about him anymore. Head hurting…huh… no relationship to him. Good. That’s my favorite word now, even though I can think of things about Ben, I am still not thinking about him in three seconds starting…now. I should probably be starting my math homework.”

I got out my indigo binder from my backpack, and I took my homework out from it. The problem now is me replacing the answers to the calculations as my thoughts of living next to a famous family. I didn’t think about Ben and me but Ben and his family. In sixteen minutes, I was finished with it, so I didn’t have any more homework for the weekend. I put my math and box paper back in my binder and the binder back in my backpack. I decided to type my story, The Strong Love, in my computer I received from my teacher on the second week of February.

(I really got it on that week. It is a bit slow, but I’m happy that I have one.)

I quickly double clicked on my folder that has my work in them. I waited for my story to fully load up, and I began where I left off. There was a knock on the door, and I looked up to the clock to see if it was my mom who is at the door. It was 4:36pm, so she wasn’t. I yelled at Sherry, “Check first!” She did and then opened it.

“Hello,” a familiar voice asked. “May I speak with someone older than you that will understand my invitation?”

I remembered the British accent from someone in particular, and I know for sure that the voice belongs to Ben Barnes. I waited for Sherry to scream, “Prince Caspian!” but she didn’t. Was she too pale stricken by his magic? I decided to answer his question by coming outside of the bedroom.

Ben was wearing a normal red shirt and black- ish- blue jeans. He looked bizarre because I’ve never seen him in those types of clothes but in a tuxedo or in something black. I barely managed to keep my face cool again.

“Hi, you must be her older sister. I’d seen you before outside. You might’ve noticed me back there at my new house looking at you….”

“Odd.” I said in my head.

He looked into my eyes again and I sunk into his for a competition. “Do you understand what I’m saying?”

That gave me an idea. I would talk, but I would disguise my voice by talking in an English learner’s accent. Not to be insulting or anything, but I am trying to avoid him. I will not talk to him much also. This will be the only time that I will speak to him. “You are?” I spoke out loud this time.

“Oh, I’m Ben Barnes. I might’ve been in some movies like Bigga Than Ben and Prince Caspian.”

“Oh, Prince Caspian!” Sherry blurted out.

I turned my head over my shoulder to her and gave her eyes that signaled, “Shut up!” I faced Ben again and shook my head in a confused way. “Me no understand English.”

“I do!” Sherry yelled.

I got frustrated with Sherry. I faced her again. “I’ll tell mommy that you broke the lamp if you don’t go away.” I said in my language to her.

(I don’t know how to even say that in my language.)

“Fine!” I faced back to him. He was being a gentleman and patiently waited. He looked as though he was happy that I told her to leave.

“Do you know where I live?” he asked.

I nodded. “Why are you here, sir?” I avoided his eyes now and stared at the streets and trees behind him.

“Oh yeah, I totally forgot about that. I am here because I wanted to ask you and your family if you guys can come over to my house for dinner. I just thought that my parents and I should get to know our neighbors which are you and your family.”

“Why?”

“When I saw you, you looked like an interesting person, and thought that your family is too.”

“Are you calling us freaks?” I wasn’t playing around with him, okay I was, but I didn’t understand what he meant by that.

“No-no-no-no-no, it’s not like that. I’m sorry that you though that I meant it that way. I just wanted to know you and your family more and so does my parents. What do you say? It starts at 8:15pm”

“Um…” I really wanted to say “no”, but also “yes” because Ben looked very anxious to hear me say “yes” or nod to signal “it”.

“Only my parents and I are going to be there. You or your mom won’t help cook at all, but we will. You may bring something to the dinner. I really want to know about you.”

I raised my eyebrows at him.

“My parents and I want to know about you and your family. So?”

I thought on it and had no idea of what to say. “I tell my parents later, and when they answer, I let you know. Okay?”

“Fine with me. Well, hopefully, you can come. I’m really looking forward to the dinner, if they say ‘yes’. I personally insist that you come at least. It’ll mean a lot to me if you did.” He brought out a hand to shake.

I was impressed with his kindness. “Uh, me no shake hand.”

He still had his hand out. “Why’s that?”

“Uh… me no likely.” When I realized what I said, I had a bewildered look on. I was blown from my cover, but I didn’t give everything in, yet. I had a nervous face switched on.

Ben brought back his hand. “Huh… really?” He smiled coolly again, and I nodded slowly. “Well, see you around.” He turned and walked away to his home while I closed and locked the door.

I felt my heart wanting to break free from my ribs.

Sherry skipped all the way to me while I went to sit on the couch. “Why did you act so dumb to Ben?” she asked.

“I was shy around him not dumb. That was just embarrassing. I can’t believe that I ‘spoke’ with Ben Barnes.”

“He likes you.

“My b.u.t.t.  He was just being a gentleman, and that was sweet of him to.”

“Are you going to the dinner?” Was she even paying attention to the answer to that question?

“No, but mommy and daddy will.” At 6pm, my mom came home from work, and thirty minutes later, my dad came home from Food Co. There was a phone call from my aunt for Sherry, and she asked if she wants to come over to my dad’s parents’ house and play with Jacob, our cousin that is three- years- old now. Sherry decided to go, so my Aunt Vicky picked her up in fifteen minutes.

(Vicky is not Victoria, but she is one of my aunts. Please don’t get confused.)

Billy went to a friend’s house near by, and my oldest brother went to work. I was the only kid at home, and I was adding more to my stories. I told my mom about the invitation after Everybody Loves Raymond was on commercial. She gave me a confused look when I tried to say it in my language to her.

(Since I was doing so well in school, I totally didn’t understand my language anymore. I am advanced in English Language Arts, so it’s difficult for me to understand what my grandparents, parents, or anyone else that speaks Mien say. My voice has actually ‘changed’ too, and what I mean by that is how I speak fluently, use good grammar, and there is no hint of a beginner’s voice in it. I just speak normal. You know how a person’s voice sounds like when they are learning English. Well, that is how my mother’s voice sounds like when she talks in English. My dad speaks English to us, but my mom doesn’t sometimes.)

She told me to say it in English, so I did. She was thinking about it for a few seconds. “I’m very tired.” She said in my language to me.

This is what I wanted to hear. “I know you are, so it’s a ‘no’ right?”

“I’m very tired, and they would do the cooking.”

“So, yes no or yes we’re going?”

“Yes, we’re going.”

“Um, what? I am not going. You and daddy can, but not I.”

“Isn’t that boy from the Narnia movie? Don’t you like him, so why don’t you want to go?”
“First of all, he is not a boy anymore, second, yes, he is from the Narnia movie, and third, I just don’t like meeting new people. Why do I have to go anyways?”

“I spoke with the mom, and she said that Ben wanted you to go too. You are going.” She got up from the couch and went to check on the soup, and I followed. When she lifted the cover up, fire- like steam started to grow. It caused our face to get a bit sweaty.

“You could have said ‘no’.”

“I didn’t want to be mean.”

“You are always mean.”

“What was that?”

“Nothing!” I took a step back in case she would try to discipline me for that. “You could’ve said ‘no’ in a ‘nice’ way.”

My mom was now pouring the soup in a large blue clear bowl.

“Even though it’s going to be… uh…wait…” I was counting the total of the people at the dinner if my parents and I even decide to go at all. “Six people if I go. It’s still a lot of people. Besides, I will be the only child there. You guys will talk about adult things.”

“Ben is still a kid.”

“Ben is not-”

“Even though he is over the age twenty- one, he still is a kid because he can be one.”

“Yeah, whatever, if Ben talks in a slang way, has a hat on backwards, wears shorts, a shirt, and gold chains, and maybe, grills, I don’t think that is called ‘being a kid’. That is called ‘being a loser, jerk, moron, psycho, idiot, and an intoxicated person’ not a kid. We kids now are not like that, anymore. Those styles are usually what ‘cool’ people do, okay?”

“You don’t want to go?”

“Uh, yeah, that was what I was trying to prove here. If you don’t let me go, I’ll clean the house while you guys are there. Besides, you’re only going to be a house away. Deal or no deal?”

“Okay, you better clean the floor. Last time, you broke your promise.”

“Hey, it was your fault. I had to clean the dishes first. Oh, and don’t mention me at the dinner, okay?”

“Fine.” 

At 7pm there was a knock at the door, and my mom checked and told me to get it.

I had my hair braided into two separate ones, and I clipped my bangs to my right side. I wore a long gray plain shirt and black sweat pants rolled above my knees, and I was barefoot. I was mopping the green- ish blue tiles with a mop that is drenched with soap and water.

Every time the mop was close to dryness, I would soak it up again by putting it in a bucket full of foam, water, and soap. I would repeat the steps until I think the floor is uncontaminated. Later, I would dry the floor with a dry clean cloth that is the length and width of a TV screen, and I usually use my feet to dry it because I don’t like to bend.

I stopped mopping the floor and will continue later, and I put the mop in the bucket. While I was walking to the door, I asked my mom who was it.

“Somebody.” She replied. I had my right hand on the handle.

“Who?” I asked.

“I forgot the name. Just open the door.” I unlocked both of the locks on the doorknob then turned it. I didn’t care who it was, but I just hope that it isn’t one of my neighbors especially the “child”. I revealed who it is, and I lost my hope on it.

“Hello,” the person greeted, “I came here to hear about your answer.”

“Ben,” I greeted back in my foolish imitation again, “um… I …don’t know. You talk to my mom about it, okay?”

“Um, I really want to talk to you about it though.”

“Uh, talk to my mom not me.” I ran to my mom and accidentally crashed into the couch. I spoke to my mom in my foreign language because I didn’t want Ben to understand what I’m saying. “Go tell him that you and daddy are only going, and I’m not and tell him that I’m not going because I have to catch up on some work for school. Hurry up, and go.” I pushed her to the door.

“Hello, you must be her mother. I presume that she told you about the invitation?”

My mom nodded as I went back to my work, and I was listening to the conversation while I mopped.

“Well, are you and your family able to attend?”

“My daughter is not going because she has some school work that she wants to get finished. She insisted that she shouldn’t go.”

I heard Ben sigh and a disappointment in his attractive voice.

“I could tell that you understand little English, right?”

What was he up to?

“I’m sorry I’m not good with English, but my husband does. Would you like to talk to him?”

“I’ll be glad to.” My mom passed me and went out of the backdoor to get my dad who was fixing a car’s engine. I was cleaning while I was standing, so my back was straight not curved. I looked down at the shiny floor. I knew that Ben was trying to persuade my parents to tell me that I should go.

Ben did not go inside of the house but waited outside in the breeze. The light was reflecting off of him, so that made him have a heaven- like glow.

I side glanced to him, and he stared at me again. “Why does he always stare at me?” I thought. “He looks so handsome and cool right now and….” I accidentally stepped into the bucket that caused my right foot to get stuck in it. I slowly set the mop down in front of me while balancing. “How did I get my foot stuck in this thing in the first place? Well, at least the bright side of this is that I can practice my balancing. Ow, that wasn’t a good move. This is so embarrassing especially when it’s in front of him. Where the heck are my parents, anyways? They should be here by now. They better not have ditched me.” I tried to pull my foot out.

“Do you need help?” Ben asked. It sounded as if he was holding back laughter.

“No, I am fine. No help needed, thank you.”

“Okay, you might want to balance on your toes then lift up. That’s my advice.”

I thought that it was a good idea, so I followed it. I raised my foot up, so I was balancing on my toe and slowly lifted up. It worked. My foot was all wet and wrinkled because it was in the water for a while. “Thank you for the advice.” I grabbed a clean pink cloth and dried my foot clean.

My dad accompanied my mom when she walked in the living room. She must’ve had explained about the invitation to him since it took them forever to come back. My mom introduced Ben and my dad then she walked off to me. She saw how red my foot looked and asked what happened, so I told her the incident.

“Hi,” my dad said. He sort of had a hint of an English beginner in his voice, “how may I help you?”

“Well, your daughter said that she couldn’t come to the dinner because she has a lot of work to do. Is that true?”

“Yes, why do you want to know?”

My mom and I were concentrated on the conversation that we didn’t care much about my distended foot.

“Well, sir, I just want to know our neighbors since my parents and I just moved here hours ago. It’s all right that you and your wife come only, but I insist that whoever’s home that is in your family come to the dinner. There will be only five people there if your daughter doesn’t come, and we made a lot of food. Besides, she might want to take a break from her work. She is the only child coming if she wants to come, is she?”

“Yes.” My dad had a befuddled look covered on his face.

“Well, it wouldn’t take very long for me to get a new friend.”

“Well, I don’t know English very good, but you do.” I blurted out to Ben. I was surprised that my voice was still acting. “I don’t want you to be shy because of me. You see my clumsiness.” I looked down on my numb pink foot. “It’s em- embar- barras-” I really couldn’t say the word.

“Embarrassing.”

“Yes, whatever you just said. I no good at talking English.”

“Then, what if I help you even though I am not that good myself.”

“What? You speak good English.”

“I have a British accent. It’s kind of hard to pronounce some tongue twister words with it. I bet that you can speak very well English… very well English.” At that moment, I thought that he knew about my very poor acting.

“Uh, me no want to go.” I was tired from saying that.

“Why?” Do I have to answer it a billion times?

“You know why already.”

My parents didn’t understand what we were talking about but listened anyway.

“I just want to make sure that the reason why you’re not coming to the dinner is because that you are busy with a lot of work from school. Is that correct?” He tried to connect to my eyes, but I looked down and acted the way you do when somebody finds out the truth.

“That is correct.”

“Are you sure?”

I didn’t want to lie, and he was good at getting the truth from me. I was roasting faster than paper. I thought of an excuse quickly. “I have to water the flowers outside, excuse me.” I glanced at Ben and then limped outside of the backdoor.

“Well, if her final answer is “no”, I’m disappointed about that, but I am glad that you two are going at least. Well, see you all later.” He waved and left to his house. It was 7:40pm, and my parents got dressed for the dinner. My dad found his old light- brown tux that still fits him and fancy black pants, and my mom wore an indigo shirt and a blue long skirt. For the shoes, he wore black leather ones, and she wore black heels. They looked all right for my opinion, and they looked appropriate for a dinner. My mom brought apple pie that she baked herself, and my dad brought a small vase full of fresh roses, daisies, tulips, violets, and pansies. It is 8:05 pm, and that is when they left. Before they did, they gave me instructions that I heard a trillion times, which is always to inspect before you open the door.

“All right,” I promised, “I will always check before I open the door. Enjoy the dinner.

“Oh,” my mom said, “the soup is in the refrigerator, and you just have to heat it up.”
“May I use the stove too?”

(I really don’t have to ask permission to use it because I exploited it before and didn’t burn the house down.)

“Okay.”

“Don’t burn down the house,” my dad ordered. He was just kidding with me.

“I might. You guys are only going to be about five meters away from me. You guys can just peek out their window and check on me even though it’s like spying. Well, bye.” They opened the door, and I watched them walk to the Barnes’ house. After they got accepted in, I closed the door and locked it. I could see the window of their house from my window. I saw a woman with blonde hair coming down the stairs wearing an orange chemise, long embedded skirt, jacket, and white pearls. Her name is Tricia Barnes, a psychotherapist. I then saw a man that wore a black tux, black and blue- striped tie, and he wore those black pants like my dad. His name is Thomas Barnes, a professor of psychiatry. I didn’t see their shoes though. Ben then walked down the stairs and tried to hide the sadness on his face. He wore a black tux, indigo tie, and classic black shoes. He looked handsome for my opinion, and I looked away and checked my list of chores on top of the TV that read:

	Chores

	1. Sweep the floor

2. Mop the kitchen floor
3. Wash the dishes

4. Clean the house

5. Recycle any cartons/

cans/ cereal boxes


All I needed were three more chores to accomplish then I could relax. In fifteen minutes, I saw my parents and the Barnes eating at a table. What made my heart sink was when I saw Ben play and look at his food idly. He looked bored, but then, he looked up in surprise. I think he was asked a question because in a few seconds, I saw his mouth move.

“Yes?” Ben asked.

“They asked why you are living with us?” his mom asked.

“Um, I just needed a break from all of my work, so I decided to live with my parents and move here to California. I am also scheduled an interview here, too. It’s great to be back with my parents like the old times. Well, I was planning to ask you this, but what is you daughter’s name?”

“Which one?” my dad asked. “The older one or younger?”

“The one that I make eyes with.” Ben whispered that.

“What was that?”

“I said the older one.”

“Her name is Sharon. She likes The Chronicles of Narnia Prince Caspian movie a lot. She actually pleaded for me to buy the movie. She said she just wanted to see your face.”

Ben laughed.

My dad had broken the promise of not mentioning me at the dinner and also laughed.

“Really, I bet it was a waste of money then.”

“Yeah.”

I saw everybody at the table laugh.

When he was done talking, he looked out the window that I looked into from my window and saw me, and expectedly, he smiled. I didn’t smile back and he stared at me, so I closed the blinds. I was done with my third and fourth chore in one hour and forty- five minutes, and my parents were not home yet. The only chore that I had to finish was to find any empty cartons, aluminum cans, and cereal boxes.

I opened the refrigerator and saw two empty milk cartons, then I looked in the cabinets and got a Fruit Loops empty box, and a soda can. I put all of them in a dirty rag- like blanket so I won’t have to carry it, and when I get to the recycling can, I could throw it away in the trashcan. I connected the tips of the corners and held it to hold the material.

When I was outside of the door, I got out the key and locked it. I put it back in my jeans pocket. I walked to the trash and recycling cans. They were shoulder to shoulder facing the other cans eyeing each other with disgust. I saw a familiar truck park in front of the house on the other side of the street. I didn’t know that evil was very nearby.

Ben was not watching me when I walked outside, but he did when he had a feeling that danger was close to me. He kept an eye on me closely until I went back inside my house. My parents had their backs on the window, and Ben’s parents were too far to see out of it.

I put the cans, cartons, and boxes in their new homes. I then flipped open the flap of the trashcan and threw the rag away. I saw a stone in there and decided to just leave it there. Inside of the trashcan was not dirty at all. It had trash in bags but the stone wasn’t. I threw the rag on top of the stone. Then, I was about to close the lid, but something sharp was felt on my back. I turned around and saw….

Ben saw what was happening and thought quickly.

“Um,” he said to his parents, “wouldn’t it be nice to show Sharon’s parents the house. You know a quick tour. Come on, it wouldn’t be polite to just sit here and let them stare at the same objects and colors, would it?”

“No,” his mom answered, “but why now? Are you okay?” Ben got up from his chair and gently pulled his mother out of her chair by the arms. “Oh, Ben, you don’t have to be such a gentleman.”

“Well, you raised me like this, mom. Go, you too dad. Off you four go. Start with the living room. Have a safe tour.” He waited till they were out of sight, but he didn’t go outside yet. He checked out the window to go and save me when it was the best time to.

“Who are you?” I asked frantically.

A man that wore all black held a knife. “What do you want?”

“I want money!” he shouted in an angry voice. “If you don’t hand over any, you are gonna die.”

“I don’t have any. Please, don’t hurt me.” I remembered the stone in the trashcan and decided to use it in a good time.

“Give me any or you’ll die.” He raised the knife at my throat. Air stopped at where the point of the knife was.

I felt it sinking deeper. “I don’t think that you can kill me.” It was hard to let the words come out of my mouth.

“Why ya think tha’, shorty?” He was actually only two inches taller than me. “There’s no one here in tha night. You are ‘ere at the wrong place and wrong time.”

I was trying to get the stone, but he cannot see that I am. I got it and strongly held on to my weapon. I calmed down and swallowed, and I felt my gulp going under the knife.

“Because…the cops are right there. You can’t get away with what you are about to do.” He turned around, and when he faced me again, I smashed the stone with all of my strength at the side of his head. I dropped it after and ran away to my house, and he was on the floor for a while with his head bleeding. I got out my key and tried very hard to put it in the keyhole. I fidgeted and couldn’t put it in, and when I did, the key snapped in half. The part that was in the keyhole was stuck in it, and the other was in my hand. I dropped it and saw the man get up gingerly and focus himself, and he headed for me. I decided to tell my parents about this if I could, so I ran as fast as I can to Ben’s house. I looked back to see the man walking to my direction and then he ran.

Ben opened and closed the door and quickly walked up to me. He cupped his hand over my mouth and wrapped his left arm around my waist, so I won’t freak out.

I calmed into his eyes, and he removed his hand off of my mouth but not his arm around my waist.

“Are you okay?” he whispered to me and let his hand off of my mouth.

I took a deep breath and nodded.

“Stay behind me.” He blocked me when the man came up to us.

I didn’t know what he looked like, when I was behind Ben, but knew that he has blood all over his face, and he did.

“Hello there,” he said, “the girly behind you owes me ‘er life for smashin’ my head.”

Ben showed no wimp in his voice. “Well, you were going to kill her for no reason.”

I wanted to shut up Ben because he might get impaired or, worse, killed. I was clutching on his left arm while I was still behind him.

“She wasn’t goin’ to give me any money or jewelry tha’ could make me look and be rich.”

“That’s the dumbest excuse I’ve ever heard. She didn’t do anything wrong. She smashed the stone to your head for her own safety. You had a knife at her throat. I think we all know what was going to happen next. You can’t hurt us now.”

The man laughed so malevolence that it brought chills crawling in your skin, and then, he stopped and looked at Ben hungrily. “You actually think tha’, boy? Think twice.” He pulled out a shotgun and pointed it at Ben.

I peered out behind Ben a little bit and got scared not for myself but for him.

“Let me see, who I should kill first. You or… you?” The shotgun was directed to me. He got an aim, and I heard a turning sound that usually one hears before the bullet shoots out.

Before I knew it, a bullet was spat out of the shotgun, and I dodged it but felt it go through my hair. Before I went back behind Ben, I saw somebody coming this way from the truck that I saw earlier.

The bullet went through the front window of Ben’s house and broke a vase of flowers that my father brought for a present. If it didn’t hit that, it could’ve have hit Ben’s mom.

The parents were done with their tour and got distracted by the vase incident. They looked out the window and rushed outside. They were shocked about what was happening. My parents were about going to go to me, but the man shot a bullet in front of them.

“Great,” the man complained, “there are more people tha’ I have to slaught. Wha’ do you four wan’?”

“What is going on here?” Mr. Barnes asked. The husbands were guarding their wives.

“Tha’ girl smashed my head with a stone tha’ is why it is bleedin’.”

“My son is a boy not a girl.”

“No, you idiot, the girl behi’ your son. She cuz my left eye to get half blind. She deserves to die.”

“Is this true?”

I couldn’t speak. Unexpectedly, Ben did for me. I knew that someone was going to perish tonight, and I hope that it is me because it’s a sacrifice that I will make but comprehend too well that Ben won’t let me. I just wanted this to get over with.

“Yes,” Ben replied, “he was going to gash Sharon’s head off just because she wouldn’t give him any money. I couldn’t see that happen.”

The man awed sarcastically and raised his gun to Ben. “Oh, I promise you that you won’t. You’re first, sonny.” He made the clicking sound with his shotgun and aimed once again. “Good- bye.”  Ben didn’t look scared, but his father did. His mother was crying her eyes out.

I thought that this is my fault that Ben is going to die. I was behind him scared so badly for the first time of my life. I couldn’t breathe, and I closed my eyes. I waited until he pulled the trigger and see what will happen after. The man pulled it right…now…. I heard a bullet shoot out of the gun. I opened my eyes and looked up at Ben.

He looked plain shocked. His mother ran up to him and hugged him, and his father did too. She touched his face. I backed away from them and went to hug my parents. The gun used by the man dropped from his hands. I let go off my parents and turned around to face him. I was curious about his expression while I was slowly walking up to him.

Ben snapped out of his shock, and his parents were relieved. They all stared at the man and me. The suspect’s expression was shockness not coolness, and I was in front of him. He fell, and I unforeseen, caught him. He struggled to look at me then he breathed his last breath, and I let him go of him and knew how he died because I looked up and saw an old comrade, a.k.a. neighbor.

Everybody stared at the hero. The person still had his sniper (a rifle- like gun) raised in the poise it was in when he took the shot and slowly lowered it down, and he held on to his sniper by his left hand and walked over to us. He had white hair striped with brown. He wore a white shirt and torn navy- blue jeans. He had eyes that showed all of his feelings.  I was very traumatized. Nobody spoke at all. My old neighbor checked the man’s pulse to see if he was really dead. He put two fingers under his neck and waited for a few seconds, and he took off his hat and put it over his heart.

“Bless his soul,” my old neighbor said. “He was a man that needed help but chose the wrong rode. With any hope, he will go to the right place. Bless his children, wife, mother, father, grandfather, grandmother, brother, sister, uncles, aunts, cousins, friends, and don’t forget, his pets. Consecrate them all.” He put his hat back on and closed the eyes of the dead man while everybody didn’t know what just happened.

I had a terrified and calm face on and looked forward at my neighbor. When I realized what had happened, I felt culpability swarm inside of me. I stood still and looked down at the deceased man.

“Why are you here?” Ben asked. I forgot about that question. “First of all, who are you?”

“I’m Austin Souls.” he answered and disregarded the man. “I am their old neighbor who lived in that house.” He pointed his sniper at the house behind my parents. “I lived with my wife and two kids. Well, I have only one, but a son is coming. I came back here to get any mail that belongs to me. I’m glad that I got here in time before all of you will end up like this fellow.” He looked down at him. “I also came here to ask them a question.” He looked at my parents.

“Well”, Thomas, Mr. Barnes, said, “thanks for saving all of us.” He shook hands with Mr. Souls.

“And Ben, thank you for shielding Sharon. Her parents are very thankful for that.

They (my parents) smiled.

“That was no dilemma.” Ben said and stared at me in a worried way.

Mr. Souls looked at me too. “Now, why the long face?”

I sniffed and made the face that people make before they shed tears.

Mr. Souls walked up to me and wrapped his right arm around me, and then he stroked my hair in comfort. He still held on to his gun though. “Cindy will stay with you for a couple of weeks because her mother is at the hospital right now. Now, about my question for your parents, is it okay if you can let Cindy live with your family for a few weeks?”

“Sure,” my dad responded, “that’s no problem. We hope that there won’t be any catastrophe when she arrives.”

“Oh, I guarantee that there won’t be any.” He let go of me and helped my family and I get in our house. It wasn’t hard to. The man was taken away to the hospital even though he is dead. His funeral would be held next week, and his family apologized for what has happened. Austin Souls was not going to jail for shooting him even though he thinks he should but thought no more of it, and he will come back here to drop off Cindy Souls, his daughter. Before I went to sleep, I thought about today’s despondency. I was very providential that Ben and Mr. Souls were there to rescue me from the… I really don’t want to think about it. I just want a good rest from today and hopefully have good dreams.

(I don’t have anything to say about this chapter and have no idea what to type besides this sentence.) 
Chapter 4: “A Kid To Kid Discussion”

I ROUSED THE NEXT DAY AND DECIDED TO TAKE An enjoyable WALK with the zephyr. I was still in my pajamas, and the sun was peeking out from behind the houses. The streets were forsaken, but there were three people out too, and it was quiet... too quiet. I was looking up but not at the sun, and I hung my head and stopped walking because my head was getting light headed. I heard the sky rumble and felt the sun disappear, and something wet fell on my face. I opened my eyes and saw the sky not looking gray but I can’t believe my blind sighted eyes, black.

Chimes that dangled on the houses were making their dulcet sounds, the leaves on the branches were plucked out by the wind, shingles flew off from their place, your essence wanted to leave you, and once the wind hits you, you feel like your skin was detached from your face.

The other three people that were the only ones outdoors besides me didn't notice the earth breaking and just carried on with their day happily. Am I going mad? Am I imagining this? It feels so real. Most of all, am I going to die? These were the questions that got me thinking and panicking.

I saw someone familiar covered in blood and was holding a knife. It was the deceased man I’ve met earlier.

I turned around and ran. I’ve tried running as fast as I could but couldn’t. It was like one of those dreams when you try so hard to run as quickly as you can but do the total opposite. I was running but rather slowly.

(I had a few dreams when I did this before, and I hate them a lot.)

I then started to run fast but then the ground split in two. I was at the edge of it and saw boiling lava, but I then was forced backward by the wind.

When I turned around, the man had black glistening eyes, sharp claws, and fangs that could kill a two-ton elephant. He licked his lips and stepped closer to me as I walked further to the lava. I was at the edge and was petrified. I was between two rocks. What I mean by that figure of speech is that either way I will depart my life. I looked down at it and looked back to the man wolf. He fixed his eyes upon me and then… well, you already know what happens. All I can say is that it is heartrending. If you don’t know how I really died, it was either the man wolf or the fall into the lava. Whatever your choice is, it is the answer.

I awaken for real from a honk and saw the same room I was in when I went to sleep. I looked at the clock that read 11:51am. It was Saturday, January 10, 2009. There was a knock at the window to my right, and it was Sherry.

“Wake up!” she said. “She’s here!” I yawned and went back to sleep. I was so tired. People outside were talking, and they were my parents, siblings, Cindy, Mr. Souls, and Tricia Barnes, Thomas Barnes, and to my disappointment, Ben Barnes. Sherry went back to the chatters. “She won’t get up.”

“Did she wake up then went back to sleep?” my mom asked in English.

“Yes.”

“Sharon sleeps too much. Everyday I see her in bed sleeping. She then wakes up, but she then snoozes again.” Everybody laughed.

(It’s true. I actually do sleep a lot and take a nap only if I’m very tired though.)

“Wake up Sharon, mommy?”

“Yes, she slept too long.”

“How?” 

“I know how!” Cindy suggested. She whispered something in her father’s ear, and they opened the truck’s door and got something out. She came back with an air horn.

“That is loud.” Sherry said.

“I think that would definitely wake Sharon up.” Ben said. Cindy gave Sherry the air horn, and she pasted it to Billy.

“You wake her up.” Sherry said. “She might beat me up.”

“Okay.” he said. Billy went inside the house to the room I was sleeping in and slowly walked to the side of the bed, and he put the air horn about four inches above my left ear and pressed down on it. I screamed while I woke up and had the face of killing Billy. I threw a pillow at him. “Wake up. People are waiting for you outside.”

“Tell them to hold up then.” I yelled. I got up gingerly while he ran outside to tell them my message. I changed my clothes, put on my socks, shoes, and green jacket. I headed outside and walked down the short stairs while rubbing my left ear. I met eyes with Ben for a while then the others.

“Good morning.” Cindy greeted happily. I looked at Billy and gave him a “yeah right” look and then faced her. “I’m happy to see you.” I nodded. I totally felt dumb now for planning to talk in an English beginner’s voice. I side glanced at Ben then back to Cindy. Cindy looked at Ben then me in a curious face and smiled in a mischievous way. “Soooo… how’s everything, Sharon? Do you like your new neighbors?” She walked closer to me. “Do you like one in exact? What I mean to say is, do you have a boyfriend?”

I shook my head curiously and bent down to her height. Our heads were close enough to hear each other, so we spoke in whispers. I spoke in my real voice through gritted teeth.  “Who would that be, Cindy?” 

“You know, Sharon.” She moved her eyes to her right, and I looked in that direction and saw him.

“Are you sure about that, Cindy?” I gave her stern eyes. “Do you have any proof that it is him?”

“He’s looking at you. Besides, you said that you love Prince Caspian, and the person that plays Prince Caspian is right there. Hello, you have a great chance with him. I see a cute couple here. Whoa, is it just me or is it getting hot in here?”

“Cindy, cut it out! You’re embarrassing me!” I looked at Ben, and he was laughing.

“Look, he and I … what I’m trying to say is…I’ll explain it later, all right?”

“All right.” She turned to his dad and gave him a hug good- bye. I stood up straight. “I’ll miss you, daddy.”

“I’ll miss you too, sweetie. Sharon will take care of you for a few days, and you will listen to her. I will come back to pick you up at 4:00pm on next Friday, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Have fun. I love you.”

“I love you too, and I will have fun. I bet you, daddy.”

“All right.” He walked up to me. “Take good care of her.”

I nodded and hugged him. 

“Good luck with Ben.” He whispered that in my ear, so nobody else could’ve heard that.

I looked down after we let go.

He shook hands with everybody else and went back in his truck. We all heard a roaring sound like a lion’s then the truck came back into life, while Austin is its leader. We all looked at Austin Souls until he was completely out of sight. I kept on staring until I completely couldn’t see “them” anymore.

“Well,” Mrs. Barnes said, “it is nice to meet you, Cindy. We should better get going because we haven’t had our brunch yet. See you all around.” She and her family walked to their home.

My parents and siblings also went back inside our house except Sherry. She said that she was waiting for Auntie Vicky to pick her up, so she can go play with Jacob. I got Cindy’s violet suitcase and put it next to my clothes. We haven’t planned yet where she was going to sleep, and there was a problem about it. Five minutes later, Sherry left to our grandparent’s house.

Cindy and I were sitting on the emerald couch and were discussing what we should do for the day.

“Do you want a drink?” I asked her.

“No, thank you.” She was holding on to Cinnia, the doll that has light- brown hair. Cindy is this seven- year- old girl who loves to play with people, and most of the time it is hard to believe that she is that age. She known me for two years and considers me as her older sister, and Cindy knows me too well and is turning eight on April the twenty-six. Cindy has long curly almond hair that reaches to her elbows and is usually not tied, but now, she has the hairs in the front twirled to the back in a chignon. The hairs in the back are straight and a bit wavy. Cindy was wearing a caramel-colored shirt with a green-ish blue jacket and blue jeans. She has faded freckles and hazel eyes, and she has different sentiments everyday.

I was in the kitchen getting some snacks for Cindy and myself.

“Are you glad that I chose stay with you?”

“Of course I am.” I got out two white breads, a butter knife, creamy peanut butter, and strawberry jelly. I held a slice of bread on my palm and got some peanut butter with the butter knife, and I smeared it on the bread and spread it till I could see no more white. I then did the same thing with the jelly, and I cut the crust off because Cindy likes it that way and folded it by the opposite sides. I put the peanut butter and jelly sandwich on a fresh fruit printed napkin. It was for Cindy. I did the same directions with the other slice of bread especially cutting off the crust. I carried both of them in a napkin to the living room. I handed the first one to Cindy, and she took it and started to munch on its corners first. “Why did you ask that question?”

“Oh, just because.”

“Just because?” I took a bite on the corners first, and Cindy already ate hers. She was swallowing it. “Seriously, that is your response?”

“Not really, and I don’t have a clear response.”

“Huh, you really don’t have an explanation, and do you want a glass of milk?”

“Yes, I want a glass of milk, thank you.”

I placed my snack on the side of the couch with the napkin under it. I got up and went to the kitchen again, and I got a pink cup from a cabinet and opened the refrigerator to get the gallon of milk. “When I tell you it, you have to tell me your truthful response, okay?”

“Okay.”

I was putting the milk back in it after I poured the milk in the cup. I went back to the living room and gave her it. “What do you want to tell me?” I sat down next to her and grabbed my peanut butter sandwich again, and I resumed eating it.

“Are you dating Prince Caspian?”

I ate it faster and looked away from her, and I shook my head.

“Did he ever make any moves to you?” I started to laugh and looked at Cindy.

“Such as?”

Cindy was finished with her snack and wiped her mouth with the napkin she had. I was a bite away of finishing it, so I just forced the remaining bit in my mouth and masticated it. “You know, the ‘yawn’ or ‘eye connecting’. That stuff. Hey, I’m too young to even be knowing these stuff.”

“Yes, you are too young to be knowing these stuff, and yes, he made moves on me.” I felt uncomfortable talking about this to somebody that is not older than me and doesn’t understand much about it.

“What kind?”

“Eye contact. He had eyes that were like magic because every time I look into them, I conciliate, and you don’t know what ‘conciliate’ means do you?”

“No clue.”

“It means ‘relax’ or ‘calm down’. Soooo, okay, do you want to stop talking about this and do something else?”

“Okay, what about we go outside to conciliate and talk more about something else?” She looked like a hyper puppy.

“Sounds all right-wait-go outside? I have a headache, and the sun won’t help it.”

Cindy looked down. It wasn’t a sign of pouting but a desperate need of it.

“Okay, but if I end up dead, then my death is on your head.”

“Seriously?”

“I don’t know. Well, wait outside while I get a picnic blanket for us to sit on. Do you want to bring something along?”

“How about Cinnia?” She put it out in front of my face.

“Uh… sure.  There’s no problem with Cinnia around that I can’t think of.” I found a red and white intersected striped blanket that was big enough for two people to sit on. I went outside, and in perfect timing, Ben came outside too. He sat on the porch and just stared at us coolly. I laid and flattened the blanket out on the grass. Cindy sat facing her back on Ben, and I was sitting the opposite way. I tried so hard to avoid him. “You know someday you will have to lose Cinnia.” I watched Cindy glued to the doll for a couple of years. She would hug it so closely to her chest. Sometimes, she would kiss her head. I would express amusement to myself.

“No, have you?”

“Almost.”

Ben smiled at me, and I looked down nervously. Cindy looked behind her to Ben then turned around to me.

“He likes you. Are you avoiding him?”

“Not exactly, I just think that he is watching over me since yesterday night that’s all.” Cindy raised her eyebrows at me, and I sighed. “Okay, I just don’t want to…well…you see the thing is that-is that…I don’t want to be with him.”

“Huh?”

“I want to be his “girlfriend”, but I think that Ben and I are just going to be friends. If we are friends, I’ll hang out with him and all of that, but I’m afraid that I might have very strong feelings for him while we are buddies. If I expose that to him, and he’s not ready for that kind of relationship, I don’t think that we are going to be comrades anymore. I don’t want an uneasy relationship between Ben and I, that’s all.” Cindy nodded slowly.

“But what if you and Ben are more than friends? Wouldn’t you just have to forget about what you said? I want you to be happy. I’ve seen you sad before, and it’s horrible.”

“When have you seen me gloomy?”

“About one hour and a few minutes ago.”

“I was tired not glum. I was happy to see you, and why did you offer your idea of waking me up? It was deafening.” I rubbed my left ear again.

She started to chortle. “I just had a feeling that you were asleep still. Why did you look blue when you came outside? I know-I know you were sleepy, but you looked, you know…”

I glanced down and sighed because I didn’t feel like answering the question because the answer is asinine, and I glimpsed at Ben then to Cindy. “I think from one of our discussion that we just had, it gives you a major clue to your question.”

“But what (” I coughed and looked up to my right as if I’m not paying attention, but really, I’m giving her a clue without talking. Cindy tried to figure it out. “Oh!” She turned her head behind her shoulder, and we both looked at the “answer”. Our answer waved at us, and I was the quickest to look away. I felt the sun’s weight lower me to the earth. My head was being beaten by it, and I wanted to rest. I don’t care if I’m unconscious or knocked out. I just want to have a pleasant nap and wake up ready for the rest of the day. Cindy turned her head facing me again. “Are you all right?”

“Yeah, I’-I’m fine. Anymore questions, Cindy?”

“Well, if you don’t mind, I have one more question. May I ask it?”

“Spit it out.”

“You don’t want to fall in love with Ben, right, even though he’s going to suffer from bleeding love?”

“Even though how much I just hate to say it, yes.”

“Oh, I just wanted to know, and I understand.” There was a moment of silence like the one you have when you don’t know what to talk about, but then seconds later, somebody will bring up a new topic for the conversation. “Well, I have to wash my hands from this icky slim.” She showed me light-green liquid dried to her hands from the grasses that she was playing with. “I’ll be back in a jiffy.” She got up and opened and closed the door to the house.

I stared down on the grass that I held in my hands and twisted it. I looked up at Ben and got tired of him gawking at me every time that I am in his sight. I wanted him to stop, but I didn’t know how to tell him. The only thought that popped in my head was go to him in person and tell him which means that I had to use my English normal voice. If I wanted to end it, I had to do that. I grew to my feet and walked over to Ben while he was still sitting on the porch. I ceased walking in front of him, and he grinned at me. “Get up.”

“What?” Ben responded and looked astounded.

“Get up!” I looked timorous doing this. Ben smiled coolly again, and I looked away from him.

“Say ‘please’ then I’ll get up.”

“Seriously, look, dude, I am not playing games here. Stand up because I can’t talk with you when you’re sitting.”

Ben coughed and turned his head away from me.

“So mature. Stand up, please.”

He didn’t move his position to what I want.

“Hello, I said ‘please’.” I got frustrated but cooled.

“Yes, I can recall that, but you said it in a sarcastic way. Common courtesy.”

I grunted quietly. “You got to be kidding me. Please stand, Mr. Ben Barnes.” I curtsied but wobbled a bit.

“Much better. You see, when you treat people with respect, you get it back.” While he got up, I rolled my eyes. “Now, what do you want to talk to me about?” He was about three and a half feet away from me because he was exactly a head taller than me, so when he’s farther away from me, we don’t need to raise or droop our head when we talk but look almost straight to each other’s faces. I looked at his face not his eyes, and Ben struggled to make me connect eyes with him.

“I am ordering you to bring an end of you eyeballing me as if you’re going to…well… as if you’re going to kiss me.” I had a quiver in my voice because I wasn’t too confident about what I just said. I was mostly humiliating myself.

Ben chuckled and crossed his arms.

I didn’t expect him to do that. “What’s so funny? Nothing’s hilarious about what I just said but seriousness.” I had my feet apart and my finger pointed at him, but I then slowly lowered it.  “Fine, I won’t talk to you about my situation between us since you’re being immature about it!” I turned around and walked a feet.

He reached for me hand. “Wait, I’m sorry.”

I took notice of him and turned around with a snubbed face.

Ben slowly let go of my wrist. “Okay, I didn’t mean to upset you.”

“I’m not upset but frustrated that you won’t pay attention.”

“All right, I’m sorry that I did something that was malicious to you. I was laughing because I thought that you were going to say that I was staring at you as if I’m going to eat not kiss you.”

I didn’t expect that either. “What do you mean by that exactly?”

Ben put his hands in his black jeans pockets. “I didn’t know that I looked like I’m was going to kiss you, really. My parents said that I looked as if I’m going to eat you, but you’re right about me seeming as if I wanting to kiss you.”

I side glanced to my right and looked over Ben’s shoulder. I looked up at him.

Ben smiled brilliantly at me. He always seemed so in high spirits.

I felt like smiling too, but my lips were stapled. “What are you smiling about?” They only open when I have something to say, and I say them in a mean attitude. I wasn’t a good actress, so Ben didn’t buy it.

“I’m just happy that you chose to speak in your “real” voice. It’s pleasant to hear.”

“My voice is not pleasant to hear. It’s scratchy sort of.”

“Oh Sharon, are there only negative comments that you think of yourself?”

I was dumbfounded by what he just said. “Not really. Can you stop sweet-talking me? It’s too flattering. I do think of good comments of myself for your info.”

“Like what? I bet you can think of many of them for me too.”

“Well, I am a good reader, helpful, kind of humorous, hard working student, of course, imaginative writer, and I fool around with my friends.”

“I meant do you always think negative of yourself in the outside? You are clearly an ‘only one of its kind’ person in the inside.”

“Sometimes I do.” I felt ashamed of myself.

Ben didn’t smile but glowered a bit and sounded heartrending but forceful. “Why?”

I was annoyed with him but had despondency filling inside of me. “Why do you want to know? It’s none of your business, okay? Look, just don’t stare at me anymore! It freaks me out. I just want…” I was coming up with the tears. “Just do what I wanted.” I turned around, but Ben grabbed my right forearm and forced me to look in his eyes. I then realized that we were one inch in front of each other. I was petrified as if I’ve seen a ghost.

“I…”

A tear ran down my cheek.

“I want you to know that I will keep my eyes out for you. I won’t be spying.” He let go of my arm.

“I’ll keep that in mind.” I walked away to Cindy who was done washing her hands about three minutes ago.

“What did he want?” Cindy asked.

“Nothing.”

“Why did you talk to him then?” We sat back down in our same positions on the blanket.

I stayed silent and stared at her, but she didn’t understand what I was trying to tell her.

“You’re saying…you really…but I thought…seriously?”

I nodded. I rubbed my eyes in case there were more tears. I took hold of Cinnia and played with her hair.

“So, is there anything between you two?” Cindy didn’t care that I was playing with her, doll so she fixed her eyes upon me wanting to hear more answers.

I shook my head idly.

Cindy sighed deeply and looked down on an ant for a while then looked up at me.

A gentle breeze cooled us down, and I placed Cinnia on the blanket next to Cindy’s right knee.

“Are you still avoiding him?”

“Yes, do you know what time it is?” I looked up at her, and she looked at her pink Hello Kitty watch.

“It’s 3:10 pm.” She yawned. 

I smiled at her. “Come on; let’s go back in the house.” She got up from the blanket and grabbed her doll, and I rolled it up and put it back in the cabinet full of other types of blankets. We colored some pictures, watched TV, told some jokes, and talked to each other until 8:00 pm. My parents came home two hours before, and made us dinner. Sherry was home one hour before my mom did and played with Cindy until my mom was done with the dinner. We ate fruit salad, steak, mash potatoes, boiled carrots, and sweet corn not on a cob. We didn’t eat at the table but sat on the couch and watched TV while we scoffed our food, and when I was finished with mine; I asked my mom, “Where is Cindy going to sleep?”

“I called the mother of Ben and asked if Cindy can sleep over there until we know where Cindy is sleeping in this house.” she replied.

“Does Cindy know that she is sleeping there for now?”

“No, go tell her then.” I washed and dried Cindy’s and my plate then I sat down next to her. She was riveted to the show, Qubo, besides Sherry. They were watching The Adventures of the Books of Virtues.

“Do you know where you are going to sleep?” I asked Cindy. She still paid interest to the show but listened to me too.

“No.”

“Well, I do. Are you okay with a sleepover?” She had full attention to me now.

“Where?” I was edgy about telling her answer to her question.

“At my neighbors’ house. You are only going to sleep there for tonight. Tomorrow, you will sleep in this house somewhere that we haven’t decided on yet. All right?”

Cindy had a grimaced face clicked on.

“I don’t know anywhere else that you can sleep. You can’t sleep out here because there’s not enough space.”

“I will accept it if you come along with me. What I mean is that you sleep over too. Come on, please!” We switched expressions.

“I don’t-”

“Please!” She was acting like a four- year- old who wants to go somewhere stimulating too. I really didn’t want to go, but Cindy insisted that I should. I thought about it wasting a minute of my life. Cindy gripped my hand and looked as if she’s going to cry, and she won over me. “Yay, thank you!” She gave me a suffocating hug.

“Why do I have to go with you in the first place?”

“Because, you are responsible of me, and you know the other reason.” She planted a huge smile on her lovely face that would light up any dim corridor.

I sighed unhappily but managed to put a smile on my face. “Fine, all right then, let’s get ready then, shall we?”    

(It’s Saturday, February 28, 2009 with the time of 7:11 pm. Just a few minutes ago, I was talking with the REAL William Moseley, Anna Popplewell, Georgie Henley, Skandar Keynes, Ben Barnes, Tilda Swinton (the White Witch), the person that is the voice of Aslan, and a member of the crew. I was on the William Moseley Chatbox, and a couple minutes later; the person that was the new member of the cast named Princess Kristen talked to me. She said that she works with them and said that William and Ben talks in the Chatbox sometimes. I didn’t believe her, so I put that she’s lying. She said that Ben will appear any moment in the Chatbox, and he did. I saw a name that read: Ben Barnes. He didn’t capitalize his first or last name. I was shocked and he posted, “Hello girls.” I posted back, “Uh hey, this is really Ben Barnes, right?” He responded, “This is me Ben.” Oh, and I used the name ‘Mrs. Ben Barnes’, so I was really embarrassed. I couldn’t believe that I was actually talking to him, so I keep on asking, “Are really he?” He kept on posting, “Yes this is me Ben.” Then, William Moseley appeared in it and he posted, “Hello.” I posted, “What is going on? I don’t believe this!” William responded, “Yes, you are talking to me William Moseley and the Ben Barnes.” I replied, “Where is Anna, Georgie, and Skandar?” Princess Kristen responded, “Oh, wait. I’ll go get them.” I was not buying this at all and couldn’t breathe at all, and I posted, “I am so happy!” I also added a crying face after it, and I was really crying a bit. Ben posted, “Oh sweetie, don’t get sad over us.” I cheered up a bit, and he calling me ‘sweetie’ was flattering kind of. He and I were talking to each other for a while. I asked, “I thought that you were too busy to do this stuff.” He responded, “Oh, I was done with my stuff today, so I decided to come here and chat. My girlfriend, Princess Kristen, was finding some stuff for my site.” He said something like that. He burst my bubbles for me, and I got very dismayed. I felt as if I didn’t want to talk to him at all, but I struggled to post, “Oh, you have a girlfriend?” I added a crying face after it. I didn’t expect him to respond, “Yes, don’t get too sad. I love you also.” I felt my heart fly but knew that he only put that, so I won’t get so down about it. I asked him about the Hyrise band he joined, and he responded, “Oh, I love to sing.” He posted more, but I forgot. New names appeared that read: Skandar Keynoes, Queen Susan, Queen Lucy or Georgie Henley. I can’t remember which name the person that played Lucy Pevensie used to talk to people. I was about to put that Skandar spelled his last name wrong but decided not to, and I wondered why don’t they capitalize their first and last name. Later, Skandar changed his name to King Edmund. Again, he didn’t capitalize his character name. Queen Susan posted, “It’s great to be talking to a fan of ours.” I posted, “Thank you. I wanted to say that I love all of you and keep up with the good work!” Ben responded, “And to show our thanks.” He included a smiley face bowing down. I was grateful of that. I replied, “What are all of you doing?” The ‘queens’ replied that they were outside. I totally forgot what the ‘kings’ said. Princess Kristen said that she was finding some things for Ben, and now she is watching American Idol. Ben said that she likes this contestant named Danny. She also said that she is singing to “The Call”. Ben added that she’s dancing to it too. They were all very polite. Then, Sherry asked whom was I talking to, and I retorted that I was talking to the ‘Pevensies’, this person that helped with the movie, and ‘Prince Caspian’. She wanted me to ‘tell’ them that she loves them too. William answered, “Tell her that we love her also.” Sherry went over-enthusiastic when I read that to her. They started to pretend that the White Witch was back. King Peter and Edmund screamed, “The witch is back!” I posted, “Kill her. You’re all are knights.” ‘The witch is back’ (Tilda Swinton) responded, “Hahaha, nobody can escape from me tonight!” King Peter said, “I can’t get her. I need help.” I posted, “ASLAN!” Then, somebody named ‘Aslan is here’ posted, “Witch, you can’t harm anyone tonight.” Witch replied, “Nooooo!” Aslan said, “She’s finished. Is everyone all right?” I didn’t answer for a while. I answered, “Yeah, I’m fine.” I was entertained by what was happening. King Peter questioned me, “Where is the princess?” “I don’t know.” I responded. Queen Lucy ordered, “Call out the princess’s name, Sharon. She actually spelled my name wrong, but I didn’t mind. She knew that my real name was Sharon because I mentioned that earlier. “Then Aslan will use his magic to bring her over here.” King Peter said. I think it was magic that made them all talk to me. I ‘thanked’ Aslan. The box filled up, so I went to Stardoll.com and dressed up Leona Lewis into cool clothes. When it was the next hour,  “Cheerio.” I posted. “Hi.” Ben replied. I responded, “Sorry, that I’m bothering you.” “It’s okay.” He responded. “I’m going to change Mrs. Ben Barnes to my real name.” I changed it to Sharon. Now, I totally forgot about the next discussion that I had with the ‘Kings’ and ‘Queens’, but before I left, I spoke with Princess Kristen. She asked me, “What were you doing all of this time?” “Oh, I was writing my story.” Oh yeah, I told Ben and the others that I wrote a love story between Ben and I. “What was it called again?” she asked. “It’s embarrassing.” I responded. I had to log off because of my older brother. “William is coming on.” Kristen said. The last thing that I typed to them was that I loved them all and good luck with the next movie, and they are all bloody brilliant. I am so lucky that I got a chance to talk to all of you Highnesses. Good luck and goodnight! Bye!” I was disappointed that I had to leave. It was hard to believe that I was actually talking to them, and I know that it is also hard to believe that I did do it. I'm going to remember this day forever until I die. I never thought that I would ever experience that. I think its okay with them that I am allowed to add all of that in this story. I actually took a quiz that was called ‘Your Valentine Test’, and when I was done, it said that your valentine starts with a ‘B’. It also said that I should watch out for the person, and I did. At 1:00pm today, I went to one of my friend’s house to practice a play about Rosa Parks with Caroline, Judy, and Ismenia. We practiced at Ismenia’s house, even though one of the members wasn’t there. It was…funny acting in Ismenia’s room because we had hilarious bloopers. It was so damn funny! Again, I feel very lucky talking to Anna Popplewell, William Moseley, Skandar Keynes, Georgie Henley, Tilda Swinton, Kristen, the person that is the voice for Aslan, this person that plays Captain Morgan, and of course, Ben Barnes. I knew that it was really they because they talked about the next movie, and they kept on saying that they were really them. Other casts in the movie started to come in and talk to them and myself. They used their character’s name, and their fans don’t when they are in the Chatbox. The fans use their real name in it. A fan of William came in for a while and said to William that she loves him immensely. She just knew that it was he too. William responded, “Oh, wow thank you. That means a lot. Who are you?” Of course the real William will respond to that, so I believed that it was they. Princess Kristen was the one that convinced me that it was they, and she said that sometimes Ben and William come in the Chatbox and talk. They each got along with each other like when they are outside of the movie set, and how they talked to one another made me believe that it was they. I am very fortunate that I got a chance to speak with them, and if I’m fortunate enough when I’m famous, I get to talk to each of them face to face. Oh, and another reason that made me convinced was when we were talking in William Moseley’s fan site not other chating places. Ahhhhh, I can’t believe that happened to me even though it was a bit sad for me to find something out about Ben. Got dang, it is 9:18 pm. This is one of the reasons why I consider myself auspicious, but I still don’t have a hundred percent faith that it was really them. It’s rare for something like that to happen to me.) 
Chapter 5: “Am I Seeing This Clearly?”

IT IS 10:05 PM, AND CINDY AND I GOT READY FOR THE “pleasure trip”. I changed my jeans to long silver pants that covered my feet, and I converted my shirt to a long plain white shirt that reached to my waist. They both looked baggy on me, but I liked it that way because I could move more. I wore plain blue slippers that were warm in the inside.                                                      

Cindy changed her blouse to a long plain turquoise shirt and her jeans to simple light- green pants that tighten at the ankle, and she wore pink furry slippers that had a small snoozing blue butterfly on top. She wanted to bring along Cinnia who was not in her pajamas but in her shopping clothes, and Cindy pleaded me to bring her along.

I gave in.

We didn’t bring anything else along but two stuffed pillows and four medium sized blankets. Cindy and I let our hair down and combed them thirty- five times, but I had to do twenty because we had to leave. It was freezing cold outside, and Cindy and I ran to the Barnes’ house. Our face ended up blanch and frosty as ice. Cindy pressed the doorbell while I heard a window shut, so I turned my head to my left then back at the door. A noise that sounds as if a branch was stepped in two, somebody’s bones are broken into pieces, or somebody or something is munching on a type of food that is crunchy, alarmed us. Cindy clung onto me as if I’m her mother and whimpered like a puppy. I felt a breeze on my neck. I turned around and didn’t see anything, but a leaf somersaulting on the ground. We heard a growling noise that grows louder like the kind in the scary movies when the person opens the door slowly, and then a dead or scary person pops up right in the person’s face. We were so concentrated out in front of the streets that when someone opened the door behind us and said, “Hello,” Cindy screamed, and I turned around with a stunned look. It was only Mr. Barnes accompanied by his wife and son, and we stepped in the house like robots.

“Hi,” Cindy and I greeted.

“It’s nice to meet both of you.” Mrs. Barnes responded. They lead us to the living room. “Cindy, welcome back to your old home.”

Ben was standing at the left side of her, and, at my view, he looked like he was analyzing Cindy and I but felt his attraction towards me more.

I glanced at him then focused my attention back to Mrs. Barnes.

“Wow,” Cindy said, “a lot of stuff has changed in here.” She looked around the room amazed. “It looks very cool.”

Ben smiled and caught my eyes, but I was staring at a painting behind him but was still listening. “Huh, nice jammies, girls.”

Cindy started to sink back with her shoulders, and I stared down, blushing.

“Oh, Ben.” his mom said in a polite voice. “Don’t make them get embarrassed.”

“Um,” Cindy asked, “where are we sleeping?”

“On the carpet of the living room.” Mr. Barnes replied. The couches that I saw- that were carried in here by the moving men- was put aside to the walls, so there was space in the middle for Cindy and I to sleep. “Don’t worry it’s dust- free and clean. You two could just put your blankets next to each other anyway you like it to be. Need any help?”

“No, we can handle it, thank you though.” I replied.

They walked upstairs in a single file line.

I helped Cindy set her bed up. I laid one blanket next to a small table that had a lamp on top, and the other blanket was placed next to the first one. I put the pillows facing out of the windows next to the main door. The two remaining blankets were used for keeping us cozy, and Cindy wanted me to sleep on the blanket that was next to the table. I did. It was raining dogs and cats outside. One of the branches was knocking on the window, so it will make it hard for us to sleep. We settled in our beds but didn’t have our heads resting on the pillows yet because Cindy lost her doll. “Where did you have Cinnia last time?”

“I had her near my ankle.” She lifted her blanket up and then put it back down. “She’s not here. Cinnia can’t just walk away.” 

“She does have legs.”

She quickly punched my arm gently. 

“Just kidding. I’ll look for her.” I got up and looked around the living room, and I saw something invisible white- ish color under a couch.

“Ahhhhh!”

I turned around to Cindy. “What is the problem?”

She ran over to me and looked as if she’s going to cry.

I had my back on the stairs while I spoke to her, and I was not frightened at all about what was going on.

(Keep that in mind that I have my back on the stairs.)

Cindy was holding onto my arm so firm that it turned blue. “I saw a ghost.”

I sighed as if it’s child- ish to hear.

“Honestly, I did.”

I looked down to where I saw the mysterious object under the couch, but I didn’t see it anymore but a plastic red shoe on an ersatz small foot. I took hold of it and pulled the whole object out.

“Cinnia, your back!” Cindy grabbed her from my grip and hugged her, and she stared at it. “Don’t ever hide from me ever again got it? I was badly worried about you.” She kissed her head.

I raised my eyebrows at her and got freaked out by the scene. “Cindy, there’s no such thing as ghost all right? It was probably a silhouette of something else.”

Cindy looked up behind me and got scared again. “Are you sure about that?”

I was not telling the truth about there’s not such thing as ghost but the shadow of something else. “Of course, why do you ask such a silly question?”

She pointed behind me. “Look behind you!”

(Hopefully, you kept in mind what I told you to keep in mind about my back on the stairs.)

I turned around. “Ahhhhh!” I ran back to my ‘bed’ with the monster following me, and I reached in front of a couch and turned around. I saw Cindy standing in her same position and laughing at the sight of the ‘play’, but she then grew scared for me.

The scary creature had blood streaming out of its mouth, deep scars carved on its face, it growled, and it had a forest- green face. The monster looked like a boy by his posture and look. He ran up to me and wrapped his arms around my waist with my arms in the lock.

I stared into his eyes. I stayed silent and leaned backward to get out of the monster’s grip. I ended up falling on the couch in the position of sleeping on it with the monster on top of me with his hands now gripped on my forearms. I really analyzed the face of the monster and had a feeling that I was being pranked.

“What is all of the commotion about?” Mrs. Barnes asked. She and her husband ran down the stairs.

“A monster caught Sharon!” Cindy answered. She went over to hug her.

“There’s no such thing as monsters, Cindy.”

“Yes there is. Sharon said that then a monster appeared behind her, and it ran after her. They both fell behind the couch, and she- I…I’m scared!”

She started to cry, so Mrs. Barnes bent down to embrace her amiably.

“Where did the monster stand, Cindy?” Mr. Barnes asked. He had a feeling of what was going on.

“A- at… th-the stairs right th-there.”

“Really, did the monster wear pants and a shirt that were dark blue?” Mr. Barnes figured the situation out like a detective and laughed to himself.

Cindy calmed down a bit. “Y-yes.”

The parents looked at each other and sighed.

I was trying to push the monster off of me but didn’t have enough power, but then I hard-pressed his chest with his hand off of me and quickly thrust him to the floor where he fell flat on his back. I breathed deeply and didn’t sit up yet.

“Are you okay, Sharon?” Cindy asked me.

I got up and rubbed my wrist, but the monster didn’t get up yet. “Not really.”

Cindy ran over to me and gave me a breath-taking hug. She dropped Cinnia on the way over.

I stood up and looked at him, and is he breathing or laughing? I saw some of his skin unstitching, but it was only under the neck. I bent down to lift the part up and revealed a face that I didn’t want to see anymore because of the hoax. How was I supposed to know that the person was wearing a mask? I got frustrated and put the mask back on the person’s face aggressively.

Ben’s parents walked up to us. “Are you all right, Ben?” his mother asked him.

Ben brought his right hand out towards me, so I pulled him up to his feet and stared away from him. “Yes, I’m fine. Are you girls all right?”

“Yes,” Cindy replied, “but that was boorish to pull a prank that scared the rabbits out of me.”

“Yes, it was mean to do something inexplicable like that Ben.” Mr. Barnes scolded. “Why did you plan on do that to these girls?”

Ben apologized. “I’m sorry. I just wanted to see some sense of humor in them.” He looked at me. “Are you all right, Sharon?”

I glared at him then looked away and walked over to the doll, and I picked her up and handed her to Cindy.

“Oh, come on. It was just a joke, and probably it scared the willies out of you but still.”

“I’m…” I was shocked that I couldn’t find my voice and saw a face appear when lightning occurred. “I’m….”

“Yes?” I felt maggots swarming inside of me.

I thought about the invisible object that was under the couch, and how it looks like a ghost’s color. “I’m a bit terrified about ghosts and monsters now.”

“Oh, sorry. You can sleep in my room with me.”

My heart was flying by that offer. “No, I think… sleeping outside… is better for me.” I didn’t know where to stare anymore.

“Well, if everything’s okay with both of you girls sleeping out here then I think you two should get to sleep already.” Mrs. Barnes said. She stayed behind while the men went up to their rooms, and when we rested our head on our pillow; she turned off the lights for us and went upstairs. Mrs. Barnes paused at the middle of the stairs and turned around. “You can use the lamp next to you, Sharon, when you think you’ve seen a ghost.” She winked at me and went upstairs into her room.

I was facing the lamp and so was Cindy, and I guessed that it’s around 10:25 pm. I couldn’t go to sleep and opened my eyes, and I stared in front of me while my blanket was under my eyes and on my nose. A few minutes later, I fell asleep.

“Ahhhhh!” Cindy screamed.

I got up and speedily pulled on the string to turn on the lamp. “What’s wrong?”

She got up too and faced me. “I saw a very pale face stare at me from the window. I think it was a ghost.”

“Cindy, please go to sleep. You’ve lived in this house for seven years, and you know perfectedly well that there is no such thing as ghost and monsters in this house. Now, go to sleep, all right?”

“But-”

“Please.” I understand what she is going through since she is still in the age that is still scared of ghost. Actually, I am too, but I don’t get very scared when I see one. I turned off the light and went back to sleep….

“Sharon, are you still awake?”

I turned to my opposite side to face Cindy. “Yes, can you check what time it is, please?” I saw her raise her right wrist close to her eyes and then set her hand back down on the blanket.

“It’s 10:56 pm, and I can’t go to sleep. I am supposed to be asleep at least one hour ago, but I guess the ghost thing got me tonight.”

“Yeah, Ben’s prank grew onto me and…. Never mind. We’ll just have to try our best to…” I yawned.

There was an eclipse outside, and the gray bread-like clouds were cruising in front of it. It was a mysterious but beautiful night to stare at, and when I dazed at it for a few seconds, I resumed to my sleeping. I didn’t know if Cindy feel asleep yet, but I heard a calm snoring. Something icy cold was touching my left cheek. I winced from it and slowly opened my eyes, and I saw a specter behind Cindy and sat up and decided to turn on the light. When I went to pull on the string, I didn’t feel it, so I looked at the lamp’s direction and didn’t see the lamp. I looked at the banshee shockingly, and Cindy woke and got up slowly. The spirit looked familiar but didn’t know whom exactly because I only saw his face once in my life.

(This is true. I only saw the person that plays the ghost in my story once in my life. He is still a magnificent fantasy author even though the person died in the year 1963. You definitely read one of his children’s books, maybe. I added him for a reason I can’t remember right now. You’ll know who it is later if you pay attention to this story. I added this information on Wednesday, March 11, 2009. It is exactly 12:59am when I finished typing that sentence. It should be 12:04 am right now because the time in America is one hour later because of the weather conditions, and I hate it. Time flies so fast, and I’m getting older slowly but is taking the time to relax in my childhood. It just turned 1:11. I should probably be sleeping by now, and you should too if you’re reading this story in the middle of the night in your time. If you’re reading this book for homework then keep on reading until you finish the last page you are assigned. Please, go to sleep if you are not, but you can sleep after you finish this chapter, which is a lot of pages to go so don’t. You’ll read more tomorrow. Good night or, I could say, morning. Seriously, it’s 1:15. Dang, time really comes by.)

She saw my expression and got worried. “Are you okay?”

I kept on gawking on the ghost behind her back.

Cindy turned around and gazed at the ghoul too.

It just floated in front of the eclipse and stared at us with a plain expression.

“AHHHHH!” Cindy and I screamed out loud.

The ghost disappeared when Mrs. Barnes turned on the light. The Barnes family all rushed downstairs.

“Is everything all right?” Mr. Barnes asked.

“There was a ghost right there, and it– went bye- bye!” Cindy replied, shockingly.

“You were just hallucinating.”

“No, I wasn’t! Ask Sharon. She saw it first. You did, didn’t you?”

I nodded and saw the phantom’s head appear out of the wall behind them, so I screamed again.

It disappeared again.

The non- believers turned around frantically and faced us again.

“If both of you are that scared of this ghost you’re seeing, then you two should sleep somewhere else.” Mrs. Barnes suggested. She looked very worried and believed that there is a ghost around, but she didn’t tell it out loud. “Cindy, you can sleep with us.”

“And Sharon, you can sleep with me.” Ben offered but sounded more like a command. (This doesn’t mean what you guys think it means, all right? I’m keeping this story under PG.)

“We’ll have another go out here, thank you.” I replied.

“Okay.” Mrs. Barnes said. They walked upstairs again.

We stayed up for about three minutes then we heard a tap on the window and a hollow sound like a vacuum that is being used but slower. Something dripped on my face, and when I wiped it off with my hand, I saw that it was a red color. There was a dead cat hanging on the ceiling fan. We didn’t know that it was all hallucinations, and the blood was really strawberry juice.

“AHHHHH!” we screamed again, and Cindy ran upstairs to the married couples’ room while screaming her lungs out. I ran to Ben’s room while being silent, and Cindy got to her room first, and when I reached to Ben’s door, he opened it. I gave him an unexpected embrace, and he didn't anticipate me to give him one. I wrapped my arms around his neck, and he wrapped his around my waist.

“Are you okay?” he asked me.

I let go a little bit and finally connected into his eyes because I know that I will relax in them. I nodded and started to breathe deeply. “Sorry, that I woke you up again.” I really meant my apology towards him.

He smiled calmly as always. “It’s okay, so you changed your mind or do you still want another go out there with the ghost?” He had his hands above my elbows and comforted me.

“If you don’t mind, I’ll sleep…” I drowned at the end of my sentence.

Ben didn’t hear the last part and leaned closer to me. “Sorry, I didn’t catch that last bit.”

I sighed and confidently repeated, “I said, ‘If you don’t mind, I’ll sleep here with you.’”

“Oh, I don’t mind at all. Okay, what side do you want?”

I was puzzled. “Wait, I thought that I was sleeping on the floor?”

He laughed in a nice way. “No, I wouldn’t be a gentleman if I let you sleep on the floor would I. Do you want to or do you want me to sleep on the floor?” He had a baffled look too.

I didn’t know the answer to that and didn’t expect him to give me choices. “Um…well…I don’t- you see- I don’t really mind either of those options. What I’m trying to say is that I don’t care what you pick for me.”

He raised his hand out in front of his chest in a courteous way. “No, please you’re the guest, and I don’t want me to make the choice for you. Have freedom.”

I understood what he meant by ‘Have freedom’, but I just didn’t know what to choose. It’s like when you have what you want, seconds later, you don’t want it anymore. “I don’t know which one to decide on.”

(Let me make a quick connection. When my class and I had Winter Break for two weeks, about three days later, I grew bored and wanted to go back to school but really didn’t. I didn’t have anything to do but the same old routines. Yeah, some of it changes, but it’s still tiresome. When I’m on a school break on the weekends from five days of school, then I’m glad that I’m not in school. It’s Monday, March 2, 2009, and I have school. Sometimes, I will type this story in my class by saving it in my USB stick and send it to the computer that I’m using in school, but I never tried it yet because I don’t have any time. For a couple of weeks, it will be shortened day in my school, so my class and I have only one recess. I need to finish this story around this month, but I have so many pages to type. It’s ironic because I finally got a computer, so I can type my story out, but I regret having it because I have to type the pages. Hopefully, I don’t end up in the hospital with my fingers in an ice bag, but I hope that I my class gets to read this story before sixth grade is over. Yeah, I should better get going with my story. What was I even talking about earlier? Oh yeah, I remember now.)

“But you’re the guest.”

Was he playing with me? “I know, but I can’t decide.”

“I don’t want to make the choice for you.”

I couldn’t believe that it was 11:02 pm. “Please, I-”

“I insist!” He looked like he meant it too.

I fought back. “You can’t order me.” Could he?

He was going to give a good explanation. “Remember, I’m twenty- seven. You’re eleven, so that makes me older than you. You should respect your elders.”

“I know, but people should respect each other. Besides, you don’t look that old but around eighteen.” I can’t believe that I just said that.

He pretended to blush. “Thank you for that compliment. Please, just choose one.”

I lost the war. “All right, I’ll sleep on the bed.”

He walked over to the right side of the bed. “Which side do you want or wait, do you want me to decide for you?” He grinned.

I also smiled. “What side do you usually sleep on?”

He raised his eyebrows at me. “That’s a uncanny question to answer, but I sleep at the right side of the bed mostly.”

“Then, I’ll sleep at the left side.” I ambled over to the opposite side of where Ben was standing. I saw that there was only one blanket on the bed, but it was a large black one. There were two pillows set evenly on the bed, so we had fair amount of space for us to sleep. I didn’t need to take off my slippers because I left them behind downstairs. Ben hopped in bed, but I didn’t because I was unsure if I should even sleep on the same bed with him. I hesitantly lifted the edge of the blanket that was on my side, but then let go of it and turned around for a few seconds.

Ben stared at me with sleepy but also concentrated eyes. “What’s the problem now?”

I looked down and gulped.

He sat up. “Oh, look, I know that it’s a bit uncomfortable for you to…well- you know, but we’re just going to sleep. I’m going to face the opposite direction, all right?” He smiled as if he was told a joke.

I didn’t know why he was smiling as if he’s going to crack up if I didn’t find that last sentence funny. “All-all right.” I lifted the blanket up with my right hand and carefully slid in, and I was on my side facing the opposite direction of Ben. I put my right hand under my head on the pillow, and so did Ben. He was also sleeping on his side facing the reverse way, and there was about a foot of space between us because we were sleeping on ours sides.

There were many natural sounds that I heard in the middle of the night. I listened to the rain calming down in their usual way. There was a beep from the alarm clock, and I looked over my shoulder to it and saw that it read 12:00 am. I heard a silent snoring that must’ve come from Ben, and I shifted my position slowly on my back and sighed deeply hoping that it won’t wake him up. I stared up on the plain apricot ceiling and wondered about how Cindy is sleeping, and all I know is that she is doing better than me because maybe she’s asleep by now. I breathed in and out of my nose causing my chest to rise than decrease, and I heard crickets chirping their dulcet lullaby. (I really enjoyed their music. I hope that you do too.) I tilted my head a little bit to my right and looked out the window and saw something that glowed in a mystical sea-blue color. Is it a shrunken bird? No, it doesn’t have wings or a beak. Is it a type of animal? Yes, it is a type of animal, but what kind? Ohhh, only if I had better eye sight I could figure this puzzle out! Wait, it’s coming closer to me! I sat up on the bed by my arms, and my hair fumbled in of my face. It hopped through the window then on the edge of the bed, and it spread its wings and fluttered in front of my face. I just know that it is a boy- a boy piglet. It wasn’t those disgusting, slobbering, malodorous, and hideous pigs that you see at the farm, but it was a sweet- smelling, chubby, pixie- like, enthusiastic, and entertaining piglet. He had the most elegant tail that was about two and a half inches long that curled in the middle and had a turquoise fan at the end the of its tail, and he had a cute button nose. Wherever it flew, it had blue glitters follow him to look like a trail but fades seconds later. He is so adorable. “Hello there.” I whispered to him.

He twirled like a ballerina.

I smiled. “Where are you from?”

He flew to the window then back to me very quickly.

“I’m sorry, I don’t understand what you mean by that. I think you’re from a magical place that no one has ever been to. Is that correct?”

He nodded. His eyes glistened in the light in a charming way.

“I’ll call you… I don’t know what to call you. What do you think is a perfect name for yourself?”

He flew backwards and pointed his cub- like paws out as if he’s going to write something. He moved his paws in the shape of letters, but I couldn’t see them yet. When he was done, he flew beside my head, and the words appeared and spelled:
 

Jiffy
I had to admit that he wrote very well for a piglet. “Jiffy, its suits you well, but why ‘Jiffy’, Jiffy?”

He was about to spell his answer out but poofed out of sight leaving blue glitters in the air, but they vanished when you are in the middle of gawking at them.

I resumed at staring at the ceiling with my head resting on Ben’s second pillow. I sighed loudly and overlapped my hands on the blanket that is on top of my stomach. I concentrated in front, and I didn’t care about anything else.

Ben slowly opened his eyes and deeply breathed under his breath, and he rubbed his eyes then looked over his shoulder to check on me. When he saw that I was still awake, he faced me, and he still had his head on his pillow though.

I faced him too then changed my sleeping position on my side again to avoid his look. I still had my eyes open.

“Are you still awake?” He whispered to me.

“No.” We spoke softly to one another.

He laughed under his breath. “Well, then, you won’t hear what I’m going to say to you. If you are awake and do face me, I’ll tell you.”

I wanted to hear what he was going to say, so I turned around to my other side and paid attention. “Yes?”

He still looked gorgeous in the moonlight. “I wanted to say that I just had a dream about me as Prince Caspian in Narnia.”

I rolled my eyes and sighed, and I was about to turn around again, but he stopped me.

“All right, I’m sorry, but what I just told you was something like that. It was like the set of Narnia, and you had wavy long hair, you were about an inch shorter than me, you wore a turquoise lengthy dress, you looked a few years older, and you looked like a princess.”

I was interested about his unique dream. “I can’t ever imagine myself like that. I don’t know why you would.”

He smiled tiredly. “Well, I just dreamed it. You weren’t walking and talking to me but to this boy around your age, sixteen, and he looked like a prince. You two looked like a perfect couple…. I was envious. I wanted you to…hear me because you didn’t in my dream. I shouted your name, and you looked around but still didn’t see me. I was devastated when… when he kissed you on the mouth affectionately.”

I looked down in shock but also wretchedness. “I’m sure that it will not happen. It was just a dream, Ben.”

He tried to look cheerful. “Yes, I know that, but it seemed so real.”

“It’s your dream, Ben, so why didn’t you just change it if you realized that it was a dream? It helps but not always.”

(I had a dream before about me running away from this boy that tried to stop me from running away from him, and I guessed that he was my boyfriend or something. I was running in the fields that had an open area, and he was catching up to me. I didn’t want him to get me, and I somehow realized that I was dreaming. I just changed the scene in my dream and ended up somewhere else in this wide- spaced dark- red room that had expensive stuff. I thought that he was no longer around me, but I thought wrong. He grabbed me by the face and…. I don’t think that you guys will ever read the rest of it, and no, he did not kiss me. I just woke up in the middle of my dream, so that’s what I meant by “you guys will never hear the rest of it.” I have anomalous dreams but sometimes not. I never had a dream that was happy except for one time. Hopefully, you readers do have sweet dreams about whatever you love or love to do. I don’t like running, and I don’t know why I had that dream at all. I do have dreams about Ben, but I have very strange ones that I am not comfortable of sharing. It’s unusual, I know. Sweet dreams!)

“I just couldn’t. I was too mad and heart- broken to.”

I looked in his eyes and had questions filling in my head. “Why do you think you had the nightmare?”

“I think…I think what the dream meant or represents…is- is me losing you. I mean, when the man was about to end your life, I didn’t want that to happen because I would never see you again until my time is up in this world or if he decided to shoot me too then- then it’s a whole different story. In my unforgetful nightmare, you were going to lose your heart to that prince! I woke up when I couldn’t take it anymore, and when I fully awaken I checked on you to see if you were there next to me still. I was actually glad that you were awake, so I can tell you about it alone… just the two of us.”

“Well, it is better when you told me about it without anybody to disturb us. Why did you even want to tell me? You could’ve just held it to yourself.”

“Yes, I thought about doing that, but I thought that it’s better if you known my dream too. I can’t hold it in when you’re around, and I want to hear and see your reaction. The dream meant something and I should pay attention to it.”

“Why?” Even though I already know the answer to my question, I want to make sure that it’s correct.

“I don’t want you to be taken away from me.” He was courting with me again.

I tried my best to eschew him and smiled calmly. “I- I don’t know what to say to that.”

He brushed my hair off of my left shoulder and placed his right hand on my left. “Have I taken your breath away?”

I was being flattered. “As always… I think that I can go to sleep now. It’s 12:16 am.”

“I think I should too.”

“Sweet dreams, Ben.” Our voice has gotten softer.

His was more relaxing though. “I know I will after the conversation we just had. Hopefully, it’s a good one including you and me. Good evening and dreams, Sharon.” He and I lingered on each other’s eyes while they were slowly sinking until we both closed them and went to sleep. Ben, Cindy, Mr. and Mrs. Barnes, my parents, my siblings, and I all slept happily through the soaking twilight.

It was 3:44 am while we all were sleeping, and a guest flew back in through the window. It flew between Ben and I and floated down on both of our pillows and slept there for now. It sighed and had a cute shrill along with it. Jiffy is the most important creature in this story because it’s magic. Keep in mind that he is not only one creature but also… countless.

Ben’s hand is on top of mine while we are sleeping. The symbol of that are loyalty, everlasting, goodwill, kindness, optimism, and love. Even though that we will have some rough times in our relationship, one will always love and fight for the other. There will be arguments about a “friend” that is trying to change the heart of their desired one, and the person that will suffer from that will stop loving their dear one. It’ll be a roller coaster ride, but we’ll survive through it.

My affection for Ben will change a lot when a battle will come between a friend of Ben and me. While the person is around, I will somehow start disliking him. He forgets about me sometimes but cares about me immensely still, and the difficulty that I have with Ben is that he doesn’t see the horrible side of his friend. The worse thing about it all is that I will be in the hospital about most of the time.

There will be romance between Ben and me still. If you want this story to end happy then it will, and if you want it to end sad then it will too. It’s complicated, yes, to think about how this story will end pleasant and dreadful. I just want it to be both because this love between Ben and me is that. 

Chapter 6: “A Devil in Disguise”

‘LOVELY’ IS THE PERFECT WORD TO DESCRIBE THE DAY TODAY. THE date is Sunday, January 11, 2009, and the sunrise of it is just gorgeous; the sun was mildly glowing, the sky was painted beautifully, the moist on the petals of the pink tulips, indigo violets, blood- red roses, orange lilies, and colorful pansies were shimmering, the blue jays, robins, cardinals, and other birds were flapping their wings and twittered their morning songs, the wind chased each other around in the heavens, there were still puddles on the streets, and the sunrise was a magnificent view to gawk and cry about. It all didn’t epitomize how today is going to be a breathtaking day for Ben and me, but it’s going to be worse than agony… very much worse.
The creature tiredly opened and closed his eyes and yawned sweetly like a baby. He hovered up, and he stared at me dozing still and purred nothing like cats in his own loving way. He flew in front of my face and nudged under my chin by the top of his nose and then concluded that I will not wake up, so he faced Ben. Jiffy’s dazzling tail gently rubbed on Ben’s nose, so he can wake him up.

Ben just winced a bit but didn’t awake yet, but he slowly opened his eyes while Jiffy disappeared in an instant. When Ben fully had his eyes opened, he looked at me sleeping and smiled. He moved my hair behind my left ear when they were blocking half of my face and stretched his arms after he sat up on his bed, and he looked at the alarm clock to his right that read: 10:23am. He lifted the portion of the blanket that was covering him and got up from his bed, and he didn’t change his pajamas yet because he was too sleepy to and rubbed his head. Ben knelt in front of me and checked to see if I was awake, and he felt my cheek by the side his index finger causing me to make a face. Ben then picked up a fluffy small feather off of the desk that was a couple of feets behind him and lightly rubbed it on top of my nose, so that caused me to grunt softly and turn the other way to sleep more peacefully. That brought merriment to him. Ben decided not to disturb me anymore and went downstairs in his pajamas still, and his parents were dressed in most likely worn clothes like jeans, business pants, a blouse, a shirt, and a sweater. Mrs. Barnes was wearing an orange apron with pink tulips printed on it over her blouse.

Mr. Barnes was buttering his toast while he sat down on the chair in front of the counter, and Mrs. Barnes was serving breakfast on China made plates. They were not talkative, and after he and his parents munched and chewed their breakfast, Ben wanted to ask them a question. They were so silent in the house that you could hear my teacher flirting with his ‘fine-looking’ car.

(No offense Mr. Castro. You do have a ‘remarkable’ car, but it does look like a famous celebrity owns it. He treats ‘her’ like she’s his girlfriend and he brags about ‘her’ sometime in the classroom. My classmates and I just laugh quietly but pay respect to him too, not so often though. All right, let’s stop making fun of the odd lovebirds and carry on with the story.)

Mrs. Barnes had some of her meal still in her mouth but said, “Sharon is still asleep, Ben?” She swallowed the scrambled eggs that was munched for about twenty seconds and sliced a sausage in half, and she forked the second half of it and popped it in her mouth. She looked up at her son.

Ben coughed after he swallowed his sausage and replied, “Yeah, she couldn’t go to sleep in the middle of the night, so I decided to let her sleep longer.” He drank his orange juice in a glass cup. “Cindy couldn’t too, huh?”

“Yeah, did Sharon get a good sleep and didn’t think about monsters?”

“No, she slept fine.” He looked at his father who was holding a newspaper in one hand and in the other was a mug full of coffee. “So, how are you, dad?”

Mr. Barnes folded the newspaper and set it aside on the table, and he drank his coffee and placed it on the top left of his plate. “Oh, everything’s fine, Ben. Why do you ask?”

“Well, you and mother are silent this morning, so I’m inferencing that something’s up. Is there?” He stared at both of them and ignored his breakfast.

“Well, let me ask you a personal question about Sharon. Do you have a certain feeling that is love towards her?”

Ben wasn’t very comfortable about telling the truth to his parents. “Um, she knows that I… have that feeling for her, but she is… catching up to… feel the same way… meant for me.”

“So, you desire this person that doesn’t love you back? Don’t you already like this best friend of yours named Kristin?”

Kristin Cansy is this twenty-seven-year old woman that is friends with Ben since they were five. Her birthday is on March 3, 1981. She has brown hair with baby-blue eyes, and she would dress according to the weather in elegant clothes. They look like two adorable couples that would do almost everything together, and they were actually dating for sometime, but Ben wasn’t ready for that step. They were separated since he was eighteen. Kristin thinks that she and Ben are boyfriend and girlfriend for all of those years, but Ben never thought of that because he felt that Kristin was not the type of lass for him. He still thinks that they are friends though but Kristin doesn’t.

“Don’t you, Ben? She’s a good lady for you, you know.”

“I-Kristin and I are just friend, dad. She wasn’t the type of person for me. That’s what I thought when she wanted to go to the next step.” He continued to eat his breakfast.

His father drank his coffee again. “What was the reason, then?” He took a bite into his second toast because he already ate his omelet.

Mrs. Barnes was washing her plate and was not listening to her husband at all, and they would hear grunts, silent coughs, or anything slammed down or done in a temper whenever the name ‘Kristin’ was mentioned.

Ben put his back on his chair and was done eating, and he had a puzzled face. “I don’t remember. I just didn’t think that she was the one for me. All I remember is that her personality was the reason why, but I’m not too sure if it is anymore.” He drank all of his orange juice in one gulp.

Light footsteps were coming down from the stairs, so the Barnes family looked up at the direction where the noise was coming from and already know whom the people are. The younger girl came down first while yawning, and the older one was staring down on the stairs in a worn-out mood. They were both in their jammies still. They paused at the end of the steps and stared at them.

“Sharon and Cindy,” Mrs. Barnes greeted, “good morning you two. Hopefully, you two had a good night sleep. Cindy, why don’t you sit right here next to my husband and have some breakfast.” She pulled back a chair for Cindy next to Mr. Barnes, and she pulled one out for me between Ben and Cindy. “How are you, Sharon?” Mrs. Barnes served a plate of scrambled eggs in front of me, and she placed a cup of orange juice next to the plate.

I appreciated her kindness. “I’m fine, Mrs. Barnes. I’m not really hungry right now. Thank you though.” I looked at Cindy devouring down on her scrambled eggs. I was nervous to do anything around them because they would look at me while I am.

“Oh, please do. What would you like for breakfast? You cannot start a day without it.”

Ben sighed. “Mom, you’re embarrassing me.”

I smiled. “It’s all right, Ben. She’s not thwarting you. I’ll just have some toast, thank you.” I mumbled most of the words and looked down at my pale hands.

Ben smiled warmly but also in a sleepy way.

His mother placed a couple of slice bread in the toaster and started to wash some more of the dishes. “Oh Sharon, your family members went to visit your mother’s sister out of town, and they knew that you didn’t want to go. They would be gone for three days, so they said that you are to be living here for now or….” She walked up to me and handed me a copy of the key that was snapped in two a couple of days ago, but this one was not. “You and Cindy could stay home alone in your house. Your parents said that you have to check on us before you go anywhere.”

I grunted silently and took the key from her, and I put it in my pocket. “Do they ever trust me? I think that we will be home alone in ‘my’ house. Do you mind that after Cindy and I are finished our breakfast, we will go there and change our clothes?” I received my toast from her and munched on it

Mrs. Barnes sat down next to Ben’s left and watched us eat. “No, not at all. I’m concerned about both of your safety when you girls go there though. Anything atrocious can happen at anytime like two nights ago.”

I felt a worm inside my skin crawling and ate my toast quickly, and I poured the juice down my throat.

It was silent for a while, and I faced Cindy. “Are you done eating?”

Cindy wiped her mouth with the unused napkin next to her drink. “Yep.”

I got up from my chair and headed out of the door while accompanied by her.

Ben got up too. “I’ll come along too.”

“NO!” Mr. Barnes ordered. He was stood up hurriedly.

Everybody stared at him, taken aback.

“I mean, you need to get dressed too, and your mother can go with the girls.”

His wife gave him a stern look. “Ben, you may go with them. Your father doesn’t mind, don’t you?”

Mr. Barnes gave in and sunk back down on his chair. “No, I don’t mind at all. You may go, son.” He looked into his wife’s eyes and grunted, and he continued to read his newspaper.

I stared at him for a while then at his wife. “Um, all right. It doesn’t matter to Cindy and I. Where are the blankets and pillows that I brought along last night?” I walked over to Mrs. Barnes, and she handed me the folded blankets and pillows. I put my arms under them and could barley see over them, and I walked out the door while Ben held the door for Cindy and I. Cindy ran back inside the house to get Cinnia on the couch and then went back outside.

After he closed the door shut behind him, Cindy dashed to the front of my house but had to wait for us snails. She waited for us at the front of the door.

Ben walked close to in my pace and said, “I’m sorry that my parents acted that way. They usually don’t do what they just did.”

I mostly stared up in front of me and could see him at the corner of my left eye. “Oh, it was all right. I didn’t mind at all.” I felt uncomfortable in the silence. “So, do you, you know, enjoy it here in…” My voice was too shy to be let out.

“You mean, here in California?” Ben was impressed by how I was “making a move” to him but was also nervous because he doesn’t want to seem foolish to me.

“Yeah.” I looked away from him to my right.

He smiled at me, but I didn’t see it but knew he did by the thumps of my heart. “Well, it’s all right. I wish my younger brother were here too. The weather here is not that different from England.”

He saw my expression. “Sorry that I’m dreary to talk to.”

I snapped my attention to him. “No, no, no, I’m sorry that I look like I am. I was thinking about the dream you told me about. I- I’m just concerned about that as much as you are.” We stepped up the stairs and walked up to the door.

Cindy got up from sitting in front of the door and gave us a stink eye. “What took you two that long to walk over here? I was about to freeze to death. You know, I’m not getting any younger!” She crossed her arms and looked like a parent when their child comes home from a date late.

Ben coughed and looked away. “You got that right.”

Cindy looked as if she’s going to pop his head off.

I smiled. “I’m sorry, Cindy. We were having a “personal” discussion and didn’t want anybody to interrupt us or know about it. Forgive me, Cindy.”

She didn’t reply.

“Or, we can freeze to death, and yes, this is a bribe. You can say it sarcastically too.”

“That’s- mean! Fine, I forgive you.” Cindy rolled her eyes, but I ignored it. “Just hurry up and open the door.”

I cleared my throat and held out the blankets and pillows out towards her.

Cindy gave me scornful eyes. “Why can’t Ben take them?”

“ ‘Cuz, he will go back in his house and change his clothes. Ben just came along to make sure that we got here safely. Isn’t that right, Ben?”

He smiled. “Yep, I will wait outside at the door though ‘cuz I need to talk to Sharon alone. You, Cindy, will hang around with my mother because she just told me to say that.”

Cindy took the pillows and blankets from me and held it the way I did on top of my arms.

I got out the key out of my jeans pocket and quickly unlocked the doorknob, and I opened the door widely for Cindy to go in. I took the key out of it while she walked in. “You know where to put those away, do you Cindy?”

Cindy went to the room that I sleep in. “Yes.”

“Well, I’ll wait for you outside like I promised.” Ben walked mildly back on the route to his house while I got in the house and locked it.

I changed my clothes in the bathroom while Cindy did in my room because we needed our “privacy.” I changed my clothes to a long orange shirt with pink strips, my pants to vertical dark- blue striped jeans, and I changed my slippers to ordinary black shoes. I also wore a pink plain sweater, and I combed my hair and kept it straight as usual. I got out of my changing room and saw Cindy sitting on the couch watching TV.

She was wearing a red- caramel colored blouse with small orange bubbles going around the waist of the shirt, the jeans had glitter in them, and her apricot shoes are the kind that has straps on them. Cindy wore a brown jacket, and she also kept her hair free.

After I put my pajamas in the reuse basket, so I can wear them again when I go to sleep, I went to the living room to Cindy. “Are you ready?”

She stood up. “Yep, are you?” She walked to the door and waited in front of it.

I checked in my mind if I got and didn’t forget anything that I need for the day. When I was certain that I had everything, I said, “Yes, I am. I wonder what you’re going to do with Ben’s mother for the day. Oh, don’t you want to bring Cinnia along with you?” I had my hand on the doorknob and turned around to face her.

“No, I’m sure of it. We need ‘our space’.”

Cinnia was in her dollhouse that was shut next to Cindy’s suitcase. She is in the dollhouse with her best friend, Samantha, and they are taking a nap on their bed.

I opened the door for Cindy to come out first then I had my back against them when I locked the door from the inside. I turned around to them, and the sun stung my eyes a bit. I saw Ben dressed in his fashion.

Ben wore a white shirt, a tan leather jacket, blue jeans, and I had no idea what kind of shoes he was wearing. His hair was normal but looked as if it was combed, but it was still untidy looking. When he smiled, it was brighter than the sun, so that made me get rosy cheeks. “You girls look well dressed.”

Cindy turned away and crossed her arms in anger.

I smiled. “And so do you, Ben. Well, I mean, you look well dressed for a boy. Sorry about that.”

Ben just grinned that meant he didn’t care about that and accepted my apology. 

“Humph!” Cindy walked to the house that we were in a few minutes ago.

Ben looked at me and gave me eyes that read, “What’s been bugging her today?”

I returned one that read, “I really don’t know.” We stayed behind her while we walked over there. I was not going to risk talking to her because she was in the mood that meant to stay away from them. I wanted to know what was getting on her nerves and had a feeling that it had something to do with me. Ben and I just walked Cindy to his house while we didn’t talk, and when we got there; Mr. Barnes opened the door and gave me a displeasing look. “Hi, sir.”

He didn’t respond and closed the door shut.

“I’ll take that as a good- bye.” I turned around and walked out to the streets with Ben at the left side of me.

Ben is about two feet away from me. “He got up at the wrong side of the bed that’s all, sorry.” We are half way away from the sidewalk, but we walked in a mild speed.

“Oh, I don’t mind. So, um, where are we headed besides the streets?” I saw my other neighbors’ house that was at the other side of the road. It was a tan color, with brown shingles, two big windows that shows yellow curtains in the inside, there is a carved bench made for three to the right of the door, a bird feeder hung from under the roof, there is a grand opening in front because the dad and son work there mostly everyday, the garage is open and revealed the dad but not the son working on my mother’s wrenched car that my dad tried fixing, and there was a stake in the dirt that read:
	Does your car need repairing?

Call (916)- 356- 6780 For Us To Renovate Your Wrenched Car

We Ar
e Available On Mondays-Fridays At 9:00am- 7:00pm

The Mechanics are Trevor Claven & Chace Claven

$190.75 For The Repair & there’s no Refunds


“I don’t know. We could just walk on the sidewalk and talk like I promised you earlier. Besides, I don’t know much about you, but you probably do know a lot about me, do you?” He paused and moved to the right side of me. “Sorry, I just thought that I should walk near the streets because you could get injured on this side. I rather have myself end up in the hospital than you.” He looked behind him then faced the front again.

I turned my head to my right and stared at him then looked down on my shoes, and I saw my shadow growing to the same height as Ben’s. “I didn’t think of that, thank you. I see that you really care for people.”

“Certain people… are you all right with the sun? It’s getting warmer, and I suspect that you get faint headed when you’re under it too long, right?” He paused and faced me with his hands in his jackets pocket.

I turned ninety degrees to my right to him, and I also had my hands in my sweaters pocket. “Yeah, how do you know, and why do you ask?” I heard metal clinging, drills, unscrewing, and engine starting.

“Because I want to help you on that.” He got out a white cap with a violet brim out of the inside pocket of his jacket and fitted it on my head, and it suited perfectly. Ben fixed my hair and stepped back, and he observed how I looked with it. “There, this cap should help you, and you may keep it.” He began to walk again.

I flattened my hair in the back and tilted the visor up a little, and I caught up with him. “Thanks, it does help. Why are you doing this for me?”

He smiled.

I got the idea. “Oh, I’m sorry that I can’t repay you.” I stared out in front of me and saw a car coming towards us on the street.

“You probably can, you know. Hey, look, there’s a car coming this way, and… it’s stopping.” The dark red car that I saw earlier came to a halt slowly ten feet in front of us, and I saw black high-heeled boots come out first, and when the person closed the door and placed a dark- brown suitcase down next to her boots, I saw a woman with long flowing brown hair in her twenties wearing a puffy brown jacket and tight jeans running towards Ben.

She hugged him tightly. “Hello, Ben. How are you?” She let go and felt his arms. “Oh my goodness, you’ve got bigger muscles than the last time that I saw you.”

I stepped back a little and was glad that I had the cap on, and I looked away on the ground wondering who’s the admirer.

Ben was confused for a minute then broke into a smile. “Oh, Kristin Cansy? Wow, it has been about nine years that we haven’t seen each other. How are you, and what are you doing over here?”

She didn’t notice me at all and focused a lot on Ben. “I’m great, Ben. You always ask that question.”

“Seriously?” I thought and paid attention to them almost a hundred percent and I kept my head down away from them while playing with a silver pebble with my shoes.

“I came here because I wanted to see and hang around with you like the old times. I called your father and asked if I can stay over for four weeks, and he said yes. It wouldn’t be that bad, right? Besides, you’re probably not that busy like the old days. Come on, Ben, please don’t make me regret coming here.” She made puppy eyes and sounded as if she’s flirting with him.

I’m not envious that she is all over Ben…. Okay, maybe I am but a little. I’m just being patient for them to notice me standing here and feeling lonesome.

He sighed in disappointment and turned his head towards me in surprise. “Oh, Kristin. I have plans here with someone already.”

Kristin pouted and magically made a tear slide down on her cheek. “Pretty please, Ben.” She placed her hand on his chest.

I mimed vomiting and made the sound too under the brim of my new cap. I had my back at them and got concentrated with scraping the dirt off of my shoes with my shoes, and I was still paying attention to them.

Ben sighed deeply and took Kristin’s hand off of his chest politely. “I’ll make time then. Now, there was somebody I want you to meet, but I forgot who.”

 
Kristin’s smile faded when he said that last sentence and then glimpsed at me. “Oh, is this person a girl that is wearing an ugly cap and is playing with her filthy shoes?”

I growled like a werewolf softly while rolling my eyes.

Ben was thinking. “No, I don’t remember that she was playing with her shoes, but she was wearing a cap.” He was mostly staring down.

I snarled louder, and my blood was boiling like erupting lava.


He looked up at me surprised. “Oh, Shannon, right? No, Sharon? Yes, your name is Sharon!”

I grimaced and walked away.

He grabbed my hand and pulled me to face him. Ben pushed me gently towards her and smiled apologetically at me. “Kristin, this is Sharon, my new neighbor, and Sharon, this is Kristin, my friend since I was around five.”

Kristin looked at Ben and me in a suspicious way and brought out her right hand, and I replied to it. She gave me an evil smile and looked in my eyes. “Nice to meet you. Hopefully, you’re not trying to snatch my boyfriend away from me.”

I looked at Ben. “Uh…” I looked away but then was caught in her eyes that were full of abomination.

Ben laughed in the way you do when you really don’t understand a joke and have to laugh because you don’t want to feel embarrassed that you’re the only one that doesn’t get the coolest kid in your school’s joke. “She’s just joking with you. I’m sure that you girls will get along with one another.”

Kristin slyly smiled and laughed under her breath in a cool way. “Yes, I’m sure that she and I will get along ‘very well’.”

“You two have some things in common to tell you to the truth.”

 I wanted to know one fact Kristin and I have in common besides that we both love Ben. “Such as?”

“Well, you two are from the United States.” He tried to make us to get along because he could sense that a war was coming between Kristin and I.

Kristin was really surprised to know that. “Oh, so Sharon, do you like the band The All- American Rejects?”

I was shocked that she knew that band. “Oh, yes. Do you?” I was only getting along with her for Ben and knew that Kristin was too.

“Yes, so we do have much in common. I hope we can chitchat more.”

Ben was delighted that we got spoke to each other nicely. “Well, see, you two girls can hang around with each other and become great friends.”

I tried to smile kindly.

Then there was an awkward silence.

Kristin grinned too. “Well, may I see your new home, Ben? Oh Sharon, sweetie, would you kindly carry my suitcase that is next to my car, into Ben’s house for me?”

“Hell no.” I said in my mind then I said out loud in a sarcastic but sweet way, “Of course, I will.” While they walked to the house, I went over to her car and grabbed the suitcase next to the right front tire, and I followed them. I was about ten feet behind them two lovebirds. 

“Hey, Kristin.” Mr. Barnes greeted. He walked over to her with a warm smile and hugged her like she’s his daughter. “I’m glad to see you again after all of these years. How are your parents, Howard and Marlene Cansy? What are they doing now?”


Her parents are scientists that work on mostly animals to see how their habitats are.

“Oh, they’re fine, and they are experimenting on eels. They wanted to say hello to all of you. Hi, Mrs. Barnes. You look lovely as always.”

Mrs. Barnes had just come down the stairs with Cindy coming right behind her. “Oh, Kristin. You’re here early.” She didn’t sound like she was pleased to see her but had a smile on.

“Yes, well, I couldn’t wait to come over here even though it took me three hours to get to California from Florida. Oh, and who are you, sweetie?” She was talking to Cindy.

Cindy looked from Ben to her and gave her a secret stink eye. “Oh, my name is Cindy Souls. I used to live here in this house, and, may I ask, what happened to Sharon?”

“Yes, where is Sharon, you two?” Mrs. Barnes asked. She walked over beside to her husband and stood next to him, and she seemed to be apprehensive.

Kristin sounded and looked as if she didn’t know what they were talking about. “Who is this Sharon you’re talking about? Oh, that girl I told to bring in my suitcase in for me. That was sweet of her to help.”

“WHERE IS SHE?” Mrs. Barnes appeared very scared that they could hear her heart beating. “YOU TWO JUST LEFT HER ALONE OUTSIDE? GO AND GET HER! THERE MIGHT BE FUGITIVES OUTSIDE! I need to sit down.” She fell backward onto a couch.

“She should be here right now.” Ben said. “She was behind us, honest. Sharon is all right, mom. Don’t worry.” A shrill car sound and scream broke through the silence, so they all ran outside but one walked.

They startled me when I was walking to the house and seeing their expression got me worried. I lost my breathing by Mrs. Barnes after two seconds. I slowly dropped the suitcase down next to me. “What is going on here?”

“Are you all right? Are you hurt? Why weren’t you in the house a few seconds ago?” She questioned me and spun me around quickly to check if I was okay.

“I’m fine. My mail was here, so I put it in my house. Sorry that I made you all worried sick. Is everybody all right though, and what is going on?”

“I thought that you in trouble and got concerned about you. I’m one of the people to take care of you while your family is away, and I don’t want to fail that task.”

I was just surprised by her expression of the cause of them getting all scared, and how she’s more frightened than the others. “Well, you don’t need to worry about me a lot. I can take care of myself, thank you.” I heard slow footsteps coming this way.

It was only Kristin Cansy walking this way then paused two feet in front of me. She was two and a half feet taller than me. My dark brown eyes connected to her hazel ones with hate going through our heads to each other. I just despised her every time that she speaks and give me her extreme dislike in any way that she shows and does it. She smiled at me, and I thought that meant ‘pathetic’. “Sharon, you know better not to do that. You could’ve sent Mrs. Barnes to the hospital. Hummm, don’t you ever learn?”

I wanted to say something so bad to her but kept my mouth shut. I grabbed the suitcase on the floor and held it out in front of her, and I tried to sound polite. “Here’s your suitcase, um, Mrs. Cansy.”

She took it and laughed again in her evil way. “No, please, call me Mrs. Ben Barnes.”

Mr. Barnes chuckled. “She has a good sense of humor like the old days.” He also gave me a look like Kristin’s, but it was less callous.

I didn’t want to be in this mess anymore, so I decided to go back inside my house. “Cindy, come on, we’ll take a break from today.” I held out my right hand towards her.

Cindy took hold of it and stood beside me. “Oh, okay. Bye, Mr. and Mrs. Barnes, Ben, and… you.” She looked scared at connecting eyes with her.

I turned around, and we walked a couple of feet.

“Wait,” Ben, yelled out to me, “are you going to be okay in your house?”

I turned around and nodded shyly, and I continued to walk with Cindy to my house. I unbolted, opened, and closed the handle of the door and locked it after we got in.

“I hope so. They’re both independent to be doing that.”

Kristin asked him, “Do you have any plans tomorrow, Ben? I just want to know when you are available, so I can know and discuss what is new in your life and what has happened in the past years.”

Ben turned around to her. “Well, I do have plans with Sharon, but I didn’t ask her about it yet. She’s one my neighbors, and I’m trying to know her personality. I don’t even know her birthday.”

“But you can ask her anytime that you want, and I am going to be here for only three weeks.  Come on, please?” She wrapped her arms around his neck.

“But what about Sharon? Her family isn’t home with her right now. I just thought that she will get lonely and bored.” He put his arms on her waist gently.

“I wonder why?” She mumbled. “She has Cindy. Sharon wouldn’t mind at all that we are spending time with each another. I know she won’t because I have woman instincts.”

He smiles and laughs quietly. “Sharon is a young woman not a woman. I just know that she will be lonely and will have nothing to do that’s all.”

“Ben,” his father said, “just spare some time with Kristin. Don’t you agree, honey?” He looked at his wife but not in a forceful way.

Mrs. Barnes didn’t think that Kristin should be with Ben but also thought that they haven’t seen each other in a long time, so she said, “Yes, Ben, you should hang around with Kristin. It’ll be fun.” She faked a smile but meant it too in a nice way.

“All right, I will. Kristin, you should put away your clothes in the empty drawers in my room.”

She smiled. “Why, am I sleeping in your room with you?” She seemed pleasured.

Ben had a calm face. “Yes, but I’ll be sleeping on the couch instead.”

Kristin’s smirk faded and was replaced with an unkind one.

They walked to the Barnes’ house, but Mrs. Barnes put her hand on her son’s shoulder to pause him from heading there.

He turned around to face his mother and asked her what is wrong.

She waited for the rest to go inside. “Tell Sharon about it, so she will know.”

Ben didn’t understand why she told him to do that but said, “Okay, I’ll tell her tomorrow morning.” She smiled politely, and they walked in their house. Two days from now will be the start of gruesome fatalities.
Chapter 7: “Friend To Friend Conversations”

Don’t you think that ‘death’ is such a horrible word? Well, unfortunately, that is the perfect word to describe the ‘girlfriend’ of Ben, but the word ‘affectionate’ is the perfect word to describe the person that will have banter with me.

It is 11:37 on the next few weeks, Saturday, February 28, 2009, and I was awake sitting on the stairs in front of my house door while reading a book by Gail Carson Levine called The Wish. 

I didn’t want Cindy to wake up yet because I want her to get her sleep, and she is in my room sleeping on my side of the bed.

One hour ago, Ben knocked on my door and told me that he was going somewhere with Kristin, so they can catch up on news in their life and discuss about the past. I understood why he would be going but didn’t know why he had to tell me it before he went. Answers were popping up in my head, but they were impractical. I mean, they are just friends, right? Now, I got myself thinking about it. I was on about it but got distracted by the reading of the book, and I did totally forget about it but not really.

I sat on the stairs while reading and reading until somebody, unexpected, shows up and starts a helpful conversation with me soon.

(It 2:19 am, right now. I know it’s late, but it’s Sunday, March 15, 2009. To tell you readers the truth, I’m not that sleepy because I took a long nap a few hours ago and woke up about two hours previously. I’m hoping that I can finish typing this story out in time for my sixth grade classmates to read it, and I’m half way there. My biggest concern about making this story into a book is not finishing it in time for them, and I felt many times that I want to quit and don’t become an author anymore. They are part of the reason why I, if I feel like it, stay up late on weekends but sometimes weekdays also to type this story out. Days go by and I get more fretful about it. What’s making me keep going is my classmates because I spoke with one of my fans named Mariah, and after we were done accomplishing our math homework, through the phone, I told her that maybe I won’t write anymore stories for you guys to read. She asked me why not, and I responded that I am so tired and don’t think that I will finish in time. Mariah begged for me to, so I made a bet with her that if she can get ten, but dropped it to five, people, in our class to agree with her for me to write another one, I will. A day later in class, she told me that she got seven people to agree with her, but they were all girls. I accepted that anyways, so that is why I am typing this story now in the middle of the night. Mostly every time that I ‘chat’ with you readers, it’s in the evening, and no, I am not adding this in, so I can go to page eighty.  ‘Woo hoo!” because I thought that this story was going to be eighty pages long, but I have plenty more to go. I’m not exaggerating about how far that I have to go, but when I say, ‘I have a thousand pages to go”, that is when I’m overstating. If you think that creating a story and publishing it into a book is no sweat, I would have to disagree because, for me, it’s hard. When I’m writing it, I have to think of ideas that are not in my head yet, and when I’m typing it, like now in my computer, sentences change and get mixed. Right now, I’m typing more faster because these words are in my head, and they signal my fingers to type them out. What is left over for me to say is that it is very tough for me to build up this story especially when I have other plans, but I make time. I don’t give a damn of the obstacles that I have to face to complete this story and to become a great novelist. I don’t care how late that I have to stay up to finish this story, but there are sometimes when I have to set this aside and focus on another job I have to do which is mostly school work. Sometimes, I skip a day or two of typing because I need a break or when I think I deserve one, but I resume the next day. It’s tough, but it’s worth it. I want to earn my way up to become the most greatest and maybe, youngest novelist alive. The book that you are reading right now is full of my (it’s not really in the book) sweat, perseverance, faithfulness, and other hard times that I went through to make this story ‘come alive’. If you don’t think I persevered to make this story, then you must be out of your mind because I did, and I am right now. I didn’t know that it would take this much effort and time to… you know by now what I have to give effort in. I’m not quitting even when I say and feel that I am, and if I do mean it, deep, deep, deep, deep down in my instincts, I know that I don’t want and wasn’t born to be a singer, painter, actress, musician, scientist, chef, pro athlete, model, director, designer, or any other careers that you can think of because I have a strong desire to be an, you know perfectly well, author. I should be going to sleep now because it’s 3:42 am. Good- night. Oh, and always believe that you are going to be what you want to be because it will help you succeed because that is what mostly all of the famous people say when they get an award besides thank you. I’m having faith in myself even when I didn’t and am not giving up. My words might just mean nothing to you, and maybe you don’t care about me achieving my dream and whatever. Not to be rude or anything. I just don’t care about the people that hate my books or me. I mean, I do care about them, but I can’t let them get in my way. Holy smokes, it is 3:55am. Good luck! (^ - ^) This is a happy bunny that’s all. She’s wishing you good fortune! Sweet dreams, and it’s about to be 4:00.)

The two best friends were at a table outside of a café with people around them, and they didn’t care about the fame of Ben disturbing their brunch.  They just ate and talked to one another. Kristin shared that she is working very hard to make her own business of paintings, photographs, and other art, and Ben told her that he is acting in other movies. They started to discuss about other topics until fifty- five minutes later, Kristin had to ask a question about his love life.

She poked a strawberry with her fork and placed it in her mouth, and she chewed and swallowed it. “So, have you been dating anyone in the past weeks?” She drank some coffee in her mug.

Ben drank some of his too. “Well, not exactly. I just meet this person.”

A fan came up to him with a black Sharpie and poster of him as Prince Caspian, and she asked, “May I have your autograph?”

Ben was surprised that people still are all over the Prince Caspian movie. “Sure, thank you for supporting Narnia.” He took the Sharpie from her and signed his real name, in an almost sloppy way, next to his face on the poster.

The woman was smiling and took the poster and the permanent marker from him. “Thank you so much, and good luck on the next movie. Bye.” She waved good-bye and walked away.

Kristin laughed for a while. “That was shocking, was it?”

Ben smiled. “A little bit. Why did you ask the question earlier?”

“I don’t know. I just thought that by know you should have a soul mate that’s all.

Speaking of soul mate, do you have one?” She raised her eyebrows at him.

Ben coughed. “No, I don’t. Why, do you have a boyfriend?”

“No, I’m confused, Ben, I thought that Sharon is your girlfriend. I saw you two walking and laughing together. Doesn’t that mean something?” She smiled.

Ben wasn’t though and was just puzzled faced. “I don’t know if she is. She and I had flirted for the past few days, and she… Sharon… Sharon isn’t ready for that step. I could feel that she is. I need to take it slow.”

Kristin hid a sinful smirk and stirred her coffee after adding in some sugar. “How slow are you talking about? Sharon sounds like a sweet, shy, and polite girl, but what if she has a dark side in her that is vulgar, malevolence, despiteful, and untrustworthy? Would you…not love her anymore and go to someone else? Someone that you knew for so long… someone like me perhaps.” She gave him coquetrying but evil eyes.

Ben looked away then connected into her eyes in a stern way. “I don’t think that Sharon has a dark side in her that is very mean. Everybody has anger in them. Sharon seems different in a good way, and I will never fall for another person besides her.”

“Isn’t she sixteen- years- younger than you? It's illegal in this state, you know, to be dating someone much younger than you. Sixteen, Ben! Come on, why can’t you date someone that is the same age as you or one, two, or three years older or younger than you?”

He stayed calm while he answered her questions. “I don’t know. Sharon just stood out to me and made me feel pleased.”

Kristin was sick and tired of hearing Ben falling in love with me. “What if she was untruthful to you, your family, and everybody else? What if she was really a bad girl? What if she stole merchandise from you or your parents? What if she was … was… dead?”

Ben thought about it. “I know that Sharon will never do those things. She’s the total opposite of the person that would do them.” He didn’t speak anymore and so did she and Ben left to pay for their brunch.

Kristin had several malicious ideas in her head. “Oh, we’ll see about that.”

It is now 12:02 pm, and I need one more paragraph to finish in the book that I’m reading. I was still sitting on the stairs, and the wind was still outside somersaulting. After I was done reading the book, I set it a side and took a deep breath, and I stared out. I wanted to wake up Cindy but decided not to because I didn’t plan what activity we’ll do for the day yet, so I thought about it but didn’t have any plans pop up. I stared down on my fingers, up at a spider’s web connected on the roof, to my left at a squirrel that had a shirt that read ‘Revenge to Mark Diaz’ on the front and ‘For Stealing Our Nuts Because He’s Nutty’ on the back, and I didn’t see anything or anyone to my right because I didn’t look that way yet. (Sorry, Mark, about the squirrel’ shirt. You did say, at least four months ago, in your sharing that you stole a squirrel’s nut and threw it at it, and on your next sharing, you said that you did it again. I thought that it was mean that you did that, so I wanted to ‘get you back’ for doing that. I know that it’s messed up that I’m putting it in my story, but let it go. I don’t think that the squirrel did, so you’ll never know when it will throw a nut at you too. Hey, you started it.)

A neighbor nervously walked up to me, but I didn’t notice yet. He was a seventeen- year old, sandy-blonde haired, well built, hazel-eyed, five-foot and seven inched, humorous, warm-hearted, and a fair-skinned boy. He is also an extremely handsome boy that every girl in his school would crowd around him when he sets foot on his school’s campus. He is one of my neighbors on the other side of the street, and I knew him for two years now. His name is Chace Claven. 

He knew me since I was born because he used to be my neighbor at my grandparents’ house then moved to where he is now, so he and I are really close friends. I hated him when I first saw him-when I lived with my grandparents-because he tried to help me with everything and fooled around with me a lot. Chace was always there for me, and when I was playing outside by myself when I was around four; a couple of guys started picking on me then Chace beat them up for me. I thought he was an unkind person, so I would cry whenever he was around me. Even though he’s six years older than me, he would still hang around with me and be kind when I wasn’t to him.

The day when we finally were friends was when I was crying my eyes out, at the age of six, because I had a very gruesome nightmare and nothing could brighten me up, but Chace bent down to me and held me closely to his chest while his arms could fully wrap around me. I cried on his shoulders until there were no more tears coming out. While I was at it, he would rub my back vertically and run his fingers through my hair. I could remember his voice saying, “It’s all right, Sharon. It was just a dream. Calm down now. Everything’s all right.” Those words came out sensitive, bold, caring, and in a shiver. I faced him then he wiped the last tears on my face with his thumbs. His eyes were so gorgeous to look into that I couldn’t catch my breath. He said, “Are you all right, Sharon?” I still had a pouting face on and nodded my head. He took my hand and guided me to the garden that would cheer up anyone in a depressing mood. He showed me around the place until I planted a smile on my face.

While he was at it, his affection towards me grew like a rose except that it will keep on growing. In the present the fondness grows still. Chace never told me how he felt because he knows that he’s second in my heart.         

I slowly turned my head to his direction and smiled. “Hi, Chace. How are you?”

He stood three feet in front of me to my right. “I’m good, thank you. I just came by to tell you that we’re done repairing your mother’s car.” His voice was different from most boys’ because he is an English man, but there was a hint of a British accent in there too. You can hear it if you listen very closely to it.

I swung my feet back and forth idly and stared down at them kicking the air but looked up at him. “Oh… yeah. I’ll tell my mom later when she gets back home. Thanks to you and to your father for doing that.”

He smiled, making a horizontal line with his thin lips. “Your welcome. Well, I should be going.” He turned around and didn’t walk off.

I stared down on my feet in a sorrow way.

“Are you okay, Sharon?”

I looked up and saw that he didn’t leave yet, but he stood in his same position of his arms by his sides. “Yeah, I’m fine. You could leave, you know.” I wanted to be left alone, but he didn’t know that.

Chace smiled but looked serious again. “Are you sure that you are?”

“Yes, please, go back to whatever you were doing.” I stared down to my left at the book, The Wish. I didn’t hear any footsteps of Chace leaving but a sigh to my right. I turned to that direction and saw him sitting there happily.

He looked at me and smiled.

“I thought I told you to leave to whatever you were doing.” I tried giving him serious eyes.

“I know. I was sitting at the stairs of my house like you.” He was both playing and being serious with me.

“What are you doing exactly?”

“I want to know what is up with you, and the purpose why you are so miserable looking.” He relaxed.

“I’m not going to tell you, Chace. No matter what.” I turned away from him and crossed my arms.

“Tell me or else.”

I still was avoiding him. “Or else what?”

He got closer to me and put his left arm around my back and the other on my right hand. “I will wear those glasses that have tape in the middle, tuck my shirt in my pants, comb my hair until it is neat like the way those boys do it that go to private schools, laugh idiotically, talk in a wimpy voice, follow you to high school, and I will say to the popular kids in a dorky way, ‘Hi, everybody. I love to play chess, and I have to check my schedule everyday in my mini Power Ranger calendar that I got from my grandma. You get it? Check my schedule. Hahaha, I am Sharon’s geeky boyfriend, and I love her.’ Do you want that to happen or tell me what’s wrong?”

I looked at him. “Are you serious that you will change yourself to a nerd and say that in public? That’s embarrassing! Fine, I’ll tell you what’s up with me.”

He let go of me but didn’t scoot over. “So, what’s wrong? Has it been bothering you for a long time? Is there anything that I can do to fix it?”

I half smiled and looked at my hands on my lap. “No, I don’t think you can fix it, and it hasn’t been bothering me for a long time. It just happened yesterday.” I stared into his gorgeous turquoise eyes. “It’s about that friend of Ben’s, you know, Kriselle Cansy.”

“Yes, I heard of her. Actually, everybody at the streets does.” He made a timid but teasing smile.

“Glad to know, well, I know that she doesn’t like me.” I stared down at the grass. “I understand the reason why Ben would like her more than me when he does. She’s fresh, natural, and flawless.”

Chace made a short snicker and smirked. “Huh, fresh, natural, and flawless. She sounds like a deodorant to me. I suppose that Ben is a brilliant person since he is acting and all of that.”

“What do you mean by that, Chace?” I turned my turned my head towards him but then looked a head of me.

Chace was staring forward too. “I meant that he has a good career, and his professions made him have an amazing future.”

“Well, you are also going to have a great future. You want to be a doctor, and you’re superb at that. Don’t be modest too about it, Chace.” I warmly smiled.

Chace smiled showing his white, straight, and pointed teeth. “What, I’m not being modest. I haven’t been working on to become a physician because I have been helping my father with his mechanic career. It just grown on me in the past months, and it’s pretty fun.”

“You’re saying that you haven’t been- what’s the word- doing what doctors do? Well, if it is, you have. In the past months, I have been clumsy and not careful, so you healed my injuries way better than those professional doctors do. It was more comfortable and just better.” I smiled then it faded.

He laughed so dazzling that it could make any frown upside down. “More comfortable? The first time that I offered to help you, you were very timid.”

“Well, that was because I thought that you were this very arrogant boy.”

Chace grimaced but also grinned. “I probably looked dim-witted then. I just wanted to help and present myself to you since you were the only kid around this street that looked warm-hearted. The day that I healed your scratch was the first time that I actually done something like a doctor.”

I had so many questions in my head of his future career but asked one. “So, I was your first ‘patient’?”

The wind was blowing stronger, and the sun was heating up. “Yes, and I recall that you told me that you wanted to become an author, right?”

I glanced at him. “Absolutely, it’s fun but tough at the same time. What’s your favorite color, Chace?” I had a plan building up.

He realized it. “Hey, why are we talking about our future careers besides your situation? Where did we stop anyways? I compared Kristin to deodorant and said that Ben has a great career. Now,” he looked at me, “why don’t you think that Ben will fall for you than her?”

I drowned in his eyes again. “Kristin is his age, has better fashion, better smile, she’s way stunning than me, and she knows Ben more. I can’t lie about all of that of her! She’s flawless!” I was breathing fast and deeply but looked down in front of me to keep the tears from coming.

He sighed in a mournful way, and his voice was poignant and quivering but was also solid. “You’re looking at the outside of her. She probably has a heartless personality, and all I can say is that you have a way better character than that witch. If Ben doesn’t see what I see in you, he’s clearly losing his mind. I’ll always be there to comfort you with any situation that you are going through like now.”

I felt a soft hand overlap mine and looked at it, and I saw that it was only Chace’s hand. “I know that already. You know, I don’t know why you’re still single. You have a good chance.” I felt embarrassed to say that but managed not to show it.

He let go of my hand and smiled politely with his lips and eyes. “What do you mean, Sharon, by that?”

“Um, well, you are…um…good-looking and have a desirable nature. Any girl would go out with a person like you. I just don’t know why you’re not… dating.”

His smile faded a little. “I’m just… too busy.” He gave me cold, grave eyes.

I stared into them with a puzzled and shy look in my eyes. “With what?”

“Protecting you. When you are a hundred percent happy to be with Ben, I’ll try to find someone but might not.”

I was befuddled now. “So you’re saying that you are- I don’t know how to say this- looking out for me? Shoot, how do I say this better, you want me to be with Ben, and you’ll make sure that he and I are with each other?”

“Yes, because you talk and dream about meeting him one day, and you have a chance. So many times, before you meet Ben, you said that he would never like you, but he didn’t meet you yet. Now, he’s here and has a strong feeling towards you, and you have a chance- a huge chance. I just want you to be blissful.” He grinned.

I was speechless and struck dumb. “Oh, you don’t have to do that. I will be-”

“No, I don’t want you to get hurt, and yes, Sharon, we’re just friends.” He chuckled. “I know that I sound like I love you, and I do but just as friends.”

“Huh.” I started to giggle.

He began to express amusement too. “Why are you laughing?”

I couldn’t talk but managed to say, “I- I don’t - know why. Why are- are you laughing?”

He guffawed louder. “I don’t- don’t why either.” He criss-crossed his arms around his waist and laughed his heart out.

I covered my mouth with my hands but broke free from it. My face was getting red as a red ripe apple. Together, he and I roared with laughter for about five minutes. We both calmed down and smiled at each other brightly. We started to chitchat about another topic.

Ben and Kristin were walking on the sidewalk to Ben’s house because they walked all the way to the café. They decided to walk there because it was not that far, and the weather was cold but warm. They were smiling and chating like two married old couple. Kristin and Ben were about forty steps away to his house.

Kristin paused and looked at Chace and I mischievously. “Oooh la la, who’s that hotty Sharon is talking to?” She started to show iniquity in her eyes.

Ben ceased walking and looked at us too, and he had hatred filling inside of him but cooled it. “I’m sure that they are just talking. Why don’t you head off to my house alone, all right?” He still had his eyes fixed on us though.

Kristin didn’t want to but smiled. “Of course, Ben. I’ll see you later then.” She walked rather quickly to the house.

He sighed deeply and headed towards us slowly.

Chace noticed that he was from the corner of his eye and smiled in a teasing way. “Your boyfriend is back, and he’s coming this way. He must be envious of what is going on.” He stood up, but I didn’t stand.

Ben was in front of Chace and glanced at me. “Hi, we haven’t met before, have we?”

Chace brought out his right hand to him, and Ben shook it. “No, I believe we didn’t. Well, my name is Chace Claven, and you must be Ben Barnes.”

Ben gave him a glare and spoke in a rude manner. “Yes, that is my name.” He looked at me. “Are you all right, Sharon?” 

I looked worried. “Yeah, of course I am.” I glanced at Chace and then at Ben, and I looked down on the grass with a disappointing face.

Ben relaxed his face a little then turned his face to Chace. “I suppose that you are her ex-boyfriend?”

I looked up quickly.

Chace looked surprised. “No-no-no-no-no, we’ve never dated, but I’ve known Sharon for her whole life now. There’s nothing between us except friendship.”

“I’m not too sure about that, but I trust you, Chace Claven. You and Sharon are very close you say?”

“Yes, very close.” Chace mirrored Ben’s expression.

I didn’t understand what he meant by that.

Chace saw how uncomfortable I looked. “I should better get going now. Bye, Sharon.”

I grinned then looked away from him.

He glowered at Ben then walked off, and he turned his head over his shoulder then no more.

Ben looked at me apologetically then sat down where Chace did earlier next to me. “I’m sorry about that.”   

I looked the opposite way of him, but then I looked down ahead of me. I spoke softly. “I wouldn’t get worried about Chace if I were you. He’s just wanted to talk to me that’s all. Really, we were only talking.”

He understood what I was trying to say. “I don’t think he thinks that you and him were talking but more than that. He sounds like a cool guy, so I should probably keep my eyes on him when he’s with you because he might snatch you away from me.” He sounded and looked severe.

I didn’t want him to think that way of him, and I turned my head to him. “Chace is a nice person. Besides he and I are just friends.” I got a bit concerned.

“Are you sure that you two are? The way he looks at you makes me get… jealous.”

“What about the way you look at me? Don’t you think that makes Chace jealous too?”

“ I suppose he does a little. You want to talk about something else, do you?”

“Yes, thank you.” I felt more comfortable with him. “Where did you and Kristin go?”

“Oh, we went to a café, and I signed a poster of myself as Prince Caspian.”

I giggled. “I’m surprised that people still fancy the P.C. movie. Were you shocked that you still have to sign your autograph on those kind posters?”  

 “Yeah.” He stared at me not facing him while the sun was shining on my face. “I thought about you at the café. I thought that you were in trouble and needed me.”

“How can you -” I forgot what I was going to say when I looked up at him.

He was smiling. “Yes?”

I decided to look down on my hands to not get speechless. “How can you sense that I am in trouble?” I moved my eyes up at him whenever I am done asking him a question and talking.

“I just know somehow.” He took my right hand. “Now, let me ask you, are you always cold and pale?”

I found his question anomalous to be answered. “Not really. Why do you ask?”

“Your face is pale, and your hand is cold. I just figured that you were.”

I smiled and chuckled for two seconds under my breath. “It’s funny that you said that because usually people say that I have a too pale face and asked me if I’m freezing. I’m usually not when they ask me that. I hate having a pale face because…whenever I blush or laugh a lot, people around me could see my face turning red.”

He smiled wider. “You mean, like now?”

I turned the reverse way of him and started to gently rub my cheeks.

He was laughing. “I was only teasing, but your cheeks are rosy. You’re like Snow White.” He made me have a bemused look, and Ben and I started to laugh. 

Chapter 8: “Tropic and Thunder”
IT’S Monday, march 2, 2009, AND YESTERDAY, MY FAMILY members came back home on 4:44pm. Cindy and I just decided to sleep outside on the living room carpet by laying the blankets on it like what we did at the sleepover but changed our minds to sleep on the couches because the floor was too stiff. Cindy slept on the blue couch for now, I slept on the green one, and my relatives slept on their usual beds.

Cindy woke up a few hours later than me and played games with Sherry, who was staying home because her class was taking a three-day field trip, and she couldn’t go.

It’s 8:49 am, and I’m in my classroom talking to my friends that are in my group: Anson, David, Evie, Ismenia, and Jose. We usually talk about what we saw on TV and did in the weekends. David was talking about how he and his friends saw cute girls, and how one of his friends was already talking to them when he turned his head to the girls. My whole group started to fall down laughing, but the other groups didn’t hear us because they were also chatting and laughing their heads off.

“I got a doggie.” Evie shared. She got a dog that is a bulldog and an Asian one. They got a dog because one time her family thought that a robber was breaking through their back door, so they got scared and decided to get a dog to protect them from terrible people. “His name is Wowo.” (She told me that the name could be spelled as W.h.o.a.o. instead.)

“I didn’t do my homework.” Anson said. He was holding his binder close to him, so nobody can check if he really didn’t do his homework.

“Don’t deny it, Anson.” David responded. He pointed at him in a way that meant that Anson did do his homework.

Jose smacked David’s hand on his table hard.

“Awww, why did you do that, man?” He was fluctuating his hand back and forth rapidly.

“Don’t point at people. It’s messed up.” Jose raised his lead pencil at David in a threatening way.

“You want a piece of me?” He stood up in front of him.

Jose stood up too and lightly pushed his nemesis by the shoulders. “You want to fight then, homie? Bring it on then.” He raised his hands up a couple of inches in front of his face like Bruce Lee. “Come on, chicken.”

David was in that position when you raise your right leg up and balance on the other, and you have your arms in a ‘V’ shape at your sides. “Come on then. Show me what you got.” He slowly kicked up with his right leg while balancing on his left foot.

Jose blocked the kick with his right hand that was wearing black, knitted gloves. He tried to strike at his hanging foot. Then, they went on to hitting each other with the hands speedily that looked like a doggie paddle.

Vontae came by and clouted both of their backs with his Raiders folder.

“Ow!” they yelled and rubbed their shoulders. “Why did you do that, man?”

“The teacher is comin’.” Vontae skewed his head to the door while he was hitting his folder on his thighs. “You two beta sit down or else you two will get in trouble.” He sat down on his chair and slid his folder in his desk.

Jose and David, the kung fu fighters, sat down on the chairs and gave each other malevolent eyes.

“Hey Sharon, “ Ismenia said to me, eagerly, “I saw in ET that Ben Barnes moved here to Sacramento, California.”

“What,” Evie exclaimed and made a puzzled face, “Ben Barnes isn’t in the alien movie.”

“No, not the alien movie, ET. I was talking about the show called Entertainment Tonight. The woman said that he came here like a few days ago.” She was waiting for to see me get excited and blush.

I didn’t though but looked disappointed. “So I’m not the only one that know about it then.” I thought to myself.

“Aren’t you going to stalk him, so you can ask for his autograph.” Anson teased and started laughing, but he wasn’t the one in the group.

I sardonically smiled. “Very funny, but no. I can see him everyday for your guys’ info.” I leaned back on my chair but didn’t anymore because I almost fell backwards.

Evie started smiling. “Why, do you have a poster of him on your wall, so you can look at him all day?”

“No, I don’t have one of him because it’s like he’s staring at me do everything.”

“Ewww,” my teammates complained, “you didn’t have to tell us that part.” They kept on laughing again, and Anson choked when he was drinking his water in his water bottle.

I was chuckling at him for a little bit. “See, that’s what you get, Anson.” I turned my head to the direction of the counter next to the sink. “Where are the snakes?” I still had my head facing the site where there was nothing on the counter.

(The snakes that we have in our classroom- that belong to my teacher- are children’s pythons. Their names are Brutus and Caesar, and they’re cool pythons.)

“Oh, yeah.” Ismenia answered. “They are being replaced by new pets for the class. Scientists are giving them to us as gifts.”

“I hope we’re getting monkeys.” David said, gleefully.

“Shut up, David.” Jose commanded, cruelly but jadedly too.

“You!” He slammed his fist on his desk.

I didn’t face them yet but stared out of the window. “Shut the ‘French’ word up both of you or else Anson will poke you babies with his lead pencil.”

Ismenia kicked me hard from under our desks that were connected in front of each other.

I faced her quickly while rubbing my ankle. “Ow, why did you do that for? It freaken hurts, you know. Gosh.”

“Did you even listen to what I said about the scientist giving us new pets for us?” She was swinging her feet at me.

I moved my legs away from her oscillating feet. “Yes, I did! I was just wondering what kind of pets we’re receiving. I better be not something perilous. It is coming today, right?”

“Yeah,” Evie responded. She got her homework out from her binder and placed it neatly on top of it, and she looked at the front of the class.

The bell rang at 9:00 am, so that meant school has begun for all of the kids in the school, Earl Warren Elementary. We started the morning by the flag salute first, sharing second, fluency next, no reading response quiz for today, and the math lesson and homework.

It’s 10: 35 am, and we went outside for our first recess but could stay in the classroom because we have perfect homework. We only had ten minutes of alcove. I was walking around the track with a couple of my friends: Judy and Caroline because we didn’t have anything else to do and got bored. Judy, Caroline, and I talk about ‘girl’ topics, plans we did over the weekends, and what happened last week in school that was very hysterical and unforgettable. We were half way around the lap to where we started off. Ten minutes had pasted, and the classes that were out for recess too lined up on their class number painted on the blacktop. That’s what my class did too but didn’t chat to one another.

Everyone mimicked each other in the class by taking a seat on their chair and talk to one another until the teacher comes in the wide open door. We heard men talking outside and their voices growing louder to us. Seconds later, two moving men, in those emerald suits that covers the body to the feet, were carrying a rectangle-shaped object under a white cover and placed it on the spot where the snake cage used to be. They walked out of the door as if they didn’t see us. Everyone chattered about what they think the new classroom pets are: hamsters, guinea pigs, iguanas, lizards, different types of snakes, and many kinds of fish, bunnies, or crawdads. We heard a noise that sounded like a fin was splashing in the water and light-electric shocking under the covers. My classmates changed their answers to one another but still said some crazy conjectures like a dinosaur, alien, or shark was in the tank. We all were very animated to know what sort of creature was in it.

Three hours had pasted, 1:24 pm now, and we decided to see the new pets instead of working on our math and ELA standards plus. Everybody had to be seated. Mr. Castro, the teacher, walked over to the covered aquarium and slowly unveiled them, but he was in the way for my group and I. The students that got to see them were awing and were getting overexcited, and they started to remark about them to each other. I struggled to see the new classroom pets and started to get frustrated.

“Come on move you people!” David demanded. He was standing up and swaying back and forth to see them, too, while his teammates were seated.

“Everybody have a seat!” Mr. Castro said aloud and pressed the white sheet over the water that was around the cage that was made by the pets. When he moved to the side, my group and I had a chance to see them but didn’t because some students were standing up. “Group two, line up in front of the cage. When the fourth person is having their turn, group one line up…” His voice was drowned by the students’ excitement.

Our group is the last one to go because we came in last place, but it didn’t take long for our turn. My group mates all rushed to line up, but when we heard the atrocious noise from them, we slowly walked now. The order was this: David, Jose, Anson, Ismenia, Evie, and then me. I was hoping that I won’t have to see them, but the teacher said that everybody has to see them because he said that it if we don’t, we would have to flip our card. Besides, it’s a participation skill, and I have to work on that. There were only a couple of people that were in front of me, and I heard splashing and shocks from the front.

“Oh my dog,” Evie responded to the sight, “they look so scary.”

It was my turn now, and I walked slowly up to it.

The two eels are seven inches long. The first one was named Tropic. He is the color indigo with a mix of violet and has an electric “Z” tail, and he is the more dangerous one than his sister. His sister’s name is Thunder, and she is the color indigo too with a highlight of emerald and has a fire tail. They are twins that were in captivity for a while in a lab in Phoenix, Arizona. Tropic and Thunder can kill in a very unscrupulous way, and they are easily provoked because the scientists, Professor Cansy and Doctor Cansy, were experimenting with them in harsh ways. Their most desired meal is anything that is dead and small enough to fit in their mouth. They are electric eels. The sixth person that is shocked by them is most likely to die than the other five, and the seventh person that is stunned will make the eels have a terrible disease that might kill them. Tropic and Thunder can’t harm you unless you have gloves on, and they won’t jerk around if you handle them the right way.

I was surprised that the eels were our pets and wondered why would someone give a classroom full of students a cage with two perilous eels that could kill. Someone could get badly hurt and someone will. I stepped closer then, unexpectedly; Tropic popped up from the water and almost slapped me with her fin. I stepped back and didn’t want to look at them anymore, so I went back to my seat with a pale face of revulsion. I had a feeling that the eels are caution to me, so I’m watching out for them.

The time is 1:46pm, and our class was starting on our homework for twenty minutes. Some students were chatting about the math problems, and the others were not discussing about it. Pop, country, rock, and R & B music were being played while time flied and homework were being completed. We had ten more minutes until Social Studies.

Jorge is the twelfth person in my class; his race is Spanish, wears rectangle- shaped spectacles, quite intelligent, about two inches shorter than me, a bit unkind, one of the jokers, been in Earl Warren for about four years, favorite color is red, likes to play basketball, has two younger brothers, and he is a nuisance to me. Jorge and I don’t get along very well but sometimes in class when the teacher is around. He and I are “friends” when one person is nice to the other, but it’s less likely to happen. We’ve known each other since third grade, and that’s when a war has started between us because he was hanging out with the people that I thought were bad influence. He and I hoped that we wouldn’t be in the same class together because chaos would be awakened, but we had bad luck. Fifth grade was- eh- okay, and our friendship now sixth grade is half friendly and the opposite. Jorge is all right though, but he gets on my tempered side, which is a horrible place to be. In this story, he is my archenemy, and later he will get beaten up. (Laughs and coughs.) It’ll be a fair fight though because it would be biased for me to be the tough one because it’s my story.

Jorge was talking to Mark about Family Guy instead of school subjects. “Hey, remember the episode when Lois turned over weight and they enjoyed…” He was so laughing esoterically that he couldn’t finish his sentence.

Mark didn’t know why he was cracking up so badly then realized it. “Oh, Jorge, that’s freaken sick. How old are you? You’re not even in the age to be watching shows like Family Guy.” He shook his head while he continued on his grammar homework.

Victoria was helping Alyssa S. with her math redo, and she couldn’t hear what he said because Jorge was being too jovial. Alyssa S. didn’t hear the instruction Victoria gave her. “What did you say?”

Victoria sighed. “Multiply the radius twice then multiply the product with pi.” Her voice was overlapped by the laughter.

Alyssa S. got very frustrated and turned around to face Jorge. “Shut up!” She resumed to her problem.

Jorge did but what was coming out of his mouth was unkindness now. “Why don’t you?”

“I was until you kept on laughing hecka loud.”

“Why don’t you mind your own business then?”

The whole class was loud enough to hide their argument.

She felt that she couldn’t let this go. “I was doing my math redo, and I couldn’t hear what was Victoria saying because of you.”

He was leaning out on his desk, so his foe can hear him better. “Shut up…”

“Yeah, you only said that because you don’t have anything else to say. So freaken annoying…” She faced the front while mumbling insulting words about Jorge.

He made a dislike face. “Alyssa thinks so all that, but she’s not.”

The one group that was annoyed by Jorge and Alyssa S’s disagreements was group three. Ali, Clemente, Daniel, Patrick, Victoria, and Viet are the students that in that group. They don’t want to get in trouble by them, and they all get very bothered by them opposing.

Daniel Martinez is a very imaginative, intellectual, cruel, and artistic boy in my class and is very lively at school. He, however, started the day with a cantankerous mood. His mother yelled at him for not waking up early, caused his mother to get to work late, his older brother punched him for no reason, leaving the door open for one of the dogs to almost run away, and he had on two different socks. Unfortunately, Daniel is going to be a madman a few minutes from now. “Man, can’t you two just get along and shut up!” He said it so loud that everybody stared at him with broad eyes and jaws dropped, and the classroom was extremely silent that we could hear everybody in Mrs. Winslow’s class participating in their workshop time. Daniel’s face was a shade of red from ferocity, and he was exhaling profoundly. He gritted his teeth to steam out the resentment.

A few students and I glowered at him because we knew that he really didn’t mean to say that. The students focused at Mr. Castro to see what he will do, and the others were attentive to Daniel. The students’ minds were flicking with numerous inferences of what the teacher will make Daniel’s consequence be.

Mr. Castro was astounded by what he has just said and gave him a frightful stink eye. “Daniel, don’t ever use that language in my classroom. Go flip your cards to red.”

Daniel threw his pencil down at his desk quickly after he got up, and that caused it to brake in half. He did what he was ordered to do.

He glared at Jorge and Alyssa S’s direction. “You two go flip your card to yellow and don’t speak while you’re at it.”

They slowly rose from their chairs and walked over to the front of the class, and they past Daniel on the way and didn’t make any contact with each other.

“This goes to all of you kids too. You’re all mature enough to handle disagreements like little men and women. If this ever happens again, the whole class will stay in for two days of detention because, you all heard the classroom saying before, and we fail as a class and succeed as one. While I’m not there when your classmates are misbehaving, remind them about the saying. If they give you the attitude then come talk to me privately. You all are sixth graders about to be in seventh grade and then so on. Be mature enough to handle the teachers and other stuff in middle school. Most of you don’t have to worry about that, good job, but the others I’m worry about you.” He checked the time. “You all wasted about three minutes of your homework time. Put everything away and put you head down on your desk like kindergarteners for three minutes.” He walked over to his desk and set the timer for three minutes. “I’m worried about you all going middle school.”

Everybody heard that saying for at least a hundred times already and got so fatigued of hearing it because it’s so negative and shameful to hear. It made our class feel and look awful every time that it was announced. Nobody would laugh, space off, or talk to each other because it was a very serious statement, and no one would dare to attempt any of them because it would be a very big mistake if you did. We all put our heads on our arms on our desk and made no eye contact with each other. Some would take a quick nap or just closed their eyes in their arms with their forehead are against them while Mr. Castro wrote something on the whiteboard.

The timer went off, but nobody raised his or her head yet. When the teacher said to then that’s when we would. He did and we slowly obeyed, and silence was around again but the sighs, yawns, and grunts. The class and I looked at him sitting at his desk and waiting for him to give us the next instructions. To our surprise, Mr. Castro didn’t say anything or paid us any attention. We all were confused but didn’t say anything, and we then looked at the whiteboard that read: 

Take out your Power math and start on it.

Our teacher stood up and took papers in his hands. “I’ll be copying papers so don’t fool around when I’m at the office. If your classmates do, then you all know what to do. All of you start on your Power math. The checkers are Ismenia and Victoria. Behave.” He walked out of the door.
The classroom was silent except for scribbling of lead rubbing on the paper.


Jorge glared at Daniel. “It was your fault that we had to put our heads down.”


I thought it was his fault not Daniel’s. “Shut up, Jorge! We’re going to get in trouble.”


He didn’t want to get embarrassed by a girl. “Why don’t you mind your own business?”


I sternly hissed to him, “Don’t try to act cool. I’m trying to help you from getting in trouble, you idiot. Besides, it’s your fault that we had to put our heads down.” I gave him eyes that signal that she’s about to kill him.


Daniel got round the bend again. “Shut up both of you!”


Jorge tried to be comical again. “Oh, yeah, I forgot, you’re a big boy, so you can fight for yourself.”


A couple of the boys and the girls in the class laughed. 


Caroline sniggered for a while at Jorge – not with him. “That kind of doesn’t even make sense.”


“Shut up, smarty pants.”


“Whatever.”


Jorge knew what to say to that. “Yeah, shut up then.” He sticks out his tongue in a rude way and pulled the bottom lid of his eye with his index finger at Caroline.


Caroline made a disgusted face. “Ewe, look at that hideous face.” She continued on her Power math and was silent.


He paid his attention to Daniel again. “Daniel, you’re a big boy now, so why don’t you fight back? Do you want your mommy to or what?”


Daniel didn’t answer him.


Jorge wasn’t going to give up that easily. “Are you death, man?”


I thought he was just asking to get killed. “Shut up, Jorge! Are you mentally ill?”


He ignored me though and walked over to Daniel, and he started to clap his hands in front of his face, make ugly faces, and call him names. “What, what, what, what?” He snatched his pencil from him and broke it in half then threw it in his face.


Kong booed him. “That wasn’t all right, Jorge. What’s wrong with you?”


Everybody in the class started booing at the bully and threw their pencil quickly at him.


He just cursed at us and slammed his hands on Daniel’s desk in front of him. “What are you going to do, huh?”


Daniel’s face flushed red, and he gripped his hands as if he’s going to punch someone. He shoved Jorge to the floor and walked over to the eel cage, and he took the top part of the cage off.


Everybody was curious about what he is going to do while Jorge got up from the floor and tried to make Daniel face him, so he can make him apologize for what he has done.


Daniel took hold of Tropic and Thunder without showing pain on his face and shocked Jorge at his side with Tropic. Jorge fell unconscious on the floor. Daniel then did it to Mark, Kong, Miguel, and then Rashaad. He looked around, and then he was walking to my group. We started panicking and got up rapidly from our seats, and some of them were knocked lopsided. My classmates and I headed for the door to get away from the madman, so we were caring about number one more than other people.


I was behind Evie and Anson but then turned around to see if he was still coming this way, and when I turned to the front again, I stumbled over a chair that was toppled over. My right arm is rested between one of the legs of the chair, and my right leg was almost twisted when it hit the leg of the desk. I got up slowly by pressing my hand on top of the desk near me, and I pushed up. Daniel came closer and stunned my left liver with both of the eels, so I tried to stand on foot by holding onto the desk while I started to cough up blood. I was the sixth person to get shocked, so that was very bad. I was growing weak, losing my eyesight, getting paler, and then I collapsed onto the floor and hit my head on the metal legs of the school desk. My eyeglasses fell of my face but didn’t brake. I could hear voices of my friends yelling, “Sharon… Sharon… Sharon! Somebody get Sharon!” I was too cataleptic to scream to them that I was still alive. I was just taking a rest that’s all.


Daniel did it to himself, so he caused Tropic and Thunder to get an ailment. He dropped them on the floor where they were lifeless but still living. Daniel, Jorge, Kong, Mark, Miguel, and Rashaad were scattered sleeping on the floor. I had my blood all over my white T-shirt and light- blue jeans but didn’t care about them because I didn’t notice them, of course.


About 15 minutes had pasted, and it is 2:13pm when Mr. Castro arrived back from copying some papers. He was outraged when he saw and heard what has happened. He almost fainted himself. “All right, the boys are waking up.” Mr. Castro walked over to Kong, Miguel, and Rashaad. “Are you three okay?”


They nodded and got up then started to rub their heads. Miguel and Kong started to yawn as if they were sleeping for a hundred years, and Rashaad stretched, twisted, and cracked his neck. They were all right.


The teacher walked over to Daniel, Jorge, and Mark and asked them the same question. “Okay, you three are okay. Who else got stunned?”


Espy pointed to me. “Sharon started to cough up blood, sir. I think she’s the one that got very injured.”


Viet remembered something. “It said on the paper about the eels that the sixth person to get shocked will be mostly likely to get killed than the other six.”


Patrick realized what it said on the paper too. “I thought it was the other five.”


“No, Daniel was the seventh person to get shocked, so he won’t get hurt that much. The people that were petrified before Sharon will be okay though. She needs to be sent to the hospital or, the quickest place, the doctor’s office.”


“Okay, Megan and Darlene, one of you get Sharon’s stuff, and the other write down her homework. Caroline and Judy, take her to the doctor’s office.” He rushed to the phone and called the office then will call my house phone. While he was pressing the numbers, he said to the class, “Sort the class to what is was before… Hello, this is Mr. Castro, Sharon’s teacher, and is her parents available? No, they’re not? Well, is there anyone around her like her neighbors that can pick her up from school? There is? May I speak with them? Okay, I’ll wait.”


Caroline and Judy were both trying to walk me to the place by putting my arms around their shoulders and placing one of their arms around my waist. While they were working together, they had about twenty more feet to go. They heard me moan, so they stopped walking in the halls.


I gingerly opened my eyes. “Where am I?” I couldn’t put pressure on my legs. “What’s going on here?”


“Judy and I are bringing you to the nurse’s office.” Caroline responded.


“Put me down somewhere. I want to sit.”


Judy knew a place to let me rest for a while. “Let her relax at the wall right there.” They did what she said and set me slowly down in front of the hallway wall. She sat down next to me at my left, and Caroline did at my right.


I rested my back on it and had my head over my forehead. I put my left leg straight out and my right leg up in an acute angle. My voice gotten lower and sounds as if I’m begging. “Just let me die here. I’m so freaken tired, and my throat is coming up with blood.”


“Come on, Sharon. You’re almost there, and we’re not going to give up. Get up now.” They put my arms around their shoulders and their arms around my waist again, and we walked quicker to the site. When we entered the office, the doctor was already there, and she took it from there. Caroline and Judy wished me good luck and walked back to our classroom.


The doctor showed me to the room that I was staying for a while, and I relaxed on this bed that was like the ones in the hospital. I changed my clothes to a clean white shirt and my jeans to gray ones. The blanket that was put over me while I am taking a nap is thin as paper, and the pillow is soft as a cloud. The doctor is writing down the rules that I have to do when I leave the office and is filling out the form about my condition. She got a call from the assistant about who is coming to bring me home and know what to do about it.


It is 2:30pm, and I woke and sat up on the bed. I stared around the place and saw that I was the only one in the room. I heard a male and a female voice having a conversation outside of the door. I coughed but no blood came out.


The doctor came in the room and smiled at me. “Are you all right, Sharon?”


I smiled and nodded. “I’m fine. My throat is a bit dried though, and it hurts when I cough.”


“Oh, don’t worry. I wrote a note to your doctor about requesting the medicine to help it. I gave it to your neighbor and explained to him that you shouldn’t be in cold places for a long time or else you will start coughing up blood, and that is a bad thing. Now, I heard that you start to get faint-headed under the sun. Is that correct?”


I looked bashful. “Yes, and who told you that?”


She chuckled. “Your neighbor. I guess he really cares about you if he asked that question. I’m glad he did. Well, you should wear a cap and put on sunscreen, okay?”


“Of course, I will, and which neighbor of mine came?”


The doctor placed the clipboard on the counter and gave me a cup of water. “I believe he told me that his name is Ben Barnes.”


I gagged a little when I drank the cup of water and set it on the desk to my right. “Oh, I had a feeling that it is him.” I wondered why Ben came instead of somebody else.


“Do you want him to come in?” She had her hand on he door handle.


“No, I mean… all right.” I really didn’t want him to though and took a deep breath.


She opened the door then closed it behind her back. There was chattering again then the door opened again. The person closed the door behind him and walked over to me while my heart started pounding, and my cheeks were getting pink. I looked at the person and saw Ben dressed in black-ish blue jeans, a black leather jacket that had the collar folded, and I saw a white T-shirt under it. He had his hair combed, and the front run through to the back but was a bit curly. The only thing that stood out from him was his calm smile. Ben sat on a wooden chair next to me. “How are you?”


I couldn’t find my voice again, so I gave him two thumbs up and a smile.


“Glad to know.” He got closer to me.


I looked in his eyes and a feeling and urge of giving Ben a loving kiss on the mouth. We were getting closer to each other. I moved back before we did attempt that feeling.


Ben did too. “Is it getting hot in here?” He took hold of his collar and moved it up.


“No, it’s just the heater.” I looked at it to my left above two portraits. The one to the left was a painting of the school, and the other is an image of Earl Warren, the person. I had a face that showed that I wanted to talk to him about Kristin but felt too introvert to discuss about it.


He noticed that I had something bothering me on my face. “Are you okay, Sharon? Is there something you want to tell me?”


I didn’t face him at the time then I did. “No-no-no, I’m fine. Why did you come instead of Mr. or Mrs. Claven?” I wanted to know and was trying to hide a mournful look. I faced the window again, and the light reflected on my pale face.


“Oh, they were not home at the moment and so were your parents. Cindy was home with your sister.”

I turned to him quickly with a worried face switched on. “They were home alone? They are not allowed to be.”  


“I know. My mother is baby-sitting them until you come home or one of your brothers does. Well, anyway, Cindy answered the phone when my mother was reading to Sherry, so she just told me to talk to your teacher on the phone. The look on her face signaled that it was urgent.”


“What were you doing at the time?”


“I was talking to Kristin about our childhood together.”


I looked gloomy again. “Oh, of course.”


He wouldn’t let go about what is bothering me. “Are you sure that there is nothing that you want to talk to me about?”


My face replied for me, and I angrily side glanced at him then back to my left.   


Ben knew what was annoying me for the past few days. He sighed. “Is it about Kristin? You know that you and I can talk about it.”


I stayed silent as a mouse.


“Kristin and I are just best friends, and we are just hanging out to know what we had done in the past years. You do understand that, right?” He looked worried.


I shook my head.


“Well, first of all, I hope that you are paying attention to me…. Okay, Kristin is very close to me. I will protect her if someone is hurting or being mean to her. Even if it’s someone is that is close to me.”


“Including me?”


“Yes, I have to be fair, don’t I?” He was concerned about how I would react to that.


I raised my eyebrows in a mean form and tightened my lips, and I pressed down on my tongue.


Ben didn’t want us to be stuck in an argument. “Look, Sharon, I care about you too. I really do, and I did forget about you some time and have been hanging around with Kristin more than you. Please forgive me, and I don’t know why I’m pleading all of a sudden.”


My mouth unglued itself unexpectedly. “You only want me to accept your apology because you don’t want to live with the guilt, and whomever it is that you are apologizing to, you don’t want to feel bad. You just care about yourself not the person you hurt.”


He sighed. He sounded polite but also stern. “No, the reason why I want you to forgive me is because I don’t want to have a bad relationship with you. I want us to be friends and, hopefully, more than that. I’m not flirting with you to make you accept it too, and you’re right about me don’t wanting to live with the guilt but in a good way.”


“Let me ask you a question. If you swore that you would pick up an important project for me for college, and it will effect my graduation, will you do it instead of going to an also very significant party, planned by Kristin, about your career promotion?”


Ben didn’t want to answer it. “Sharon, please, I don’t think that there is an answer to that.”


“I need a truthful answer, Ben.”


“My honest answer? I care about my career immensely. If I’m promoted on it then I will do anything to receive it. Parties, well, I’m not too fond of them.”


“Ben,” I was being serious, and I chocked up because my voice wasn’t letting me talk as much.


“I’ll have to say that I-I will choose….”


“JUST SAY IT, BEN!” I was fighting back tears.


“I choose the second option, but Sharon, it’ll change soon. I know it will. I (”


I felt something in my body split a little, so I quickly inhaled, exhaled, and grasped my stomach.


Ben swiftly got up from his chair and went up close to me- very close. “Are you okay, Sharon? What’s wrong? Do you need the doctor?” He took my hand and placed his right hand on my forehead where he moved my bangs out of my face, but they swayed over my face again. He put the hand that was on my forehead on my right shoulder to calm me down and the other hand is placed on the other side of the bed.


I faced him and saw the sadness in his resting dark- brown eyes, and I fluttered my eyes to see more clearly. “I-I-I’m fine.” I sat up, and he moved back barely.


Ben didn’t shift out of his position. “What happened?”


“I felt my heart crack. I felt it did.” I looked down at him.


He moved back at a snail's pace. “Sharon, I don’t want your heart to crack. You know that I will fix it eventually; I’ll dry your tears, make your unhappiness go away, and bring that smile of yours back. I’m happy when you’re happy. My heart beats with yours, but it can’t when yours is broken. I’m shattered inside, and I know that I sound corny and like a big softy.”


“You don’t understand what I’m trying to tell you, and I don’t think that you ever will.”


“Let me ask you a question now. Do you love me as much as I love you?” He looked serious.


“Honestly, I don’t know. My mind has changed so much when I first met and spoke to you, but some remained the same. It’s just that I have a problem with Kristin. She doesn’t like me.”


“Of course she does. She’s very nice if you get a chance to know her better. Trust me on that.”


I halfway rolled my eyes and didn’t speak anymore.

There is a moment of silence, but then the door opened. It was only the doctor. “Hi, I hope I’m not disturbing anything. If Sharon is all right then I guess that it’s okay for you to take her home.”

Ben stood up. “Yes, I think I’ll take Sharon home right now. Is there anything that I need to tell her parents before we leave?”

She flipped through the papers on the clipboard that is on the counter. “No, I believe that there isn’t any, but the paper I gave you earlier defiantly needs to be handed to them.”

“I’ll make sure to give them it.”

I took the blanket off of me and moved it to my left, and I slowly got up from the bed and planted my feet on the ground. Ben helped me by holding my hands to keep me steady. “Where are my previous clothes that I had on?” I asked the doctor.

“Oh, they’re in the laundry right now, so you’ll get it back tomorrow. The bloodstains won’t come off that easily. I hope that’s all right with you.”

I was a bit confused. “Um, sure, I don’t mind.” I walked to the door with Ben holding onto my waist.

She was holding the door open for us. “Now, be careful and remember about my advices.”

I smiled at her and headed out of the office to the hallway. We walked down of the stairs carefully and to Ben’s car. There were some footsteps coming our way.

“Sharon,” a girl’s voice shouted, “wait. You forgot you back pack.”

I turned around and saw Judy and Caroline walking this way while Judy was carrying my backpack. “Oh, thanks. I forgot about that.” I took it from her but didn’t turn around yet.

They were staring from me to Ben while smirking.

I coughed at them and glanced at him a little, and I gave them a look that read, “What? You guys can go now.” I tightened my mouth and looked down.

Ben was being a gentleman as always and saw me blushing a bit. “Well, thanks a lot to both of you for bringing her backpack in time.”

There was an awkward silence.

Caroline stuttered a bit. “Um, well, Sharon, get well.”

“I will, thank you.” I grinned at them then started to stare somewhere else. “Bye now.”

“Yeah, bye, Sharon.” They walked then started running back to class while Ben and I went to his car again. He was unlocking the driver side door open with his car keys while I was about to open the back door.

“No, why don’t you sit in the front?” Again, it was more than a command than a question.

I was trying to come up with numerous reasons for me to not follow his demand. “I’m not older than twelve, so I cannot sit in the front.”

“I’m a good driver, so you don’t have to worry about any injuries. Besides, I bet that you have broken that rule plenty of times. You have, haven’t you?” He raised his eyebrows at me.

I bit my lower lip. “Well, I-um-a few times.” I sighed deeply and side stepped to my right to the front of the door, and I opened the door and sat down on the comfy seat. I rested my backpack on my thighs after I clicked on the seatbelt, and I felt slightly uncomfortable.

Ben imitated what I did but not one step, and he started up the car and exited the school campus. When he had to stop at a scarlet light, he hummed and stomped his left foot lightly to this tune that I was not familiar with at all. The light changed to green in about two minutes, and he drove in a slow pace for a reason. He actually let an elderly lady cut in front of him. “So Sharon, do you-um-like school?”

I didn’t feel like talking, so I didn’t respond.

“Okaaay, what profession do you want to have in the future when you are done with college?”

I stayed silent and listened to my heart thumping with his, and I was paying attention to the road in front of me.

Ben side glimpsed at me then to the road, and he purposely stepped on the brake paddle. The cars behind us stopped suddenly also and began honking ferociously at us.

I quickly looked at him with a confused, scared, and serious face.

He faced me with a bold eagle-like face.

I went back to staring out the window with a grimaced and frightened face. I thought to myself instead of talking to him. “Is he mad? Is he trying to get us killed? What is he trying to do here?”

Ben decided to keep on driving when he concluded that his plan did not succeed, and the people were getting infuriated by his hold up. “I know that you’re wondering why did I do that foolish stab. I wanted you to answer my questions, so it was a risk that I had to take. There was also a squirrel in my way with an expression like deer in headlights. Are you all right though?” He crooked his head to me but fixed his eyes on the road.

I took no interest in him.

Ben was exhausted with the immature behavior that I was giving him. “Can you please just answer one of my questions that I just said to you? You can answer that one. Please, just talk to me, and I don’t know why I’m pleading all of a sudden.” He is now mesmerizing on the steering wheel.

My answer remains the same, and while I was waiting for the residual three minutes for us to get home, I played with the zipper on my backpack. When we got there, I saw our parents and Kristin waiting outside. I waited for him to unplug the key, so I can know that it is the right time to get out. I got out when it was okay to and swung my backpack on one of my shoulders while I was walking to my home.

My mother went frantic when I got to her. “Are you okay?”
I nodded and coughed silently. “Yeah, my throat just hurts a little.”

“Is there more about your problem that I need to know?”

I smiled then paid attention to my mom again. “I don’t think there’s any that I need to tell you.”

“I think there is,” an unexpected voice objected, and its footstep paused to my right. It’s only Ben. He handed my mother a paper that must’ve had the doctor’s request written in it. “This is what the doctor thinks that you should do to prevent Sharon’s throat and more.”

My mother took it. “Oh, thank you, and thank you for picking my daughter up when I couldn’t.”

“It was pleasure to anyways. I’ll always be there to protect and help Sharon. Well, bye now.”

My mom started talking to me when he walked away. “Did you thank him…? Go do it now then!” She pushed me to make me walk to him.

“Fine, gosh.” I was amazed that Ben wasn’t in his home yet but placing his jacket in his car. I walked up to him but had to wait for him to turn around, and I looked over my shoulder to my mom who now has Cindy and Sherry beside her. I coughed because I didn’t feel like waiting any longer.

Ben turned around smoothly and lit up a smile. “Oh, Sharon, what do you want?” He closed the car door behind him, so that meant that he was paying his full attention to me.

I tried to find the words to tell him it. “Um, I never had the chance to-to thank you for… stopping what you’re doing and come pick me up.” I stared down on my shoes then at him.

He squinted his eyes at me for a second then crossed his arms. “What reason and why did you thank me?” He wasn’t playing with me too, I think.

My mind couldn’t come up with anything, and I started to talk very fast but still understandable. “I just decided a minute ago that it would be polite to tell you my appreciation. I didn’t thank you for the other kind things you did for me, and I want to say now that I am grateful that you did. The answer to your first question is that I want you to know that I do care about what you do for me. Thanks, again.” I shyly smiled with my lips tightly shut.

Kristin watched coldly at us from his house.

Ben looked so serious that my hands started trembling, and I couldn’t make any eye contact with him at all. He had fierceness in his eyes and voice, but his voice was also calm. “Why should I accept your appreciation?”

I was timorous to even let any word out of my mouth. “You d-don’t have to-um-accept it because I-um-said it, you know. I’m sorry that I wasted you time. I-” I didn’t know why that came out of my mouth to him.

He unglued his arms and broke a bright smile on his face, and I looked up puzzled. “No, I was just fooling around and testing you. I’m happy that you really for care about what I do for you. Do you really?”

I broke into a smile too. “Of course, I mean, I can’t ever imagine a guy sacrificing their life for me and protecting me like the way you did at the night of the dinner. I felt special and cared for at the time, so I really do mean my thanks to you. I absolutely, positively do mean it.” I felt shy again, in a good way and had a fluttery feeling inside of my stomach.

“All right, I believe you. I should thank you too for supporting me in my career.”

“I haven’t done anything of that.”

“Well, I know that you are optimistic about me when other people are not and support me a lot in many ways that I can think of that you can’t.”

My mind was blown. “I actually never thought of that, and I guess that I am. A lot of other people actually do support you and, I mean, really do. Some female fans of yours are very obsessed with you, and I have to tell you that I’m not like those fans. I’m medium.”

“Either way, I thank my fans so much. Wow, I can’t believe that I’m talking to one of them too and… more than that.”

I warmly smiled. “I’m surprised too and felt that we were just normal people getting to know each other better. Your fame was completely out of my head, and I saw the Ben that I usually don’t see.”

“Right now, I see the Sharon that I usually don’t see. I hoped that this side of you will come out, and it did. I can’t believe that we’re having a real one to one conversation.”

“I can’t believe it either.” I started giggling and did he too. Seconds later, there was silence.

The people that were eavesdropping our discussion and were looking at us felt romance in the air and couldn’t breathe. Kristin on the other hand felt disgusted and thought the Ben and me together looked repulsive. She rolled her eyes whenever I said something that sounded like a flirtation to Ben because she thought that it was stupid to say. “Ben, are you coming in now?”

I glimpsed at her. “Well, I should be going now.”

“Yeah, I’ll see around then.” He had a look on his face that read that he wanted to do something.

I closed my mouth and nodded my head like a bobble head’s, and I raised my three fingers and pinky at him while my thumb was under the strap of the backpack. I walked away to the giggling people.

Ben felt that he should do what he hesitated to do earlier. “Wait, Sharon!”

Of course I turned around to him. “Yes, Ben?” I felt embarrassed when I said his name as if he’s my husband. I didn’t walk up to him.

He did, though, quickly and slowly lean his head to my left, and he pressed his smooth lips on my cheek and gingerly moved back. He didn’t step back and held my left hand.

Both of my cheeks were burning up, and I felt like fainting but knew that if I did, Ben will catch me before I fall. “Do you know that you did that in public.” I gently gripped his hand.

He was surprised hat I didn’t black out, and he smiled. “I know.”

I glimpsed at Kristin’s expression that is total shock. “Oh, I-um-am speechless at the moment.”

He laughed. “You don’t have to say anything really.”

“All right, I’ll see you tomorrow.” I let go of his hand but he wouldn’t. “Ben, can you let go?”

“I want to be with you more, so do you mind that you will meet me outside here tomorrow?”

“It’ll be like a date then?”

“Of course it will, but we’ll be only talking though. What do you say about it?”

I thought about my plans for the next day. “Sure, I’ll meet you here at 1:15pm, okay?” I had no idea what I was saying. I was just blabbing my mouth off and hoped that I didn’t sound loony.

“Okay, well, bye now Sharon.” He smiled with his eyes.

“Bye now, Ben.” My hand was free from his, and I finally got to walk away but meant it in a good way not bad. He watched after me until I got in my house, so he can go to his without worrying that I didn’t. He just cared about me – very a lot.

(The describing of the eels and what they did was given to me by one of my classmates, Daniel Alejandro Martinez. He asked me if I could add that in my first story when my class and I went to the beach. I accepted it but decided to add it in this story instead because I thought it was one of the best conflicts. It was fun experimenting with the suggestion to make it fit in the story because it wasn’t my kind of style. I really thank Daniel for that, so thank you if you’re reading this story now. Oh, I also want to show my appreciation to the people-which are mostly my classmates- that heard my ideas before I write it in the story, so I can hear what they think about it and their opinion. My classmates helped a lot in both of my stories and my career.)

(Mallori, one of my mentors in Navigators, said that I might be the youngest person to publish a book and to be an author, but I disagree because there’s a 10-year-old boy that is an author. I saw in the Ellen Degenerous show, but I didn’t see his interview because I had Leadership after school on that day. On the bright side, I could be the youngest girl to do both of them.)

(All of the adults that I gave my first book to and told this story by words said that they couldn’t write a story that is over a hundred pages and plan a beginning, middle, and end like the way I did at my age, and they said that I might be a novelist now even not eleven years in the future. They surprised me by their comments because I expected them not to give me very good remarks about the first story, so I thought that they were sarcastic to not hurt my feelings. I at least gave five grown ups my first book: Joni (my common mentor), Mrs. Fong (my second grade teacher), Mrs. Riffle (my third grade teacher), Mr. Castro (my fourth, fifth, and sixth grade teacher), Mrs. Moua (my elementary principal), and the crossing guard at my school that I apologize for not knowing her name. I gave it to them because I knew them more than others, and mostly all of them know about my dream. It’s a big deal because I know that they all did well in school and went to college, so they can give me advices.)

(Some of them said that I should find writing contests in California, so I can achieve and help my career. I did try to find some in the Internet and newspaper, but they all were already over, the date line to enter was to early for me to finish this story, you had to be eighteen or older, only teens can enter, college writing contest, some contests were for a poem story not regular story, had to live in their area, the story had to stop at a certain page, wanted only the first chapter, the pages it had to be was under a hundred, the topic was not the same as this story, and their rules were confusing. All of that caused me to not to find a certain contest that I would like to participate in, but that’s all right because I have next time. The second and last reason is that probably the stories that got entered were no match for mine – just kidding.)

(On Wednesday April 22, 2009, I went to Navigators with a few of my classmates, that got accepted to go, and two of the guests spoke to us about the different kinds of classes to take in college and how you should choose the right subject to study to fulfill your dream. One of them two busted out a rap about it, and every student in the room was definitely amazed by it. The same person that rapped said that you should choose it by knowing that you can succeed, have to love doing, and something about being really strong in it.)

(They sorted out packets of different opportunities of college subjects on four tables. The ones that I can remember were sociology, photography, art, drama and music, ecology, philosophy, and my favorite, journalism. On a piece of paper that they handed out to us, it had five questions printed on it that we had to fill out. The first one asked what are your three favorite subjects that were given to you, so I chose philosophy, drama and music, and journalism. The second question asked us to choose the one that you desired most to “work” on in the future, and I, of course, chose my third option. The next question I don’t remember, but I could recall what my mentor, Mallori, and I did next in the activity. We found our units, which are kind of like hours, classes, and years in college. The units for journalism were fifty-one, and it meant four years. I was shocked that it was that short because I thought it was around six or seven years. Even though that it is four years, which is like still long, it’s worth it if I really persevere and stay optimistic. The job opportunities for journalism were speech writing, writing columns for a magazine or newspaper, editing, writer, interviewing, writing books about someone’s life, anchor person, and to my surprise, a disc jockey, DJ.)

(I’m still in the sixth grade, but that doesn’t mean that I should forget about it all. Probably in my first senior year, I’ll try to find a college suitable for me. Well, what is your future profession? Are you or going to be working very hard to accomplish it? Do you know the university that you are going to attend? I don’t know why I’m asking this, but do you even care about even going there? Last, this has nothing to do with whatever I was talking about, are you about to fall asleep any second now? Okay, you can stop reading when you’re done reading the sentence after this one because this chapter is very close to ending. It’s Friday, April 24, 2009 with the time of 11:09pm, and goodnight!) 
Chapter 9: “The Love Hurricane”

I want to start off this chApter by thanking Viet for the totally awesome chapter name.
It’s Tuesday, March 3, 2009, and the time in the afternoon is 1:00pm. It is a calm day while Ben and I are sitting on a porch(as planned yesterday(and talked about whatever that interested us, and I was sitting on the veranda facing the streets while Ben was facing his house. We were mostly focused on each other while we were having our conversation, but I kept on catching my eyes on Chace ( who is watching over me as he helps his father with his mechanizing.

We were done with our third discussion, and Ben saw me do it again. “Are you okay, Sharon?”

I looked up at him then over his shoulder. “Yeah, it’s just Chace. His face looks as if he wants to tell me something.” I crooked my lips as they were closed and side looked to my right.

Ben turned his head over his shoulder then scowled a bit. “Yeah, hey, if he’s a bother then we could go somewhere else to talk.”

“No, I could ignore Chace.” I quickly glanced at the immensely good-looking person, and it’s not Ben Barnes that I’m thinking of – Chace Claven.

There was silence for at least thirty seconds.

“Ben, come in here to help me with something!” Kristin yelled from his house.

“Sorry, I’ll be right back, all right?”

I smiled, and he left as fast as he could. Chace, on the other hand, didn’t go inside yet but didn’t once took his eyes off of me, but he did once when his father needed a tool from his red tool box. I clasped my hands together between my knees under the table and stared around the place, and I felt dumb for doing all of that while I was sitting by myself. I was like a clown. While time is passing by – as they are laughing at me – I played with the bottom of my hair. I stabled my right elbow on my right thigh and rested my chin on the flat part of my fingers. It’s 1:35pm, and he didn’t return yet. I grew more impatient and mournful and made light clicking noises with my tongue, tapped my feet to rhythmic songs, and sighed boredly a few here and there, and I turned to face the house he entered and got more forsaken. I wanted to leave the place even if that meant leaving Ben and breaking his “promise”.  

“May I sit here too?” a pleasant voice asked.

I turned my head to the direction of the accent, and the person caused me to smile. “Hi, Chace. Um, sure you can.” I sat up straighter but relaxed my shoulders.

He sat down next to me and spoke silently and sincerely. “Why are you still outside? Aren’t you tired of waiting for Ben for so long now?” He folded his hands together.

“I’m waiting for him, and yes, I am, but probably it’s for a good reason. You never know.”

Chace smiled. “For a good reason, you say? He’s been gone for about, I don’t know, thirty- seven minutes now. The reason why he’s gone is because of Kristin. What do you think about that?”

“I’m not annoyed at all by it. Maybe she really does need help.” I was trying my best to be optimistic, but it was no use of it at all.

He gave me eyes that knew something was not being truthfully told. “All right, whatever you say, Sharon. I’m just worried that Ben will be dating Kristin too that’s all. He’s lucky that he met you. I bet your friends had said that to you before. I wonder sometimes that maybe Ben isn’t the right person for you but someone else that you knew for your whole life, and the person cares about you a lot.”

“I don’t know, Chace. I had a crush on Ben for a couple of years or more and wrote love stories about him and I, and I finally got the opportunity to let the romance in them to come true. I didn’t expect anything like what happened before this day to happen. Do you know anyone that thinks that Ben isn’t the perfect one for me?” I looked down on the deeply cut scar that I got from improperly using my scissor. It went through my palm from the bottom of the middle finger, and it was still bright red. 

“I know one very well, but I can’t tell you the person’s name.” He sighed. “When I first spoke to you and had a deep conversation, I felt that you and I could be close friends and maybe more than…” His voice trailed off after when the sting of the wound bothered me. “Are you okay, Sharon?”

I covered it with my left hand. “Yeah, you don’t need to worry.”

He took it gently but with strength. “It’s a cut. Why didn’t you tell me right after you had it?”

“It was because I didn’t need any help, and I don’t need any now.” I felt his hand going over the injured one, and I connected mine with his for some reason that had something to do with my heart. When we realized that they were in that position, we hesitantly separated them.

There was an out of your depth silence.

Chace spoke up. “Um, tomorrow you’re going back to school, and after school Ben will pick you up because it will be raining. If he doesn’t because of Kristin, probably, then I might do it myself so don’t walk home. Always keep in mind that Ben or I will come, all right?”

I smiled. “Yeah, so even when I’m all drenched, wait for either of you to come?’

“Yes, and I promise you that one of us will.” He blushed a little, and I imitated but genuinely.

It’s March 4, 2009, and the time is 3:00pm. All of the students-that attended the school-were waiting for their parent or relative to pick them up, but for me, I’m waiting for my neighbor. I stood on top of a short hill that had a couple of adult trees rooted about one yard from each other, and I spoke to a few of my friends that were also waiting but for their parents. Fifteen minutes had pasted, and that is when most of the students are driven home already. Some kids were still here waiting at the stairs.

Ali, a boy in my class that is usually the shy one, is still here, and he is standing on top of the hill while looking at the streets for his ride. He likes to play volleyball, plays a violin, favorite color is black sways a lot when he has to do sharing, and likes anime. Ali is bashful at certain times but goes out of his shell when he’s with his friends, and he’s charming and sticks up for his lady.

I felt bored and sat down on the grass, and I looked over at the distance between him and I. We were about five feet way, so I didn’t have to yell out to him when I felt like talking to him. “So, Ali, you’re still here?” I thought he should be home by now.

He faced me and spoke shyly. “Yeah, my mom takes long to get here.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Oh, why can’t you walk home like most kids?” A car drove by, but it wasn’t for either of us.

He started swaying slowly again. “Because my parents are worried about my safety.” He gulped and timidly smiled. Ali kept his head mostly down while he was talking.

“Oh, I get why they care about your safety. If you live around here then its okay but if not then no. It’s your parents’ choice anyways.” I bit my lower lip.

He nodded.

There weren’t any topics forming in my head, so there was silence for a while.

Ali tentatively walked closer to me. “You and Judy are close friends, right?”

“Of course we are and other people too.”

“Do you know her favorite color?”

I didn’t know why he asked that. “Orange.”

“Oh, what are her favorite fruit, flower, and animal?” He leaned in close to hear the answers and grew more confident at talking to me.

“Her favorite fruit is an orange, her favorite flower is a rose, and her favorite animal-she has more than one- are a wolf and fox. Why are you asking me these questions about Judy?”

“Just because I want to know the answer to those questions.” Ali got timorous again.

I started smiling. “Okay, Ali, whatever you say.” I looked at the streets and began to giggle.

He smiled more. “What?”

“What?” I said it sarcastically and in a joking way.

“What? Why do you keep saying ‘what’?”

“What are you talking about? I don’t know what is going on and anything else.” I let out a laugh.

Ali started laughing too but in an embarrassed way. A car pulled over in front of us. “Oh, my ride is here now. Bye, Sharon.” He ran down the hill.

“Don’t slip!”

Ali did though when he reached the bottom then he carefully pulled himself up. “I’m okay.” He got in the front seat, and they drove away slowly out to the entrance.

It is now 3:35pm, and I was getting lonely now. I tapped my foot to the song “Hot and Cold”. Gray clouds were being born and formed quickly in the sky, and it looked as if the sky had bruises. The blue sky turned gloomy all over Sacramento, and then it started sprinkling water. I stood up and went under a tree that has not that much leaves, but it helps a little. The two worst parts of all of it was that I didn’t have a hood, and I felt my blood coming up. I tried to keep it down with the lunch that I had about three hours ago. Ten minutes had pasted, and I was drenched started coughing. I began to get ill then I started to look around the place trying to seek anyone that was supposed to pick me up. It is too misty and to see anything but outlines of some trees that are around me, and then two orange and yellow headlights came this way and paused. I narrowed my eyes – like it helped ( and tried to see who it is, and all I managed to see is a boy, in his teens, wearing his gray sweater and also the hood. I slowly walked down the hill while my eyes were still fixed on the teen and – like what Ali did – I slipped on the mud.

The teen grabbed me by the arms and pulled me up to face him. I didn’t recognize him for a minute because his face was all soaked, and then I fixed my eyes on his and got all fluttery inside my stomach. I looked down and breathed from there. He placed his hand on the right side of my neck and raised my head up with the top part of his thumb, and he moved my saturated bangs – that are in front of my face – to the back of my right ear. “Are you all right, Sharon?”

I just felt cold and wanted to go home. “I’m fine, Chace. I can’t breathe at the moment.”

Chace put his index and middle finger under my chin and swiped the rain on my face under my eye. “You must be cold that’s all. Come one, I’ll take you home.” He held onto my left hand tightly while I walked down the other half of the hill first while he is walking behind me. I paused two feet in front of the truck, so he can open the car door. He went to the driver’s door first and inserted his car keys in the lock, and then, on the inside door, he popped up the button that made all of the doors open.

I got in the front seat and tiredly put on my seatbelt, and I still had my backpack with me and put it on the floor next to my feet. I felt cozy in the truck. It was very warm. I waited for Chace to get in and put on his seatbelt before I say anything to him. “Thanks for picking me up, Chace.”

He was starting up the car, and before he exited the school area, he turned on the heater on low then did it. “Well, no problem. I’m glad that you listened to me that you wouldn’t walk home. I thought you wouldn’t since you don’t ever listen to me.”

I smiled at the joke, which is also true, and I stayed calm while I was driven home.

Chace copied me then decided to break one. “Do you want to hang around my house with me?” He felt intimidated to say that.

I was flattered by his invite and surprised that he didn’t take his hood off even when he is in a place that has a roof. “Why? Do you want me to?”

“Well, yes, I do, but it’s your choice if you want to. My parents, of course, will be there. They’re always home. I just thought that it would be a good time for you to know my parents and me better.” The sky’s stomach roared.

“Yeah, I want to.” I really wanted to come to his house because I never went inside of it besides his old one, and I knew that I would have nothing to do when I get home. 

He didn’t hear me correctly. “We’re just going to hang around and – wait, what did you say?”

I giggled to myself. “I said, ‘Yeah, I want to.’ Are you surprised that I wanted to?” I smiled slyly to myself in a mischievous way.

He felt embarrassed. “Oh, I’m not surprised anymore but dumbfounded. I’m glad that you decided to visit. I really am.” He felt the way he would feel if I kiss him on the cheek – shocked and pleased. A few minutes had flown by, and on the fourth one, we were now parked in front of the driveway of his house.

I unbuckled my seatbelt and held onto the strap of my backpack while I got out of the car. I felt light sunshine on my head again, and I walked over to Chace’s left side. We walked to under the roof of the house to get out of the rain. I let him go before me, so he can open the door with his house key.

Chace unlocked it in about twenty seconds and held his hand on the doorknob before he let himself and me inside. “My parents are going to be a little quiet and themselves. They will be in the living room reading whatever they read these days, so we have to be quiet. Can you promise me that?”

I sort of mumbled. “Of course, I can. I’m always quiet when I’m around new people.”         

“They do know you but not a lot. You do get that, right?”

I raised my eyebrows at him and narrowed my eyes. “Yeah, sort of. What if they don’t like me and give me mean looks when I’m around you?”

He grinned. “They’re not going to do that stuff, I swear.” He faced the door and turned the doorknob slowly. “They actually think that there’s something between you and me since you and I are very close friends.” He walked in while his hand is still on the handle.

I smiled at him. “Oh, really?” I walked in also and to the left side of the door, so he can close the door behind himself and I. Inside of his house was conservative but also a modern place, and when I stepped in the house, I saw the living room: the dark orange drapes made half of the room reflect to that color, there are two chestnut brown couches that are facing each other from the sides of the rug, it is plum red, there are dark brown shelves filled with every genre of books from the past and present, and I saw four out of thirty-five white stairs that are going upward to some rooms. The place was like a cottage in the woods but besides the dead animal mat, a mouse head hung over the couches, and the campfire. “Where are they?” I looked around the place and stepped in some more to explore the interesting place.

He put his car keys on top of the desk that is leaned against the wall of the stairs and took off his hood. “Oh, the weather has dried up a bit, so I guess that they both are outside. They probably needed fresh air from staying inside of the house.”

I looked up to the pictures that are high up on walls. “I don’t know why they would.”

Chace looked at me shyly and came up behind me. “What do you mean?”

I smiled then looked at him and then back to the one painting of a glistening red rose with a river’s reflection at the bottom. “This house has many cool pictures and paintings.” I pointed to it. “Especially that one.” I put my hand back down.

He stared at it too. “Yeah, it really does. Do you know that my mother painted that?”

I raised my eyebrows at him, surprised. “Really? She’s very good.”

He felt proud that he took attention of the paintings in the house. “Yeah, she painted it at the age of sixteen, I believe. My mother, Roselette Claven, painted it after she had me in the world.” He smiled fondly at the painting.

I beamed at him while he is concentrated at it. I thought to myself now. “I never thought that Chace had this side of sensitivity in him. He doesn’t realize how wonderful his family is, but he does.”

He snapped back into earth and to me. “What, Sharon?”

I felt like laughing. “Oh, nothing.” I went back into gazing at the artistic portrait.

A stranger female voice sang out from the backyard. “Chace, honey, is that you?”

Chace stepped back a foot. “Yes, mom, I’m home. I’ve brought along a guest.” He faced me. “Come with me to meet my parents.” He took my left hand because I had to hold onto the strap of my backpack and lead me to the light blue flowered kitchen to the backyard.

“Who is it, Chace?”

“Oh, just a close friend and neighbor.”

When we got to the place, I saw a woman with red long hair that reached to her ribs, green eyes, and a red violet dress, and I saw a man that resembled Chace but was much older, and he is to his height. The man is sitting on a porch behind the woman while watching Chace and I closely. I grew nervous and got close to Chace.

The woman smiled at me and put out her hand. “Oh, Sharon, honey, nice to meet you after so long. How are you?”

Before I knew it, we were our shaking hands together. “I’m fine, Mrs. Claven, how are you?”

She let go. “I’m very well, thank you.” She turned around to her. “Trevor, honey, why don’t you greet, Sharon?”

Chace coughed in concern.

His father stood up and looked tough and mean for my opinion, and he grunted in a way that I didn’t understand. He walked over in front of me and glared for a while. “Now, why are you here exactly?”

Chace wanted to say something, but one look from his father made him close his mouth shut.

Now, I remember Mr. Claven doing this before with me years ago and meant it as a joke, but now it seems that he really does mean the attitude that he is giving me. “Well, I just-you see-Chace offered for me to –”

Mr. Claven is a friendly person but doesn’t sound like it now. It’s hard to believe that he would act this way. “Now, are you blaming this on my son, Chace?”

“No, sir, I was just answering your question from before.” I glanced at his son worriedly then at the cemented floor.

He broke into a smile that was close to Chace’s. “Now, now, now, I was just playing a joke with you like years ago. I can’t believe that you fell for it again.” He chuckled like the way he always does.

I looked up at him with a scared and surprised face then also laughed and smiled at the joke. “I can’t believe it either.” We shook hands while laughing, and while Mrs. Claven and Chace were also.

“It’s still same old shy Sharon.” The Claven family laughed in a polite way. “Well, it was nice meeting you. You two youngsters can get away from us oldies now.”

I smiled at them and walked away with Chace to the trail back to the kitchen then to his room.

They realized that they needed to warn us something and yelled it at us. “Don’t lock the doors when you two get to the room!” They cackled to themselves then seconds later it faded.

Chace and I were walking up the stairs to his room. “My parents can bit a bit odd like the way you saw there.”

“I don’t think that they are, Chace. They’re pretty funny, nice, and cool.” I saw him smile faintly, and he led me on to the road to the place, which are about twenty steps more. I saw many old and interesting portraits of the Claven family, and I paused to look at a black and white one of a boy in his middle teens – standing in front of a red and yellow side-striped racing car. On the front of the car printed the teen’s nickname, “Cruising Claven”. “Who’s this, Chace?”

He turned around. “Oh, that’s my father. Right there, you can see his autograph.” He pointed a finger over my right shoulder to a signature that read “Trevor Coven Claven”. “This old picture is the time when he won the Championship Racing in1800. He was very – well you can’t tell in this picture – happy to have won it.”

“I never knew that your dad was a car racer! That’s so cool, Chace.”

“You really think so?” He had gotten surprised and confused when I said that.

“Yeah, you’re family is really unique, you know.” I smiled.

He blushed and spoke softly. “Thank you for telling me that. I thought that they were just a normal family. You’re very unique yourself and your family.”

We connected eyes and then I went red too, and then we looked down. “So, are we close to finishing our expedition?”

“Yeah, just only five more steps to go that’s all.” He began walking again. “I never knew why we had to pick a house that has so many stairs. I hate houses like this one.”

I followed behind him. “Well, I like houses that have stairs. Do you have a problem with that?”

He got disappointed. “Oh, well, no, but do you really do like houses that have stairs?” He looked and sounded as if he regretted saying his disagreement.

I felt happy that my trick had succeeded. “No, not really.” I walked in front of him.

Chace felt embarrassed that he fell for the trick but smiled, and then he went in front of me again and continued with the journey. Moments later, we came upon this almond door, and he opened it and let me enter first. His room was dark but also bright, and it was normal. The bed that had a gray spread sheet and blanket was at the corner of the room, there was two windows showing the outside of Ben’s and my house, Ben’s backyard, the streets, and the skies, the curtains were light yellow, there was an apricot drawer to the right of the second window, and the bathroom door was on the opposite wall of the window one. “This is my room as you can see. You can just put your backpack on the side of my bed.” He faced me while I placed my backpack at the spot that he told me to put it. “Now, we have to get you out of those wet clothes.”

I looked at him, shocked and discomfited. “Oh, well, I didn’t bring any spare clothes.”

He walked over to his drawer and pulled the knob on last drawer, and he was searching for something. “You don’t have to worry about that. What about borrowing one of my shirts for now, all right?” He got out a small sized men white T-shirt and a large one, and he handed the small shirt to me.

I took it. “Uh, sure. I suppose that you don’t have any pants that can fit me.”

“I’m sorry, no. You can change in the bathroom, and you can put your wet shirt and jacket in the basket next to the drawer.”

I walked over to the bathroom but paused in front of him. “Thanks, Chace, for helping me with everything today. I wish that I can repay you.”

“Oh, I don’t want anything back in return, really.”

“Oh, I wish that there is. Well, thanks, anyways.” I went to the changing room, and well, you know what I did. While I was at it, Chace changed his shirt, took off his jacket but didn’t replace it, changed his jeans, and he dried his hair with his faded light-blue small towel. I got out of the bathroom and put my soaked clothes in the basket that he had requested earlier, and I looked at Chace and thought that he was just so generous, elegant, blissful, and of course fine-looking. I fidgeted in with the shirt that I had on and smiled when I looked up at Chace. “What?”

He just smiled in his own gratifying way. “Oh, nothing – just nothing.” He went up to me and was timid to put his hand on my hair to black it away from my face like the way he did last time, but I didn’t seem to notice when I turned around to the open window. “Sooooo, are you okay with staying over at my house for a while? You know that you can go back to your house if you want.”

I just smiled calmly. “No, I’ve made up my mind that I want to be here. Besides, I haven’t been with you for a long time, and I really grew interested in this house. It tells a story of its own.”

Chace walked to my right side and stared out of the window also. “I never thought this house did. Soooooo, what do you want to do?”

I turned around to face him. “I don’t know really…. I didn’t quite plan anything. I thought you planned something that maybe you and I could do.” I walked over to his bed and sat down on the edge.

He remained standing but facing me now. “Well, something will pop up – hopefully.” He walked around in small paces while going back and forth as if a three feet square surrounded him.

A high pitched scream mixed with laughter was heard from outside, and I stretched my head like a turtle’s to see who was outside while I was still planted on the bed and saw Kristin Cansy and Ben Barnes outside. Kristin sprayed Ben with the hose, so she ran away while he was trying to spray her back. He ran after her with the hose in his hand, and then he dropped it to wrap his arms around her. They started laughing, and she kissed her “boyfriend” on his cheek, and Ben kissed his “girlfriend” on her cheek. The two love-dovey lovers went in for a mouth-to-mouth kiss, but I didn’t know how it ended because I looked away solemnly. I looked down on the floor while I held onto my hand and felt that I was about to cry, but I held it back.

Chace didn’t smile when he knew that Ben did a horrible mistake but felt pitiful about how I felt. He slowly sat down close next to me and touched my open left hand, and he spoke softly. “Sharon, are you okay? We could just stay here and don’t do anything if you want.”


I wiped the tears that were about to slide down and backed away from him. “I’m fine, Chace. They’re friends, and I understand very well why they did that.” I played with my hair for a while then really felt like weeping, so I stood up and headed for the main door of the room but paused because I began to cry my eyes out with my hands over my face. I felt one of Chace’s arms around my waist and the other around my shoulder blades, and I felt the top of his nose on my shoulder. I cried on his shoulders until there was no more of it and embraced him tightly.


Chace grasped me to his body as if trying to keep me warm and comforted me like the way he did when I was the age six, and I had that nightmare. “Sharon, don’t worry. I’m sure that they meant that as a friendly way not more than that.” He placed his hand on my head. “Look, Ben’s a jerk even if he did kiss Kristin on her mouth. Remember that you always have me?”


I looked up at him while I calmed down a bit. “Are you sure about that, Chace?”


“Yes, I really do mean that. Come to me when you need someone to talk to, okay?” He squeezed my hand that meant he genuinely meant that.


There was silence except for some easy panting.


I was just hugging him and attracting his affection. “I have been knowing that. You told me that since I was four.” I felt a soft laughter from him.


“Good, you know, I meant to tell you this a while ago but… nevermind.”


I went back to facing him. “What is it that you were going to tell me, Chace?”


“I’ll tell you soon when it is the perfect time, ok? I don’t want us to have an awkward relationship because I like this one better.”


I didn’t understand what he meant by that.


It is 8:45pm, and Chace and I were in his backyard lying on only the grass. There was no blanket under us but the dry grass, and we were staring up at the red and orange sunset that was painted beautifully on the sky. I had my both of my hands under my head, and my arms created an acute angle. Chace had his hands and arms the same way as I did and was about one feet way from me to my right. His parents were sitting on the dining table hairs in the house while reading, writing, or drinking, and they were glancing once in a while at us. They smiled whenever they connected eyes right after Chace and I start laughing.


We were talking about his parents’ careers and about the past of Chace’s life when I wasn’t here with him. He then wanted to talk about my past life, which was awkward for me because I didn’t have anything to talk about, so we began a conversation about the times that he and I were next-door neighbors. We stared up at the night sky when the discussion ended and tried to look for some constellations.


Several times have pasted, and it is now 9:11pm. Chace sighed and change his tone to more serious but still friendly, and he face tilted his head to his left. “Sooooo, do you want to talk about the triangle of Ben, Kristin, and yourself?”

     
I exhaled through my mouth. “I don’t know. Should I?”


“If you want to. I want to know how you feel about Ben with Kristin. I do know how you feel but want to talk about it.”


“Why?”


“Well, um, I was usually the one that you went and confided to when you were sad, and I thought that it is still that way or has it changed now.”


I felt like smiling but couldn’t. “No, I don’t think that it did. All right, well, you know that I was a bit upset about – ”


Chace interrupted with a snigger. “A bit? Sorry, continue.” He closed his mouth tightly.


I pretended that I didn’t hear him but the apology. “Well, as I was saying, you know that I was very upset about what Ben do to Kristin, and I didn’t quite understand why he did that. He said that he lov – I can’t say the word anymore – liked me a lot then did “that”. You know that before I met Ben, my close friends know that I just want him to be happy with the girlfriend that he has. My friends know that I like him a lot but not obsessed with him like other girls probably, and that is because I knew that he would never meet me but thought wrong. He did meet me and have a certain feeling for me, I think. Are you catching up with me, Chace?” I looked up at him.


He nodded.


I looked up at the sky again. “What does guys like Ben like about me? It’s understandable. I’m just a normal girl that is acts and does what girls normally do, and I don’t think you know what they are, don’t you?”


“No clue, and you are a girl that is smart, funny, have unpredictable emotions, brave but also shy, talented, fun to hang out with, and gorgeous. That is why particular guys like you.”


“Yeah, but sometimes, when I hang out with my guy friends, they just consider me as one of the guys because I’m just too laid back with them. Am I that to you.”


He snickered. “Sometimes, and that’s why you have to be more flirtatious once in a while.”


“I’m not good at that, I just hope you know by now. Are you good at flirting, Chace?” I reddened up in the cheeks quickly.


He stuttered for a bit before answering. “Well, it depends on if you are enjoying this conversation so far.”


I grinned. “Oh, lucky for you, I am. You are a good flirter then.”


He emulated my smile. “You’re not a bad one yourself.”


The adults inside the kitchen were watching us secretly and chatted a bit. Mrs. Claven watched over her husband’s shoulder at us. “What do you suppose that they are talking about, Trevor?”


Mr. Claven just sighed and kept on reading his non-fictional book about the most famous car racers in the past. “Huh, oh, well, I don’t know. I’m not going to eavesdrop. They’re kids, honey, and they talk about – who knows – kids stuff these days. Relax and leave them alone, honey, Let Chace have his space and let him have fun. He’s not a baby anymore, you know.”


She relaxed her shoulders. “I know that. I’m just worried about the both of them, Chace and Sharon. They’re a young couple, and next year I don’t think that they can continue their relationship because of their age difference. They both look happy with one another, and I want it to stay that way.”


He closed his book and set it aside in front of him. “From what Chace told me, he said that he and Sharon are just close friends. Now, by the looks of it,” He looked over his shoulder then faced his wife again. “I don’t think that they are just friends. Huh, don’t you think, honey?” He sipped his drink in his blue mug.


“Yes, Trevor, that is what I was trying to explain to you. Now, I’m just curious about Ben Barnes, the new neighbor. I have a feeling that Chace and him are rivals, but I’m not sure about that. Kristin Cansy, that no good girl!”


“Now, Rosy, honey, you can’t possibly just jump to that conclusion that she is a bad person. Well, even though that I think that she is too, I think that there is a good side of her too. The Barnes family seem to like her, so why can’t we?”


“It’s because that I don’t think that the Barnes family are that kind of people that we should (”


“Sharon and her family seem to get along with them just fine.”


“But I don’t think that Sharon likes Kristin.”


“Yes, that may be true, but I think you should count your chickens before they hatch, honey.”


Mrs. Claven looked frustrated and disappointed that her husband didn’t understand her thought. “Well, if you say so, then I should probably. I know that the Barnes family and Kristin are generous people deep inside, but I just don’t see it now.”


“All right, Roselette.” They went on to whatever they were doing and didn’t spy on us as much.


Chace and I were finishing giggling and stayed silent for a few seconds until one of us could come up with a new topic to talk about.


I had to admit that I never remembered a time that I took pleasure in a conversation as much as this one, but is it because I like the person? I needed to get something out of my chest and couldn’t find the right moment to say it. I just hummed a tune in my head and waited for Chace to say something, but he didn’t. I piled all of my courage together and tried to say what I want to say. “Chace, um, you know that we get along very well. You’re a very kind-hearted guy that can always cheer me up, and I like a kind of guy that can do that. I just want to say that… um… I…”


He laid on his left side. “Yes, spill whatever you want to say.”


I felt too timorous to but turned to my right side, and I put my right arm under my head and mostly rested on my wrist. I hoped that everything would go well. “I like you… a lot, very much.”


Chace didn’t show any surprise but some relief and shyness. “I’m glad that you feel that way because I feel exactly the same way towards you for a long time.” We smiled and held hands of eternity. 
Chapter 10: “The Midnight Mask Ball”

(I want to say something before we start this tenth chapter. I am proud of myself for getting this far in my story. For heaven’s sake, man, one hundred and twenty one pages! I just can’t believe that I managed to get this far at this age because I just thought that this book would be like under a hundred pages but I proved myself wrong. A lot of people say that I will have a great future, and I thank them for giving me that compliment.)

(It’s May 26, 2009, and the time is 11:32pm. I’m trying my best to finish this story up tonight because tomorrow my teacher, Mr. Castro, needs to fix some things, so my classmates can read it. He’ll probably shrink it to twenty-five pages but still have the whole story. My classmates won’t finish the whole thing but get to three chapters.)

(I want to thank Judy again for helping me type my story out. I thank you so much, so that’s why she’s my number one fan in the whole world.)

(The reason why pressure is on my shoulders is because tomorrow is the fourth Benchmark of ELA, and I need my sleep for tomorrow but have to stay up and finish typing this story. I can’t bomb this test because it will choose what ELA class that I will be in for middle school, and I need to be in an advanced one because I’m really am good in that subject. Hopefully, I’ll do my best and don’t blow it.)


Two months had pasted, and it’s May 1, 2009, and I was home from school and was done with my homework. I wasn’t playing with Cindy anymore because she went back to her home three days after February the fifteenth, and she has stayed over the days that she was suppose to stay because her parents had to sort the rooms up in their house. I hope that she will visit again. I waited for my mother to come home because I left a book in there, and I planned to finish it today. Three hours later, she has arrived and was walking toward the front steps, and I asked her if I could get the book out of the car and was granted that wish. I jogged a bit to my mother’s car and clicked the locks up, so that I can open the front door to unlock the backseat doors and did.


While I was locking the doors again, Ben walked up in front of me in a rather coy way. “Hi, Sharon, how are you today?”


I closed the backdoor and clicked the button on the car keys to make all of the doors locked, and then I faced him. I felt uncomfortable around him. “Hey, Ben, I’m fine, and how are you?”


“Good, and are you busy right now?”


“No, just getting my book out of the car that’s all.” I showed him the book that I was holding.


“That’s good then I want to ask you a question. You know about the Midnight Mask Ball next week, right?”


“Yeah, I do.” I made eye contact with him but didn’t seem to get all shy.


“Well, I just want to you ask if you want to go to the ball with me?” He swallowed and coughed.


I stood up straighter from putting my weight on one foot and leaning to that side, and I felt ashamed when he asked me the invite. “Oh, you see, Ben, someone already asked me, and I said yes.”


Ben had temper and embarrassment rise in him. “Oh, well, no problem about that. Whoever it is was quicker than me to get to you then, and I guess that I’ll see you there then.” He half smiled.


I felt that I stabbed a needle in his heart. “I’m sorry that I can’t come with you. I really am, Ben.”


“It doesn’t matter, really. I’m all right with it.” He walked away slowly with his head bowed down.


I wanted to shout out to him that maybe I can go with him but didn’t have the chance too.

 It’s March 9, 2009, and the time is 8:00pm. I was at Chace’s house getting ready for the Midnight Mask Ball because Mrs. Claven has secured my dress, shoes, and jewelry. I was in her bedroom that she shares with her husband and was sitting on a chair in front of a mirror while she was glamoring up my hair, and I was didn’t look at my refection because everytime that I do while someone is doing my hair, I tend to giggle. Mrs. Claven combed my hair, hair sprayed my hair, so it can has more volume, got a dark purple rubber band and got an small chunk of my hair from the front left side of my head, then a bigger piece on the other side because I have my bangs on that side, tied then to the back of my head, made my hair wavy by using the hair curler, and she clipped a glittery dark blue rose above the part of the hair that is closed. I went to the bathroom while I was carrying my indigo and long ball dress. It had a violet thin waistline, had one shoulder strap with two straps around my neck, a faded black on the bottom, and it reached to my feet that is wearing black short high heels. I wore gleaming indigo earrings, and of course, I didn’t find wear my eyeglasses but my black, ruby embedded, and stringed mask. I wore apricot lip-gloss and no other make up. Mrs. Claven gave her concluding expectations about how I look and went downstairs to tell the Chace that I’m coming down. When she gives the signal to come down, I will.


Mrs. Claven came down the last steps to her husband and son. “Sharon, I could tell you, Chace, looks very beautiful. Okay, Sharon, come down!” She and her family members looked up at the stairs. 


I took a deep breath and came out of the door to the front of the stairs, and I walked to the top of the stairs and looked at the Claven family downstairs. I held some of the bottom of my dress, so that I wouldn’t trip on it. My eyes, that were looking mysertious under the dress, were connected to Chace’s that where also under a mask except that it is dark blue.

He was wearing a black tux with the shirt in the inside was white, there was an emerald light tissue-like cloth sticking out of the tux pocket, was wearing black and shiny shoes, and dark black long pants that goes with the tux. He smiled at me.

I walked up to him and looked down on my feet, but I managed to look at him. “Well, um, Chace, you look very handsome.”

“You look very gorgeous, Sharon. You don’t look bad at all in a dress.”

I smiled at him, and then Mrs. Claven sighed in the romance that she is seeing. Mr. Claven put one arm around her shoulder and looked at us both. His wife wide smiles at the both of us and said, “You two probably should get going, so the parking space wouldn’t get crowded for you guys. Have fun you two and don’t get in some danger, all right?”

We both nodded our heads in agreement and then headed outside to Chace’s truck.

Mr. Claven followed us outside with his wife following him. “Don’t you forget, Chace, to bring Sharon back at before 11:30pm, you got that?”

His son faced him. “Yes, I am not going to forget that.” Chace opened the other side of the car door for me and closed it for me, and he headed for the driver’s side of the car and then closed the door after he got in the car. He drove backwards out of the front yard, and then he will drive normally when he is on the streets.

“Have fun.” Mr. Claven yelled.

Mrs. Claven wanted to be more specific on that. “But not too much though.” She and Mr. Claven watched us go around the block, and when we were no longer in sight of them two, they will go back inside of their house and wait for us to return.

Chace and I got to a garden-like place that had the Midnight Mask Ball taken place outside if it. You had to walk on a single walkway that had bushes of flowers and trees decorated with white star-light lights at both of the sides of the walkway, and it leads you to the dance floor where the DJ, tables, chairs, foods, drinks, and dancers are at. The place was like the ones in fairy-tales where the princesses go dance with the handsome prince, but they didn’t dance outside except for Cinderella, I think.

When we reached the dance floor, the first two people that we noticed, even though they’re under their mask, were Ben and Kristin both looking spectacular. I walked to the other side of Chace, so they won’t see me because I’ll just look rather pathetic compared to Kristin in her gown.

They still saw me though, and Kristin’s face flushed with envy. “I love her dress, but I don’t like her. Humph!”

Ben didn’t hear that because he was very astonished about the way I looked in a dress. “Yes, I think Sharon looks stunning in that dress.”  

Chace lead me to a table close to the dance floor because people were already filled up in the back ones. “Don’t worry about the, okay? It’s just you and me, and hopefully, you’ll try to have fun. Look, we’ll dance and all of that. Come one, the DJ is just starting a new song.” He stood up and handed me his hand.

I took it and followed him to it while holding onto the bottom of my dress. I looked up at the DJ and his “sidekick” with the discs in the front of them. I was in the front with Chace while some of the other people that came were in the back of us, and I barely saw Ben and Kristin behind two other people behind us.

The DJ waited until he has gotten everyone’s attention before he started speaking on the microphone. He had a red flat hat, black fuzzy jacket, a gold chain worn around his neck that a message on it that read “Music Soul”, and he had those thick earphones around the back of his neck. “Hey, hey, hey, how are all of you doin’ this evenin’? You all know that tonight is the Midnight Mask Ball, and all of ya’ll ladies look bedazzling, and you gentlemen look, well, hip. I’ll be playing some hip-hop, softy, and all sorts of other music. Oh, yeah, I forgot to tell ya’ll my name, which is DJ Chris, and this is my cool and hip rapper and scratcher, Meng. Why don’t all of ya give him a warm welcome.”

Everybody clapped his or her hands contentedly and some whistled.

“Now, I know that you all are going to have a fantastic night, so this first song is about you being with your love one forever, and you struggling to do that. The song is from Avril Lavigne called “I’m With You”. All right, get into your position, and let’s start up the party.”

Chace and I got into a waltzing position, but when the song started up, our feet were moving rather quickly then smoothly. I was lead by him, and I turned, side-stepped, front-stepped, back-stepped, and twirled a combo. I had fun dancing with Chace because I knew that he enjoyed it too, but the fun ended. After we paused and clapped our hands, we went back to our table to relax. Chace didn’t sit though. “I’ll come back. I’ll just get us some punch.”

I tried to catch my breath. “Yeah, sure, thank you.” I looked around me and didn’t mean to spot them. The weird part about is that I only saw the girl not the boy, so I looked around my shoulders, above peoples’ head, and everywhere else. I looked to my right then all of a sudden a hand pulled my left hand arm out of my seat and to the dance floor, and I was held close to the person. When I looked in the eyes under the mask, I saw particular ones. “Ben? What do you think that you are doing?”

He just smiled. “What do you think that I’m doing? Of course, I’m dancing with you. Why didn’t you tell me that Chace was your date?”

“Why do you think that I didn’t tell you?”

“I don’t know, probably, you’re just embarrassed to admit it.”

What he has said offended me. “Look, I’m not embarrassed to go with Chace. I’m rather happy that he asked me.”

“Why is that?”

“Because if you asked me, Kristin wouldn’t be able to go because nobody else would ask her here.”

“So, you’re saying that you wanted me to go with her?”

“No, if you were a bit quicker to ask me then, you wouldn’t have to go with her, but I was already taken.” I was now just swaying back and forth slowly.

“Why are you mentioning Kristin all a sudden?”

“Why did you mention Chace earlier?”

“I was just curious.”

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, whatever.”

He shot a mean and interested face at me. “What do you mean by that?”

“Nothing.”

He gripped me tighter, but it didn’t hurt and looked more serious. “Tell me.... Do you love me?”

I was just so infuriated with him lately. “I guess not.”

“Well, I don’t love you anymore then.”

I didn’t expect him to go that far. “It goes the same with you.” I couldn’t make eye contact with him anymore.

Ben wasn’t letting go. “Why don’t you just say that you don’t love me anymore?” He waited for my response, but I didn’t. “Do you not want to say it because you don’t? Do you love me still?”

Chace was looking for me. “Sharon! Where are you?”

I pushed Ben away from me to get free. “I need to go.” I felt his hand trying to grip mine but didn’t. I walked over to Chace, adn he had the punch in plastic cups on the table. He asked me a question of where I was. “Oh, I was just talking to a used-to-be friend.” I saw Ben and felt unfaithful. 

Chapter 11: “Conversations”
   
 IT’S march 16, 2009 AND I HAD TO GO BACK TO SCHOOL. It was 2:30 pm, and my class was doing science. Ismenia was reading a paragraph about molecules changing in heat when the phone rang. Mr. Castro (the teacher) picked it up and answered after Ismenia was done reading, so the class was silent. 

    
"Sharon," Mr. Castro said. "Come over here." I was shocked at why he called me. 

    
"Haha," Jorge teased while I was walking up. "You're getting in trouble." I was going to say something back later.  

I went up to the teacher. 

    
"It's your mom." Mr. Castro then went back to the class. I picked up the phone and said, "Hello?" 

   
"Sharon," my mom said in my language. "I need to take Sherry to the dentist, so I won't pick you up." 

    
"Who then?" 

    
"Just wait for Ben to pick you up." 

    
"Say what?" Everybody and my class heard me and laughed. I put on my hand on the part of the phone that you speak into and said to the class, "Sorry." Then I spoke to my mom again. "Why?" 

    
"Because he wanted to. Okay, I have to go." 

    
"Bye then." I hanged up the phone and walked to my desk. 

   
"Haha!" Jorge whispered. 

    
"Haha, the circus is looking for you." 

    
"You don't think they're looking for you too? Why don't you look in the mirror?" 

    
"At least I have a mirror, a life, and my dignity." 

    
"I do have a mirror, a life, and my dignity." 

    
"Yeah, but probably your mirror's broken. Probably I was wrong about you don't having a life, but I was probably right about you don't having your dignity. You probably don't know what dignity even means. It means of grace, dignity, and composure. You don't have composure and that means self-control. Do you even have self-control? Actually, I don't have self-control myself when I lose my temper, so if you try to talk smack about me, remember, if you have a brain that does, I don't have composure 

     
“If your lucky, I won't lose my temper but be composure. Don't even try to provoke me because it's unlikely to happen, so watch what you say, and I don't when it happens. You know that I mean, Jorge. I snapped at you once and said a few potty words. I hope you remember. I wasn't pretty. I was a bull."

(I did have snapped at Jorge also but only once. I'm not pretty when I'm mad, so be careful around me. I’m warning you.)

The whole time I was talking to Jorge, Mr. Castro was in the office. It was 2:50 pm when the teacher returned. He told the group leaders to put the science books away and to get ready to go home. We stacked the chairs and talked in the room until it was time to leave. First time ever in my life, I didn't want to leave school. I went to talk to Alyssa A. 

    
"Hey," Alyssa A. asked. “You walking home Sharon?" 

    
"No," I responded. "I'm getting picked up...why, are you walking?" I put my backpack on top of my desk. 

    
"Yeah, who's picking you up?" 

    
"Uh...a neighbor."

Victoria came up to me. "Sharon, are you still chating with Gina?" 

    
"No, I'm busy, but if you chat with her, say hi for me and say that I'll chat someday when I don't have much to do." 

    
"Okay." The bell rang, and everybody got out of the door quickly. I walked with my friends to the front of school. I was walking to the stairs of the school when I saw a bunch of girls surrounding something or someone. 

    
"Bye." Judy said as she entered her car. 

    
"Bye Judy." I responded and waved. Jessica, her sister, also waved bye at me. I know for a fact that the thing that the girls were surrounding was a person, and that person was Ben Barnes. I walked past the group of girls to the stairs. My legs got tired if standing, so I decided to sit on the top stair while I wait for Ben.

Evie came up to me. “Sharon, you know Prince Caspian is in that crowd."

I nodded because maybe Ben could hear me. "So why won't you go over there?"

I thought that he couldn't hear me with so many girls screaming for him. 

    
"Because, Evie, he's my new neighbor, and he is driving me home, so I see him almost everday." 

    
"You spy?" 

    
"No, besides, I kind of find him annoying." 

    
"Why?" 

    
"Because he kind of looks at me, helps me, and...care for me too much." 

    
"What's wrong with that?" 

    
"To tell you the truth, I don't know. I like him, and I think that he has a girlfriend already. I'm stupid for doing that am I?"

     
Evie didn't answer.

"He wants me to talk to him because a few months ago, we had a fight. I stay silent when he pleads me to talk to him, but I don't want to talk to him. It became a habit...Hurry up Ben!" I started to become mad but somehow sad. "I'll walk home." My eyes started to water. "He's taking too long." I started to get sad because I got mad at myself for avoiding Ben, and now I hate him for good. I got up and gave one look at the crowd. I went through the crowd and looked down while I was at it.

Everything become a blur when I looked up. Not because I didn't have my glasses on, but my eyes watered, so I wiped my eyes with my sleeves. I walked past a black  Toyota Camry that must be Ben's, and a second later, Ben was done signing autographs.

He looked everywhere for me, but while he was about to turn to my direction, another fan asked for an autograph, so he didn't see where I was. He asked people at random saying, "Do you know a girl named Sharon?" I was walking close to the back of the cafeteria door. He came to Anson and asked him that question. 

    
"Yeah," Anson said."I do." 

    
"Where is she?" 

    
"Evie told me that she decided to walk home because she said you took too long." 

    
"She decided to walked home?" I was near the gate. Ben looked around to the streets. 

    
"Hey, Sharon's right there!" Anson pointed to me, and Ben looked at my direction. 

    
"Thanks." He ran after me and shouted, "Sharon, wait!" I kept on walking, so that gave a chance for him to catch up to me. "Sharon, stop walking." He walked backward in front of me and saw that I was crying, so he grabbed my arms and that made me stop walking. I looked to my right. "What's wrong?"

I shook my head and bit my bottom lip.

"Come on then, let me take you home." He put his hand on my back as he showed me the way to his car.

(I don't know if Ben really drives a car or not, and if he does, I don't know what kind of car.)

"Your backpack please."

I took off my backpack and gave it to him, and he clicked the doors opened for me to go in. While I was putting on my seatbelt in the front seat next to the driver's seat, Ben was putting my backpack in the trunk. I rested my head back and stared out the window to my right, and he opened the door and got in. I didn't have my serious face on, but a sad one.

After he clicked his seatbelt on, he stared at me. The sun appeared at my face, so I closed my eyes and saw different colors: yellow, pink, green, blue, orange, red, and sometimes purple. "Your hair turns golden-brown when the sun hits it."

I nodded and still had my eyes closed, and Ben started up the car. "Are you still mad at me?" He looked in front of him and drove behind another car to exit the school's site. We had to wait a few times. The sun was hiding against the trees. I opened my eyes and looked at Ben, and I nodded slowly. "Can we please sort this out?" This was my only chance to talk finally get to fix things, but it was difficult to. The line out of school's campuss was like traffic. There was at least fifteen cars in front of us, and we moved slower than a snail. Every two minutes, we would move 5 and a half centimeters. I had no choice, and I was bored. 

    
"It's not mostly your fault though."

    
Ben stared at me shocked. "How exactly." He smiled.

    
I looked forward and spoke in whispers."You see, I still like you even when I am with Chace mostly."

    
Ben looked mad.''Why?" 

    
"Because I know that you like Kristin too, and it feels silly to like you if you do, so I pretended to dislike you eveytime you’re around. I disliked you so many times that I turned out to hate you for real, and it’s true that I did. When I realized that it was my fault that it happened, I started to cry because I-" 

    
"Because you don't rally hate me, right?"

    
“No, that’s because I couldn’t say that I hate you at the ball. I guess that I was jealous between you and Kristin.”

     
He smiled at me happily, and smiled back. "Oh, I have to admit that I was and is still jealous of you and Chace, and I didn’t mean at all that I hate you when I said it there."

    
“So, what’s up with Kristin? You know that she doesn’t understand our relationship.”

    
“Well, first of all, I want you to tell me your truthful response about her.”

   
“Okay, to be honest, she really gets me frustrated, and if she didn’t visit you, things would be way better between us. She really is a hypocrite to you when I’m around. Did you ever notice that?”

    
“Yes, I had some times when I knew that she was being one, and that’s one of the reasons why I don’t want to start a serious relationship with her. My dad doesn’t understand that. I want to be with you.”


“I also have affections for Chace, you know, and I don’t know who I like more, you and him? I knew Chace for a long time, and you for a while. I really don’t want to upset any of you. Do you understand that, Ben?”


“Yes, and if you like Chace more than me, I understand. I just hope that you don’t? Chace really is out there for you, and I really admire that of him. I’m glad that he did when I was with Kristin.”


“I respect your responses. Now, there is something that I need an answer to. Remember when I sort of yelled at you for giving Kristin a kiss on the cheek? I want to know why did you do it?”


“Oh, well, that. I don’t know why, but I think that I just had so much fun with her that I just forgot the reasons why that I don’t like her and mistaken you for her when we were outside.”


“How can you possibly get confused with Kristin and me?”


“I guess that she was so bright and cheerful like you that I thought that she was you, so I gave Kristin a kiss on the cheek that was really for you.”


“Oh, that’s surprising and disturbing. I guess that you can get confused with people. Now, right after that you kissed her, did you two kiss mouth to mouth?”


“Well, yeah, we did.”


I hung my mouth for a few seconds in shock and got sorrowful. “Oh.”


“I was playing. We didn’t kiss at all. You thought that we did, didn’t you?”


“Of course, and I actually cried my eyes out because I thought that I lost your heart to her. When you said that you did a minute ago, I felt the same way again.”


“Oh, I’m sorry.”


“Ben, can you stop with the joking around that you didn’t do something then you said you did? Especially, at a time like this.”


“Okay, I’ll remember that, so when it’s the time that we both know that we’re joking, I can do it?”


“Yes, and are we settled with everything?”


“I guess that raps it up, I hope.”


(I just want to say that it’s May 27, 2009, and the time is 10:42pm. For at least two weeks now at school, Judy (one of my best friends) will like fake throw a ball at me, so she can just freak me out for her entertainment. It’s scary because I thought that one time that she wouldn’t throw a ball, so I didn’t flinch and shield myself. It turn out that Judy did do it, and she got my near my face. I’ll get her back, but I think that I already did. That’s why I don’t like it when people play pranks and kid with me.)

    
All of a sudden, the traffic went faster. I asked Ben many questions. "Your birthday?" 

   
"August 20, 1981." 

    
"Favorite color?" 

    
"Black." 

    
"Middle name?" 

    
"Thomas" 

    
"Dating?" 

    
"Maybe." We entered our street (Belleview Avenue) and reached our house, but he passed it. 

    
"Where are we going?" 

    
"I want to know about you now,  so we're going somewhere... quiet." 

    
"Where exactly?" 
"Somewhere far." 

    
"Somewhere far? I got school, remember? Why do we even have to go somewhere so peaceful?"                                                                                               

    
"Because I want it to be just you and me. No fans, interruptions, and no noise." 

    
"My parents and yours. They'll want to-" 

    
"I've already warned them. You probably want to take a nap." 

    
"Homework?" 

    
"Uh...haven't decided on that." 

    
"What?" 

    
"I'll come up with something. I promise." 

    
"Why can't I start it now?" 

    
"Because I don't want to stop the car at this speed." He was driving 95 mph. 

    
"That's really convincing." 

    
"Go take a nap. We won't be there in a few hours." I rested my head and fell asleep in twelve minutes, and Ben drove through buildings and valleys. I had the most oddest dream: 

    
I was running away from a werewolf, in a dark, smoky, and dangerous labryth. My legs and pants got scratch by thorny branches, and I threw a handful of dirt with small rocks onto it's face. It growled and stopped chasing me for a while, so I ran far away as possible and saw Ben. I ran to him. 

    
"Ben," I pleaded. "you have to help me."  

    
"No," Ben said calmly. "I don't think I can help you." He turned around, but I took his hand and forced him to my direction. I held his right hand tightly. 

    
"Help me, please!" I heard a growl sound coming closer. Ben moved his hand away from my grip. 

    
"Good-bye." He turned around and opened a door out of the maze, and it only appears once in it. He went in and closed it, and when I went to open the doorknob, it was locked. I pounded on the door repeatedly and screamed, "Ben...Ben...Ben!" When I turned around, I saw the werewolf with drool falling between his fangs, claws looking vicious, and it had yellow eager eyes. It go an all four and growled hungrily, and the werewolf jumped at me. 

    
"Beeeeeeen!" My voice faded when I woke up, and I looked quickly to Ben, but he wasn't ther, so I looked around in the car nervously. Nobody was in the car, and I looked outside. It was dark. I turned around shocklingly because there was a knock on the window. It was a kind women dressed as a waitress. 

    
"Hello," she greeted. "you must be Sharon." I nodded. "Ben is waiting for you, and he told me to bring you to him." She opened the door for me, so I got out. "My name is Gemma." She closed it. 

    
"Cheerio," I said. It was cold outside. While we were walking in the shop, I looked up to it and read: 
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Illuminating Garden 

 Shine To Your Loved One 

I slowly walked in the shop, and I was filled with warmth. The place was bright by light, and the walls were bright colors. There were square tables joined with a couple of chairs. Mostly the tables were filled up with a boy and girl chating to each other, and some of them looked around ages seventeen, twenty-three, or thirty. One of the couples looked around ages seventy. I don't know exactly their ages, but I know that they're older than me. Gemma told me to sit at an empty table next to the counter and wait, and I did that. I stayed silent wondering where in the shop is Ben, and I looked around to find the clock of the shop. Then, I spotted a light-yellow, shiny, classic, and pretty outlined clock. It was a star shape, and it read: 8:48 pm. 

    
“He,” I thought. “better bring me back in time or else something, I don't know, will happen." I waited and waited, and I was wasting six minutes of my life at it. Customers were coming in, but a lot of them were exiting. I felt embarrassed because I was being stared at by people in the shop, so I kepted my head down. 

    
“Sharon, have some cocoa." Gemma placed a blue mug on the table. It smelled delicious, and it had a couple of small marshmallows. Steam was flying from it. 

    
“Oh no, thank you, Gemma. I'm fine. Thank you anyways." 

    
“Please, it's on me. Besides, you really do look like you need some. Go on, drink it." I couldn't refuse the smell of the cocoa, and the marshmallows were drowning in it. 

    
“I'll wait till it cools, thank you." I looked down on my hands fumbling. Gemma took a seat in front of me. 

    
“I'm on my break for twenty minutes, so I have time to chat with ya." 

    
“Talk about what then?" 

    
“Okay lets see...Ben has told me that he'll ask you questions about you, so I'll answer questions from you." 

    
“What’s your full name, and when is your birthday?" 

    
“Gemma Jen Jean, and my birthday is on May 8, 1977." 

    
“So you're 32-years-old?" 

    
“Guilty." 

    
“What are your favorite colors and your favorite types of music?" 

    
"My favorite color are bright colors, and my favorite type of music is R and B and pop country." 

    
"Married, and if you so, why do you work here?" She relaxed and made a smile. 

    
"Yes I'm married to a man named Jack Jean and I worked here because...we'll...in the past of this garden, outside in the backyard of this shop, I had my first kiss from him, so that brings back happy memories. I want to see people make happy memories too." 

    
“Do you know what Ben plans to do?" 

    
"I can' t tell you, but I know you will never forget it in a good way." I stayed silent. Then another lady dressed as her came in from a door 25 feet away from me, and she went to Gemma and whispered something to her. "Okay tell him I'll bring her out right now." I drank my hot cocoa, and it was still very hot, so it burned when I swallowed it. I finished half of it because Gemma and the other woman told me to go with them outside to the door the woman came in from. When I stepped outside, I started to shiver. There was a sturdy cemented bridge that goes to a beautiful area of space, and it's poles were wrapped in vines that had grown gorgeous roses. Bushes of lilies were surrounding the place. Gemma and the woman told me to walk to the area space that is like a room that has 5 windows without the glass, there was no benches for sitting, there was poles that supports the roof, and there was fake statues of a deer, rabbit, ducks, squirrels, chipmunks, and a horse. All of the fake animals were happily posed to play with each other. There was a walkway to a circle of space. I had a feeling that it is about 9:06 pm. I stared out of the middle window boredly and waited for the person to come, and I felt colder every minute. 

    
"Its probably the year 3010." 

    
"Now," Ben smirked."you’re exaggerating." I turned around. "It's only 9:12." He walked closer to me with his hands in his jacket's pockets, and Ben led me to the middle of the window. 

    
"Where were you, and why did you take so long?" I rested my hands on the window's flat frame, and I also stared out of the window. 

    
"I was preparing some things, and I want everything to be perfect." 

    
"Nothing can be perfect." He chuckled and looked at me while I was still focused forward. 

    
"Oh, can't it?" I bet that when I clap my hands once, the light will shined perfectly like I want to." I might not be surprised of what will happen, and he took his hands out of his jacket and clapped them once. Then, no second later when it happened, lights around the poles, bushes, lampposts, trees, and the status’ neck illuminated the whole garden. The colors of the lights were only white, but some were gold. I stared around the place with a smile of impress, and my eyes twinkled in the lights. "So, now is probably the best time to start the interview." 

    
"I guess so. All right, your questions please." 

    
"Before we do, lets walk in the garden." Ben and I walked on the bridge again, and he opened a gate to the wonderful bushes of many types of flowers. We walked mildly on the walkway to the circular area that looks like a dance floor except that the floor is made out of brick. "So...your birthday is when?" 

    
"August 15, 1997." 

    
"What is your favorite color?" 

    
"Dark colors?" 

    
"Future career?" 

    
"Fantasy author." 

    
"Siblings?" 

    
"Two older brothers and one younger sister."

     
He paused at a rose bush, so I paused too at it. “What is your favorite type of flower?" 

    
"A tulip." Ben then picked a dark red tulip off of a bush and gave it to me, so I took a sniff at it, and it smelled like honey. "Thank you." 

    
"Your welcome...pets?" 

    
"No." 

    
"What type of music do you like?" 

    
"R and B." We reached the open area and sat on a bench in front of a tree that had its trees shading us.

    
"You plan on dating someday?" His face was six and a half inches away from mine. We both spoke in whispers now. 

    
"I don't know. I'm focused on school, so my answer is no." He was now 5 and a half inches away, and he looked into my eyes so deeply like he's anxious to do something. I looked into his the same way. 

    
"Why do you desire me?" The branch was getting lower. 

    
"There's just something about you that made me have butterflies, chills, and love for you. Why do you have interest of the reason why I like you?" 

    
"Remember, I ask the questions, and you answer them." Ben was now three and a half inches away. "Do I flatter you?" 

    
"Yes." 

    
"Good...because you flatter me." Our faces were now one inch away from each other, and we both leaned in close slowly. It was like those romantic movies when the actor and actress look into each other's eyes, and they lean closer until they kiss. We were now 1 centimeter from our first kiss. Ben and I closed our eyes. It was like New Years Eve when you count down to one while the ball drop. We had five seconds left until our lips meet. Five... four... three... two... one. Ben's lips reached mine, but my index finger was between them. We slowly opened our eyes and moved back from each other until we had our foreheads touch. My index finger curved on my lip, and Ben grabbed my index finger hand and placed his hands on mine on the bench. Our lips didn't reach but only a little did. "Too early?" 

    
"That's what I had in mind." We still had our forehead leaned to each other. "Anymore questions Ben?" I heard soft hoof beats, and it was Gemma leading a black colored horse by the reins. 

    
"Yes, do you care if you joined me on a horseback ride?" We got up from the bench, and I sat in the front of the saddle, and he sat behind me. Ben controlled the horse by the reins while I held on to the saddle. The pace we were in was twenty miles per hour. 

    
"What's this cute horse name?" I rubbed the horse's head. 

    
"Coalbie." A hummingbird flew by. 

    
"What time is it?" I looked over my shoulder to him. 

    
"Why don't you look at that Grandfather clock over there." Ben pointed to my left, and I saw a chocolate color clock that was 6 feet, covered in vines, fake robins standing on top, and the sound it makes when it ticks sounds like a chime. The clock showed 9:57. 

    
"Really, it's 9:57. I though it was 9:30. Where are we even going?" 

    
"To a dance floor." 

    
"Um...I can't dance." 

    
"We're just waltzing." I heard a chuckle in his voice. 

    
"I can't waltz too...can you speed up?" 

    
"Sure I can...just hold on tight to the saddle." Ben whipped the reins near Coalbie's ear, so he neighed and lifted his front two hooves. Coalbie balanced on his back hooves and then went full speed to the dance floor. I got scared. Everything was a blur at the left and right side of me. "Are you enjoying this Sharon?" 

    
"Not really. Can you please slow down now!" I was getting very dizzy. 

    
"Oh come on. We're almost there." Thirty seconds later we stopped at a place that has wooden, shiny, and brown floor. Ben got off first and then I, and my head was spinning, so I collapsed onto his arms. 

    
"I thought I was going to die." 

    
"Remember, I rode the horses in the Prince Caspian movie." 

    
"Yeah, but I also saw the bloopers. You had some problem getting onto a horse, and white you were one, the horse collapsed. I have to admit, it was pretty funny." He tied Coalbie's rope to a tree. "I thought this garden was small, but it turned out to be a world itself." Ben took my hand to the dance floor, and we got into our positions: I place my left hand on his right shoulder, he place his right hand on my left waist, and I connect my right hand to his left hand. The song "Your So Beautiful" by Akon was being played. I laughed. "This is not a slow song." 

    
"I know, but I really liked the beat, and it really connected to how we met." I raised my eyebrow "Mostly some of it." We moved our feet to the rhythm of "Your So Beautiful". About four minutes later, we stopped dancing, but we were still on the dance floor. My hands were now on his shoulders, and his hands were now on my waist. The song was off and no more music was played. 

    
"I am worried about my homework." We connected eyes. 

    
"Don't worry. I've promised you that I will take care of that." 

    
"You swear on your life?" 

    
"Yes, I wish we could be together away from other people." 

    
"You mean like run away." 

    
"Yes I do. We could run away now if you want to." My hands were around his waist while my head was rested on his chest. I spoke in a sad whisper. 

    
"I do want to run away with you, but I can't because I have friends here, and I will be homesick if we leave. I haven't yet graduated from my elementary school, and I do want to graduate in that school. I've been in Earl Warren Elementary since preschool. Next time...all right?" Ben sighed and said, "Yes." He kissed my head and rested his chin on it. It was very peaceful. 

    
"I wish we could be together forever." When he said that, a shooting star pasted through the sky. His wish would come true, but did he jinx it? 

Chapter 12: “What My Headache Caused”

    
The time I woke up was 7:30am. I got ready for school. I wore my white socks, my shoes, light blue jeans, long plain white shirt, and a dark plain green jacket with short sleeves. I always leave my dark brown hair straight down. While I was walking down a four-step stair, I gazed at Ben's house. The black Toyota Camry was gone. 

"Where is Ben?" I wondered. "I think he's at school already talking to my teacher. I hope so." Ten minutes later, I got to school by a car ride. I sat in my group, Group 5, slowly, and I got very nervous because if Ben didn't talk it over with my teacher, the twenty-seven days of perfect homework will turn to a zero. My classmates will get very outraged with me, and they shall never forgive me. Ismenia sat on her desk that's next to mine. I put on my eyeglasses. 

    
"Hey," Ismenia said. “you spoke with Janeth?" 

    
"No," I responded."um...what time did you get here?" 

    
"8:15." 

    
"Oh, just wondering." Viet Le, another friend of mine, was walking by my group, and she was walking to her desk with a lead pencil in her hand. Viet usually gets to class early. "Hey Viet, did you see a tall guy around Mr. Castro's height come in the class?" 

    
"No," Viet replied. "I didn't see a guy that height." 

    
"He has black-ish long hair." 

    
"Sorry, still no." Viet sat down on her desk in Group 3, and she wrote sentences about the Sun's heat from Science yesterday. Viet was still listening. 

    
"The Science test is today?" I totally forgot about it, so I didn't study. 

    
"Yep, why, you didn't study?" 

    
"Guess, your smart enough to know the answer." 

    
"Calling me a geek?" Viet and I laughed. 

    
"I'll talk to you later." I walked back to my desk. I saw Patrick and asked him. 

    
"You," Patrick asked. "mean the Prince Caspian dude?" 

    
"Yes, the Prince Caspian dude!" 

    
"Nope." Patrick sniggered. He walked away. I walked to my desk again and got out my homework binder, and I didn't get out my homework. It was 9:00 when I finished daydreaming about my consequences. Mr. Castro was at group 3 checking my classmates’ homework, and it would take about 10 minutes. I could feel and hear my heart banging out of my skin, and my guilt growing like a balloon. Mr. Castro was now at group 4.  

    
"Sharon," Mariah asked. “where’s your homework?" 

    
"It flew away." 

    
"Your lying." 

    
"I'm lying?" I was getting a huge headache from my guilt and the sun cooking my head. My forehead hurts as if someone is hitting my head in the inside. An ache is building up, so I rested my forehead on my cold desk and grunted. Seconds later, I heard a clipboard being placed on a desk. I groaned louder because hell would be opened in seconds. Somebody nudged me on my left arm, and it was Ismenia. 

    
"You okay?" Ismenia asked. I still had my forehead on my desk. I felt that my desk turned warmer. 

    
"U-uh." 

    
"Sir, Sharon feels sick." 

    
"Look up." the teacher said. I looked up and revealed a pale face with sad eyes. "You look sleepy. Miss Crowther's here so lets ask her." Miss Crowther decided to change her job as a teacher to a nurse. Mr. Castro called her to come to me.  

    
"Okay," she said. She got on her knees and faced me. “Let me feel your forehead." Ms. Crowther placed her right hand to my forehead and waited for an answer. She hummed and then told me to follow her to the table at the kid's corner, and we both on the chairs that was near to the wall, so Room 14 students wouldn't hear us as much. "Your head is very warm. Did you stay at a place that was very cold?" I spoke in grunts.  

     
“Yes, I responded. “Yesterday night.” Ms. Crowther jot down some notes, and she nodded her head slowly. 

     
"Okay, all you have to do is stay away from the sun." 

     
"What?" 

     
"What I mean is, don't stay under the sun's heat too long." 

     
"Okay." I went back to my seat while Miss Crowther went to Mr. Castro, and she told him about my headache. My headache ached harder when I sat on my chair because the heat from the sun hits my head alot. "did he check my homework?" 

     
"No," Mariah replied. 

     
"When is he going to?" 

     
"He said maybe at recess." 

     
"What if I don't show him my homework?" Mariah drank some of her water in a bottle and twisted the cap on, and she coughed in her throat. 

     
"Well, you have to. If you didn't do your homework, then you still have to show him." 

     
"Crap." Ismenia choked on her water when I said that. 

    
"Why you say that? You didn't do your homework or what?" 

    
"Do you think I did my homework?" 

    
"Yeah." 

    
"Sometimes...you can't think that." I looked serious and calm at Mariah, and she looked shocked at me. I hung my head back and closed my eyes. The light of the sun reflected on my eyeglasses lens. "One day, I won't do my homework, and it's today." 

    
"Mr. Castro didn't find out that yet, though. He'll understand your cause." I took off my eyeglasses and opened my eyes, and I leaned back on my chair. 

    
"Do you think he's going to accept my reason for not doing my homework which is going on a date with a person I loved so much, until now, it was hours away from here, and we stayed up till 12:36am. Do you think he would?" 

    
"Well...why...don't you like the person now?" Mariah and my teammates are the only ones listening while the other groups are talking to each other. Mr. Castro is in the office copying some paper, and Miss Crowther is doing some typing on her laptop. I leaned forward and spoke softly. 

    
"Who was that person anyway?" Anson asked. 

    
"Because that bastard, Ben Barnes, a.k.a. Prince Caspian, promised me he will sort out the homework problem today." 

    
"Oooh, he broke the promiiise." Kong said. Ismenia, Anson, and Mariah shushed him. 

    
"I know. He could've let me start on it in the car, but he said I should rest because where we were going was far, and he was right about it. I don't want to ruin the twenty-seven days of perfect homework, and I never did. Right now, I have a huge headache, and it gets worse every damn second!" I put my right hand on my head and looked down at my desk with mad eyes. "It's all Ben's fault and maybe mine. Whatever punishment I get, I'll deal with it." When it was 10:35 am, it was time for recess. The teacher announced that we could stayed in if I completed my homework. Everybody went outside first and waited outside at the door until they heard the news. Miss Crowther stayed in, and I gave my teacher my undone homework.  

    
"Is this a joke?" he asked. Mr. Castro gave me back my homework. 

    
"What's a joke?" Ms. Crowther questioned.  

    
"I didn't do my homework." I answered. 

    
"Any of them?" Ms. Crowther asked. I shook my head. 

    
"Why?" 

    
"I had to go somewhere that was very far." 

    
"You really had to go to that place? With who?" Mr. Castro asked. 

    
"Yes, because Ben Barnes is my new neighbor, and when he first me, he liked me a lot, so he decided yesterday to take me to a place called Illuminating Garden. I asked him if I could start my homework now in the car while he drove me there, but he said to take a nap. He promised me that he will explain it to you, but it turns out I have to." The adults laugh. 

    
"That's a very good story Sharon, but you have to tell us the truth."    

    
"But that was the truth." 

    
"No, that was a lie." 

    
"No it wasn't." I got more frustrated about my day turning more horrible than I thought. "This is getting stupid!"

(I wouldn't really say "stupid" to my teacher.) 

    
"That's it. Your losing your recesses for two weeks, the perfect homework goes to a zero, you're going to a different class for the whole day doing your work, and you will flip your card to a yellow." 

    
"Hell no!" I really shouldn't have shouted like that. 

    
"Flip your card to red, and you'll be writing lines saying "I will not talk back to my teacher, and I will not tell lies, but the truth from now on" three-hundred-fifty times." I didn't fight back. I put my binder and homework in my backpack. I carried at least 280 papers of work to Room 5, a second grade class, and I sat in the back table doing my work. What I hate most about the spot I had to do my work was the fact that the sun's heat stare at me. When the kids go to recess, I stay in. I was looking for Sherry, but she wasn't there. One of her friend said she threw up, so she went home. While hours went by,  I accomplished all of my homework, so it's now 2:30, and I work 28 lines of "I will not talk back to my teacher, and I will not tell lies, but the truth from now on." My hands started to hurt, but my head mostly did. I thought on things. 

    
"It's all Ben's fault. My too serious teacher wouldn't believe me. I have to walk home again in the heat for 15 minutes." I pressed down harder on my pencil. "If I didn't like Ben in the first place or if he found me ugly, this wouldn't of happened. If Ben just kept his promise everything's better today." Somebody threw a small wooden block at the back of my head, but I ignored it. "That jackass of a Ben!" Then, another kid shot a rubber band to my sleeveless arm. "Whoever shot that is a son of a-" The bell rang at 2:45 pm because these are the primary kids, and they all walked out of the door with a friend or two. I was packing all of my paper work in my backpack, and I went to clean the desks until it was 2:55 pm. 

    
"Clean all of the desk well Sharon." Mrs. Fong said from her desk. She was stapling some papers. (Mrs. Fong was my second grade teacher. When I went to her to say "hi" after four years of not talking to her, she was amazed about how tall I've grown. I wasn't surprised to see her reaction to it, and we talked for a little bit about me behaving in Mr. Castro's class.) The bell rang for the intermediate kids, so I grabbed my backpack and swung it behind my shoulder. I walked out of the door and headed down the stairs, and I saw a few of my classmates. Judy and Victoria went up to me. 

    
"Hey Sharon," Judy greeted. "you okay?" The sun found me again. "Mr. Castro told the class about why you weren't in class today." 

    
"No, I'm not fine. He wouldn't believe my reason for not doing my homework, and it is true." 

    
"Yeah, he told us your excuse about you and Ben going somewhere far, and he not letting you do your homework because he wants you to take a nap."     

    
"Do you guys believe me? Tell me the truth too."     

    
"Of course, you always do your homework, and you're our friend. We'll always be there for you."     

    
"You always tell the truth," Victoria added. "but when your kidding then no. Isn't Leadership tomorrow?" 

    
"Yes," Judy responded. 

    
"Oh," I announced. "I'm kicked out of Leadership and Splash Club." 

    
"What?" Judy exclaimed. 

    
"Why?" Victoria asked. 

    
"I don't know why. I just know I didn't do any of my homework, and I kind said "hell" and "stupid" at him." 

    
"Who cares if you said those bad words." Victoria said. "The teacher didn't need to go very strict at you." 

    
"You two have know idea how far my punishment went." 

    
"Yes we do. Your card went to red and that equals alto of writing." 

    
"Three hundred twenty to be exact." They dropped their jaws and both recited, "Three hundred an fifty?" 

    
"Yeah. No recess for two weeks. If Ben just came and made the "devil's" mind change to the fact that I was telling the truth, I wouldn't be in this mess. Don't you think I had enough already. I have a huge headache, and I'm supposed to stay away from the sun, but I'm walking home. I'm afraid I might faint while I'm at it. This just freaken sucks!" We heard Jorge snickering after he looked at me. "Jorge better watch it or his head ends up in a toilet. Mark my words, that will happen if he pushes me to the edge." 

    
"Hey suckers." Jorge whispered to me. I shot a dirty look at him and tripped him, so he kissed the cemented floor. Jorge got up slowly. "Look at this hideous creature everyone, if you can look at it, and see that it is really an ugly girl or maybe a boy." He and a few of the students in Earl Warren Elementary laughed.

 I tried to ignore him. I turned to Judy and Victoria. “I’ll see both of you tomorrow." I walked the way home in the crowd of people staring.  

    
"Where you going?" 

    
"Home." The sun is killing me here. "Jorge, why don't you be a man and don't start a fight to us. I mean, your not suppose to hit a girl. I didn't know you were that desperate to win a fight to prove what...your tough? I call that stupidity. Your all ready doing well in school, and why change that?" 

    
"Because you've been talking smack about me." 

    
"So you just want to hear a simple sorry?" 

    
"No, I want to fight." He made a fist. I laughed. 

    
"Did you ever hearad of manners? Why don't you let it go. I'm sorry that I talked smack about you, there." I brung out my right hand. 

    
"Is this a trick or something?" The heat was torturing me, but I mangaed to stay alive still. Jorge shook my hand in agreement and said, "I still think your crazy-" He will not say I'm a crazy something. I gripped Jorge's hand and twisted his arm around his back, and I did the same thing to the other. 

    
"What were you going to say?" I twisted his arm harder. Jorge didn't whimper. "Look, I'm tired of you provoking me, and look what you made me do." 

    
"What are you going to do?" 

    
"Throw you in the dumpster." I pushed him to the way to the dumpster. 

    
"May I help?" Victoria asked. 

    
"Me too." Judy said. 

    
"Sure." We were in front of it. "Now, we won't throw you in if you apologize." 

    
"I'm-I'm sorry that-that your hideous." 

    
"That was your last chance dude. Victoria and Judy, get his leg." We lifted him up then tossed him in the nasty dumpster. Jorge was lucky we put him in the recycling one. "That's how we settle things!" We high-fived each other. "I was going to put him in the dumpster in high school, but maybe he'll go to a different school." 

    
"Yeah," Victoria said. "it was a good idea to trash him now." Judy and Victoria laughed, and I fell forward to them. They caught me. "You okay." I blinked to focus myself." 

    
"Yeah. I probably should be heading home now. Bye." I walked to the crossing guard because she will make sure I will get to the other side of the street safe. She pressed the button, and we waited a few seconds. The signs turned to walking, so she went to the middle of the street and held up a stop sign. I made it safely to the other side, and I pressed the button and waited. The sun was stalking me in front, so I rested my head on a lampost nearby. I closed my eyes and opened them up because somebody in a car honked at me. 

    
"Hey,girl," he yelled. "you could walk now!" 

    
"Sorry sir." I actually ran across the short street. While I walked, I got more tired. The weight  of my backpack,  the sun's heat, and my headache are against me. They want to bring me down. I was losing my focus and strength to stand up, so I held on to a fence that was the height around my elbow. I took off my backpack and grabbed my water bottle and just dropped my backpack on the floor. I quickly twisted the cap on it, but I didn't have the chance to drink it because my head was aching, so I dropped my water bottle on the floor also. The bottom of it hit my backpack first then bounced off to the sidewalk  where it rolled and leaked water. My left hand was on the fence's top while my right was pressed on my forehead. It was hurting very badly. 

    
"Sharon!" a familar voice yelled out. I fell on my bottom, and my left hand was clutched to the fence's bars. I put my head to it, and I was losing my eyes sight. I heard something park next to the sidewalk. I slowly turned my head to the noise and could barely see that a black car was parked there. I slowly slidded my hand down the bar to the ground, and I took a few deep breaths and fainted. The back of my head fell hard to the sidewalk that it started to bleed a little bit, and my pulse was going slower. I felt somebody's hand go under my knees and another under my back, and the person lifted me up. I heard a car door open and close.  

    
"Where we heading, sir?" an old voice said. I felt the same person's  hand on my left cheek then my head. The person touched the blood. 

    
"To the hospital, quick!" My position in the car was like sleeping on a bed. I think my head was rested on the helper's thigh, and my ankles to the knees were put off side, so they were touching the car floor. "Everything's going to be all right...I'm so sorry Sharon...please stay alive...I'm here...it'll be okay...Sharon..." That was the last word I heard before I shut off. 

    
Four weeks and eleven hours after I went to blackout, I felt a breeze poke my left hand gently, and a leaf dance to my chest and rested. It was April 6, 2009 at 11:00 am. I slowly grabbed it while my eyes were still closed, and I opened my tired eyes as if I was sleeping for years. My sight at the leaf was like a fogged mirror, and when you wipe it, it clears up. I saw an ordinary, oval, orange, and beautiful leaf, and I dropped it on the floor gingerly.

I rested my head to my left while my eyes were half open, and I spotted a table that had candies, stuffed animals, cards, flowers, adn colorful bags on top of it. I idly sat up by my hands and grunted softly, and I picked up a lovely thick-papered big card that had two red hearts on the bottom corners, one violet and indigo flower on the top corners, and it had "Get Well" in the middle. I opened it and saw a picture of a cartoon girl in the hospital on the center of the right page, and I also saw names of my classmates. I read more cards by the Navigator people, my relatives, other friends of mine in Earl Warren Elementary, Ms. Crowther, Mr. Castro, and Mrs. Barnes, and many more. I ate one chocolate covered cherry; one vanilla filled brownie, three mini cookies, and one mini snicker bar. I drank one glass of punch. I opened up two stuff pandas, a mouse, a rabbit, three long novels, two hand made bracelets and necklaces that were not bought, and one Prince Caspian poster.

I rested my head on a comfy pillow, and a few seconds later, I grasped my back head because it started ache. I didn't realize that a white cotton bandage was wrapped around my head. I took it off and placed it on the opposite desk, and I touched the place on my head that it bleeded and it wasn't. I took the sky-blue blanket off of me and moved my legs to the edge of the bed, and I saw that I wore a long plain sleeveless white shirt that reached to my waist. I also wore long fainted blue jeans that go to my ankle, and I felt that I was barefooted when I touched the cold plain and shiny yellow-green floor.

I found my shoes under the bed with clean white socks, so I put them on. I looked around the place. I had no idea what to do, but decided to tour the room I was in. The place was big and bright and full of kits. I picked up an x-rays of my head. It showed a little splinter on it. I touched the back of my head to it, and it was there. It hurts when I touched it. I decided to go outside, so I turned the doorknob and looked right then left, and I saw a black leather shiny shoe.

 (I looked right then left because it was a habit that started when mostly all of the trouble was to my right. For example, when I was walking on my frontyard, a kid was riding a tricycle, and he ran over my right foot. I was only looking to the left when I was crossing a road, and a car almost hit me to my right. "For now on," I said to myself. "I will look right to left everywhere." And that's what I did for two years. You might think it's weird because I am suppose to look left to right, but I liked it my way.)

I walked to my right and headed for the front desk because I want to check with the lady that I'll be leaving. I was walking with my hands n my pockets. 

    
"Sharon!" I heard a voice shout. I turned my head over my shoulder and saw Ben Barnes running to my direction. 

    
"Oh no." I whispered. I ran anywhere away from him. I turned corners while our shoes made clapping noises. 

    
"Stop running!" I have to admit, Ben runs pretty fast because he is about ten feet away from me.  

    
"Why don't you get away from me?" A girl around his age with blond hair stopped Ben and asked for his autograph. That helped me run to another corner for me to rest. "Ughh, my head freaken hurts." I later heard footsteps coming my way, so I chose to go inside a room and wait for him to go a separate way. I have tried three doors and all of them were locked, but the fourth door was open. I quickly got in and closed the door shut. I had my back on the door, and I peeked out the blinds of the window to see if Ben ran this way. An elderly man was walking in the halls. 

    
"Ohhh!" he yelled when Ben almost collided into him.  

    
"Sorry, sir...have you seen a girl with medium dark-brown hair, a dark-blue shirt, and jeans?" I listened carefully behind the wooden door.  

    
"I'm sorry, son, no I haven't. Why is this young lady important to you?" 

    
"I think she's mad at me for being an idiot and forgetting to explain to her teacher the reason why she didn't do her homework, but the truth is, I already spoke to her teacher yesterday, and he understood. She doesn't know that yet...I want to see if she's okay." I had a mad face on because I thought that is a stupid reason for chasing me. 

    
"You love this girl very much do you?" The man sat down on a chair. 

    
Ben paid more attention to him. "Yes, why do you ask?"  

    
"Because, young one, sometimes you can't be too soft to her. She cannot run away from you. She can provoke you, and what do you do...I presume you just let it go. Be forceful and bossy if you have to if she doesn't obey you. If she's doing the wrong thing, make her do the right." 

    
"I'll keep that in mind, sir. I just don't want to be bossy." 

    
"But sometimes you have to. It's a option in life." I saw Ben nod, and we all heard a crash around a corner of the hospital. 

    
"I have to go now mister...what's your name?" The old man smiled. 

    
"I'm Clive Staples Lewis." 

    
"No way!" I thought. 

    
"Well, it was nice to meet you C.S. Lewis." They shook hands and Ben left to the crash. After Ben fully left, Mr. Lewis stared at my direction. 

    
"You can come out now." I slowly twisted the golden-colored doorknob and closed it behind my back. I slowly walked in front of him. "Sit down on the floor, please." I criss-crossed my legs and listened. "Your name maiden?" 

    
"Sharon, sir." He studied my face. 

    
"You look like an author like me." 

    
"Uhm, thank you. I'm sorry this is rude, but aren't you suppose to be dead?" 

    
"Maybe or maybe not. I know that you loved Ben for three years now." I rolled my eyes and sighed. "He's trying to help you, and he did, didn't he?" Mr. Lewis got out a pocket knife in his inside jacket pocket, and a healthy looking apple in a fruitbasket nearby. He started to cut it's skin. 

    
"Yes, sir." I played thumb wrestle with my thumbs, and I looked down at them. 

    
"Look at Ben's expression when he was looking for you. It breaks your heart."  

    
"He's the reason for an another reason of the reason I'm here. If he just kept-" 

    
"The promise...I know." 

    
"How do you know?" 

    
"I'm a wise man. Maybe he's too old for you, but he sets his heart for you. Yes, he kissed girls in movies, but it was acting. Ben likes you in real life...isn't that a huge difference? You have to understand that people make mistakes!" Mr. Lewis finished cutting the last skin of the apple. I pressed down on my jaws and looked up, and I stared at a flower to my right. 

    
"I do understand that." C.S. Lewis was slicing the apple to sevenths, and he ate them one by one. 

    
"Your lucky you know." 

    
"I highly doubt that." 

    
"You do?" He chuckled. "Come on now, I bet there's a lot of other girls that fancy Ben and wished he cares about them as much as he does to you. Wouldn't you call that lucky, missy?" 

    
"I guess." I still was focused on the flower. 

    
"I might know what your thinking." I looked at him for about five seconds and then back to the flower. "You know that Ben desires you, but you don't like him now. Your confused. Tell me, do you like Ben with all of your heart?" He stared at me with eagle eyes. I closed my eyes and gulped. 

    
"I don't know." 

    
"You also might be thinking that your lucky that Ben still liked you while you were "hating" him. If he stopped you wouldn't have gone on a memorable date with him." Tears flowed down my eyes while I continued to stare at the flower. I wipted them with my right index finger. "Consider yourself lucky. Right now...your helping hand, crush, knight, and...boyfriend shouldn't even love you. Ben's a good person, and you don't see that in him...do you? Why don't you give him another chance or will you just run away?" I looked down with my eyebrows crossed. 

    
"Run." We heard footsteps. 

    
"Sharon?" Ben said. I got up and ran the opposite direction I ran earlier while tears grew. I had guilt growing stronger and stronger. "Please wait!" Ben stopped running in front of Mr. Lewis.     

    
"Well," Lewis said. "chase after her if you want to. Remember what I said to you." Ben instantly ran after me. I hiccuped, gasped, and cried while I was running, and I tripped on my jean's bottom part. I slowly got up and resumed again and tried to run away as possible, but Ben caught up quickly. He grabbed my right hand then my left with his and wrapped his arms around my waist from behind while he still had his hands gripped to mine, and Ben hugged me tightly. 

    
"Let go!" I cried. 

    
"No, I think it's better this way." Ben used the advice about being controlly from C.S. Lewis. "I'm tired of chasing you, all right. We need to talk." I was struggling to break free. 

    
"I already know that you spoke to my teacher." 

    
"Then, what's the problem? I want to know." I stopped moving and took a deep breath, and I thought on what the wise man said. I got my hands out of Ben's grip, so his hands were only around my waist. I slowly turned around to him and put my head on his chest, and we both out our arms around each other's waist. 

    
"I'm just glad taht you still love me. I feel fortunate that I'm with you." Ben rubbed my back and rested his chin on top of my head. My headache was visiting again. 

    
"I-Sharon, are you okay?" I wasn't looking too well. "Your heart is beating slower...Sharon... Sharon... Sharon... oh no!" 

    
I had fainted again, but this one is worse. Doctors and nurses rushed me back to my room. Ben and C.S. Lewis were waiting in the waiting  room unpatiently. They sat on chairs that were next to each other. C.S. Lewis crossed his arms and leaned back on his chair, and Ben fumbled with his hands and leaned forward on his chair. He was tapping his right heel on the floor and then copied Mr. Lewis position, but he closed his eyes and hung his head back. "I hope she's okay." 

    
"And what if she isn't?" asked Mr. Lewis. 

    
"Then, I'll do anything to make her better." They faced each other. 

    
"You're such a gentlemen. What if Sharon never liked you or you two never met?" 

    
"Then, I'll never know what true love is. Before Sharon was my neighbor, I know that she wished that I will meet her one day. She's a normal kid but different in her unique way...you know she wants to be an author like you." 

    
"Yes, I do know that. Her dream will come true. I have a feeling it will. It's too bad I won't be reading her books. She read mine. One of them involves you." C.S. Lewis nudged Ben. 

    
"Yeah, Prince Caspian the tenth." 

    
"What are you thinking?" 

    
"If I wasn't Prince Caspian, Sharon wouldn't have known me, wouldn't she?" 

    
"Maybe, but she will become famous of writing and will be on television, so you will meet Sharon the way she met you." 

    
"But if she and I were never famous, we might've met in a more romantic way." 

    
"Hopefully." 

    
"And hopefully-" The door that I entered from opened and revealed a doctor that looked to be around thirty, and he had brown short hair, green eyes, a height around 6'3, an expensive ring on the finger next to the pinky, and he held a clipboard full of papers about my emergency. 

    
"Hello," he said my name is Dr. Watson. You two must be friends of Sharon?" Ben and Mr. Lewis nodded. Dr. Watson didn't smile at all, and he walked toward them. He flipped through the papers. Ben got up to him, but Mr. Lewis didn't. 

    
"Is Sharon all right? Please tell me she is! Doctor?" Dr. Watson sighed. 

    
"Sharon is, I don't know how to say this, is going to die in about two minutes. The cut that was planted on her head infected the brain." Ben ran inside the room, and he went to the side of the bed. The lines that tells if I'm living was going lower to death. Mr. Lewis planted his feet on the doorstep and watched the drama. 

    
"Sharon, please wake up!" Ben held on to my right hand with both of his, and his lips were pressed on the,. "Get away from the light and followed my voice. Listen to it." The line went even lower, and my face was paler. "Please...come back...don't die." The line went lower...lower...lower, and then a straight line. A high-pitched beep comes along and my head slowly tossed to my right. "I love you Sharon...did you hear that? I love you for eternity." Ben slowly cried on my hand.

   
(Okay, if Ben Barnes actually read this story and especially that sentences, I think he's going to embarrass me someday or he's going to feel wimpy because he's so kind in this story. I just hope that nobody tells Ben this story, and he doesn't find it hilarious to read. Hey, I'm embarrassed to even write this love story of Ben and me. If Ben dates somebody in the future and it is not I, I will probably not publish this story into a book or maybe I will. I don't know which one yet. I will always like like Ben, but if he's dating, then I just like him. Tough love people!) Mr. Lewis came up to Ben and put a hand on his shoulder. 

    
"Ben," he said, "it's okay. She loved you too." 

    
"Yes, I know that, but everything I not okay. The girl that soons to be my future wife is dead. I loved her, and I still do. Whether dead or alive, my heart goes to her." 

    
"And forever it will Ben...forever it shall. In memory of Sharon S. Saeteurn: an author, a friend, a kid, a believer, and a loving wife. Let her be with our past ones, and let her have peace." 

    
"If I...If I-could just...give Sharon a kiss before she left, she would be happier leaving. I think so, but it is too late." He then got up and backed away to the door. He and Mr. Lewis watched sadly at that the nurse were doing 

    
"Wait," Mr. Lewis said. "don't cover up her face because...I think her friends of her would want to take a good look before she's buried." One of the nurses obeyed and tucked the sky-blue blanket under my arms. My face was white as paper, and it looked whiter by the sun's light hitting my face. It was an immensely grief moment for everybody in the room, but it was mostly disappointment for Ben. He and Mr. Lewis stepped outside for a moment, and the line that tells if I'm living was still on. "Ben, be strong with this sad grief. I shall be gone back to where I belong." 

    
"Back to where?" 

    
"Heaven." 

    
"Why did you come down here?" Ben and C.S. Lewis were standing about five feet in front of the door facing each other. Mr. Lewis sighed, and Ben had his hands in his pant's pockets." 

    
"I came down here because I inspired Sharon to write, and one of her other goals was to meet you. You already know that. Well, anyways, I just wanted to help you two get along. Like what Sharon said herself, she is a confusing child. Oh, and Sharon wanted to meet me one day because she was interested in my Narnia books and other things. Anyways, Ben keep on loving Sharon. No matter where she is...cheerio. Long live Aslan, and long live Narnia!" (I really want to meet C.S. Lewis one day, but he's deceased.) He walked toward the main door, and he faded to where he belongs. Ben grinned and stared at me through a glass window, and he sighed and didn't say anything. He walked out the door thinking about the rest of his day without me with him. He just had a feeling that I was alive, so he wanted to stay in the hospital longer next to me. Ben couldn't though because he thought that is an unrealistic thing to happen. He still wondered on it though. 

Chapter 13:"The Two Words 'Believe' and 'Love' 

    
When Ben drove back home without my backpack, his parents were outside waiting. It is 5:38 pm. The sky was gray as if it's going to rain, and Ben looked calm while he was walking inside his house. He pasted his parents without looking at them. 

    
"Hey Ben," Mrs. Barnes said. She and Mr. Barnes walked after him. "what's wrong?" She went to face her son worriedly. 

    
"Nothing." Ben responded, and he shook his head. 

    
"You sure son?" Mr. Barnes said. "You know you can tell us whatever's bothering you." He then too went to Ben. 

    
"Yes, I know that, dad. It just that whatever I'm thinking, I don't think I can tell you." 

    
"All right."

Ben headed up the stairs to his room. 

    
"Oh by the way," Mrs. Barnes realized. "Is Sharon okay?"

Ben paused at a step, sighed, and looked down.

"Oh, your sad about her”

He sighed. “Yes.”

“Is she okay, Ben? Her parents are worried about her.”

“To be honest, Sharon’s not okay. She’s… dead.” There was a moment of silence, and now when Ben spoke, he had a hint of sadness and madness. “But something-something in my head tells me that Sharon is still alive. I know she is… I really do!”

“Ben,” his father said, “you know that deep under your heart that Sharon is deceased. You have to let it go. Someday, your mother and I will meet her, and in many years from now, you will.”

“Is that supposed to be the bright side of this problem?”

“No… well… Ben.”

“I’ll just go take a shower then go to sleep!” He ran upstairs and opened door, and got ready for showering. Ben exposed all of his skin and wrapped a long white towel around his waist only showing the top half. 

6:38 

    
He then turned his head up to the ceiling and thought about me still being alive, and he turned his head to his right with his right hand under his pillow while he left was placed on the opposite wrist. He listened and stared at the rain pounding on the window lightly. The alarm clock now read: 

6:54 

    
Ben got frustrated and decided on something. He got up from his bed, changed his pajamas to black jeans and shirt, put on socks than black leather shoes, and a long overcoat. He headed downstairs quickly while his parents were staring at him coming down. When he grabbed the keys and had his right hand on the doorknob, his parents got up. 

    
"Where are you going, Ben?" his father asked. He and his wife walked to their son, and faced them. 

    
"To the hospital." He opened the door and went to his car. The parents got confused but followed. 

    
"Why?" It was sprinkling now. 

    
"Because I believe that Sharon is still alive." 

    
"But she just-" 

    
"I know but still. I want to check, and if you two are right, I'll head back home immediately." Ben walked to his car and clicked the door open. 

    
"Ben!" Mrs. Barnes yelled. She wanted to chase after him, but her husband grabbed her wrist and shook his head slowly. They watched their son go through the rain that poured heavily again. There wasn't much cars around in the streets. Ben had his window wipers on, and he drove to the hospital as fast as he could but didn't because he didn't want to risk it in the weather he is in. He remembered that it close at 7:40pm, and it is 7:19pm. He was now worried that he wouldn't get there in time. When he got there, it was 7:39 pm. He rushed to the hospital's main door. There were words on it that read: 

	Sorry We're Closed


 
Ben pounded on the door until somebody heard it. Then, a women was holding papers went to him but didn’t open the door. She spoke to him through it. 

    
"I'm sorry, sir," she said. "we are now closing." 

    
"But please I want to check on Sharon." 

    
"She's the way she is when you left. Please go sir." Ben wouldn't take "no" as an answer. 

    
"Please may I." 

    
"No, she's still dead."  

    
"But that's the problem. I think Sharon's still alive."  

    
"Nonsense, Sharon's been dead for at least three hours now. Will you please-" 

    
"No! Please may I. It's just a quick one. Please!" 

    
"Remember it's a quick-" Ben instantly ran to find my room, B18. "Sir, don't run in the halls!" He didn't listen and ran as fast as he could to see me, and he came to my door and peered at the window. The nurse was right. I was still in my same position, and the line symbolized I was still dead. He took a deep breath and turned the doorknob slowly, and the "visitor" closed the door and sat next to me. Ben grabbed my frozen left hand. 

    
"Sharon, listen to me. I know that you’re still alive. People have been telling me that your not. I just wanted to say that you’re not dead. My heart believes that you are. I know that you still love me, and I know that everything's my fault. If I kept to the promise, everything wouldn't be a living hell, would it? I miss the company of you. Sharon, wake up. I beg you. I believe..." Ben cried once more, and I didn't change my position. 

    
"Sir, it's time for you to leave." The nurse came in.     

    
"No, she wouldn't respond." 

    
"Of course she couldn't. Now sir, please." Ben wouldn't budge. "Security!" Two strong looking men came in and forced him out. Ben refused, so the doctors had to pushed him out the door too. It's sad for Ben to look so ridiculous of thinking I'm still alive. They had to use all of the strength to get Ben out of the hospital, and he got a few bruises. 

    
"Let go of him!" Ben heard a familiar voice shout. "I said, LET GO OF HIM, NOW!" They let go and backed away. Ben could see the person now. The person had medium dark-brown hair, dark-brown eyes, wearing a long white shirt, light blue jeans, and that person looked very tired. 

    
"Sharon," Ben exclaimed. "you’re alive." He ran to me and caught me when I fell. 

    
"Yeah," I responded. "how are you Ben?" 

    
"Well...you?" Ben and my face were close together. 

    
"I don't know. I'm fine, really." He held on to my waist. 

    
"I thought you were gone forever!"  

    
"I heard your voice. You said, "I love you, and you also said that you believed that I was still alive. I think that made me back alive. Thank you, Ben." I hugged him tightly. 

    
"I don't know what to respond to that. I'm just glad you're here." He also hugged me closely. The doctors and nurses awed. 

    
"Sorry to interrupt," Dr. Watson said as he walked to us. "but we have to check if Sharon's all right." I let go of Ben and looked at the doctor worriedly. 

    
"But I'm fine, really." I protested. 

    
"But we have to be certain that you are when you leave the hospital. Please come with us to be sure about it." I looked at Ben, and he nodded. I followed the doctor, and some nurses came along from behind. "Ben, why don't you wait outside the door. It won't take long." I went inside the room, B18, and sat up on the bed. The nurses told me to "bite" on a thermometer stick, rest my head, they felt my forehead, checked the cut on the back of my head, and I had to drink a half of a pint of nasty and purple medicine. They told Dr. Watson the final conclusions of my health, headache, and other injuries why I was in the hospital. He jot down notes when they said it. I just watched them talking and going in and out the room. Then finally, the last person in the room (Dr. Watson) went outside to tell Ben the news. Ben was walking back and forth impatiently. 

    
"Well," Ben asked. "is she really okay?" 

    
"Sharon is swell." He scanned through the notes. "She is back to normal, but the cut she got is still there." 

    
"Is there something you'll to get rid of it?" 

    
"No, the wound will just go away by itself, but you should definitely stay away from the sun's heat if it is about 85 degrees and stay away from danger." Ben said, "Yes." and shook his hand. Ben then walked inside the room and saw me smiling warmly, and he walked to my left of the bed. "Hey, what's up Ben?" I spoke softly. Ben grabbed a chair nearby and sat down on it facing me. I decided to sit on the bed's edge facing Ben.  

    
"Nothing much. How was it ‘there’?" 

    
"I can't remember what's it like being there." It just faded like a dream. I thought I was a gonner for sure. Everything that I remember, that occurred in my past, fast forward to my present. It was amazing to see how much I've changed over years. Now, I'm worried about my future. I'm still eleven, and I have many more years until I really do die. It gets me scared when it happens." I didn't start to cry but get worried faced, and I looked down sadly. Ben lifted my chin up and smiled calmly.  

    
"Don't worry about it, please."

 
(Okay, I'll stop there for now. It's really January 23, 2009. It is Friday, and I'm staying up writing this chapter. Um...it's now 12:32 am, and I'm watching Bernie Mac. I'll continue tomorrow at some early time. Well, good night.) 

    
"If you do past away, at least you lived a happy life, accomplished your goals, and had most of your dreams made." I pressed down my hands next to my sides on the bed. 

    
"What are your goals?" 

    
"Um..." 

    
"How many do you have?" 

    
"One." 

    
"Then, why is it hard for you to tell me it?" 

    
"Because it's stupid." He looked to his left embarrassed, and I hesitantly placed a hand on his cheek and gently moved it facing me.  

    
"No matter how dumb it is, you can still tell me. I won't critique it and laugh." I kindly grinned. 

    
"Okay, my goal when we dated was to...was to..." I leaned in closer to Ben while my hand slid down to his neck.  

    
"Was to?" I was three inches away from his face or, to be specific, his lips.  

    
"Kiss you." 

    
"On my cheek?" I absorbed shyness. 

    
"No, your-" Ben gently touched my lips. He and I connected eyes and leaned to each other lips again. I decided to kiss Ben this time. Our eyes were closed, and seconds later, our lips quickly touched. It didn't feel like it did though. It was a very very very very very quick touch, so I think it wasn't a kiss at all. It was a Godspeed one because somebody knocked on the door.


(Hello, it's 5:03 pm. I woke up at 11:50am and had to go to a barber shop. My mom, sister, and I had our hair cut above our shoulders. They liked the way they looked, but I didn't. Later I had to go to my grandma's house. While I was going there, I heard "Just Dance", "Whatever You Like", "Hot and Cold", "Live Your Life", and "Mad" on the radio. Finally, I got home and took a shower because some hairs were left over from the cutting. That's probably all I did, but I also went to a restaurant.) 
Chapter 14: "Love and Hatred"

     
"Cheerio," the person said. "am I interrupting?" 

    
"C.S. Lewis," I greeted. "it's nice to see you again!" I ran to him and gave him a hug. "And, yes, you were interrupting something." C.S. Lewis chuckled, and Ben went to him too. They shook hands. 

    
"Sorry that I interrupted. Sharon, I see that you're looking well. Are you two getting along?"  

    
"Yes we are." Ben answered. "We're just knowing each other's goals and dreams. So...what brings you back?" 

    
"Well, I heard Sharon was back alive. I thought that was impossible to happen, so I checked your home first." He looked at me then Ben. "Then yours, but you weren't there too, so I thought you, Sharon, was still dead. But I had to check for sure, so I came back to the hospital and here you two are, looking...alive as ever." Ben and I smiled.  

    
"Do you know," I asked. “why I came back alive?"  

    
"Maybe...Ben believed that you were still alive and everybody doubted that, but he still believed. Ben loves you. The Ben Barnes loves you...the person you admired for three years loves you. The person that you think is smoking hot loves you-"  

    
"Okay, you could stop there. I get the point which Ben loving me very much, and no matter what trouble I'm in, he's always there to save me. He's like my knight who is not in shiny armor, and I want to say that I love you Ben. I feel lucky to be with you even though sometimes I think I'm not a lucky person at all. Sometimes you can be a monkey's butt, but I know that you're not being one on purpose. I can trust you, hopefully." 

    
"You can trust me. I will break no promises that I make to you. Even though I'm much more older than you, that doesn't really matter, but if it does for you, I understand that we could be friends. Yes, I know that I'm busy with my career and promotions, but I have time to spend time with you. Speaking of my career I, like you know, act in movies or show, and I might did some kiss scenes and-" 

    
"I don't care about that Ben. I mean, I do, but I understand why you have to. I didn’t get mad or jealous when you kissed Susan Pevensie in the Prince Caspian movie, honest. I thought it was pretty sad that Prince-" Ben and C.S. Lewis coughed. "Sorry, King Caspian didn't have a chance with Queen Susan because she's 1300 years older than you, but you'll marry Ramandu's daughter in The Voyage of the Dawn Treader. Either way, you fall in love." I walked over to the window and stared out from it, and I saw only blackness but the reflection of the ornaments in the room.  

    
"Yes, but neither of them are my true love. My heart only beats for a certain person." I saw Ben reflection on the window behind mine. "Even though that person is a complicated one, I still love her."

 
(I'll stop for now, and I flipped through the pages of the story and was amazed about how much I've written so far. I didn't notice that I wrote a lot. Don't worry readers, my love story is ending, but I didn't decided on it yet. Ughh, I'm so shocked that I wrote that much. When I stay up on weekends to write this story, I want to write more, but I don't because I'm so sleepy. When I decided to stop, it's usually because I don't know what happens next, so before I close my eyes and go to sleep, I think on the future of it. Sometimes, I don't finish the ideas because I have to change ideas because I can't explain them very much, but sometimes, the new ideas are good. Hopefully, you are enjoying this chapter and story so far. It's 11:48pm, and sweet dreams.)

 
C.S. Lewis next appeared behind Ben, and I turned around to them while the rain stopped pouring. I smiled then it faded.  

    
"Well," C.S. Lewis said. "I better get back to where I belong since you two are getting along as two married couple. Remember, I'll be watching and protecting you two. Ben, come over here for a second." Ben went to him, and Mr. Lewis started to talk in whisper. All I caught were the words, "'Idea', 'restaurant', 'relax', 'love', and 'promise'." They smiled and shook hands. C.S. Lewis walked to me now. "Promise me, you will stay away from danger. You’re a fortunate person that gets to have Ben as a "friend". Good luck with your future career of writing. Well...hopefully, I shall see you soon." I gave him another hug. 

    
"Hopefully," I said. "I will see you again." He turned around, opened, and closed the door. When I opened the door, he wasn't there, and I looked left to right and no one in sight. "He's gone." Ben rested his right hand on my left shoulder.  

    
"Now, don't get too sad." I faced Ben. 

    
"Why?" 

    
"Because well...let me ask you a question." 

    
"Go ahead." 

    
"Do you want to go out with me to a restaurant tonight?" Ben held on to both of my hands.  

    
"But Ben-" He kissed them gently and drowned into my eyes.  

    
"Please." 

    
"Well, what time will we get back home then?" 

    
"About 10:30pm." 

    
"Um...Ben, don't give me those eyes. Oh fine, but I'm not hungry. Honest." 

    
"Then, just order one food. Don't worry, I'll eat too. Come on, let's get out of here." He opened the door for me, and I hesitantly walked out of the door. 

    
"You know, I hate restaurant." He closed the door behind him and walked to my right. 

    
"Why do you?" 

    
"Well, it's not like home when you eat. In the restaurants, you have to wait and pay for your food, there's a lot of people around you that make noise, and you don't know them, and it's maybe safer to eat in your home instead of restaurant. You understand?" 

    
"Kind of." We paused at stairs going downward and an elevator. "Elevator or stairs?" 

    
"Um...stairs." We walked down on it is a mild speed. "And if your wondering why I chose stairs, Ben, it's because I'm scared that the elevator will shut down. Especially when it's windy." 

    
"Huh, I didn't think of that. It's okay that you’re scared of things like that, but you have to take risk sometimes." 

    
"Did you take risks?" 

    
"Uhh, forget that I said that." Finally, we came to the counter to tell the lady that I'm leaving.  

    
"Hello," she greeted. The nameplate on the desk read Mrs. Cindy Same. She wore an emerald business dress, spectacles eyeglasses, hair tied into a ponytail, the age around thirty-four, has green eyes, and you can see she had makeup on. "Ta-ta-ta...let's see here...right here...Okay, Sharon, fill this out."

I filled out a light green paper that read: 

    
Last name: Saeteurn First name: Sharon Initial of MN: S 

    
DOB: Y: 97/ D: 15/ M: 8 Age: 11 Sex: female 

    
City and State Born: Sacramento, CA 

    
Married: No 

    
Cause of being in hospital: I had a deep incision near my brain. 

    
How long you've been in hospital? I've been here for 3 days. 

    
Any medication taken? No 

    
"Here you go ma`m." I handed the paper back while Ben glanced at my answer, and he smirked at me. "What?" 

    
"Oh," he replied. "nothing." 

    
"Ben," Mrs. Same said. "you have to fill out a paper, too." She handed him a paper, and I handed him the pencil I used to fill out mine. Ben took about fifty-five seconds to answer the questions, and when Ben was done, he handed it back. "Um, Ben, you said you are married. To whom" Ben looked at me, and I looked down embarrassed. 

    
"Um," I said. "you should change it back to being single." 

    
"Oh," Mrs. Same asked. "you two are not dating?" 

    
"Um...we...uhm..." I stuttered.  

    
"We are actually about to go on a date after this." Ben answered. I looked away. Ben looked at me then his smile faded. "Or maybe we are just friends." 

    
"Well," Mrs. Same said. "hopefully that you two work things out. Now Ben, take care of Sharon." 

    
"I will, don't worry." 

    
"No, I mean, take care of her like you’re the mother." I coughed loudly, and Ben patted my back.  

    
"Yes, I will." Ben put his harms around my back. 

    
"Have a good evening both of you." We both waved behind our backs to her and walked downstairs to Ben's car. He opened the "shot gun" door for me, and I got in and clicked my seat belt on. He did the same thing for himself and inserted the key to its place, so the car would rumble outside. I looked outside on my right to the window and saw only black but some outline of trees, and I stared out as if I'm hypnotized. When I spoke, I spoke in whispers, and I would still be "hypnotized." I asked Ben, "Are you even hungry?" 

    
"Well, my stomach is full...full of butterflies." 

    
"Clever, thank you. Thank you for bringing me back alive." Ben stopped behind another car and waited for the light to turn green. Somehow, everything was forgotten in my mind. I just blocked everything out of it and focused a lot on a star painted on the dark sky.

(I once did that when I went on a Perfect Attendance field trip to a museum. I was staring out the window, and one of my friends, Caroline, tried to snap me out of it, and I didn't know what happened at all when I was back. I could really go to "La La Land" sometimes.) 

    
"Hey, Sharon," Ben said. He looked at me to see if I was paying attention. "Sharon?" The car moved a few feets further, but we still had to wait. "Hello, Sharon? Come back to earth." He waved a hand in front of my face, clapped his hands near my ear, opened the window, so the wind would hit me, then closed it, and he grabbed my forearm and controlled it like a puppet's arm. "How do I get you out of this curse? Maybe a kiss." Ben leaned his hand forward and gently kissed my left cheek for three seconds. I was still in La La Land. He then moved my face to him, so I was now focused on the eclipsed moon. He had his right hand under my chin and went for the kiss. I was still focused on the moon, and he was about to kiss me until I came back by his minty fresh breath. I blinked quickly and now focus on Ben. He was still a few inches away from my lips. 

    
"Did you try to kiss me?" I asked Ben. He totally forgot about the light turning green. We were in one our deep conversations again. 

    
"Yes, only because it was the only idea that I could think of that could bring you back to earth, and I was very close." He and I grinned. 

    
"Like always. Sorry that I just went out of earth. When I get bored, I just stare at something and get hypnotized. I do it often but not in class...sometimes. It's odd, I know, but somehow, it's...enjoyable. Sooo...how far are we to the restaurant?"
    
"Oh, not far. Why do you ask?" Ben had his chin above my shoulder, so he could whisper in my ear.  

    
"I just wanted to talk to you more, that's all. It has been a long time, and I miss your company. You're my best friend."

He had a serious face on when he looked into my eyes. “A friend?" He had his heart melted into a puddle of blues. Ben sat up straight and focused forward on the light. He looked mad and didn't want to talk to me. Sadness flowed into my heart. I moved my hand to touch his, but he moved it aside. 

    
"Ben, I'm sorry. I thought that we-" 

    
"We’re friends! I thought we are more than that. I love you, and you said you love me. What does that make us? Friends?" Ben was yelling at me. 

    
"Or maybe-" I had tears fighting through. 

    
"Couples? You just said that we were friends! You really are a confusing kids! What kind of person are you?" I had a few tears streaming down my cheek. 

    
"Fine, don't take me to the restaurant! Look, I'm sorry that I said that we are friends then later said that we are more than that. I just want to make you happy like the way you did to me. Yes, maybe I'm just a kid. I've been having a horrible day. Almost everyday, I do. You don't understand...I want to go home!" I turned my head quickly to my right, so I wouldn't have to look at Ben. I stared out of the window, and that's when the tears poured. Ben calmed his face and touched my shoulders, but I squirmed it away. I just kept crying like a baby when they are hungry, but I didn't cry out loud. I wouldn't turn around, so Ben didn't know how sad I looked.  

    
"Sharon...if you want to go home, I'll take you home, all right?" 

    
"I-I don't-don't know." Ben saw my face on the side window and felt guilty. The light turned to green, and he drove to our house. Later, I relaxed and sighed. I slowly turned my head over my shoulder to see the time that read: 

8:35 

When my eyes caught Ben, I looked away quickly. I got bored, so I stared out the window. Ben turned on the radio and the song, "That's What You Get" was about to start. I listened to it and started to get sleepy, so I rested my head back and went to sleep. I had another nightmare: 

    
It was dark outside, and I was watching a scary movie called The Murder. A guy that wears a mask, has blood streaming out of his mouth, carries a knife, and wears all black clothes is the murderer in the movie. He's like all of the scary people mixed together by personality. I was riveted to a part when the woman finally sees what is behind the curtains, but I didn't get a chance to see it because I heard a knock on the door. I got up and opened the door and saw nobody, so I looked left to right curiously. 

    
"Hello," I said. "anyone there?" I closed the door when I heard no response. The oddest thing happened was when one of the lights started to twitch, and there was a knock at the door again; so I looked out the window this time and again saw nobody. I went to pick up my bowl and went to the sink to wash it. I squeezed a good amount of liquid soap onto a blue sponge, and I twisted the hot and cold knob both equally and waited for the water to come down of the silver faucet. I looked up to a spoon and saw my reflection and something black swooshed by like a bird. I looked behind me and still saw nothing. "Am I hallucinating?" The sink made a clogging sound, so I repeated the steps and waited again. There was now a knock on the window to my left, so I looked that direction and stared. The water poured, but I didn’t wash the bowl because I was still trying to see who was outside the window. Then, the figure disappeared to the left, and I felt the water. Its temperature was not hot but very cold, it felt kind of gooey, and the smell was not pleasant. I looked down to it and didn't see water running out of the faucet but dark-red blood, and it already got all over my hands and the sink. I got scared and turn it off, and I backed away from it. I wiped the blood on white napkins, and I heard a door close. I walked to where I heard it close, and when I walked closer to the door, I accidently stepped on a blood puddle that came from under a door that is to my right. I slowly turned the doorknob and saw a dead man hanged. He had his eyes open in shock and unexpectedly; he started to twist his head like an owl's. I slammed the door shut, and I felt danger behind me. I was still facing toward the door but couldn't move.  

   
"Hello," a man's voice said. "are you ready to die?" I was starting to cry and breathe harder, and I turned around slowly to the man. I saw the same man from the horrifying movie. He brought out a knife. I heard the door behind me open. 

    
"Please no... please...no... I beg you...please!" I did a stupid thing and walked back to the hanged man, so he gripped on my forearms and made my heart pound out of my ribs. I closed my eyes and felt the knife under my chin. I started to plead again.  

    
"Shhh, this won't hurt or maybe it will." He first made a cut on my neck for me to feel the light pain. It hurted like a shot you get from the doctors but the doctors’ stab it into your skin. I felt my blood from the incision flow down under my shirt. "And for the grand finale." He quickly slashed my neck, and I screamed in pain. 

    
I turned out to scream when I woke up 

    
"Sharon," Ben said. "are you okay?" I felt a warm hand on my left hand, and I turned my head and nodded. I realized I was still in the car, and it was 8:56 pm. I quickly moved my hand out of his. "Did you have a nightmare?"  

    
"No, I just realize something." I turned my head away from him angrily.  

    
"Are you sure? You can tell me what's bothering you, please. I could help."     

    
"I'm fine. You could leave me alone. Why is it taking too long to get to our homes?" 

    
"Traffic." The radio was off because Ben wanted me to sleep with no noise. I was still mad at Ben for yelling at me, so I still avoided his gaze. I looked on to the side mirror and saw the murderer, so I screamed. "What's wrong?" I looked away from the side mirror then faced forward. 

    
"Nothing." I had a frightened face painted on. Then, I heard a knock on the window and saw the dead man's head floating. "Stop the car!" Ben stopped abruptly. 

    
"What it is now?" I looked out the window. 

    
"There's monster outside." I pressed my hand on the window and looked out.  

    
"Monsters? Monsters? There's no such thing as monsters." 

    
"But I just saw two of them. They're going to kill me." I looked at Ben with scared eyes. Ben sighed. 

    
"All right, if you think there are "monsters," I'll go check." 

    
"No, please don't." 

    
"I don't want you to get scared or worse dead because of some dumb reason." 

    
"Okay, but be safe." Ben drove off the rode to the public grass. I stayed in the car, and he opened and closed the door. After he left outside, he clicked the doors locked for my safety. Ben walked around the car and was grabbed by the arms by somebody, and he was pulled down behind the trunk. It was C.S. Lewis. 

    
"Hey." Ben greeted. He tried to get up, but C.S. Lewis pulled him down. 

    
"How are things going between you and Sharon?" C.S. Lewis asked. They spoke silently. 

    
"Not too well. She thinks that there are monsters out here." C.S. Lewis chuckled. 

    
"That's true." 

    
"You mean there are real monsters out here? How come I can't see them?" 

    
"Because, Ben, I am the monsters. I magically made her dream the nightmare she had that involved a scary man and a murdered one. Then, when she wakes up, I would become them and scared Sharon, so she would get along with you again." 

    
"So your setting Sharon up for a trap?" 

    
"Yes, and you are helping me with the next one. All right this is what you do." He whispered instructions to him. I got nervous in the car about Ben because I couldn't hear anything from him. I looked at the mirrors to check where he is. I was anticipating. 

    
"Where is he?" I said. "Ohh, it'll be all at my fault if he's dead. I'll have to check." I hesitantly unbuckled my seatbelt, popped up the lock, and got out from the car. It was dark outside and was very cold. "Ben, are you out here?" I heard footsteps on the other side of the car, but I couldn't see them. I didn't get away too far of the door, but I saw a forests on the other side of the road, so I crossed I crossed it. I waited in front of it to hear Ben or monsters. The trees were laughing at me thinking that I'm a wuss because I can't be brave enough to enter their neighborhood. 

    
Ben and C.S. Lewis's plan went like this: 

    
1st: Hide behind the front trees., 

    
2nd: When Sharon gets close enough, C.S. Lewis will change into the murderer and scare her. 

    
3rd: He will disappear, so Ben will come and comfort Sharon. 

    
4th: Hopefully, she will love and trust again. 

    
5th: Ben and Sharon will go on with their lives. 

   
 I walked in in short paces. The men were ready with the plan, and when they heard my feet coming, they thumbs-up each other. I looked behind me while I walked, and when I looked forward again, I saw the killer C.S. Lewis was changed into and screamed. I fell backward and concentrated on the murderer. "C.S. Lewis" couldn't disappear...actually, he doesn't want to. He raised a knife gleaming with blood and came closer to me. 

    
"Isn't he supposed to stop?" Ben thought. He then heard someone's voice that was muffled say, "Ben, stop him! Ben, he's not really me, C.S. Lewis!" Ben turned around to the voice and saw C.S. Lewis being held back by the hanged man. "If your there, the who's-"  

    
"Ahhh!" I screamed. The murderer was about to kill me when something big, yellow, and had hair around it's face like a mane jump over my head to the person that was holding on to C.S. Lewis. An arrow shot behind to the person the thing pounced on, and the arrow went at the hanged murderer, but I didn't look at the person because I was more focused on the big yellow thing that now was dealing with the suspect. When it was about to finish him off, I was forced to the person's chest that was covered in something leathery, and the person held me close tightly. I closed my eyes and rested my forehead on the person's chest. My heart beated with it's. I didn't know who was comforting me, but the person was helping me relax. I thought it was Ben, but is it? I heard silence for seconds. 
"Hey," Ben yelled. "let go of her!" I got confused, so I gently pushed myself away from the person who I believed is Ben Barnes, and it was he. I then looked to the other Ben that was next to C.S. Lewis, and they were behind a familiar, big, sunny-yellow, and handsome lion that I know is named Aslan. I backed away from all four of them in shock but also excitement. There were two Bens, one fantastic author, and one great lion. Then Ben that I hugged earlier wore the clothes Prince Caspian did, and I compared him to the other Ben that was dressed in present clothes, and I have to admit that the Prince Caspian dress alike Ben was more ugly than the other Ben. Even though they are the same people, one is cuter than the other.
(In my real life, I really do think that Ben as Prince Caspian, in the movie, looks more unattractive than the normal Ben. It's just that in the Prince Caspian movie, he looked ugly, and when I saw him in an interview with Jimmy Kimmel on Youtube, he looked more attractive somehow. Even though the clip was blurry, he looked all right, seriously, he did. Ben is ugly but also cute for my opinion. He's only ugly when he's in movies but not in shows, and he's extremely dreamy as a normal person. You might think he's just hideous, and I'm not trying to be rude or anything, but I really don't care about your opinion. You could say he is, and I also do think that. There is probably thousands of people that think Ben is handsome too, so it's not only me. You can say that he's ugly or anything bad about him to my face, but I won't care. I'll just let it go. I mean, why do you guys keep saying it if I already get your point? Most of my sixth grade classmates say it repeatedly, and that makes me get frustrated because they keep saying it! Yeah, maybe I say he is cute in class a few times but not a lot. Most of the time, I say that I'm thinking or falling in love with Ben, and some of my classmates said, "He's ugly." I didn't get the point of why did they say it when I didn't say he was handsome. Just say he is in your head! I'm more frustrated on my 6th grade classmates when they say it, and I might stop mentioning Ben Barnes in class, but I still love him.) 
"What is going on?" I asked. I glanced at all four of them. 
"I am Prince Caspian." the unattractive Ben said. 
"And I'm Ben Barnes." the dreamy Ben said. 
"I know that, but isn't it weird that...uhm...that two exact people are...uh...here, and...um...even though they are really the same person, but they have a different name and personality?" Ben looked at Prince Caspian, but Prince Caspian looked at me. 

"Well," Prince Caspian said in a Spanish accent.
(In the movie Ben spoke in a Spanish accent than his British one. When Ben has a Spanish accent, he sounds weird, but when it's his British one, it sounds normal. I don't know why Ben spoke in a Spanish accent than his normal one in the movie, but read the book to know the answer.)
"Ben here is twenty-seven, and I'm thirteen, so you're two years younger than me than sixteen years older." 
"Uh," I said. Prince Caspian walked up to me, and I couldn't move. I got scared. "I... don't know what you mean." He held on to my hands, and fell in love with me. I looked into his eyes then brought them to the mud-like ground, but Prince Caspian raised my chin up and leaned forward. I had my eyes followed to his lip. I didn’t know what to do, but then all of a sudden, somebody pulled him back away from me. It was, of course, Ben. 
"Hey," Ben warned. "you better stay away from Sharon." 
"And why should I?"

"Because we love each other immensely. I know her more than you do, so back off! Besides, you are already married to Ramandu's daughter." 
"Not yet, and who will be Sharon's new lover if your dead?" He had his right hand on the handle of the sword. Ben got in front of me. 
"Do it then." Prince Caspian raised his sword and was about to kill, but Aslan let out a huge roar. It shook the earth and got out attention. 
"Behave sons." Aslan commanded. He walked on his four paws while his calm eyes leered Prince Caspian and Ben. He stopped walking in front of C.S. Lewis, and C.S. Lewis bowed. "No, don't bow. I shall." And that is what he did. "You gave life to Narnia, the Narnians, and myself. Even though I am not real, I still show my respect to you. I came here because of a serious need of you, the Son of Adam, and the Daughter of Eve." He now walked to me. "Maiden, what is your name?" 

    
"Sharon...uh...Your Highness." Aslan chuckled in his deep voice, and then, looked serious again. 

    
"Do you love Ben here?" I looked more scared than before. 

    
"Um...I don't know." I looked down in disgrace. Prince Caspian laughed quietly. Ben walked three steps to me and put his hands on my shoulders. I looked down on him while he did the opposite. He said to me, "Sharon, I will always love you when you don't or even when you get married to somebody else. Now, I know, you’re confused about everything. You’re a wonderful person, and I'm lucky that you love me when I didn't know you. I love you... I really do. I will do anything to see, talk, and be with you. Even when we're thousands of miles apart, I still fight to be with you." 

    
"Please don't say that." I sobbed. " I thought that you'll never meet or love me before you were my neighbor. I-" Ben placed his index finger on my lips, so I would stay quiet. 

    
"That doesn't matter now. All that matters now is we being with each other with our hearts beating as one. Remember, that I'll always, always love you."

    
I looked up at him with my eyes a blurry sight. "But it's hard to believe it, Ben! I want to trust you, but it's hard to." Second later, I felt his hands on my face, and something soft touch my lips. When it happened, my eyes were in shock, but later, they rested to the kiss. It was the first and memorable kiss between Ben and me.

    
(I do dream about me kissing Ben one day, but it'll never happen. Why am I always so negative about Ben not ever being with him? Have you readers ever realized that? It’s true though. Well, nevermind.)

    
We departed our lips. I slowly opened my eyes and saw Ben stare at me with a worried face because he wasn't too sure if he should've have done that. He asked, "Do you believe me now?" 

    
"Yes, I do." I smiled and so did he. We hugged each other tightly and looked at the others. Aslan smiled, and somehow C.S. Lewis was crying.  

    
"Something's in my eyes." C.S. Lewis said, and he turned around for a few seconds. 

    
"Well," Prince Caspian said. "I guess that I was wrong about you two. Aslan and I better get back to Narnia, and in a few weeks, I will marry Ramandu's daughter and have a son. Take care all of you." Ben and I walked up to him. Ben shook his hand even though it's really his.  

    
"You too, Your Highness." Ben said. "Take care of Narnia."

    
I saw how sad the prince was and gave him a hug good-bye. 

    
"I better get going too." C.S. Lewis said. He walked to Ben and I and gave us each a hug. "It was nice see you two again."  

    
"Long live you two and farewell," Aslan said. The three stepped back side by side, and moments later, the tree's branches surrounded them. A second later, the branches unglued and revealed nothing. We headed back to Ben's car while I had my arms around his waist, and he did the same thing while we were shoulder to shoulder.

(Oh my goodness, I can't believe that I finally wrote the kiss. I was waiting for weeks to write it. It's January 30, 2009 with the time of 9:32 pm. I know I lied that this story is almost over, but it is about to end. I promise you that Chapter Eight is much shorter even though there are many more pages to go.)
Chapter 15:"The Date"

When we got back into the car, I looked at the time that rEad 9:21 pm. Ben decided to take me to dinner since he told me my face looks pale and weak, and probably, when I get home, it will be too late to eat or I'll just be too sleepy to. We got there fifteen minutes, and the restaurant was called "Reveonome`". Inside was painted orange-yellow, there were red drapes, all kind of flowers in golden vases, and the tablecloths were the color of apricot with yellow embedded flowers. It felt like autumn in there. We were dining at least twenty-five feet away from the other parties, but we were still in the restaurant. We were handed menus by a man wearing a dark-green shirt that had "Reveonome`" printed to the left, and he was wearing black jeans. 
"I'll come back with your orders." he said and walked back to the chefs. I opened my menu to the middle page and cruised my eyes for something delicious. Ben didn't open his though, so I said to him, "Aren't you eating?" 
"Yes," he responded. "I just already knew what I want." 
"Oh, well...I already know what I'm having." I closed it, and the waiter came back with a notebook and pen. 
"Hello, my name is Ash. I'm sorry that I didn't 

say that before." He laughed in an awkward way, so Ben and I laughed too but not on Ash's joke. "Well, anyways, your order?" 
"I'll have a steak and vegetable soup, please." Ben ordered. Ash wrote that down. 
"And yours?" Ash asked me. 
"Oh, uh...I'll have lasagna and pizza rolls, thank you." He wrote my orders down too.
"Drinks?"

"Sprite." I replied.

"Punch." Ben replied.

"All right, wait for about eight minutes." He took the menus as he left. After he left, I giggled to myself.  
"What's so funny?" Ben asked me.

"Why did you order punch?"

"How is that funny?"

"Kids order stuff like that."

"Well then, what's up with the pizza rolls?" He raised his eyebrows. I stopped giggling. "That's what I thought." I looked around the place boredly. (I usually get bored when I am waiting for my food to be ready and brought to my table. I sometimes just stare around the place even though I have seen it a thousand times.) 
"There's no entertainment."

"Are you hungry?"

"Of course." Ben picked up a healthy looking banana from a fruit basket and held it out to me. 
"Then eat this."

"I rather have an apple." I was about to get an apple from it, but he moved it further back. "Why can't I have one?"

"Because...have you ever heard of first fruit eat first?"

"No." I knew Ben made that up.

"Well, it means that the first fruits that you see, it's the fruit that you'll eat, so eat the banana." I took the banana and peeled it, and I ate the fruit inside. It was tasty. The only thing left of the banana was the peel. "Give me it."

"Why?"

"Just do." I handed it over, and he threw it next to a waiter's feet who was balancing water on a black solid tray.

"That's mean Ben!"

"You wanted entertainment." The waiter turned around and tripped on the banana peel, so the water in the glass holder that looks like a fish bowl but wider and talller, poured all over Ben's head.

"I think that's what you get." I laughed a little awhile but then felt pity. I got a cloth-like black napkin and went over to Ben. I raised his chin while standing and absorbed the water on his face. "I hope you remember this next time."

"I might not." I pressed harder on his face. I was done with the job. "Thank you. Now, come over here." Ben got up and hugged me, and behind my back, he got a cup of water. He backed away a feet and poured the water over my head, and it went down on my hair and face. 

"That's cold." Ben then did the same thing to me. "What was that for?"

"Just want to be fair." We sat down on our seats again with our hair still wet. The food was being received to us on plates, and our drinks were in glass cups. I wrapped lasagna around my fork, so it won't fall off when I eat it. Ben blew on his soup that wants to spit out but didn’t. Ben drank his punch to cool it down. I started to laugh.
"Your suppose to wait until it cools first."

"I know. I just got hungry." About seventeen minutes later, we were done with our foods. Ben paid for it and extra for the accident. Ben drove me back home, and the time we got there was 10:23 pm. I changed my clothes for sleeping and thought about Ben before I did, and Ben thought about me before he too went to sleep.
"Today was an unforgetful day." Ben and I thought. (I wish one day that would really happen to me. Aslan coming to real life, C.S. Lewis coming “back alive”, and I going on a date with Ben. Those are just fantasies though. It's January 31, 2009 with the time of 8:43 pm, and the love story is not finished yet.)
Chapter 16:"B.B.B or B.B.O."

        It is TUESDAY, APRIL the SEVENTH, and I woke up in the morning, 7:45 am. I changed my sleeping clothes to an indigo long shirt, dark jeans, and a plain emerald jacket. I chose to wear dark clothes because I felt like it. I combed my hair, and my hair was now short above my shoulders. I went to the barbar's yesterday with my mom and younger sister.

I saw my mom getting ready for work at La Bou (a kind of bakery that bakes muffins, cookies, breads with fillings and more). Sherry was already dressed watching Arthur on PBS Kids. I grabbed a chocolate Pop Tart with a white napkin out of the toaster and sat on the green couch, and I ate it. The phone rang, and Sherry answered it. A few seconds later, she hung up.

"Who was it?" My mom asked Sherry.

"It was Ben Barn-es." she replied. 
"Ben Barnes." I corrected by emphasizing Barnes. 
"Who cares. He said to go outside if Sharon and me are ready."

"He's taking us to school?" I asked. My mom nodded and had a mad face on. I was very excited, so I quickly finished my Pop Tart. When I finished, I wiped the crumbs on my face with the napkin I had. I got my new plain black backpack because my old one was broken and turned off the T.V., and Sherry and I went outside. I saw Ben next to his car in a black coat and black jeans.

"Good morning." he greeted Sherry and opened and closed the back door for her. "And good morning to you, Sharon." He didn't open the front door for me yet.

"Good morning. Ben." I responded.

"How did you sleep?" Sherry was staring at us like an interesting movie.

"All right. You?"

"All right, but I kept on thinking about you. Is your head all right?"

"Yes, why are you asking me these questions?" 
"I want to make sure your all right. I did promise that I’d take care and protect you." He opened the door for me then closed it. I looked back to Sherry and saw that she was smiling. 
"Why are you smiling?" I asked her.

"Because Ben likes you." she responded. I turned around to my front and looked to my right while Ben got in.

 "Do you like school, Sherry?" Ben asked.

"Yeah." she responded. 
"What," I asked. "you said you hated school."

"I know, but I like Mondays and Fridays. Um...Ben?" 
"Yes?" he replied. I knew that Sherry would ask him questions, so I smiled.

"Can I ask you que-ques-?"

"Questions." I said for her. Ben started up the car.

"Uh...sure." he answered. We were moving then stopped in front of the sidewalk.

"Did you ever sing in your life?" I started to laugh quietly. Ben got embarrassed.

"Yes, but once." 
"Were you in a band?"

"Yes, a band called Hyrise. Only four and a half minutes of my pop career lasted." (This is true. Ben had joined a boyband named Hyrise, and he sings okay. I actually saw him sing in Youtube, and the song he and his colleagues sang was called "Leading Me On". When I first heard him sing, I was shocked and then started laughing. Their dancing moves were pretty cool. Ben decided to join because he really liked singing. After the performance, he never spoke to his colleagues, and that's what I heard in his interview with Jimmy Kimmel. Ben had his hair cut very short like normal boys', and it was spikey. He looked different, and that's one of the reason why I laughed. Anyways, Ben sorry I had to bring tht up. You sounded okay, really, but it was pretty funny.)

"Did you ever had a girlfriend?"

"No."

"Do you love Sharon?"

"Yes." Ben smiled. Then, the same questions were asked.

"What is your favorite color?"

"Black."

"What is your birthday?"

"August 20, 1981."

"Oh, your very old then." I giggled

"I guess." We were now paused at a red light and were only a block away from school. Sherry then asked personal question that I wanted to hear the answer to.

"Will you marry Sharon when she is old enough to marry?" I quickly loked at Ben then back to the window. 

"Uh..." Ben looked a bit sad. 
"If daddy even let me, okay?" I answered for him. I looked back at Sherry when I said that.

"Oh." Sherry responded. We were silent while we got to Earl Warren Elementry. It was 8:15 am. Ben paused almost in front of the school. Sherry and I unbuckled our seatbelt and got out of the car. Sherry ran to the cafeteria, so it was just me left. Ben didn't drive back home but got out of the car too.

"What are you doing, Ben?" I asked him while he walked up to me.

"Coming to school with you, of course."

"Why?"

"Because I want you to be safe, and when you are not, I want to be there to save you."

"Do you even have permission to?"

"Yes, your teacher said it was all right if I don't cause distractions to the class and you."

"You better not."

"Like the girls in your class will stare at me. I know that they all think I'm ugly, but you don't think so."

"How do you know that if I didn't tell you?"

"Lets just say a birdie whispered that to me."

"Who told – nevermind."

"I'll just keep my eyes on you."

"But don't stare at me every second though...like right now."

"Oh, sorry. Well, what classroom are you in?" I walked to my classroom with him behind me.

"Room 14. You should know that." I held on to the doorknob then let go, and I turned to Ben. "I can't do this." 
"Oh, come on. It's not that hard."

"But Ben-" He opened the door for me and gently push me in. 
"Hi Sharon!” My friends cheered out. 
"Hey!" I responded and went to the, but Ben caught my left wrist and whispered to me, "Stay close to me." 
"Why is Ben Barnes here?" Jorge asked. I couldn't answer because Mr. Castro came behind Ben. 

    
"Hi Ben," Mr. Castro greeted, and they shook hands while Ben still held on to my wrist. "and welcome back Sharon. 

    
"Hello." Ben and I responded.     

    
"May I speak to you, Ben?" Mr. Castro asked. 

    
"Uh, sure." Ben replied. 

    
"I'll be at my desk with my friends." I told Ben. I walked to the direction, but Ben didn't let go yet. "Uh, let go Ben." 

    
"Stay away from trouble." he told me. 

    
"I will." He let go, and I left with my friends to my desk. He followed my teacher to his desk.     

    
"So what, sir?" 

    
"You are here because of Sharon, right?" 

    
"Yes." 

    
"You're kept to your promise?"     

    
"Yes." Mr. Castro sat down on his chair. 

    
"Okay, do you mind later in the day that you'll tell me about yourself and answer questions?" 

    
"No." Ben had his hands in his pockets. 

    
"All right, where do you want to be seated?" 

    
"Um, may I stand close to Sharon like in front of those computers?" He looked at a few computers that were behind Ismenia's chair. 

    
"Sure, you can go now."        

    
"Thank you, sir." 

    
I had already got out my planner and binder. 

    
"So are you and Ben like dating or something?" Jorge asked. 

    
"Uh, yes." I replied. 

    
"Have you two ever gone out?" Kristal asked. 

    
"Yeah, but I'm not telling how it went." 

    
"Gotta go." they said. The computer group people who are: Anson, Daniel, Johnny, Jorge, Kristal, and Miguel had to go to Lab 19. It was 8:21 am. I sat down on my chair. My close friends smiled and went away giggling. I wondered why they were doing that, and then my question was answered. 

    
"Hello," a voice said behind me, and it was Ben. He sat on Anson's chair next to me. "are you glad to be back?" 

    
"Yeah." I looked down boredly. 

    
"It's not going to be that boring. For me, it's nice to come back to Elementary School." He smiled at me, but I looked the opposite way of him. 

    
"Well, maybe, but you didn't go to this school." I picked up a stapler from my group box, so I can staple my last week math homework. I was about to staple the corner at my math paper and box paper together. 

    
"No, let me do that for you." Ben said. 

    
"Uh, sure." I handed him the two papers and the stapler. After he was done, he put the black stapler in the red box. I watched him do all of that. 

    
"Sorry that I'm that way. You know, "B.B.B"." I smiled at that. 

    
"And what does that mean exactly?" 

    
It means, "Ben Being Ben" or "Ben Being Bossy". 

    
"More like "B.B.O."." 

    
"And what does that mean exactly?" 

    
"It means, "Ben Being Overprotective." He laughed and held on to my hand, and I gripped gently on his hand. He leaned close to my face so nobody in my class will hear what he'll say, but the whole class was silent.  

    
"If anything horrible happen to you, I'll always be there." There were awes from a few girls and sarcastic awes from boys. 

    
"You promise?" 

    
"I promise." 

    
"Pinky swear?" I held out my right pinky. 

    
"Pinky swear." He then connected his pinky to mine, and we swung them. It was 8:29, so for Extended Day, we will do Power Math (it is a type of way that could help students with their math. First, you have to take a test containing mostly all math calculations: multiplication, division, subtraction, addition, fractions, geometry, and more. The section you most miss problems on is the book you will have. The types of books there are are: number sense, fractions, decimals, geometry, and more. There is intermediate and advanced, but it is the same method but harder. You start with Lesson Review and do the Practice. Then later, you do Checkout A, and if you don't pass it, you do Checkout B. You can check your answers in the back of the book, and it’s printed backwards, so you have to flip it. Last, you do the test of the book your on and lesson. You have to pass all of the problems, but if you miss a couple, you get to correct them. Once you finish all of the lessons, you get to go on to the next book. When you finish all of the basic, intermediate, and advanced books, you go to the mixed ones.) 

    
Some people don't do Power Math but practice some reviews in our 6th grade math book in group 1, 2, or 3 with the teacher. Mariah and Kong are in that group, so she left the group; and Ismenia was the checker with Victoria. They have to check tests in the back table, but if there is none to, they work on their Power Math books. Caroline took Ismenia’s seat and Esperanza takes Mariah’s seat because they are in Group Two. Anson's was taken my Ben, and nobody took Kong's. I was the only person that was really in Group Five. Ben watched over my work. It was a bit uncomfortable, but I got used to it. Twenty-five minutes later, we had to stop because it was time to start school. Eight-thirty to 9:55 is Extended Day. Everybody went back to their seats, and Ben got up and went to stand between group four and five in front of the chair for the computer. We accomplished the flag salute and sharing.  

    
"Ben," Mr. Castro said. "it's your turn to share." 

    
"Hello," Ben started off. "I think you all know that my name is Ben Barnes. My real first name is Benjamin, but Ben sounds cooler." 

    
"I coughed and smiled. "I think all of you might know me from the Prince Caspian movie and from Sharon. I moved to California because my family and I wanted to just relax in a different place. I'm Sharon's neighbor, so we hanged with each other and very very very very became close friends. I am here because, like you all know, Sharon was in the hospital for a while, and I promised to take care of her after she was okay. We had some fights, but we sort them out, and we've meet very cool people that I don't think any of you would believe. This is maybe the only day that I'll be in this classroom. I'll be like Sharon’s angel." 

    
"Or knight." I whispered so only my teammates could hear what I said. They started to laugh.  

    
"Group five," Mr. Castro commanded. "stop laughing." 

    
"No," Ben said. "what were you guys on about?" 

    
"Um," Kong answered. "Sharon said that you're also her knight." Most of my classmates laughed. 

    
"This is going to scar me for life." I complained. 

    
"How did you fall in love with Sharon?" Viet asked. 

    
"She was walking to her house," Ben answered. "and I caught her with my eyes. Not everything went smoothly while I flirted with her." 

    
People laughed while I covered my face with my blue folder.

"I think that's where we'll stop." Mr. Castro said. For the rest of the day, Ben was my knight. He helped my group with some problems in our math book. Some people sensed some connection between Ben and me when he and I walked around the lap talking, made eye connections, accidently touched hands, when my paper fell, he picked it up for me, he caught me when Jorge tripped me, and when I needed help on a math problem, he overlapped my hand with his and helped me write the right work for the problem. Later, he drove Sherry and I home. Today was an entertaining day. He told me that for four month, he will be at England to see his younger brother, Jack. He will leave in a four weeks and will come back on September 1, 2010. Ben shouldn't leave me or something horrible will happen to me. I'll give you a hint: I will forget Ben. (It’s February 1, 2009 at the time of 9:30pm
Chapter 17: "Goodbye"

The' date is may 1, 2009 with the time of 4:05 pM. Today at school, I spoke to one of my friends, Judy Chang, at recess about this story. She is actually the first person ever to read this story besides me then the second person is Victoria Chac. I told Judy about how far I've gotten, and she was shocked. I'm writing a lot to it because Judy said that she would read my story even if it's a thousand pages, and people in my class said that I should add more details to them. She stopped at the part when I went inside the room to get away from Ben, so she has a lot of pages to go, but when she gets to this part, she won't have as much… You readers have, I think, about thirty pages to go. Judy, Victoria, and readers, I bet your eyes are probably hurting if you didn't stop reading. Hahaha! Yeah, I know the laughs on me too because I had to write this story, and my hand hurts, but I skipped some days for rest. I know some parts are not as entertaining, but hopefully, this chapter and the next is. This chapter is going to be more of a fantasy than reality. Yeah, well...uh..."haha" at Judy again. I'm just trying to make Judy read a lot, but she is still reading it. This laugh goes to Victoria and you readers too, and yeah, to me also! Her birthday is on May the fourteenth, so I just want to say happy birthday to her.

“In seventeen days, it will be Kayla’s birthday and she will turn twelve. She asked me to put it in the story, and I was generous enough to grant it. Happy birthday, Kayla!)

    
Last night, I heard two people open the door as if they're kidnapping someone. I was about to open the front door of my mom's car, but something held on to my jacket's sleeve. I turned around and saw Ben. 

    
"Hi," I greeted. 

    
"Sharon," my mom said in a grouchy voice not in my language. "you have to go to school, now." When I heard her say that with perfect English, I got curious. 

    
"But-" 

    
"Now!"

    
I sighed and turned around to Ben with sad eyes. “Sorry Ben, I have to go now. Is there another time that we can talk?" 

    
"I'm afraid not." he responded. He reached for something inside his jacket pocket but didn't when he saw my mom's strict face. "I guess this is goodbye, Sharon."     

    
"I don't want it to be." I looked unhappy as if somebody has taken this story and threw it into the burning fireplace.

    
(If that happened, I will be hazardous with anger, but later, I would be grief.)

    
Ben and I were about to hug goodbye but decided to shake hands instead because of my mom. After Ben turned around and walked in his house, I angrily opened and closed the front door of my mom's car. I angrily said to my mom, "Wh-wh why did you do that? In fact, what is wrong with you?" 

    
"He's too old." she said in perfect English. 

    
"Is that even your voice? How the hell do you speak like that?" 

    
"I practiced."  

    
I sighed deeply and avoided her gaze. "Liar." I got to school in a good mood because of my best friends are there.     

    
"Bye." 

    
I gave her a mean attitude. When I walked in the classroom, some of the desks were moved around. 

    
"Hey Sharon," Mr. Castro said. "come over here." I walked over to his desk. "The song, "The Call" by Regina Skeptor is downloaded in my laptop." 

    
I got confused of why he told me that if it's not that important. 

    
"Okay...why did you tell me that?" 

    
"I told you that because I want to play it for your classmates, so they could hear different types of songs." 

    
"Okay...that's a weird explanation." 

    
"This song is pretty good to listen to. I like the song even though it's not my favorite type of music." 

    
"I like it too." 

    
"Why?" 

    
"No reason. I just like it." I walked to my desk and saw that two of my teammates are taken out, and the people that replaced them were David and Jose. They only people that stayed were Ismenia, Anson, and I. I liked the song, "The Call", because it mostly relates to Ben and I departing.

      
(The real reason why I like the song because it's a bit sad. I first heard it at the end of the Prince Caspian movie when the Pevensies had to leave Narnia, and it really relates to it. One day you'll hear it and maybe like it.)

     
Six and a half hours later at 2:30pm, my class and I were doing our homework since we behaved in class. Mr. Castro was going to put the song on, and there was a knock on the door. Kong went to get it, and the class ignored it. 

    
"Hi," a voice said. "may I speak with Sharon, please?" I turned my head and could only see some bit of cloths from the three guests. Mr. Castro had the song updated and pressed the play button, and he left to see the people at the door. He didn't know that the song wasn't playing at the time. 

    
"Um," Kong said as he turned around to Mr. Castro. The people distracted everybody. “they want to see Sharon, sir." The teacher saw who they were and seemed to know them but only on of them.

    
"Hello," the teacher said. "it's nice to see you again." He shook hands with one of the visitor's hand. "Oh, you want to speak with Sharon, all right. Sharon, come over here." He signaled me to, so I gently placed my pencil on my desk, got up from my chair, pushed it in, and slowly walked to the door. The teacher realized that the song wasn't playing, so he tried again but it still wouldn't. It kind of froze. I was surprised to see the guests. The sky looked as if it was going to rain. 

    
"Ben!" I almost screamed. I quickly hugged him, and I let go and saw the two other people. "Mr. and Mrs. Barnes, hello." 

    
"It's nice to see you again, Sharon." Mrs. Barnes greeted. 

    
"And so it is for me." Mr. Barnes replied. 

    
"Don't you guys want to come in?" I asked. 

    
"No-" Mr. Barnes replied, but then the sky roared and started pouring. “In second thought, all right.” The parents were in front of the door, and Ben and I were about two feet in front of them. 

    
"Damn it!" Mr. Castro yelled. Everybody stared at him. "Sorry, continue. Anson, Jorge, Johnny, and Daniel, come over here." They obeyed. Everybody was now focused on them including Ben and I. "I think it froze. Check." About one minute later, the helpers were also confused. Mr. Castro clicked play again, and it worked. "No, how do we pause it." He clicked the pause button, but it wouldn't pause. “Shoot!" The class started to laugh. "Oh, I can start it over, but I can't change its volume." 

    
"Sir," Patrick said. “I think you should leave it because I think I heard the song before, and it kinda relates to 'them?' He secretly pointed to us. 

    
"That's a good idea." Mr. Castro started it over, and the volume of it was loud enough, so Ben and I could still here each other. 

    
"It started out as a feeling," Regina Skeptor sang. “which then grew into a hope." I felt uncomfortable and turned to Ben.

   
(Some lyrics are written.) 

    
"I thought you left." I said. 

    
"And then that word grew louder and louder 'til it was a battle cry." 

    
"I know," Ben responded. “but I wanted to talk to you more before I left. If I didn't, I would regret it that I didn't." 

    
"You can call me, you know," I reminded. “and you said that if I needed you, I can tell you, and you'll come as fast as wind to me." 

    
"Just because everything's changing, doesn't mean it’s never been this way before." 

    
"I will." Ben promised. “Just be safe. When all of this confusion and crazy problems stop, everything will be better. When it's over, everything will be normal between us. It's not really good-bye, you know. I'll come back in about five months." 

    
"You said one month." 

    
"I know, and I'm sorry. I can't change it... I got something for you. “He grabbed something inside his jacket pocket. 

    
"Pick a star on the dark horizon and follow the light. You'll come back, when it's over. No need to say good-bye." 

    
"It's a beautiful locket. “I said. It was an indigo stringed necklace that connected to a small ruby diamond, and it was connected to a sapphire heart locket. It was a genuine beauty. When I carefully opened it, words that were carved in beautiful, readable, and skinny words and filled in white read: 

To Sharon S. Saeteurn, 

My dear love and soon to be wife 

I will always love you 

Even though we're 

Two different people 

We still attract 

Don't ever forget about 

Me because I won't 

Dare forget you. 

I'll BELIEVE 

That you’re alive 

Even when you're not. 

     

    
"Thank you." I said and cried. Ben put it around my neck for me. “I’ll always love you." 

    
"No need to say good-byyyye." We both hugged each other tightly for a while and said a few words to each other that nobody could hear.

   
"Now we're back to the beginning. It's just a feeling and no one knows yet, but just because they can't feel it to, doesn't mean that you have to forget."

   
 Ben kissed me on the cheek and stepped back, so his parents could say goodbye. They each hugged me tightly.

    
"Let your memories grow stronger and stronger before 'till they're before your eyes." 

   
"Bye." they said. All three of them waved farewell to my class, teacher, and I, and they opened and closed the door. 

    
"You'll come back, when they call you. No need to say goodbye."

    
That was the end of "The Call", and I held on to the locket closely to my heart. (It's February 3, 2009, and it's 4:47 pm. I came back from school about an hour and forty-seven minutes ago.) 
Chapter 18: “Hello”

    
It's June 1, 2009, and I came home after school. The past days were monotonous because everything in my life was a list again: wake up, comb my hair, eat something sugary watch television, read, write stories, and take nap.


Kristin Cansy has been living in the Barnes family’s house until the day that she will be leaving for her career in designing clothes.  

The day when Ben was my neighbor was like an adventure. The experiences that happened in those days were pretty much rare to happen in reality. It was like a dream that contains one of your passions, and one of my passions was to meet Ben Barnes one day. It's was like a story that has a conflict, main characters, settings, solution, and other parts a story have was magically transported into my life. It was all so impossible to happen but some was not.

If I'm fortunate for something like that to happen, I do feel very lucky. It's not that kind of lucky when you win a million bucks from a lottery, but it's the kind of lucky when you don't expect it to happen. It's rare luck and it is a special one.

It's one that happens to special people. Those people are the kinds that do not think that they are unique. I sometimes consider myself as one of those people. I bet that everybody once thought that they were unfortunate or not unique, too, and if not, in the future you maybe will. For my opinion, and as many of your elders had said, everybody is special in their unique way. Try to prove them and me wrong, and probably you can. 

    
The house phone rang, and I answered it on the second ring. 

    
"Hello?" I answered. The phone is cordless, so I got to watch the TV. while I talked. 

    
"Hello," a woman's voice replied. "is this Sharon?" I hoped that it was Mrs. Barnes, but it wasn't. "This is Mrs. Lydia Souls." I was still happy anyways. 

    
"Oh, really! Hi, it's been so long has it? Anyways, did you have the baby?" I lowered the volume of the TV. by the remote control. 

    
"Yes, it's an adorable boy name Scott Souls. How's everything, dear? You sound sad." 

    
"Everything's...fine-just fine. I'm really happy to talk to you again, Mrs. Souls. Where does your family move to?" 

    
"We moved to Pennsylvania. It's wonderful here. Oh, I just miss you so."

I heard a door closed on her line. 

    
"How's Cindy doin?" I decided to rest my head on a puffy pillow on the side of the couch. I placed my feet on the third cushion of the couch and rested. "Is she okay without me?" 

    
"In matter of fact, she is, but she still misses you, darling. Now, you better just stay okay, honey. It ain't fun when you're not here. Now, is there something you want to tell me?'' 

    
"Uh...well..." 

    
"I ain't gonna judge what your gonna tell me, so why don't you spill it out?"  

    
I hesitantly tried to say something to her. "Well, how do I start it?" 

    
"Whatever you like?" 

    
"Okay, what if you like someone that also likes you back, but your ages are different?" 

    
"Well, how old is this boy?" 

    
"Twenty-seven." 

    
Mrs. Soul took this calmly. "Your right on that. Do you love each other?" 

    
"Yeah." She was thinking. 

    
"That's all that matter. Do you care for him?' 

    
"Yes, I do. All that bothers me is our age." 

    
"Do you ever think about anything else when you’re together?" 

    
"No, please, your not answering my questions here." 

    
"Got dang it, its true love all right. Yep, I know it is." 

    
"Mrs. Souls!" 

    
"Now, hold your horses. First, I call it true love because you and the boy love each other more than you love yourselves. Now isn't that nice? Why don't you go outside to get your mail?" 

    
"How do you know that my mail is here?" 

    
"Well, it's 3:20 pm, right? That's when your mail is arrived." I saw the mailman go back to his mail truck, so I went outside. I brought the phone with me. I saw Mrs. Souls sitting on the porch, and I clicked the off button on the phone and put it back on the charger in the house. I walked to Mrs. Souls and gave her a hug. "Sharon, you have gotten taller, and look at that, you have shorter hair. The way I always wanted it to be. How about you come with me to shopping?" 

    
"Sure, but can we-" 

    
"Na-na-na-no. We will talk later. Now, get ready." 

    
"All right, wait awhile." I got the mail and went back inside the house and told my parents that I'll be going shopping with Mrs. Souls. I went back outside and opened and closed the front door of her indigo truck. I clicked on the seatbelt. "Where are we heading anyway?" 

    
"Oh, an outdoor shopping?" 

    
"You mean like a flee market?" She started up the engine. "Yes, and here we go." While we were on the streets, I looked down on the normal cars and felt tall. It took us about twenty minutes to get there. 

    
"Where is Cindy and the rest?" A car cut us, so she cursed at the driver in that car. 

    
"Sorry, what was that, dear oh, Cindy, my husband, Austin, and my son, Scott are coming later because they didn't want to leave yet." 

    
"Why didn't you stay with them?" The driver was now moving very slowing. Mrs. Souls hooked the horn at the person. 

    
"Because I couldn't stand that got dang place. It was like prison. The weather was not right for me." She pressed the button to make the window go down and stuck her head out of it. "Yo, donkey's butt, get moving or my foot will go up your-" I didn't want to hear the next part even though I heard the word a thousand times. "Excuse my language, darling."  

    
"Oh, it doesn't quite bother me. I feel safe around you." 

    
"Even though I'm a party lady, I'm a rude one." I smiled on that, and when it read 4:00, we got there. We parked not that far from its entrance. There were diversed people there. We walked around until we found a person that sells scarves, socks, blouses, and other woman and girls clothing. I saw a pet place that has beautiful birds, chicks, colorful fishes types, turtle, patterns bunnies, and lizards. We got to a place that had a banner that read, "Bertha's Beauty." It had many trendy clothing. I took no interest in them though, but Mrs. Souls did. She was looking through them for herself and I. I followed her. She put different kinds of clothes in front of me and stepped back to see how I look in it. Mostly all of the clothes she picked out were for me, and some were for her. She purchased some but didn't stop there. "how do you look in a dress?" She picked up one that was folded. 

    
"Oh, I don't wear dresses." I carried at least six bags of clothes. 

    
"Won't you at least try? Oh, look at this one. It's also a nightgown and a fun to wear dress." She unfolded it and showed me. "Isn't it just precious." I looked at it, and it was beautiful. It was dark-blue, it had short sleeves that go to your elbows, an evening looking violet waistline, and it doesn't go up to the neck but shows some of the skin around the bottom of the neck. Mrs. Souls checked it on me, and it reached a little bit above my feet. 

    
"Yes, it does, but I don't want a dress, really." The owner of the place walked up to us with a money bag tied to her waist. 

    
She was still at it. "Hi, I would like to purchase this dress, please." 

    
I got a bit upset because she is going to buy something that I'm never going to wear. 

    
"All right." the person said. 

    
The person was a female with brown hair, and her name was Bertha. "Eighteen dollars and forty-five cents, please." 

    
"See," I said. "it's too expensive." Mrs. Souls dug through her purse for the cash. 

    
"No, "Mrs. Souls said. "I'm still buying it." She gave Bertha $19.00, and then, she got back $0.55. Bertha got the dress, folded it, and she put it in a pink box. "Sharon, why don't you wonder off and get something nice." She handed me $8.75. "Leave the clothes behind and meet me back at the food court, all right?" 

    
"Yes." I gave her the six bags and walked off to somewhere that had my interest. 

    
"Young lady," an old woman voice said. She had silver hair tied into a chignon and she wore a black dress. She was a plump woman, but she had dangerous eyes. "Would you please buy this beautiful dreamer?" I walked to the elderly lady, and she was holding up a snowflake like charmer attached to a silver string. It had a small diamond in the middle, and it had one diamond connected to each of the small diamond's points. It was color turquoise. "This dreamer makes you go to sleep when you can't. You will forget about everything and just sleep. Twirl this in front of you, and that's all you have to do. Please doesn't it look gorgeous?"  

    
"Yes, it does, but I don't have any trouble sleeping." I kept my eyes on the dreamer though. 

    
"Then, just take it, dear." She placed it onto my palms. 

    
"No, I couldn't. It's messed up." 

    
"Just take it. I don't need the money. Please, accept it. I don't get any younger, you know." One hard look into her eyes, made me take the dreamer. 

    
"Okay, well, thanks. Maybe I will need this someday. Bye." I put the charmer in my jeans pocket. 

    
"Good luck, my dear." I turned around, and the old lady was not there. Everything was still normal though. I walked to the food court and saw Mrs. Souls at a table, so I joined her. Mrs. Souls handed me a cinnamon stick with a napkin wrapped around the bottom. I bit the top off and chewed it in my mouth, and it tasted sweet and warm. 

    
"So," Mrs. Souls asked. "you want to hear the answer to your previous questions, correct?" She inserted the straw in the hole that it said to put it in. 

    
"Of course I do." I bit the cinnamon stick again. "Can you answer it now?"  

    
"Okay, what was the question you asked?" She also bit into her's. 

    
"What if you like someone that also likes you back, but your age is very far apart from the other?" I was half finished with my snack. 

    
"Hum, well, I don't know the answer to that, but if you two are going to get married, just be sure that you're eighteen years or older." 

    
"So, you're saying?"  

    
She was done with her cinnamon stick, so she cleaned her mouth with the napkin. “I’m saying that your age difference doesn't quite matter, but if your going to have a serious relationship, be the age eighteen or older. Right now, you two are a couple, right?" 

    
"Yes, why do I have to be eighteen or older to be in a serious relationships?" I was finished with my cinnamon stick and cleaned my mouth. 

    
"What I mean by "serious relationship" is marriage. Well, I think it's the law that if your "partner" is an adult, and you're not, you can't get married. You are eleven, and he's twenty-seven, so if you two get married now, I don't think you can because it's like-" She whispered the rest in my ear. 

    
"Oh, I understand now! I'm definitely waiting till I'm eighteen-years-old to get married. So, our age doesn't matter?" 

    
"Yes, come on, dear, lets go. Bring along your drink in case you want to drink it." Even though she treats me like a child, I know she is just looking out for me. While we were heading home, we discussed about what happened in the past years. She made me laugh. Mrs. Souls told me her childhood. Some of it was hard to believe like when she accidently burned her older sister's hair, had a tongue piercing, was a model, dated George Clooney, and owned sixty-six dogs. "I always hated the smell of them, so I decided to sell all of the dogs." 

    
"Why did you have sixty-six dogs in the first place then?"  

    
"Some of them belonged to my great great grandparents. They put in their will to give them to me because I loved playing with dogs when I was six-years-old." 

    
"How old are you now, anyway?" 

    
"Forty-six-years-old."  

    
"You really don't look that old, you know." 

    
"You remind me of myself when I was around your age." We stopped at a red light behind another car.  

    
"How?" 

    
"Well, you are a grumpy and nice person, have many friends that stick up for you, is good at ELA than math, is the third child, was tall for your age, and love to read." 

    
"Pretty much something like that. I'm glad that you came back to California." 

    
"Why, you don't like your neighbor or something?" The light turned green, and we did a turn. 

    
"No, I do. It's just that maybe my boyfriend was my neighbor, and he left for about five months in England." 

    
"Who is this person you speak of?"     

    
"Ben Barnes." 

    
"Oh, that actor who plays Prince Caspian in that Narnia movie." I looked out the window in front of me and recognized it. I think it was the street Ben drove me when it was all dark. I could see the trees more clearly and the birds. 

    
"Yeah, I know it's hard to believe." 

    
"Have you two ever kissed? Hey, you can tell me if you want to. It's your business." 

    
"Yes, we have."

    
(No, we didn't.) 

    
"Is he a good kisser?" 

    
"To tell you the truth, our lips just-pressed. Nothing PG-13 happened."     

    
"Okay, how would you rate the kiss though?"     

    
"You want me to rate it now?"     

    
"Look in the bright side, at least you don't have to describe it which is harder to."     

    
"Fine, I'll give it a... a... an eight."

    
(I don't know how good Ben kisses, so I'm just writing any number. Hopefully, he doesn't get too mad at the score.) 

    
"An eight? Why?" 

    
"I don't know why."

    
(Exactly) 

    
"Do you want to know how good Austin-" 

    
"NO!" 

    
"All right, I just thought it was fair to share mine." 

    
"Oh, really?" We laughed and got home in seven minutes. She now lives in her old home. "Bye." I got the bags that had my clothes in them. "See you tomorrow."

   
(I don't think I will.) 

    
"Bye, honey." We hugged, and I left to my house. I put the clothes away and read the clock. It read 5:16 pm. Four hours later, I had dinner with my mother only. Her eyes were very similar to the elderly lady's. After I cleaned my plate, I decided to go to sleep. I changed my clothes to a white T-shirts and gray pants, and I put away the dreamer in my jewelry box. 

(It's February 7, 2009 with time of 1:11pm. My hand hurts, but I'm happy with how far I got in this story. Enjoy Chapter 20!)

Chapter 20:  “I’ll See You Soon”

It’s June 11, 2009, and it’s 9:00am. Today is an important day that my classmates, the other sixth grade class, and I get promoted from sixth grade. It is taken place is the cafeteria with the tables moved somewhere else. The boys were in their tuxes, and the girls were in a not prom dresses but just dresses. Some girls were in a nice shirt and skirt. Every parent that attended to see his or her child get promoted was sitting on a chair. Every sixth grader that was being promoted was seated on a chair on the stage.  The two teachers, Mr. Castro and Mr. Jones, and the Earl Warren principal, Mrs. Moua were standing up. The teachers will be giving out awards to their students.

Its 9:45am, the four kids that got chosen from each class to come up and say their speech out loud. I was one of them, but the three other people were unknown to me. It didn’t take as long as I expected but around ten minutes. The two teachers said a short speech for a while about how their students are hard workers, successful, and excellent students, and how we will do well in middle school. Mrs. Moua gave one too about coming back to get your medal from the Star Test and wishing us luck in middle school. After that she was done with her speech, everybody in the main room clapped loudly as they can and cheered for his or her son or daughter.

I headed downstairs of the stage to my mom and dad, and they were enthralled that they got to see me get advanced to the seventh grade.

My mom was smiling and was fixing my hair. “So, you are getting older than?”
“Yeah, of course, I am.” I responded.

“Then, you have to clean the house and everything.” She started laughing.

“Yeah, but you said when I am thirteen, I will have to take care of the house more.” I looked at the other parents and kids. “Come on, let’s get some drinks outside.” I lead them outside of the cafeteria to the hallway all the way at the left of it when you get out, and I drank some punch while my parents ate a few snacks. I looked at the crowd to see my friends. “Hey, I’ll come back, okay? I want to talk to my friends before I leave.”

“Okay but don’t go too far somewhere.”

I ran towards Judy and Victoria because they were the only ones that weren’t in a group. “Hey, Judy and Vicky.”

They waved back. “Hey, Sharon.”

I grew mournful. “I guess that today is the start of us being separated. It is kind of true.”

Judy responded first. “Can you stop saying that? You know how said we get when you say it.”

Victoria agreed. “I know. It’s not true because we will meet each other soon.”

I stayed with the same tone. “I don’t think that we will because I don’t think that I will be somewhere that you guys are going to be too.”

They disagreed again. “Stop being like that, Sharon!”

“It’s not my fault that it’s in my nature. I just know that we won’t meet up with each other soon. Besides, sixth grade was the year that we were mostly apart from each other. In fourth and fifth grade, we were all together except for weekends though.”

Victoria went furious about the way that I kept thinking the negative parts about sixth grade and everything else. “Like what then?”

“In Slypark, I was not there with any of you, in Sunsplash, Judy and I weren’t with you, in the Leadership fieldtrips, I didn't attend to most of them, and in the future, when we are all in middle school, I won’t be there with the both of you and some other people.”

Judy was still calm though. “We will still keep in contact though, right?”

“No, on my computer now, it really is not processing well anymore, so I can’t go on mostly all of the websites.”

Victoria moaned. “Aw, that’s messed up.”

“Yeah, I guess that life can’t always be the way that you want it, right? I love my life, but it’s not going the way that I want it to be. My parents are just so protective of me, that’s why I can’t do and get what I want. I’ll just be a loner when I enter middle school. I’ll be the one that gets picked on and be the weirdo. I’ll be in a shell and won’t come out of it until I graduate high school if I make it. My life is tough because I don’t have freedom, I mean; I do but don’t get options. What makes it worse is that when I do feel this way later, you guys won’t be there to cheer me up. I don’t care if people think that I’m a crybaby because I’m just going through a rough time now.” I couldn’t say the last few words because the tears that were growing were choking them up.

They both started tearing up, so they couldn’t say anything much.

I didn’t bother to wipe those tears. “I don’t want to leave you two forever because we’re friends, and we aren’t supposed to leave each other. If we are then I don’t get the meaning ‘Best friends forever’. If we aren’t going to be with each other forever then I don’t think that we three are best friends.” I really didn’t want to say that.

Judy managed to say her debate between in tears. “Sharon, we are best friends. Don’t ever say that. Even though you aren’t going to be with us, we are still going to be connected in heart.”

“You guys aren’t gonna miss me because you guys have each other, Caroline, Viet, Evie, Mariah, Anson, Patrick, and other people that are our friends. Just like, you know, have fun and forget about me ‘cuz I don’t want either of you to get upset like now, and probably when you two keep feeling miserable that I’m not there with you, you both might not do good in school. I don’t want to be the reason why you both are still in the seventh grade because I want to see both of you living your dreams. Like I said earlier, forget about me and focus in school.”

“We won’t forget about you no matter what you say.” Victoria outburst. “We are going to miss you because you’re so funny and can cheer us up when we’re down. You’re a cool friend, and we want to see you become the greatest author that ever lived.”

“You don’t know how hard it is to become and be one.”

Judy was on Victoria’s side on this. “It doesn’t matter because we will wait for you to get on TV and wait for your books to get in libraries, and I will never forget about you because you inspired Vicky and I to write. You can heal my pains like when the soccer ball hit my finger; you didn’t care about healing it for me. You’re like the best friend that I ever had and don’t forget about us, okay?”

I cried harder because the words touched me so fondly, and I know that they meant it because they’re my best friends. “You know that I will never forget about any of you and our other friends. You guys can’t get replaced, and I hope that I won’t be.”

“You won’t be. There’s nobody like you.”

“You guys won’t be replaced because I know that there’s no one like the both of you. No one is as nice as you are, Judy, and there’s no one that is as strong as you, Vicky.”

They both made the crying face again and poured. All of this crying was not acting, but it was “I am losing one of my best friends” and “I don’t know if we are going to see each other ever again” crying. We all were trying to find the bright side of all of this, but only negative conclusions were in our heads. I found something that I meant to say for a long time. “You two are the best friends that I ever had, and today is just something that we have to live with until the day that we will see each other soon. You never know when it will happen because you can’t make it happen, so I’ll see you both around.”

Judy laughed to get the sadness out of her. “Yeah, I’ll see you around. You’ll probably see me when I’m waiting to get your autograph.”

Victoria got cheered up by that and smiled. “I’ll be there too. We’ll probably see each other in a few months. Like you said, you never know.” We all chuckled faintly.

I wiped my tears from my eyes. “What if I die early?”

They got mad again but still were calm. “Sharon, stop it.”

I let out a soft laughter. “I was just kidding. You two take everything so seriously, huh?”

Judy and Victoria knew what to say already to that. “You too.”

I forgot that I that I take everything so seriously in the past because I don’t anymore when I know that someone is telling a joke. “Well, yeah, but that is not what we were talking about. I’m gonna miss you guys a trillion times more when I wasn’t at Slypark with you two.”

Judy decided to talk this time. “Nothing’s fun without you.”

“Patrick is a good joker. He can crack people up. I’m not the only one, you know.” I wasn’t being modest too. It is true that other people are funny in my class.

“You’re just better though.”

“Thank you, and both of you don’t need to worry about that if you two just stay happy and forget about me, and you two should always know that I will be thinking about you and how you’re doing.”

Victoria agreed to that. “I never forget about you because you’re my twin.”


“You’re my number one author.” Judy reminded.


I smiled and started tearing up again, but I held it in. “You two are the best fans and friends that I ever had. I’ll stay happy when I enter middle school because you guys want me to.”


They put their two thumbs up. “Yep.”


“All right, I gotta go now.” I wrapped my right arm around Victoria’s back neck and my left arm around Judy’s back neck, so that I could hug the both of them easier. “My life is gonna suck soon.”


“No, it’s not. Bye now, and good luck with your career!” They let go.


“Yeah, I’ll be needing it. I’ll be saying bye to the others and then go. I’ll see you both soon.” I waved at them then headed to my other friends, but they were scattered everywhere in groups. I walked up to one of them and waited for them to finish about what they were talking about. The group that I went to had Caroline, Darlene, Evie, Megan and Viet. “Hey, I’m going now and just wanted to say bye before I leave.”


Caroline whimpered a bit. “Oh, I’ll miss you, Sharon.” She gave me an unexpected hug. “I need you to help me with my stories.”


“You’re good enough to not need my help at all, and I’ll miss you too.” I didn’t want to say that because it sounded too lovey-dovey, but I didn’t care that it did because she’s my friend.


“Will you come forget about us?”


“Yes, I will.” I started laughing.


She punched me on the arm. “Stop joking, I know that you won’t. I’ll see you soon, okay?”


I didn’t know if that was going to happen. “I guess that we will. Bye Evie, Megan, and Tiev.” I didn’t hug them because I never did before, so it will be uncomfortable if we did.


They smiled. “Bye, Sharon.”


I was saving the best good-bye for last for this group. “Cheerio, Darlene.”


Darlene smiled and waved. “Cheerio, Sharon.”


I gave one last timid smile and walked over to Espy and Alyssa S. that were only six feet away. “Hey, I just wanna say bye.”


“Oh, aren’t you going to come back to get your medal?” Alyssa S. asked.


“I don’t know if I made it to advanced on ELA, and I don’t think that I did.”


“Be quiet, you’re hecka good at ELA, so I know that you got advanced.”


“Okay, then, and thank you. Are you two going to come back?”


Espy responded this time. “Yeah, only if I am supposed to get, and are you going to right more stories?”


“Yeah, but I don’t think that you guys and the class are going to have first dibs like last time.”


“You write a lot, you know?” Alyssa said. “You said that the second book that you made was like over two hundred and ten pages.”


“Yeah, it was, but Mr. Castro had to shrink it down to a hundred something because it was too many pages.”


“You have to write more because you can be rich and famous, you know that, right.”


“Yeah, but I have to work very hard to get to that point. Well, hopefully, you two will become rich and famous someday.”


“I wish.” We all laughed at that because we knew that it was a joke. “Okay, then, I guess that you have to say good-bye to everyone else.”


“Yeah, but only if they are around here not in the soccer field. Okay, I’ll see you soon.”


Espy waved while I was walking backwards to a different party. “Bye, we’ll see you soon.”


I only smiled and turned around to the two people that I was heading to. They were Kristal and Kayla. I said my line, good-bye, and received a bear-crunching hug from Kayla. “Durham, Kayla.” Even though Durham doesn’t mean bye, I still said it to make it sound like it was one. I walked over to Ali, Anson, Daniel, David, Jose, and Patrick and said bye to them. Jose and I did our final fist pounding, and it hurted when we pounded our fist too hard against each other’s. I didn’t say bye to the rest of my classmates because I couldn’t find them and had no time to look for them, so I did to Mr. Castro.


He reminded me something. “Remember to dedicate me when you make your first book.”


“I did. The My Fantasy Life one.”


“No, I meant when you edit, write, and type everything by yourself on a book then dedicate it to me because on the other ones, you had help on it, so it will be your book that only you worked on.”


“Oh, I might forget to though because I grow older and get memory losses. You should know what I’m talking about.”


He laughed at that. “Someday, you will too, so you shouldn’t be laughing right now.”


I sarcastically laughed but don’t think that I did. “Ha, I don’t think that I will. Anyway, I won’t forget about dedicating you and everyone else.”


“Good then, I’ll wait to read your next book. You can be the next J.K. Rowling, you know.”


“I might be. She’s more like fantasy writer, and I’m like more a realistic-fiction one. I can write a lot though like J.K. Rowling and C.S. Lewis but not Stephenie Meyer.”


“If you keep writing then maybe.”


I remembered something that he said. “But you said that stories have to end at one point.”


“It doesn’t matter. Good luck then. The next greatest author.”


“Thank you, and I’ll see you soon maybe when I come back to get my Star test medal.” I walked away to my parents and headed home.


(It’s May 31, 2009, and the time is 10:53pm. School is almost over, and I’m a bit worried about it because I don’t want to leave my friends. Two days ago, my classmates went to Slypark but Kong, Kyri, Vontae, Leonal, and I couldn’t go and Carlos and Michelle in the other sixth grade class couldn’t attend too, so we were assigned to classes to help out. Leonal and I went to Mrs. Fong’s class to help her out with preparing for the next class, and boy, did we work a lot. We had to do much stuff that she wanted us to do and got through them. The other people that did not go had not partners to go with them to their class. Today, the two sixth grade classes came back around 1:00pm. Tomorrow at school, I will be a bit bummed out because I know that they will be talking about Slypark, and I just don’t want to know the fun that the other kids and I missed out on. Most of my friends wanted me to go with them and the kids that stayed behind were surprised that I didn’t go. I’m still sad that I didn’t get to go, and it was not my fault that I couldn’t.)


(I just want to thank everyone in my class because they were the first ones that enjoyed my books and supported me to keep on going when I thought that I couldn’t finish, so here are all of the students in my class that are the stars of the book too (It’s in order by their student number): Miguel, Clemente, Victoria, Judy, Mark, Espy, Vontae, Ali, Daniel, Caroline, Osvaldo, Jorge, Rashaad, Ismenia, Anson, Leonal, Johnny, Alyssa S., Kayla, Mariah, Kyri, Kristal, Patrick, Kong, Evie, Viet, Megan, Jose, David, and, I didn’t forget, Darlene. Even though, he isn’t a student, I want to thank Mr. Castro too. We’re the Class of 2009 of Earl Warren Elementary, and hopefully, I’ll see you all soon.)


I got out of my mother’s car while I was still in my dress.


Kristin Cansy was packed up her stuff in her suitcase and out it in her car. “Hey, Sharon, I need to talk to you for a moment.”


I looked at her skeptically then went up to her. I held onto the bottom of my dress still. “What do you want, Kristin?”


“I just want to tell you that I’ll be leaving today to some place in Europe to proceed my dreams to be a clothes designer and a model. I just want to give you a heads up about Chace.”


“Yes, what about him?”


“Well, he hasn’t told you this, I believe, but he is going to another country to be a doctor and is not coming back in a few years.”


“Why should I believe you on this? We hardly even know each other.”


“Yes, but why would I joke tell a lie about Chace when I desire Ben still.” She winked at me. “I hope you still kept that in mind. Well, Chace is at the airport catching the next flight at 10:30am at the downtown airport. You better hurry that’s my advice.”


I didn’t know what else to say that could fit in this awkwardness. “Well, thank you, Kristin for telling me.”


“Yeah, yeah, yeah, that’s what I do best. I wished that we did have a chance to know each other more. I guess next time then.” She opened her car door then paused to talk to me more.


“So, I guess that I was wrong about you.”


She smirked. “No, you know the person that I am. I just don’t know you probably. Well, I’ll see you soon. Good luck with everything.” She got in the car, and I got out of her way.


I saw her point to her watch and got her message, so I ran with my heels on to the sidewalk. I must say that it is hard running with your heels, and I zipped around tall, short, and average people walking on the sidewalks. I didn’t care that they were looking at me bewildered about the way that I was dressed in this time. I was running for my life sort of. Everything beside me was a blur, and I almost lost out of balance when I got out of focus of looking straight. I kept on running until I saw the nearest airport, and I saw one that said in the front that the next flight was to Finland at 10:30am. I waited for some cars to pass by before I walked through the street, and when it was time, I ran as quickly as my long legs could possibly take me and headed for the entrance of it. I ran slower when I came in and tried to find Chace Claven in the crowd. I stood on top of a chair and looked over peoples’ heads. I tried to look for a man with sandy-blonde hair and then inspect their face to see if he was he. I went to my tippy toes and stretched my neck and followed the procedure that I had made up. I finally spotted a man with blonde hair and looked closely at his face. I went down of the chair and dodged through the crowd again. I ran up to the person and screamed, “CHACE!”


He turned around with a curious face while holding a booklet about the college that he is about to go to. “Sharon? Is that you?”


When I came up to him, I tried to catch my breath and then tell him about the reason why I’m here. I gave one breath out and then decided to speak. “Yeah, and the reason why I’m wearing a dress is because I juts came back from my sixth grade promotion.”


“Oh, I must say that you do look pretty in you dress, and so I guess that Kristin has told you about my leaving?”


I was still trying to catch my breath.


He smiled. “Okay, I’ll just tell you everything and try not to kill you over here. I was a bit worried that you weren’t going to believe her because you girls are enemies. I’m glad and surprised that you did, and I-wait-how did you get over here? It’s too far from your house.”


“I ran over here… I didn’t have anytime to tell my parents that… I was coming over here…”


“Oh, you could’ve have at least told someone to take you over here. I don’t want you to get injured or ill.” He looked at me grimly then exhaled. “Well, I’m sorry, but I have to go now.”


I nodded my head. “All right, so you are coming back in six years?”


“Yes, I hope that you are waiting for me for that long.” I held onto the handle of his suitcase.


I smiled. “Don’t worry, I will, Chace.”


He smiled and moved my bangs out of my forehead, and he gave me a soft kiss there. “I’ll see you soon, and don’t walk home, okay? Here, call your parents.” He gave me two quarters and walked to Gate 17, and he waved good-bye at me. “Good luck, Sharon.”

I responded with a wave too. After he entered the airplane, I went to one of the phones that you suppose to put a quarter in to make a call. I went to the nearest one that was behind me and put one of the quarters that Chace gave me inside the slot. I dialed my home phone number and waited. “Hey, mom, can you… err… pick me up from the airport downtown?”

She went outrageous. “WHAT?”

I decided to speak very fast. “Okay, thank you, I’ll be waiting in the front of the airport.”

About thirty minutes later, I came home and looked up at the clock that read 11:47am. Moments later, the sun drowned below the mountains and hid behind the moon, the sky turned dark with white polka dots twinkling from it, midnight critters came out and sang a tune, and mammals went for bed, and the time moved to 10:38pm.


I got ready to go to sleep. I still wore the locket Ben gave me around my neck. It was a bit chilly in the room, so when I went to bed, I put the blanket all the way to my neck. The only problem I had was that I can't sleep. It wasn't that early to sleep. I blocked everything out of my mind, closed my eyes, and tried to sleep again. Third the charm still wouldn't work, so I decided to use the dreamer I got from the merchant. I got up from my bed and opened the jewelry box, and I got it out. I went back to bed and held it in front of me while I was lying on my back. I looked at it while it swung back and forth. The dreamer started to change color, and while it went faster and faster, it changed into a light green color. I couldn't do anything about it. I was hypnotized. The magic in it made me forget about everything, but I went to sleep. I dropped it on the floor. The dreamer made have amnesia. Tomorrow, I would have an adventure of my life.

Chapter 20: "Prince Jake, Princess Lana, and Knight Ben"
    
Ben is with his parents and younger brother many miles away. He’S back in his career of acting, and he just finished another movie called Bigga than Ben.

(I recommend kids the ages of twelve and under not to watch the movie because I saw a clip of it in Youtube and though it was too mature for me. It's a real movie, and I think it was made about eight months ago. I think the role of Ben played was like a totally opposite person of himself. He played a bad person who smokes, and I think, do pranks. I don't know too much about the movie.) 

    
Ben was acting in his next movie called Dorian Gray.

   
(I don't know if the movie is already out or isn't. The reason why most of you readers don't know the movie Bigga than Ben or Dorian Gray is because both of them, I think, is made only to be seen for people in Europe. What I mean by that is, um, it's made for those citizens. Okay, how do I explained this, in the U.S.A., most people know the kid's show Cauillou. I don't think people in Europe will know that show because it was made for a person in the U.S.A. commercials is also an example. What I'm trying to explain is that around the world, people watch different movies and shows that other people don’t know about. There, I'm a bit confused too, but I read it over, and it sounded great. Just try to understand it.) 

    
About three months later, he was done with the movie, Dorian Gray and decided to take a break again with his family in his old home in London, England. Of course, he always though of his girlfriend. He calls me once a week to checks on me, but I don't pick up the house phone because of my "mother." Ben grew very curious about me and though about coming back to California, but he didn't know for sure he should do it. He doesn't want to call me so much on one day because he don't want to be so overprotective, and whenever he calls, Ben has to leave a message. Ben doesn't want me to forget about him, but I already did. He does not know about that yet, and everything will be an adventure for him to rescue me. Ben will be the prince, and I will be the princess.(I am trying to make this part of the story not realistic-fiction, but just fiction. This is where the love story will be fairy-tale. It's February 8, 2009 with the time of 6:40 pm. Today is the 51st Grammy Awards, and I am very excited about it. I want to hear Justin Timberlake, Jamie Fox, Coldplay, Jennifer Hudson, Ne-Yo, Kanye West, Sugarland, T.I., Radiohead, Katy Perry, M.I.A., and the other professional singers to sing. I want my favorite singers to win a Grammy Award too. I'm wishing them good luck.)  

    
It was July 15, 2015, with the time of 1:15 pm. I had a light awaken my whole body from fingertip to fingertip and head to toe. I took a deep breathe and gingerly, opened my tired eyes. When I had my eyes sight ninety percent clear, I saw the room I was in. It was different. Actually, I didn't know anything about anything when I woke up. I slowly got up.

    
(Today and yesterday, my throat is very sore. I couldn't talk for about three hours because I would make it even worse. I'm still writing this story though.)

   
I realized that I am wearing the type of dresses that princesses wear. It had long sleeves printed with golden waves, it is the color emerald, and it reached down to the floor. I wore black simple shoes like princesses. My hair reached to under my shoulders, and it was a bit curly. I walked over to the window and saw a huge blossom tree to my right, a jeweled fountain, flower bushes, a blue sea very far away, soldiers, and maidens. I smiled and went outside. I wandered around my house which is really a castle. Some maidens greeted me when they passed me, and some soldiers bowed to me. I walked down to the fifty steps stairs. I looked around the Great Hall very amazed. The walls are gray and covered in portraits, flags, and ancient swords that are crossed. An attractive brown-haired woman in a royal blue dress rushed over to me and gave me a hug. 

    
"Oh," she said, "you woke up. How are you, honey?" she lead me to a seat. Maidens placed down a bowl of cereal in front of me. 

    
"Fine," I responded." Who are you, and who am I?" I looked around the room once more. 

    
"I'm your mother, Queen Natal, and you're my lovely daughter, Princess Lana." She pushed a spoon to me. "Eat."

    
I obeyed. 

    
"Sixteen, your birthday is on August 15, 1993, your the only child, and you have a boyfriend."

    
(My mom is really a witch. She was the old lady who sold me the dreamer. Her name is really Queen Natal, and she made time go faster for me only. I am sixteen, but Ben is still twenty-seven. I am living in a kingdom somewhere in Zaverian and don't remember anything.)

    
I finished my cereal when a mistress named Annabelle came over to my "mom" and whispered something in her ear. "Oh, yes, I totally forgot about that. Lana, sweetie, when you are done eating, please go outside in the garden and wait for Prince Jake, okay?" 

    
"Sure, but who's Prince Jake?" She got up and put on cloak. 

    
"Prince Jake is a boy that you've known for a long time. He fancies you." 

    
"Oh, um, what-" 

    
"Ask him the questions, okay. Well, I'm off to the court, and I'll come back home in a few minutes. Take care." She kissed me on my left cheek and left out the main door with the lord, professor, and doctor. A maiden took my bowl and cleaned the table while I sat quietly. 

    
"Um, excuse me, what relationship do I have with the prince?" The maiden named Estelle smiled at me and curtsied. 

    
"Your Highness," Maiden Estelle replied. "Prince Jake has strong feelings towards you that is love. He known you for a few years now. You, Princess Lana, never grew interested in the prince, but he tries to make you like him everyday." 

    
"Oh, I'm sorry that I was that way. I don't know too much about him. Actually, I don't know anything about him." 

    
"You had amnesia. You know what that is, right?" She cleared some plates away. I nodded that meant that I do know what amnesia is. "That's why you don't know or remember anything. Prince Jake was really worried about you." Madam Estelle left to the kitchen. 

    
"Prince Jake," I though sound like a gentleman. "I should better get going outside to the garden." That's what I did and saw a beautiful world. I followed a path in the garden. In the middle of it, I looked around and saw a stream and a golden-colored pony drinking from it. I didn't go to it because I wanted to explore more. I saw a black carriage pulled by two brown horses entering the front gate of the castle. When it stopped, the door opened and a young fellow rushed inside the castle. I wondered who he is and presumed with my exploration, and I heard the door to the garden open. I was walking near an old Oak tree when I tripped on one of the roots. My right ankle got sprained, so I couldn't get up. A hand pulled me up, and I turned my head to the person. The person had blue eyes, a fair skin tone, and sandy-blonde hair that is not combed but looks okay. He helped me stand by wrapping his arms around my waist. 

    
"Are you okay?" he said. He was a head taller than me. 

    
"Yes, and you're Prince Jake?" 

    
"Yes, I'm glad that you've remembered. Your ankle, is it okay?" 

    
"I don't think so." Then, Prince Jake put his left arm under my knees and the other on my back and carried me to a stone bench. He placed me slowly on it. I was sitting on the bench, and he checked my sprain. He observed it, and I stared at him for awhile and thought that he looks handsome. His personality reminds me of someone that I loved, but I couldn't remember who. The person that I couldn't remember kept on coming in my mind. I just know that the person is a male, and he was like Prince Jake. They both, as far, care about me. 

    
"Well, it isn't too bad. You just need to put your foot in warm water." I looked uncomfortable around him. When he touched my hand, I moved it away, when we made eye contact, I looked away quickly, and when he moved closer to me, I scooted over away from him. "We've been over this before; I'm not a bad guy." 

    
"I know." 

    
"Then, what's wrong, Lana?" 

    
"I don't know you." 

    
"Oh, that. It's all over again, is it? You avoiding me, but really, you like me." He touched my right hand and I didn't mind. "Do you even like me?" 

    
"I do." I still avoided him. 

    
"Really?" 

    
"Well...no." I hesitantly looked at him. "I really can't remember you."     

    
"Hopefully you will because in three weeks we will get married." My face switched back to shock. 

    
"Married? I'm sixteen, and you are twenty-seven, right?"

     
He had a puzzled face. “No, I'm seventeen. The marriage was planned months ago. Don't you remember, Lana?" He grabbed my arms and looked demanding. I could remember a few stuff about that someone but not Prince Jake. 

    
"No, please, I'm sorry. I'm trying to remember. Please let go. You're hurting me." Prince Jake relaxed his face and let go slowly. 

    
"Sorry, it's just that I can't marry my bride when she doesn't remember or, most important, doesn't love me." I faced forward and so did he. I was staring at a brown-ish red horse raising it's head so it could bite into a ripe apple. Breeze was dancing in the air with flower petals and leaves. 

    
"Could you at least try to help me remember us by telling me my past with you?" The yellow sun decided to come out of its hiding place. 

    
"Well, I know you since you were four and you were always there to heal my wounds. When you were fourteen, I had a match against Kind Reed, your grandfather, because he though that I shouldn't be around you. I signed a treaty to promise that if I lose, I will never see you again, but if I did win, I will get to be with you forever. Minutes later, your grandfather was about to finish me off. You were there, of course, in your pink and orange slender dress with your curly hair tied back flower-like. Damn, you were so beautiful even when I saw you crying when King Reed was going to do it. He was about to end the battle, but you ran over to my side and begged your grandfather not to kill me. You said, "Don't kill him, please. If you are, you are going to have to kill me too." I didn't want you to stick up for me, but you refused. You kept on begging and crying. When King Reed said to move, you didn't and held on to my arms in front of me faced your grandfather King Reed threatened that he will put you in a cell, so that is when I told you to go to your mother and don't look when he kills me. You, brave lady, still wouldn't give up. You hugged me tightly and wouldn't let go. That is when King Reed gave up and decided to let us be. I know that you loved me very much after that day." He took a deep breath and looked at me staring on the green healthy grass.     

    
"Oh, that was a lovely memory you told me, but I still can't remember it at all. May I ask another question, Jake?" He grinned when I said his name.  

    
"Sure." I looked into his eyes shyly. 

    
"Where was I when I had my amnesia?" 

    
"I recall you were at Sin Lope with your grandparents. I heard the news one day after and sent a letter to check if you're okay. When you were brought back here, I quickly came as soon as possible. Now, if you don't mind, let me ask you questions about anything to help you with your lost memories." 

    
"Okay." 

    
"What is your name?" I smiled widely and laughed. 

    
"That is an easy question." 

    
"Answer." 

    
"All right, Lana." I found him a humorous person. 

    
"What's your mother's, grandfathers, and my name?" 

    
"Umm..."  

    
"Um, are not you mothers, grandfathers, or my name." 

    
"I was thinking." I had an attitude in my voice.  

    
"All right, ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Princess Lana's Memory Game. If she misses questions, she is known for no good memory. Princess Lana is on her second question, and she got it wrong. Lana answered, "Um." which is not a name at all. Luckily, I have a heart and let her have another shot at it, so your new answer." 

    
"Um..."Prince Jake coughed.”Queen Natal, King Reed, and..." I stood up and curtsied to him, and I wobbled a bit. "Prince Jake." 

    
"That is absolutely incorrect." 

    
"For what reason?" 

    
"You said, 'Um' again." I laughed and placed my hands on his shoulders. I looked at my sprained ankle. I put pressured on it. 

    
"It's healed. Unbelievable." 

    
"What do you know, it is." 

    
"I bet you can't catch me." 

    
"Oh, really?" I backed away from him. 

    
"Yes." 

    
"Then let's see." I turned around and ran anywhere in the garden with Prince Jake chasing me happily. We laughed and felt the wind pass us. Queen Natal came back from the court and had maidens, such as Mistress Annabelle, the Lord Sylvan, and Prince Jake's father, King Mraz at her sides. They all were looking at us playing with each other like usual. We were running on green slippery grass, so when Prince Jake caught my arm, he accidentally fell backward. I fell with him and landed on top of his chest. We connected eyes, and it wasn't an odd position to be in. 

    
"Are you all right, Jake?"     

    
"Yes, are you?" I got off of him and helped him to his feet. I brushed the dirt off of my dress and looked at him. 

    
"Yes, I am." My mother and Jake's father walked over to us. I gave her a hug and let go. "Mum, you're back so soon. It has been minutes, I suppose."


“Time flies fast when you have fun.” Queen Natal replied, and she curtsied like a majestic person to Prince Jake. My mother brought King Mraz forward to me. “Lana, dear, this is Prince Jake’s father, King Mraz.”


He bowed to me and said, “It’s swelling to see you in my presence, Your Highness. I certainly hope that you’re back to your senses.” I looked at him when he had spoken to me, and I saw that his son resembled him very much. King Mraz had black hair, but his son didn’t. They both looked very handsome, but King Mraz had a strong and despiteful look than his son. Prince Jake had a more caring and joyful face. I just wish that the name, “Mraz”, sounded less like a bully. Prince Jake was about two inches short than him, and he looked more muscular than his father. 


I smiled and curtsied to him. “Thank you, Your Highness. I am back to normal, and I am all right at the moment.”


“Well,” my mother said, “Lana, why don’t you follow Mistress Annabelle inside the castle and get ready to go to the market. Prince Jake, your father, and I need to have a conversation with you. You will see her soon, I promise.” She said that last bit when the prince looked at me with disappointing eyes.


I nodded. “Okay, see you soon, Jake.” I walked up to him and kissed him on the cheek and I smiled at him.


Prince Jake smiled at me.


I walked away with Mistress Annabelle and looked back for a while.


Queen Natal and King Mraz started walking on the stone path while Prince Jake is behind them.


Queen Natal was quiet for a second. “Jake, Lana, like you know already, isn’t good with her memory. Lana does love you and make her. Do you understand?” Prince Jake nodded. “Yes, I do. I am trying to make her remember me, but she’s remembering other different illogical stuff about me.” He made a frustrated and unhappy face. 


Queen Natal nodded her head. “Yes, I might know who she is talking about.”


Prince Jake faced her quickly. “Who is that person?”


She spoke softly still. “No one that you need to know at all. Well, you get my point, do you Chace?”


“Yes, I do. I just want Lana to be like the way she was when she didn’t have amnesia, and I hope that she will love me truly before our wedding.”


“Don’t worry, I know that she will.”


It’s June 10, 2015, and back in the year 2009 with the exact same month and day, Ben Barnes was talking to his younger brother, Jack, about his new career then they were finished with it. “I’m worried about Sharon, the girl that I told you about before, she hasn’t been answering the phone lately.”


Jack grew surprised. “You mean the girl that fell in love with you by the character Prince Caspian? You know that there are still posters of you as him around here?”


“Well, no. I have to get used to that too, but that’s not the point here. Do you know why she isn’t picking up the phone, Jack?”


“Uh, maybe she doesn’t like you anymore.”


“That’s silly to happen because I know that she always love me, and she kept that promise.”


“Now, what about this Chace guy that you also told me about? Didn’t you tell me that she also likes him? There’s a lot of confusion here, you know?”


“Yes, I know that it’s confusing, and yes, Sharon said that she likes him too but also me. I’m not too sure because she ran all the way to Chace at the plane station to just plead him not to go. That is what a true lover would do, wouldn’t they? That’s what mom told me from Mrs. Claven.”


“I guess, you said that Sharon ran all the way to see Chace? Wow, so her heart in loved by two hearts?”


Ben made a perplexed face. “Jack, when have you been talking like this? It’s all like Shakespeare’s language.”


“I think grandmother made my talk this way. Either way, I have a feeling that the relationship between you and Sharon won’t end well. This love triangle here is a bit on the edge.” Jack stood up from the chair next to the one that Ben is sitting on. “Well, if you don’t have anything that you want to tell me, then I’ll go outside and get some fresh air.”


“No, that’s pretty much it.”


“Okay then.” He walked out to the backyard while his older brother was still in his position and wondered if Jack was correct if the connection between him and I was going to crash at the end. While he thought about that, something was placed over his mouth, and he transported to the woods that he had his first kiss with me. He turned around to the person that brought him there and saw an old friend of his, C.S. Lewis. “Hi, sir, how are you?”


He walked over to him and spoke quickly. “I’m fine, and I have no time to explain that Sharon is in deep trouble. A very clever witch brought her to the future, and she is about to get married to a prince named Prince Jake. She has amnesia, so she won’t know you when you go see her.”


Ben thought he didn’t hear something correctly. “What? Did you say ‘when you go see her?’ Are you saying that I’ll be sent to the future?”


“Yes, that is exactly what I said and mean. I just hope that you will save her from making a horrible mistake. Now, please answer theses questions with the truth of your heart.”


“Okay then.”


“Will you sacrifice anything to bring Sharon back to this time?”


“Yes.”


“Will you always know that she loves and remember you?”


“Yes.”


“Most importantly, do you love Sharon?”


“With all of my heart.”


“All right then, come over here.” He pulled Ben’s hand over to the open area of the living room and placed the dreamer that I dropped after I fell asleep, onto his palm. “This here was the transporter that caused Sharon to have the amnesia, but you won’t because it already had been used. All right, this will be bumpy road to face, ad I just want to throw out there that if you do accomplish bringing Sharon back, I don’t think that it will end the way that you hope that it will be. Good luck, Ben Barnes.”


One minute later, he was in a floating in a vortex then had fallen on his back behind some fully plumped up bushes and heard a familiar voice then the other was not. He secretly peeked through the bushes and saw me Sharon (Lana) and Prince Jake. “Sharon and that prince, and it’s like that dream that I had.” He watched us closely and waited for the part when we go for a kiss, so he can break it up and save me. It won’t be that easy though. Like, he expected, Jake did go for it but didn’t because soldiers needed to talk to him, and I stayed behind. Ben looked over at the soldiers and the prince to see is they were gone far away from me. When it was a good time, he thought that he should go up to me and try to make me remember him, and he did. “Sharon?”


I turned around, startled. “Whom are you talking to, mister?”


He walked up closer to me. “I’m talking to you, Sharon. That’s your real name.”


I thought he was talking nonsense. “My name is not Sharon but Princess Lana, and who are you?”

“I’m Ben Barnes, you know, the person that you admired for a long time.”

“I’m sorry. I don’t remember a boy with that sort of name. If I’m wrong, there is a boy that I remember named Chace. That name just sort of popped up in my head. Do you know this fellow that I’m speaking of, Sir Ben?”

He was relieved that I could recall him. “Yes, I do. That person is named Chace Claven. He used to be your other neighbor, but do you remember me?”

“No, I’m sorry. You must be some prince then if you are wearing clothes that are magnificent.”

Ben looked down at his clothes then up again. “Well, sort of, but that’s not what I’m talking about.” He followed where I was walking. “Do you remember a girl named Cindy Souls?”

“No, I don’t think so. Then who are you, and what do you work as in this castle?” I looked at a bunch of flowers.

“Um, I’m King Benjamin, and I am supposed to protect you from harmful people.”

“That’s wonderful that you’re doing that, Knight Ben. It’s okay for me to call you ‘Ben’, right?” I turned my back on him and stared out to the sea and stepped on top of a rock.

Knight Ben didn’t understand why I was acting this way and went up behind me, and he held onto my waist. “Yes, and please, don’t fall. I’m worried that you might get injured.”

I leaped to another rock and didn’t fall. “Don’t worry, Knight Ben. I won’t fall while you are holding onto my waist. Don’t you think so?”

He was caught and didn’t know what to say. “Well, yes, you’re correct, Princess Lana.”

I jumped down to the grass, so Ben let go because he didn’t need to worry about me falling.

Queen Natal was standing on the balcony trying to find me. “Princess Lana, I need you, honey! Where are you?”

I looked up at her quickly. “I’m down here, mother.” I felt Ben’s hand go over my mouth and move me under the balcony. “Why did you do that, Knight Ben?” I was crouching down while I was balancing on my feet.

Knight Ben was also was crouching down. “Your mother doesn’t like me to be with you because she thinks that I might take you away to a land that you most desired to go.”

“Why is that a problem?”

“You are going to get married to Prince Jake, so if you do go, he might get furious too about you leaving with me. That’s why don’t mention me around your mother, all right?”

“Of course, Knight Ben, and I wonder what’s this place that I want to go to is called?”

“Well, back to Earth is the best way that I can possibly put it.” He looked above the staircase to see if anyone was coming down.

I checked too but not for the same reason. “Where will you be staying, Knight Ben?”

“Why do you ask?”

“Maybe tomorrow I will want to talk to you more, so I will find you instead of you find me because of my mother. Are you staying at the knights’ cabin?”

“No, I don’t feel comfortable there. Is there a place that you know that I could stay in?”

I didn’t know why he couldn’t just stay in the cabin with the other knights. “Well, I kind of explored the place more, and I found a small shed that is over that mountain and near a river. Is that all right with you, Knight Ben?”

“That’s good enough, thank you. I’ll explore it later.”

“No, I’ll show you right now, so you know where the shed is. Don’t be shy, come on.” I peered out from under the balcony and checked if anyone was around. “Okay, just follow me and keep up.”

“What about your mother? She wants you this instant, you know.”

“Yes, but whatever it is, I know that it will be not relevant. I’m a princess that can take risk, you know, Knight Ben.” I stood outside and looked up of the veranda.

Knight Ben stayed behind until I told him that it was. “And so is the Sharon that I know.” He mumbled that under his breath, so I didn’t know what he said.

“Okay, it’s all right to go.” I took his hand and held it tightly. “Just hold onto my hand.”

“You can count on that, Princess Lana.” He and I jogged across the grass, down a steep hill, across a rushing river, under a bridge, and we went down a hill then came upon a hut that had logs as the roof, and there were animal skins over it. The hut was mostly made out of wood, but some stuff were made out of medal instead. There were farms and farmers around the area. We entered the hut by using a flat medal piece inside of a potted pot as the key.

I had to give force when I opened the door. We stepped in the hut, and the place was very dull with faint colors, few furniture, a dusty bed, torn cloth were on furniture, and there were wooden and metal swords put on the walls. “Well, this will be your shelter for now on. This is the best that I could do.”

Knight Ben inspected the place. “I like it. It’s better than anything that I can imagine, thank you.” He walked around his house some more and tested some chairs and the bed to see if it was not totally broken.

Something was shining on a table. The sun’s light managed to peep from a crack of a curtain. Then the gleam grew brighter and blinded the both of us. Knight Ben and I stared at each other then at it. 


Ben walked up to it and picked it up. It was a metal sharp sword and a knight suit. “This should bring me back good memories.” He held it out in front of him and picked up the armor next. “I guess that this is my uniform as a knight for now on, but I’ll wear it when I need to.”


I informed him more about the armor. “Yes, I believe that you wear it only when you stand guard in or out my castle. When you’re not, then you can wear whatever. There’s a market over on the other side of the bridge that we came upon earlier, and you can buy your meals there.”


“I would like to go there sometime, but I don’t have any money. Well, you’re type of money.”


I was astounded that he didn’t but didn’t care much of it. “Well, maybe you can go with me sometime. Would that be nice for you, Knight Ben?”


“Yes, maybe someday from now. Oh, and I might be around you more than away because I just want to look out for you. Prince Jake has ordered me too anyways. I just wanted to tell you that.”


“Okay, I might be doing some princess work though, so you might have to wait for me.”


“It doesn’t matter. Don’t you think that you should be going, Lana?” He sat down on a chair.


“Oh, yes, I think so too. Well, enjoy this house, and I’ll see you tomorrow, Knight Ben.”


He smiled. “Yes, I’ll see you tomorrow, Lana. Be careful when you get back.”


I went out of the door. “Don’t worry, you know, something? I maybe do remember you.”

Chapter 21: “Surprises”

The wedding was postponed to next week because Queen Natal decided on something else for it. The bride and groom were a bit disappointed about it but thought it was best not to fuss over it, and we just decided to wait until the big day comes.

I woke up early one day at 5:16am to view the sunset and just to be by myself. I was in my gray and yellow sleeping gown still and sat on a porch under a shading tree. I had my hair down, and the morning breeze gently blew it out of my face. I was kicking my barefooted feet and thought of Knight Ben. Where have I seen him before? He’s such a gentleman. He doesn’t belong in that cottage but maybe with me if my mother doesn’t mind. Oh, what about Prince Jake, my soon to be husband. He might not like Knight Ben, and he – ow – what poked me! I looked around me and thought that a branch from the tree did. I must be imagining things. Ow, there it goes again! By Jove, what or who on heaven’s sake keeps on doing that?

Something purred but not like the way that kitties does it. It flew like a bullet from a gun in front of my face and saw blue glitter in mid air then it vanished. Wait, I’ve seen this before. I swear that an animal of some type creates these glitters – a piglet! I got up from the porch and looked around me. “Jiffy, is that you? Come on out, please.”

Then, like I hoped for, an adorable piglet hovered in front of me and purred again. It wrote in the air:

Hello there, it’s nice to see you again.


“It’s nice to see you again too. How are you, Jiffy?”




Spectacular


“This is where you live then? This is the place that you couldn’t tell me about.”




Yes, how did you get here?


 “I don’t know. People say that I live here. My name is Princess Lana, and I’m about to get married next week.”




Oh, congratulations!


“Thank you, are you a known creature to be wandering around this place?”




Unfortunately, no, I’m not. Everyone will try to catch me 
because I’m rare.


 I felt pity for him. “You don’t have to worry about me because I would never do that to you or let anyone do it.”




Thank you, oh, someone is coming. I should better go.


I looked behind me. “Oh, okay. Bye now, Jiffy.” I saw blue glitter then turned around to see who is coming. It was my mother, Queen Natal. She was not in her sleeping gown but afternoon.


My appearance surprised her. “Oh, Lana, darling, what are you doing up so early?”


“I just wanted to see the sunset and to be by myself. I’m sorry that I was supposed to be asleep.”


She touched my face. “Oh, don’t worry about it, dear. Besides, I have forgotten to tell you that you need to get prepared for your wedding. We’ll pick out a dress for you, all right.”


“Oh, can I not go, mother?”


“Now, how can I find a dress that suits you if you aren’t there with me?”


“I don’t know, I guess you can measure me now and find any dresses that are my size.”


Queen Natal softly laughed. “Now, I want to see how you look in them too. What do you have to say to that, Lana?”


I tried to think of something but failed to do so. “All right, I’ll go.”


“Good, get ready and meet me at the dining table, all right?”


“Okay, mother.”


She gave me a kiss on my forehead. “That’s my girl.” She headed back upstairs.


I thought about Knight Ben, and how I would not meet him today. I hoped that he wouldn’t get mad at me.


The third day was not the day that I expected at all. The wedding was today! I was not ready at all. I was in the bride’s room with the maidens and my mother. I wore a modern, white, flower- accessorized, and long wedding dress. My hair was curled and tied intricately, and I wore a tiara with baby-blue gems on it. My shoes were also white with highlights of faded pink. I looked at myself in the mirror and thought that this is not the person that I am. I just knew that I wasn’t. I faced everyone in the room. “Can you all please leave me alone for now?”


Queen Natal rose from her chair. “Of course, honey, are you okay?”


“Yes, I just want time of my own, thank you.”


“Okay, just be ready for the wedding. Don’t worry, Lana, nothing will go wrong.”


I nodded my head, and she and the maidens left out of the door. I felt restless and pressured to get marries with Prince Jake. I looked put of the window and thought of Knight Ben more often than I do. I saw a glowing blue jay heading this way, so I lifted the window up for it to go in the room. I don’t know why I did. It just looked as if it wanted for me to.


The blue jay flew in and landed on a couch nearby. It sang a tune that must’ve meant hello.


I crouched down in front of it. “Hello there, little fellow.” I rubbed its throat with my index finger.


It flew in airborne and spelled something out:




Don’t you remember me?


My eyes went huge. “Jiffy, Is that you? I thought that you were a piglet only.”


He laughed and twirled, and he turned to a horse with wings.


                  
No, that’s what I also meant when I said that I was rare.


“So you can change to any animal that you want to?”

 
Yes, and why do you look so sad? This is your wedding day. You shouldn’t be sad.    
 I saw him change into a duck with wings. “I just can’t stop think about Knight Ben. I don’t think that he came, and I want him to. He is a close friend of mine.”

Jiffy fluttered his wings.

Oh, I can go to him and tell him and write that you are getting married.

 “Oh, thank you, Jiffy. I would by grateful if you did that. Please tell him that I want him to come to the wedding too as my honor of him watching out for me.”

Ok, I’ll be back in a jiffy.

 “All right, please make it in time, too. Knight Ben lives in the shed near the farm that is across the bridge.” I opened the window up for him again and watched him transform into a blue jay again, and I watched him fly to the skies.

Jiffy flew over the hills, people, farms, the bridge, and the castle to get to Knight Ben. He dove down when he spotted the home that he was living in, and Jiffy knocked on the window but no answer. He found a crack below the house and transformed into an ant, and when he got inside, he turned back into a flying piglet. He flew in front of Knight Ben while he is still sleeping and tried to wake him up. On the fourth charm, Knight Ben woke up and fell off of his bed because the fright that a piglet is so close to his face startled him. He quickly got up from behind the bed and stared at Jiffy worriedly. “Who are you, piglet?”

He flew closer but paused when he saw that he was scared.

I’m Jiffy, the princess’s friend. She wanted me to tell you that she is getting married today. She wants you to come and hopes that you do. Please, if you are, you better get going.

Knight Ben stood up slowly. “Okay, I could trust you then. Sharon is getting married today? I have to break up that wedding. Come one, Jiffy, right? Well, we have to get there as quick as we can.”

All right, mate

Knight Ben got into his clothes that he had on yesterday and headed outside with Jiffy over his right shoulder. “Okay, only if I had a horse.” He looked around and spotted a brown one grazing on hay, so he put a saddle that was next to the horse on its back and tightened it from below. Knight Ben got on top of it and looked at the direction that he was going to. “All right, Jiffy, are you sure that you can keep up with me?”

Jiffy turned into a cheetah that has no wings and roared.

“Now, you know, you could’ve have wrote to me that you could turn into a horse instead of me stealing one. Well, it’ll be a race then.”

Jiffy had a head start then Knight Ben went for after him. They went over the bridge and down the hills quickly without any problems stopping them. He caught up with Jiffy a few minutes later. They were almost there to the wedding that was taken place in the castle, and it began few minutes ago.

The minister was standing between Prince Jake and I and had finished saying his speech of marriage. “Now, before we go one, who here in this castle has any objections of the love of these two? Speak now or forever hold your peace.”

The door burst open, and the crowd, bemused, looked at the cruel person that made his or her objection on us. It was Knight Ben without Jiffy nowhere to be seen. “I object!”

There were now talking in the room. Queen Natal stood up and almost fainted, Prince Jake looked as if he was going to fight Knight Ben, and I looked at him with a confused and scared look.

The minister stayed calm. “Now, why do you, young man?”

Knight Ben stepped up more while the room became silent. “I just don’t think that Princess Lana really belongs with Prince Jake. Everything here is puzzled up. I love her. I know the real her.”

Prince Jake walked down to him. “What do you mean that you love Princess Lana? She loves me. Don’t you?” He faced me.

I looked down. “I’ve been realizing and remembering things that I forgotten when I had my amnesia. I’m confused about everything.”

“But do you love me?”

“I don’t know. I was nervous about this wedding.”

Prince Jake looked disgraced at me. “I shall never marry a wife that doesn’t love me. Show your face no more to me. I can’t bear to look at it anymore with such disgrace. The wedding is off.” He walked out of the castle.

I fell to my bottom and sat on the stairs while lost about what had happened. I stared at Knight Ben and didn’t want to talk to him. People were also perplexed about it all too, and when he realized that he should better run, he did. Nobody cared about him escaping and just was just confused.

One week later at midnight, I was still awake while lying on my bed. I was still mystified about a week ago. Then I heard someone coming inside of my room, so I sat up and saw Knight Ben. “What are you doing here? How did you get here?”

He walked up to me slowly while wearing a brown cloak and pulled my arm, so I would get out of bed. “Don’t have time to explain. Come one, I think it’s time for me to explain to you about everything.”

I put on my shoes and wrapped a jacket-like blanket over me. He took my by the arm and led me to the place that he wants us to be which is outside at the bottom of the balcony. He looked around the place then spoke in whispers. “Okay, I just want to tell you that my name is not Knight Ben but Ben Barnes. I’m no knight here but an actor back in our world. Your name is Sharon, you’re age is eleven, and you’re just a normal kid that experienced some crazy stuff. You and I don’t live in this country but a world called Earth, state named California, and a city named Sacramento. Do you understand me?”

“Yeah, sort of.”

“I’m twenty-seven-years-old and has desired you for a while now. A friend of ours, C.S. Lewis, told me that you were brought here, so I came here too to get you out. You have amnesia, and whatever you were told about, was maybe not true. You love to write. There’s a guy named Chace Claven that known you for your whole life, and there’s a girl named Cindy Souls that you babysat a few years ago. The mother that you have now is that your mother? She’s a witch.”

“So you’re saying that my name in Sharon, your name is Ben Barnes, we live in Earth not here, the mother that I have now is not my mother but a witch, and everything here is fake.”

“Well, yes, but I think that it is very true that this is happening now. Do you trust me?”

“Sort of, look, let me go to sleep at sort everything out tomorrow, all right?”

“All right, good-night, Sharon.”

“Good-night, Ben.” I felt dizzy as if my scar on my head is aching again. I slowly walked up of the stairs and to my room. While I was in the hallway, I heard Queen Natal’s voice inside of the Great Hall with somebody else’s. I peeked through the door a bit and pushed the door wider. I heard the queen clearly. “I can’t believe my plan is not working so far. I wanted their territory but failed. Only if my ‘daughter’ just married that boy, I could’ve succeeded. Then, that Ben Barnes showed up.”

One of the maiden that I know spoke. “Don’t you think that he told Sharon about everything now?”

“Yes, but she has to tell me.”

“Why did you want Sharon in the first place?”

“When I was at the market, I used the dreamer to seek the right person for my plan. Sharon had the blood of an author, so when I drink her blood soon, I’ll live forever.”

“Why a blood of an author?”

“Authors they are creative, and when I drink some, I create a whole new life for me. Besides, will need some magic to go in the drink too, don’t I?”

“Well, yes, but now that Ben is here, what are you going to do with him?”

“Probably nothing, but if could come up with an idea then yes. Right now, we’re just aiming for the blood when it’s time.”

I could hardly breathe when I heard that, so I went to my room and forced myself to go to sleep. Too many questions were in my mind though. Was Ben right? Will I die? What am I supposed to do now? How do I get out of this place? Why me and not other authors? Is she a witch, vampire, or queen? Questions started to fade while I closed my eyes and slept.

The next day was normal as usual, but when I went to the Great Hall to settle things, I went to stage fright mode. I sat down on a chair while reading and looked up at Queen Natal whenever I felt that she wanted my blood to drink. I thought it was best for me to tell her that I know everything, but another side of me said that I was stupid for doing such a thing. I went for the bravery side while feeling a bit stupid too. I paused in front of her.

“Yes, dear, what do you want?”

“Oh, quit acting now.”

She just chuckled. “What do you mean, Lana?”

“I know everything: your plan, your goal, and what you are?”

Queen Natal looked severely at me. “How did you find all of this out?”

“Last night, I overheard you say to one of the maidens that you were going for my blood to live longer.”

“You’re talking nonsense, Lana.”

“My name is not Lana! It’s Sharon. You said that you know that I will know about everything eventually, and what are you going to do about it? Are you going to drink my blood right now.”   

     She began to speak sarcastically. “No, no, no, don’t try to ruin my plan again, Sharon. I’ll do something far more badly. You’ll see, Sharon. Who knows, it might have something to do with Ben.”

I walked backwards away from her. “No, you never will!”

She stood up and yelled at me. “Yes! I will and forever you will stay here and be my daughter! Together, we will help me be immortal and you… dead! Ha ha ha ha!”

I ran down the stairs and fell at the in front of the sea’s shore and wept. I didn’t want to do anything but sit there and cry. I thought about what the witch is going to do to Ben and wanted to run to him, but my feet were too tired to get up. I just sat there until I felt that I wanted to go somewhere.
While I was feeling like a total bummer, Witch Natal told ten of her soldiers to go to the cottage over down the hill and take the man inside of it. They got on horses and brought along sharp swords with them. They rode down to Ben’s house and destroyed it to come in, and they broke everything in there. Three of them held onto Ben and warned that they will slit his throat if he tries to do something funny or try to escape. “Now, by Queen Natal, you are arrested for eternity. You have no choice to go. Die if you don’t want to go or live if you do.” The three soldiers that held onto Ben forced him outside of the cottage and to the castle. Ben was then forced to the underground of the castle. He had his hands chained to the wall but not his feet.

Witch Natal came in the room and laughed evilly. “Knight Ben, how are you today?”

All he did was grunt.

“Now, I bet you are wondering why you are here. You stopped the wedding that I had planned for a long time, and you ruined it. Sharon knows everything now, so you are going to pay for that too.” She touched his face. “Such a handsome boy you are. Too bad Sharon doesn’t seem to like you.”

“Yes, she does.”

“Oh no, she won’t. After you are going to do something for me, I know she won’t, and besides, you are really helping her if you are doing this. Now, tonight, I want you to be controlled by me. I will make you say that you don’t like her and maybe more than that. It depends. Instead of Sharon’s blood that I want, I want yours. Sharon has to agree to it though, so you will help me make her say that she doesn’t care that you might die. Sharon will go home when you are giving your blood to me. Are you on this plan with me? You only came here to get Sharon back to your place.”

“Yes, for Sharon I will.”

“All right, tonight it will start.”

Ben was outside looking fresher than before. He told me to meet me here, so he waited for me. He saw me coming to him. Witch Natal was behind a bush and cast a spell on Ben. He will do and say whatever he wants him to do.

“Ben, what is it? You said this was urgent.”

“I don’t love you anymore. I don’t want to see your face.”

“Ben, you said this before. I know that you don’t mean it really.”

“I do this time. Leave it as it is. Get away from me. I rather die than see your ugly face and be with you.” He tried to walk away.

I caught his arm. “But Ben, how could you say that? You said you loved me.”

“I don’t anymore, and I said it because I mean it and felt pity for you.”

I gripped him tighter. “Ben!” I gave him a kiss on his beloved lips and kissed him until someone broke us up. We departed our lips when we needed air and continued on kissing. My hands went through his hair while his hand was placed on my waist.

He pushed me away and pushed me to the ground. “Get away from me!”

“Ben!” I was too late. He was gone.

The next day was horrible too live in. I went inside of the Great Hall and spoke with the Witch. “I don’t love Ben anymore. You could kill him. He is not desired by me anymore.”

“Good, good that is what I want to hear. Guards, bring Ben in here.”
They dragged Ben in the room, and I felt temperament. I went up to him and slapped him across his face.

Witch Natal came up to me. “You could leave home now. I know that you want to leave Ben behind. Don’t worry that he’ll be alive.” She handed me the dreamer. “I’ll see you soon maybe. Ha ha ha!”

I gave one more look at him the disappeared. I woke up from my sleep and cried. I was confused about my love for Ben, and now even I still am.
(This is the last thing that I have to say. This is the beginning of my love story, and there are three other books to this story. I’ll see you all soon in the next book. I just want to say that hopefully you enjoyed reading this book. Judy, Mr. Castro, and I worked so hard on it. I worked seven months on this. Hopefully, it will get published to the world, and I will become famous. I still love Ben Barnes though my classmates, and my friends. My classmates helped me by pressure. Well, see you readers and fans of mine soon. We’ll see what happens in the future. Cheerios rule, but seriously, cheerio a.k.a. bye.
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