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	I don't know why this kind of thing happened to me.

	On the third day of my freshman year of high school, Jax Murphy, the class bully, broke into our dorm with his crew. They kicked the door open with force. Jax swaggered in front, a cigarette dangling sloppily from his lips.

	"Empty your pockets, now! And make it quick!" one of Jax's lackeys yelled at us.

	Jax's father was a notorious local criminal. Rumor had it he once took on twenty guys single-handedly, putting three in the hospital and sending the rest running. He was a feared man. Jax had grown up under that influence, absorbing that thuggish mentality. The other guys in our dorm were broke, their money barely enough for food. If they got robbed, how would they survive?

	As the dorm leader, I stood up. Even though my legs were shaking, I managed to say, "What do you think you're doing? Aren't you afraid of the RA?"

	Jax heard this, slowly walked over to me, and shoved my shoulder like I was his prey.

	"Go on, call the RA. Do it," Jax said with a nasty grin.

	Before I could say another word, my head buzzed, I lost my balance, and fell to the floor. My neck felt hot. When I touched it, my hand came away covered in blood.

	But that was just the beginning. Jax hit me in the stomach with a metal pipe. I screamed, the excruciating pain bending me double like a dying insect. Jax's friends surrounded me, kicking me in the head. The world shook before my eyes. Within a minute, I was lying on the ground, covered in blood.

	"Hand over the fucking money, don't make me waste my energy..." Jax pulled my hair and pressed my bloody face under the light so the terrified students could see me clearly.

	Soon, my roommates' resistance broke. Trembling, they handed over their allowance money.

	"Damn, only sixty bucks?" one of the thugs cursed.

	"My family are farmers... this is all I get for two weeks..." Skinny Billy Watson was shaking with fear. He was telling the truth; his family was really struggling.

	"Fuck, why's a poor kid even bothering with school?" The thug punched Billy. Billy covered his nose, tears streaming down his thin face onto his comforter. Sobbing sounds came from behind his fingers. Billy was broken.

	"Where's your money?" Jax leaned over and spat in my face.

	"I don't have any." I gritted my teeth in anger, feeling completely powerless.

	Jax's gang searched my bunk and found two hundred dollars under my pillow. Jax took the money, chuckled, and kicked me in the stomach.

	It hurt, but I didn't even have the energy to cough.

	"You've had too much soda, need some water." Jax unbuckled his belt with a smile, and the thugs laughed wildly.

	I was humiliated, but the dorm was completely silent. I suddenly realized that silence is also a voice—a voice of weakness and selfishness.

	If we'd all fought back together, Jax and his crew might not have dared to be so bold. But my roommates just huddled under their blankets, shivering, praying in their hearts for them to leave quickly.

	"I'll remember you," Jax said before slamming the door shut. He probably took his gang out for burgers and beers.

	All this was just the beginning of the nightmare.
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	The next morning, I went to my homeroom teacher, Mr. Miller, and told him what happened. Mr. Miller was a fat man in his forties. He listened while sipping his coffee. After I finished, he looked at me, then sent someone to fetch Jax from class.
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