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I stretch my hands above my head and let out
a groan. My stiff muscles release their tight hold on my back. The
sun feels so good. The last day of classes for the year has just
ended. I have gotten through my first year with flying colors.

“Hey, Megan!” I turn to see Stephanie running
towards me. As dorm mates, this year only, we have become
friends.

“You leaving?” I ask, as I give her a brief
hug.

“Yeah. I just need to go back to the dorm and
get my stuff. My mom is over the moon, she has the entire break
planned out. I swear I won’t get to take a breath away from her.”
She smiles. “It’s okay though, I’ve missed her too. Are you going
to go anywhere over break?”

I shrug. “I don’t plan to, but who knows.
There is no one to go home to.”

She nods. I can tell that I have made her
uncomfortable. The topic that I have no parents or family always
makes people uncomfortable. It doesn’t really bother me now. I have
been an orphan for as long as I can remember. All I know about my
parents were that they were drug addicts and that they never tried
to get me back. I guess I wasn’t as important as the drugs they put
into their bodies.

When I turned eighteen, I was released from
the hold the system had on me and was able to attend college. I
have a goal of making something out of myself. I want to be
successful and financially stable in my life, so that my kids will
never have to grow up like I did.

“Well, I’ll see you in August. Have fun while
on break.”

OEBPS/cover.jpg
_—






