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Tyler 

Don’t worry, it doesn’t end there! 

Chase and Sawyer 

Keep your love of reading! 
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Chapter One
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Avocado, ick!  I picked the mushy green stuff off my sandwich. Some of it was still stuck to my bread (gross!) but what was I going to do, rip pieces of my bread off? I probably would have if I was some sort of anal-retentive type of person, but alas, I am not!  I decided to just suck it up and eat the sandwich the way it was, sans the big chunks of avocado. When I am sixteen and finally old enough to work, I want to work at a sandwich shop and pay special attention to what my customers order so that when they say “No avocado”, I don’t put extra avocado instead.   

I might not be able to blame the sandwich maker, though. I could possibly have my evil older sister to blame. She is the one that wrote down all of our orders and went out to get them. I would hope that she wouldn’t be that evil!  But at least there aren’t onions on it. Double ick!  

“I have an announcement to make.”  My mother sat down at the dinner table and spoke to us proudly. She usually starts off with this phrase when she’s dating someone new or planning on going on vacation; vacations usually mean my sister and I are sent to visit Nana and Papa for a week while she backpacks through some European country or cruises to the Bahamas. I noticed my sister roll her eyes; she’s expecting the same speech I am.  “I’ve decided that the three of us are going to move away!”  My sister and I just stared at her. I don’t know what’s running through J.P’s mind (that’s my big sister) but I am beginning to think my mother has taken up a new hobby; drugs!  She has to be on drugs! 

“Are there hidden cameras here?”  J.P looked around the room.  “In a minute or two someone is going to tell us this is a joke, right?”  I set my sandwich down and looked over at J.P; she looked terrified to say the least!  “Where is this coming from?”  She glanced at me and I shrugged. 

“J.P, relax!”  Mom remained calm while my sister seemed to be about ready to jump. What she’s going to jump off of is beyond me, but she’s close to the edge and Mom barely made a simple announcement! I don’t usually jump at Mom’s silly announcements; I wait and let her build up the entire plan and then figure things out. One year Mom announced that we were going to rent an RV and visit at least five states, but when she sat behind the wheel of the oversized vehicle she panicked and decided she would just fly to New York to go shopping while J.P and I visit with Nana and Papa. Maybe this time when she starts packing, she’ll quickly change her mind and decide to go rock climbing in California or something. 

I bit into my sandwich and cringed a little as I tasted the avocado on the bread.  J.P began to bounce her leg up and down under the table; I could tell because her body began to move slightly and that’s what happens when she becomes anxious. I sat back, chewed and braced myself for the argument that was sure to ensue. 

“Mom, where did this come from?  I’m about to go into my senior year and all of a sudden you want us to move?”  Her face turned red and her pitch grew a little higher than normal. All of a sudden, she sat back, folded her arms and seemed to relax a little.  “Wait, do you mean we can move maybe just to a bigger house?” 

“The house can be bigger, I don’t mind.  I’d especially like one with a really large tub in the bathroom. I want to take a bubble bath by candlelight and be able to just relax!”  Mom looked dreamy. 

“Ok, but here in this same city, right?  We’ll stay on this side of town so we can continue to go school with our friends?”  Mom showed us her “I’m sorry” face and J.P began to bounce her knee again.  “Mom, think about it!  I’m seventeen years old, going into my final year in high school as a cheerleader. You can’t just go to another school and be a cheerleader, they have tryouts and it’s too late for me to try out!  What am I going to do if I don’t cheer?” She whined. I just rolled my eyes. 

“Most schools have tryouts again at the beginning of the year, don’t they?”  Mom looked to me for confirmation; I’m not a cheerleader and I have no clue. I just shrugged my shoulders and cringed at another bite of avocado laced sandwich. 

“Mom, why don’t you just go visit the place you want to move to. We can all go. We’ll get it out of our systems and then come home and enjoy life.”  J.P was full of ideas.   

“Can we move to a place that doesn’t put avocados on a sandwich when I don’t want them on there?”  I wanted to annoy my sister because I was tired of her always whining. 

“That’s the spirit.”  Mom smiled at me and I rolled my eyes, taking another bite of the sandwich. 

“Like she cares. She is barely going to be a sophomore and doesn’t have very many friends to begin with!  I, on the other hand, do and I would like to graduate with them. I am not moving.”  J.P folded her arms across her chest and huffed with an air of finality. 

“So, what is it that you plan on doing?”  Mom had a smirk on her face that confused me. Usually when Mom smirks it’s because she’s about to let on that she has been joking with us, but she seemed really serious at the same time. She leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms, staring back at my sister. 

“I don’t know.”  My sister wasn’t done; she just needed a few more seconds to think about it. After about a minute she continued, “I can stay here.  Nana owns this house, right?”  Mom nodded.  “Well, I can stay here and live on my own.”  Mom laughed like it was the most hilarious thing she had heard. I continued to take bites of my sandwich, enjoying the show.  “It’s not funny!”  My sister yelled in anger when Mom continued to laugh after two minutes.  “I can’t leave, Mom.  It’s not fair!”  J.P jumped out of her chair and stormed off to her bedroom. 

“How about California?” Mom asked me. I shrugged my shoulders and took another bite of my avocado infected sandwich.  “I would love to be by the water and not really in San Francisco, but close enough that we can take a day trip there. I would love for you girls to see the Golden Gate Bridge. We can even walk or bike across it.” 

I’m not going to pretend I have any say in my mother’s whims. She makes all the decisions. If she says we’re moving to California today, she may make it New York or Florida tomorrow.   

“I really wish they didn’t put avocado on my sandwich,” I said. Mom just smiled at me. I heard Hurricane J.P storming back. 

“I just called Nana and she said there is no way we are moving.” She flopped back into her chair with a triumphant grin on her face. 

“Oh, but we are!” my mother stated, firmly.  “Week after next. School is out, so your days can be spent packing.” 
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Chapter Two 
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I closed my book and finally looked up at our house for the first time after Mom turned the car off. It was blue!  I don’t mean a pale blue with white trimming or something nice like that, I mean a bright, stand out blue. The door was a darker shade of blue that matched the shutters. I shuddered!  My sister groaned. 

“Un-freaking-believable!” J.P said.  “This is the ugliest house on the block. Probably the ugliest house in the state.” 

She exaggerated.  While, the color wasn’t that great, the house itself was beautiful. The windows were set up to look like two smiling faces. If you stood back on the sidewalk and looked up, there were two matching windows above the garage and the garage door could be the mouth. Set back deeper, you had one large front window and above it, two more matching window-eyes. I smiled back at the house. I was going to like our new home!  There were purple and pink flowers lining the walk and orange ones lining the other side of the perfectly trimmed lawn. A lawn twice the size of our last house. 

“A paint job!  That’s all it needs!” Mom said, exiting the car. I followed suit.  “Wait until you see the inside!”  We followed her inside and I was amazed at how beautiful and big the house was. I toured the bottom floor and found the first room which already had furniture in it to probably be considered the formal living room, I guess. A maroon couch that looked too hard to sit on comfortably. Chairs the same color sat on both sides of the couch; you would have to sit straight up in those chairs and I don’t know any teenager that wants that. There was a fireplace with a large mirror hanging over it and no television in sight. White flowers were planted in four different pots spaced out around the room; on end tables and in corners. Old people! 

Next to that was the kitchen which was almost twice the size of our last kitchen. I was surprised to see that most of the appliances were in black and the towels that were hanging on the refrigerator handles and oven, as well as folded on the black countertops were yellow and orange. My mother loves splashes of color. Beyond that was a bathroom the size of my mom’s last master bathroom. I don’t understand why the bathroom needs to be so big when all you have in it is a toilet and a sink, but who am I to complain. Across from the kitchen was another furnished room, it was filled with more laid-back furniture and probably the room I would spend most of my time in.  I opened a closed door and found a closet and then the garage and one last door on the first floor that led to a fully furnished master suite. I could tell that my mother had already planned to sleep there.   

She came up behind me and nudged me into the room.  “I figure if I sleep downstairs, I can hear you guys sneaking in past curfew.” She said with a smile and flew onto the bed. I watched her thin body bounce up and down and decided to just walk past her and check out the rest of her room. She had a bathroom with a shower but no bathtub and it was decorated in multiple shades of purple to match her bedspread. Totally my mother!  I escaped her bedroom and headed upstairs. 

The very first door at the top of the stairs led to a closet which was already filled with towels and sheets. I stepped past that and found a bedroom with a large bed covered with a black comforter and pink sheets and pillows. Lots of pillows. My mother knows my sister very well. There was a black and white zebra striped throw rug on the floor that was trimmed in pink. I looked at her dresser which was also black with the top drawer slightly opened. The insides of the dresser were hot pink to match the sheets!  My sister was going to be very happy in this room. I noticed two doors next to each other and opened the first one. The large walk-in closet was full of clothes perfect for J.P.  A former cheerleader, the happy blonde who wears every color of the rainbow and looks great in it. I closed that door and opened the next one. Her own bathroom!  My sister got the upstairs master bedroom!  So unfair!  I closed the door and walked out of the room. 
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