
There was this one day.. It changed my whole life.!
“How should I put my hair today, not that it matters I mean no one will notice. It’ll just be another 
‘amazing’ day where no one will talk to me, say hi or even ask me what my name is.                           
Okay I guess I’ve got everything… My keys? Yes. Glasses and phone? Yes. Oh no! The schoolbus 
is here. Okay I’m ready.” As soon I walked out the door the bus driver drove away. Apparently he 
wasn’t even waiting for me, he was just waiting for the girl next door. I hate it. I started walking but 
was late already then I realized, I forgot my necklace. So I ran inside thinking that I would still make 
it. Which was obviously not going to happen. You might think: “Why would this girl come late for 
school just to get her stupid necklace?” , but don’t worry I’m not the kind of girl that wants to get her 
necklace other wise her outfit wouldn’t be complete, I’m actually almost the opposite. The reason 
why I had to get my necklace is because I got it from my mom, who died two moths ago. You get it 
now, right? Not that it matters cause I’m still late for school. “Dad can you drive me to school?” 
“Why? Did you miss your buss again!” he said. “Kind of.” “Okay but this is the last time!” !!
As soon as I arrived at school. I ran to my class, my teacher didn’t even ask me what was wrong. 
What didn’t surprise me, this man couldn’t care less about me. “Okay class now that we’re finally 
all here I’ll tell you what we’re going to do” he said. He told us that he was going to form groups, 
which I really didn’t like, and he told us that we had to perform a play about something historical 
that has happened. But I didn’t hear the rest because I was to busy staring at Chase, also known 
as the HOT-TEST guy of all senior classes there for I’m so glad that he’s in the same history class 
as me. Everyone stood up and I didn’t know what to do so I just followed the person next to me 
who then said: “Why are you following me? You belong to the other group.” “Which group?” I 
asked, “That one.” she said while she was pointing at Chase’s group. I’m actually really happy to 
be in his group but also very scared. As I walk towards them the people in the group, Stacey, 
Victor, Julia, Annie and Chase, turn their back on me without noticing me.. Of course. “Uhm, hey.” 
Oh my God I finally spoke to Chase. As he turned around he looked like an angel! “Hi, who are 
you?” he said. I wasn’t really surprised, but I answered and told him my name. Everyone in my 
group didn’t know me so yeah, I told them my name. We had to make a historical play, I knew all 
about it but they didn’t. They really were talking crap, so after 10 minutes I decided to jump in the 
conversation and share all my knowledge. At first they were looking at me like I was crazy but after 
that they totally liked it! !!
Today’s the day we have to perform our play and I’m so nervous. This is the first day I have to look 
good and it’s feels so amazing. As I arrive at school people start noticing me, but in a good way! A 
way that kind of gives me courage. Luckily I’m looking good. A girl came to me and said:”You’re the 
girl of Chase’s dreams.” “What?” “He likes you girl!” I didn’t know what was happening it was one of 
the best days of my life! “Hey, what’s up?” Chase said. The first time he said something to me 
because he wanted to! “Okay guys, let’s start with the plays.” the teacher said. All the groups were 
very good and I was getting more nervous every minute. “Don’t worry”, Chase said while giving me 
a flirty smile,”Thanks to you our group has a good play.” All my nerves just disappeared as he said 
that. It made me so happy! After the play Chase came up to me and asked me If I wanted to go 
see a movie some time. And of course I said yes! I got on my bicycle and bicycled home, whilst 
thinking about Chase. I think my life’s just began to get exciting, happy, fun and all of that good 
stuff. I couldn’t be happier. “TOOT-TOOT! WATCH OUT!” !!
“Sweetheart are you OK?! Doctor is she going to be okay?” “Your her father right?” “Yes. yes I am.” 
“Well, she was hit very hard.” “Yeah. but did she make it or not?!” “I’m sorry..she didn’t. Are you 
okay?” “No of course not.” “Sorry for your loss… What was her name?” !
“Her name was Sarah.”


