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This book – the second in a series – tells the story of a family who have lived with the horrors life throws at them. This book contains sex and violence and tells of a young girl’s struggles to overcome repeated nightmares with the support of her grandmother, who is always there for her.

With a lifetime of secrets herself, the older woman finds herself reliving her own unspeakable past just to help her granddaughter survive.

This is the second in a series. The first is entitled, Damaged Mind  by Doctor Valerie.

		
	
		

THIS IS AN ADULT BOOK CONTAINING SEX AND VIOLENCE. 

This is the story of a young girl called Aveling, just trying to find her place in life and fighting for her own identity. Now just turned sixteen, Aveling leaves her grandmother’s Chinese home to rejoin her English father in London, only to be sent on her way by his new wife, who is just a few years older than herself.

Enrolled at a private boarding school, she meets another girl with no restraints, and Aveling’s life becomes one long nightmare. As she lays her head down to sleep, how can she shake off those feelings of dread so she can move on with her life? Just when she starts to feel safe, her nightmares start all over again. When will they ever end?
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I left my home in China, hoping for a new life with my father back in his own country of England. But when I arrived, I was sent on my way by his new wife, into a world where I had no idea of what was about to happen. I was so naïve. How could I have been so stupid to believe in and trust so many bad people. Yet I never thought for one moment that I would end up wanting to kill them.

*

Aveling felt the damp rising into her back from the wet ground. She tried to open her eyes, only to close them again, as the rain fell heavier and heavier on her face and she wondered, Am I still alive?

As she tried to move, she felt no movement in her limbs and her voice deserted her. She thought she must be dead, but then she felt a pain she had never felt before. She tried to move, but something was pushing her harder and harder, firmly keeping her from moving, and the wet ground beneath her felt colder and colder. It felt like her body no longer belonged to her, then just for a few seconds she managed to open her eyes. 

A face was just a few inches above hers. And while the bright blue eyes and blond curly hair left her with a sense of an angel’s presence, those same eyes turned her cold and all she felt was fear. At that moment, she believed she was indeed dead.

		
	
		

CHAPTER 1: FIRST MOVE
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“I don’t want to go, Dad. Please, please, Dad, I want to stay with you.”

“Sorry, Aveling, but I promised your grandmother that you could stay with her until I get things sorted out in the UK. She is really looking forward to you visiting, and it could be an exceedingly long time before you will get the chance to see her again. Once we leave China, and return to England, it will be some time before I get my next assignment. So, just be a good girl and pack your things up.

“Don’t worry, Aveling, it is just while I get everything set up in London, but you know the government could send me anywhere. I did think about letting you stay with your mother in Paris, but as you know she is now living with that useless man who claims to be a male model, and God knows how he would treat you.

“At least this way, I know your grandmother will keep you safe. Now, no more of your nonsense, go and pack your things. Don’t bother with any larger items, as I will ship them over to London with the rest of my things at the end of the month. It will take me a little time to find you a new school, so just have some patience, and I will get you to join me in London as quickly as I can.”

To Aveling, it seemed like her whole word was falling apart. It didn’t matter how much pleading she did, she was going to be left alone in China, with her old grandmother who lived in the middle of nowhere. Since the end of the freehold of Hong Kong, and its return into China’s hands, she had known that her diplomat father would be reassigned. But to be so far apart just seemed unbearably cruel.

Aveling did speak Chinese, as her mother had been born there and worked for a time as a translator in the British Embassy, which is where she met Aveling’s father. But her mother had left to move in with her lover in Paris just a few years before, and Aveling had never got on too well with her Chinese grandmother, and her grandfather had passed away several years before. It was such a contrast from living in the modern Embassy, where she had access to the internet and all modern technology, to her grandmother’s house in the country, which was like a step back in time by about forty years.

The difference in cultures was huge. At the Embassy, she was allowed to dress in modern clothes, but as soon as she arrived at her grandmother’s, she knew her dresses would all have to be longer, makeup was not allowed, and she would be treated like a six-year-old. There was no internet, no mod cons, and the old woman told the same old stories over and over again, which drove Aveling crazy.

It was a chilly day when she arrived. Although she loved her grandmother, they had little in common. But she knew that all the staff would make a big fuss of her. They were always desperate to find out all about what was happening in Hong Kong, and new fashions, modern TV, and the internet, were always big topics of conversation. Aveling didn’t mind talking with the staff about life in Hong Kong, although she was convinced that some of them didn’t believe half of what she told them. However, she was uncomfortable with any questions questioned about things that were happening in the Embassy, as her father had told her from a very young age that she must be discreet.  

Usually, once she had answered all the questions she could, she would disappear into one of the outbuildings, feeling more content to be left alone to read a good book. Aveling’s mother had always said, “Aveling isn’t shy; she is just a little stupid.” But the truth was she just didn’t have time for her own daughter.

When she married Aveling’s dad, the last thing she had wanted was children, but her parents had driven her crazy asking when she was going to make them grandparents. So, after she had Aveling, she lied and told them she could not have any more children.

As Aveling had not seen her grandmother since the previous year, she hoped life with the older woman would be different. With her mother in Paris and father so back in England, Aveling just felt lonely.

Now that she was sixteen and saw herself as a young woman, Aveling thought she would no longer have to comply with all the old rules. But the thing that sent her crazy was the old stories which her grandmother would repeat over and over again. Aveling knew her grandmother loved her, but she would much rather have stayed with her father.

Ever since she heard that the government was recalling her father to London, she had been looking forward to meeting her English side of the family. She knew her English grandmother a little, as she had been over to China for a few visits, but Aveling had never met any other relatives. And any time she asked her father for more family details, all he would do was shrug his shoulders and say, “You’ll find out one day for yourself, but don’t be too shocked. For now, leave it alone.”

Staying with her Chinese grandmother this time seemed so different from normal. Her grandmother was busy packing boxes, and one of the servants explained it was because she was getting ready to move. The old compound she had lived in for most of her life was about to be demolished by the government to build a new road, so her grandmother had no choice but to leave.

The maid revealed that Aveling’s grandmother was hoping to move to England, but getting all the paperwork completed would take months. This was, she said, supposed to be a secret from Aveling until everything was sorted. So, she asked Aveling not to let on that she knew anything about it.

As the maid had always been her grandmother’s favourite, she was hoping to travel with them to England and had only let on about the plans because she hoped Aveling would be able to help her with her English. Aveling wasn’t convinced that the maid would be invited to travel with them, but she felt that was something she needed to keep to herself for now.

This was certainly the first time Aveling had heard anything about her grandmother packing up and getting ready for a move. And while it seemed cruel to move an old woman at that time of her life, Aveling knew that when the Chinese government made up their minds about something, no-one could stop them. If they wanted her grandmother out of her home, she would have no option but to move.

While all the staff were busy packing boxes, Aveling felt a bit lost for something to do. She found her grandmother cleaning out an old cupboard in the back of the bedroom and offered to help.

Suddenly, Aveling pulled out a long silky length of fabric. “Grandmother,” she asked, “can I have this? It would make a beautiful scarf.”

When her grandmother looked at what Aveling was holding in her hands, she seemed to freeze on the spot. But after a few minutes, she regained her composure.

“Well, Aveling, if my memory serves me right, that was never intended to be a scarf. It’s been in our family for such a long time.

Aveling held onto the fabric, stroking it gently, as her grandmother started to explain that many, many years ago a member of her family had been given the long piece of fabric. The old woman had been told that the silk was used to hang a concubine with – nine yards of silk for each one of the concubines. So she presumed that her ancestor must have been one of the royal family’s concubines. 

“So, the one in my hands, Grandma, has been used to hang a concubine, who was also a member of our family?”

As this was a story Aveling had never heard before, she was all ears, and she sat down on the bed to hear more. Her grandmother went on to explain that the fabric, which was a full nine yards long, 18 inches wide, and made of pure silk, was believed to have been used by her family ancestor called little Gemini. She had been taken as a young girl of just fifteen to become the wife of the ageing emperor. But often, when the emperor died, all the wives and concubines who had not given birth to a child would be hanged together, to travel on to the afterlife with the late emperor. So it was in the concubines’ best interest to get pregnant as soon as possible.

If they did not, they would be escorted to a huge, round room, where many lengths of silk – all nine yards long, and one for each concubine – would be hanging from above. When all the women had the silk wrapped around their necks by a palace eunuch, a set of cogs and wheels would begin to turn, and the floor beneath them would drop slowly downwards, leaving them dangling till all the women were strangled to death.

Grandmother had been told that her ancestor had only been married to the old emperor for just six weeks when he died suddenly. Along with the other concubines who had not been pregnant, Gemini was escorted to the hanging room, but didn’t understand what was happening to her. She knew nothing about the palace rules, nor had she ever heard anything about the hanging room.

One of the eunuchs was Gemini’s blood brother, who plotted to help her escape by fixing the silk in such a way that she would not die. But he needed to quickly explain to Gemini not to move, as she had to make the other eunuchs believe she was dead. When the room was emptied later, the bodies would be escorted out of the city to a cemetery, to be buried with the late emperor. On that occasion, there were fifteen bodies in total. But sometimes an emperor could have hundreds of concubines.

The brother and another eunuch, who was willing to help Gemini, knew that if the new emperor or court ever found out what they’d done, they would face being beheaded along with every member of their families. So everything had to be perfect.

None of them realised that Gemini at that time was just a few weeks pregnant.

Aveling’s grandmother explained that the silk scarf now in Aveling’s hands was the very same silk that had been around her ancestor’s neck on that awful day. 

After hanging, the silk of each concubine would be taken down from the rafters and tied around their face, covering the eyes to prevent the woman from seeing her journey into the afterlife. A jade seal – carved from a single piece of jade – would be given to all the girls and women who lived in the palace to allow them to come and go freely around the harem. During the hanging, the jade pass would be tied around the women’s waists, to be retrieved afterwards. On that day, it was Gemini’s brother who had the job of retrieving them.

At that point in the story, Aveling interrupted. “Grandmother, do you still have the seal?” Her grandmother nodded. “It is in here somewhere.” 

Aveling was eager to see it and watched anxiously as her grandmother kept digging deeper and deeper into the back of the closet. Eventually, a small velvet bag was pulled clear of the cupboard.

“Found it!” Her grandmother opened the bag, tipped the pouch over the bed, and three pieces fell out.

Aveling pushed the pieces together, making a full circle. With a small hole at the middle to allow a cord to be threaded through, the jade could be carried everywhere by the women from the harem. It allowed others to see instantly that they were the emperor’s women. And if a seal was ever lost, the consequences would have been grave.

Aveling’s grandmother went on to explain that everyone living in the palace would have needed a pass to go in and out of all the royal compounds in the capital. But while all the concubines had the same seal, the palace’s housekeepers carried different and smaller tokens. 

Captivated with the story, and hoping her grandmother had more details, Aveling was disappointed when she was told that the older lady had no more information about the nine yards of silk and three pieces of jade.

“Grandma, why have you never told me this story before?”

“It is something we never talk about, because if it was discovered you have royal blood in your veins, there are some people in power who would feel threatened and would stop at nothing to kill you. It’s only now that you have turned sixteen and are no longer a child that I can tell you. But,” she warned, “to stay safe, you must never repeat what I have told you today.”

“Don’t worry, Grandma. It’s only a story that happened so long ago, so I don’t think anybody would take it seriously.”

But her grandmother grasped her hand and told her sternly, “No, Aveling, it’s not just a story. So promise me you will not tell anyone.”

		
	
		

CHAPTER 2: TIME TO FLY
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Aveling was finding life difficult at the old farmhouse. Her grandmother had been informed that it could take a year or more until she needed to leave her home, but the staff started to leave one by one. They all knew that the government orders to evacuate could come at any time, so they decided it was better to leave now than wait.

Aveling had a friend called Maylu, who lived down the hill just over a mile away and whose family were not affected by the plans for the new road. Knowing that Aveling would be moving to England at some point, Maylu asked her to come and visit if she ever returned to China. And although Aveling promised she would, she genuinely believed that once she left China she would never see her friend again. 

It was almost six months before Aveling finally received a message from her father to confirm that he had made arrangements for her to come to England. Unfortunately, though, her Chinese grandmother was not ready to travel with her at that time. She was still taking care of all the paperwork before she could join the rest of the family in the United Kingdom. In China, paperwork moved very slowly, but Aveling’s father explained that there were issues to be resolved with English paperwork, too. It had been decided that on her arrival in England, Aveling’s Chinese grandmother would stay for a while with her father’s mother, Madam Aveling, at her home, Castle Keys. This would assure the authorities that she would have a good home to live in and someone to support her on arrival.

As she began to pack, Aveling’s grandmother asked if she would like to keep the silk and jade, as she had no other grandchildren to give them to. Naturally, Aveling was keen to accept. But when her grandmother handed her the items, she explained in a solemn manner that if Aveling was ever raped, she should keep the family’s honour and use the silk for its intended use – death.

Having just turned seventeen a few days before, Aveling was shocked and surprised at her grandmother’s comments, but she realised that to the older lady a woman’s honour was the most important thing in the world.

As she accepted the gifts, however, she felt her whole body go cold. The hairs raised up on the back of her neck as she held the silk and jade in her hands.

*

On her flight back to England a few days later, Aveling noticed that men were staring at her, which she found very unsettling. When she had lived in the Embassy, the men never paid her any attention because she was the Ambassador’s daughter, and the school she attended  was an all-girls’ school, so this was a new and unnerving experience.

Aveling had been seated in the window seat, next to a young man who never took his eyes off her. Trying to ignore his interest, she looked out of the window and gave all her attention to the landscape below. Once the view of China’s landscape disappeared, all she could see was sea. It was going to be a long flight.

A few hours into the flight, they experienced some bad weather. As the plane jolted suddenly, Aveling grabbed the first thing she could and grasped tightly to the arms of her seat. The young man sat beside her sensed her fear and leaned towards her. Gently taking her hand, he explained that it was just a little turbulence which was quite normal, and that she was welcome to squeeze his hand as hard as she liked.

When the air stewardess came round to offer a drink or something to eat, Aveling asked for a glass of lemonade. While she waited, she asked the young man next to her if he could retrieve her shoulder bag from the locker above, and he was only too happy to oblige.

As he chatted away in English, Aveling began to realise that her command of English was not as good as she’d thought, so she politely asked if he could speak a little slower to her.

“Sorry, I didn’t realize you were not English,” he said, giving her a quizzical look. “My name is Luke. Luke Green.”

Aveling had inherited her father’s green eyes and jet black hair, and although she was still only five feet two inches tall, her natural beauty shone like a star in the sky. The young man then spoke slowly, asking more questions than she was ready to answer. Giving her name was no problem, but she had no idea of her new address or even a phone number. She did, however, tell him that her father had been an ambassador in the Chinese Embassy but had been recalled to England to await his next posting.

Apparently keen not to lose touch, after they landed the young man gave her his business card with all his details. Slipping the card into her backpack, she headed for the airport exit, pausing briefly to look back over her shoulder. He was heading in the opposite direction but smiled briefly before she lost sight of him.

Although she was convinced she would never see him again, she couldn’t help but experience a strange sense of loss. 

Outside the airport, she was approached by a stranger holding up her name on a board, who informed her that he had been sent by her father to take her to her new home. Although she wasn’t particularly happy about getting into a car with a stranger, she had no idea where her new home was or what it looked like, so felt she had no choice than to climb in.

Everything seemed so strange as she gazed out of the car window, but after more than an hour the driver pulled into a long driveway, then stopped sharply on the gravel stones. As Aveling climbed out of the car, she was greeted by an incredibly attractive young woman, who looked only a few years older than herself, holding a newborn baby. 

“Hello, you must be Aveling,” the woman smiled. “My name is Carol, and this is your new baby brother Gary.”

Aveling’s mind went into complete overdrive. How could she have a new baby brother, when it was only about six months since she had last seen her father? He’d never told her he had been seeing anyone.

The shock was clearly evident on Aveling’s face. And as they walked into the house, Carol was quick to explain that she had met Aveling’s father in Hong Kong, when she worked at the Embassy, then had returned to England with him six months earlier. Suddenly it all made sense why her father hadn’t wanted Aveling to travel back with him initially.

But there were more shocks to come.

When her father finally arrived at the house later that evening, the baby was already in bed. Aveling had expected her dad to meet her with a big hug, but the atmosphere around the kitchen table was cold and uncomfortable.

When Carol asked if she could get Aveling anything else to pack for her trip the following day, the young girl turned to her father in surprise. She had only just arrived, and it seemed she was to be shipped off to who knew where!

Seeing her surprise, Carol added, “Oh sorry. I thought your dad had told you. We managed to get you into a private school. You will like it; it’s even got a swimming pool.”

Looking to her father for confirmation, Aveling was disappointed when his only comment was, “Yes, I am sure you will like it. And I have arranged a new bank account, so I can send you an allowance in each month.”

At that he excused himself and disappeared into his office, which had always been his behaviour if anybody asked him questions he didn’t want to answer.

All Aveling could hope for was that she might get him alone the next morning so that they could speak without Carol hovering over him, and before she was to be shipped off to her new school.

However, the next morning when she went downstairs, her father had already left for work. And her packed bags were still in the same place the driver had left them the night before. Aveling had expected to at least be able to sort out her belongings, leaving some of the more bulky items in her new bedroom.

But when she explained that she didn’t need to take all the luggage with her, Aveling was informed that she should not leave anything here. Carol explained that she and Aveling’s father wouldn’t be staying there very long, as he had already been given a new posting to Sweden.

Carol also explained that she had laid out a new school uniform for her to put on, along with a list of instructions.

As Aveling dressed, her mind was spinning. Everything had happened so quickly, and she hadn’t even been allowed to visit her English grandmother, who she had been looking forward to seeing. It had been years since they had last met, and Aveling wasn’t even sure if her grandmother would recognise her.

When the driver turned up, Aveling expected that Carol would at least be at the door to say goodbye. But she was nowhere to be seen, and instead the driver helped her to load all her luggage into the car.

A few miles up the road, he pulled up at a railway station. When Aveling asked why, the man explained that the school was far too far to drive to, so it had been arranged for her to travel by train. Tickets had been reserved for her to collect at the ticket office. 

Left alone on the platform waiting for the train with all her luggage around her, Aveling felt tears welling up. She felt so lost and lonely. She did not know how long the journey would take, or if she could get something to eat.

But as the train pulled in, she shook her head and wiped away the tears, determined not to feel sorry for herself.

Once settled on the train, she took out the list of instructions Carol had given her and studied it more carefully. The first item on the list was how to address the head teacher. and the second was how to send letters via email. Aveling couldn’t believe that Carol would think she did not know how to use the internet!

The list was endless, so Aveling rolled it up and stuffed it back inside her backpack. But then she noticed that the list did not include any phone numbers, so if she needed to contact her father or her English grandma quickly, she couldn’t.

When she had first arrived, Carol had seemed friendly and helpful, but Aveling couldn’t help but think that had been a show to impress her father and the staff. It looked as though Carol was only interested in herself and the new baby.

How on earth did Dad get taken in by such a scheming bitch as Carol? Aveling wondered. She didn’t even know if they were married or not. No-one had said anything, but Aveling had noticed a ring on the young woman’s finger, and they could have got married when they first arrived in England. Why didn’t Dad tell me anything? she thought.

Closing her eyes, she tried to pull all the bits of the jigsaw together, as more and more things began to make sense: her father’s refusal to take her with him initially; his attitude towards her the previous night; and Carol’s desperate rush to get her out of their lives.

Maybe, she thought, I’m better off without them.

		
	
		

CHAPTER 3: FITTING IN
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Gazing occasionally out of the train window at all the new and unfamiliar sights, Aveling reflected on how much her life had changed in recent years. She clearly remembered the day she had returned from school, at the age of eight or nine, to find that her mother had gone. There was nothing of her mother’s left, not even a hairbrush. But when Aveling went to her father’s office, she was turned back by his guards, telling her he was too busy.

That evening, she had stayed up late in the hope she would get to see him before bed, but he never came home, and the following morning when she went down for breakfast, he was standing in the kitchen talking to a very smartly dressed woman in a navy blue uniform, 

“This is your new nanny,” he informed her. “She will be driving you to school and back, and you will do as you are told. Do you understand, girl?”

Aveling must have looked confused, as her father repeated himself, only this time he raised his voice.

Over the following months, her mother was never mentioned. And if Aveling dared to ask a question, she would simply be told to be quiet. 

Her nanny, who had arrived from England, clearly did not like Aveling’s accent at all. She carried a wooden ruler in her pocket, and if Aveling got words wrong she would feel the ruler over the back of the knuckles – which happened most days. 

Many nights, Aveling would cry herself to sleep at night, afraid to make a noise in case the nanny heard from the next room. As the new nanny did not speak a word of Chinese, whenever Aveling wanted something from the kitchen, or something she knew the new nanny would not approve of, she would ask in Chinese. But this only annoyed the woman even more. She was desperate to control Aveling, and had a long list of rules, including only speaking English at home and at school.

Some days Aveling would be caught out speaking in Chinese to some of the staff – something she just did without thinking – so the nanny would discipline her. And if she complained, the punishments would just get harder to bear.

Growing up, Aveling’s Chinese mother had arranged for her to attend a school for Chinese children, so she had learned to read and write in the language and only spoke English at home. But when her mother left, and her father changed her school to one that taught only English, Aveling initially struggled. And as she was given more and more homework, the nanny took great satisfaction in whacking her knuckles for even the smallest mistake. 

For months, her father told Aveling that her mother had deserted them for another man and blamed her for their split. But it was a year later before she discovered that her mother had left because of her father’s affairs.

Every year on her birthday, Aveling would hope to hear from her mother, but she received no card or phone call. It was as if her mother had just fallen off the face of the earth, never to be seen or heard of again.

*

When the train arrived at its final destination, Aveling got off to be met by yet another strange man with a sign. With barely a word spoken, he drove down small country lanes until the space opened to a huge gothic building, like something Aveling had only ever seen in pictures.

As soon as she entered through a huge doorway, she was met by a girl of about the same age. “Hello, you must be Aveling. You will be bunking in with me,” the girl announced.

When the girl showed Aveling into a small room with just two beds and not much space for anything else, she realised that everything she had brought from China was not going to fit, so most of her things were left in the cases and just pushed under the bed.

The girl, who introduced herself as Mary, spoke really quickly, making it difficult for Aveling to understand her. But she was left in no doubt when Mary pointed to a huge clock, ticking loudly and hanging on the wall over Aveling’s bed, that it was time to go to sleep. 

Still baffled by everything that had happened since her arrival in England, Aveling was not ready to sleep, so she lay awake for hours, looking up at the ceiling and wondering how she could sabotage the damn clock.

The next morning, Mary told her she could store any of the extra luggage down in the basement, then took her along what seemed to Aveling to be the world’s longest corridor to reach the breakfast room. Just outside the door, Aveling put her hand over her nose and turned to Mary to ask what on earth the smell was.

Mary looked confused. “What smell? All I can smell is breakfast – bacon and sausages – and they smell delicious to me.”

In China, Aveling had only eaten white meat and shellfish, so the smell was making her feel a little nauseous. But she tried to concentrate on understanding what Mary was saying as they went into the breakfast room.

After a few minutes, she was still struggling and had to ask Mary to speak more slowly.

“Oh my goodness, I’m sorry,” Mary said. “Are you not from England? I thought you had just travelled up from London, but you do have a strange accent.”

“I was born in China. My mother is Chinese, and my father was born in England,” Aveling explained.

“I had no idea.” Mary looked apologetic. “Things must be so strange. But don’t worry, I can explain things as we go along. You must take after your father, as I don’t think I have ever seen a Chinese girl – or, come to think about it, anybody – with eyes as green as yours.” She smiled. “I would never have guessed you were half Chinese.”  

After breakfast, Mary showed Aveling to her classroom – a lower class than the one Mary was in. Immediately Mary approached the teacher and explained that Aveling’s English was a little strange, then she headed off to her own class.

Aveling found herself in a room with fifteen other girls, who all seemed to be from mixed backgrounds, but learning anything that day was the furthest thing from her mind. She was still feeling confused about her situation and spent too much time just looking out of the window until the teacher tapped her on the shoulder.

“I have been watching you, young lady.”

Aveling decided if she just responded in Chinese and shrugged her shoulders, perhaps the teacher would leave her alone. But she was mistaken.

“Nice try, young lady,” said the teacher. “But I have already read your file. So when you are in my class, it will be English only. And if you don’t understand anything, just ask.”

To make things worse, she passed Aveling a test paper.

“You are lucky arriving on an exam day,” she said sarcastically. “Now, girls, when you finish, bring the papers up to my desk then leave to go on break.”

Aveling looked down at the exam paper and started to fill it in. She finished in less than fifteen minutes and took the paper over to the teacher’s desk. She was met with a stern look in response, but placed the test sheet on the teacher’s desk and left. With no idea where she was going, Aveling asked a girl she passed in the corridor how she could get outside to get some fresh air. 
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