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“Miss Nortan, welcome back. It’s great to have you here with
us today,” a large woman greeted me enthusiastically. I smiled at
her politely before sidestepping her imposing frame that blocked
the corridor.






“Please
call me Aleena, Miss Nortan is far too formal,” I said warmly. I
held my hand out to her unwillingly; she took hold of it
immediately and shook it violently, her happiness radiating through
it.






“This
way please,” she said gesturing down the dimly lit corridor. I
nodded my head and proceeded to follow her. The sound of her heels
echoed off the walls just as I remembered them to. It had been
eight year since I had stood in this corridor and it hadn’t changed
one bit. After being bombarded with phone calls I had agreed to
return much against my own will but after the tenth letter and
twentieth call I couldn’t refuse any longer.






We
carried on walking, it was completely deserted; I was used to the
sound of screaming kids and grumpy teenagers filling these halls.
The silence was eerie and concerning, it felt wrong and
abandoned.






“It bet
it seems different to you now, we have had so many improvements
done since you were here last,” the woman said happily.






“Yes it
looks great,” I gave her the answer that she wanted. It was too
early for me to tell her the truth and she seemed so proud of the
place. There was still the dishevelled notice boards covered with
graffiti, some of it I would swear was here eight years ago when I
swore I would never return. My old school was somewhere I said I
would never return too, yet here I was.






We
followed the winding corridors that I could navigate off by heart;
after all I had spent most of my teenage years trudging past them.
A few fond memories surfaced as we walked past the chemistry rooms;
that was always my favourite subject mostly down to the fact we got
to experiments with dangerous chemicals.






Despite
this one surge of niceness the rest of the place held nothing but
hate for me. Up to the last two years the school was fine; I had my
friends and we always had a laugh at the expense of the teachers.
There were dances and days out, missing homework and summers full
of adventure.






After
that it all changed, when I was sixteen years old Mr Holden came to
the school and nothing was ever the same. I pushed the memory of
him from my mind and carried on after the woman. My old principal
had changed her tune a lot in eight years; I remember her hating me
more than anyone else. Now I was her one chance to change things
for this school and she wasn’t going to let her mission
fail.






“We are
almost there now, my office is right ahead,” she chirped up. Of
course I could have found her office myself; I had been there
enough times. I didn’t mention that though, I just kept my head
down and followed her. I was the quiet girl and the one who never
made a fuss or tried to get attention; even when Mr Holden came to
the school I still didn’t try to be the one in the
spotlight.
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