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Chapter 1


The smooth rhythmic sound of rain drops on the metal roof intertwined with the bird’s chirping. Deji James Adama woke somewhat angry and gave a loud smack to the alarm clock with his right hand. It was that time; time to get ready and go to school. Deji was not angry or frustrated because he didn't like going to school. He felt this way because he was mistreated by the other kids at school. Most days when the school bell rang, Deji was the last to go in.


Deji was from Nigeria, Africa and he arrived in America at the age of fifteen. Deji was a very intelligent young man but he lacked a few things, like how to speak English properly, how to dress like the other kids at school and last, but not least, Deji had a strong African accent.


 Samson Adama was Deji’s father and he was a very hardworking man and loving father. He worked two jobs to take care of himself, his son, and the bills. Samson loved his son very much and wanted to spend more quality time with him but his two job’s schedules didn’t allow him much time off. Most days, Samson wasn’t home when Deji arrived from school. Deji was left alone to take care of himself. This meant that he had to feed himself, complete his house chores, and finish any assigned homework before his father came home from work. Most nights, Deji was asleep in bed before his father returned from work, and he wouldn’t get the chance to see his father for that day. 


When Samson came home from work, he quietly went to Deji’s bed and kissed him goodnight. One could see the disappointment on Samson’s face as he watched his son sleeping. Samson wished he had more time to spend with his son but unfortunately he had to work two jobs in order to provide for them.


Back in the living room, Samson sat on the couch, remembering how hard he had worked to save up money to come to America in order to have a better life for himself and Deji. “Am I a good father to Deji? Am I giving him the best life and would my Cynthia be happy with me?” Samson asked himself.


Deji’s mother, Cynthia Adama, died after giving birth to him and before she died Samson had promised her that he would give their son a better life. That promise had motivated Samson to travel out of Africa to America.


Deji was six years old when his father left him with his uncle, Joshua, in search of a better life in America. He promised to return back for him as soon as he settled down in America. And Joshua raised Deji for almost a decade before Samson returned back for his son.










Chapter 2


Deji was now in the tenth grade; attending a public high school almost a half an hour walk away from his house in the Fort Gaines district, a dangerous section of Detroit, Michigan. Deji was very intelligent, but he lacked the ability to speak and write proper English. Because of this, one of Deji’s classes was ESL, English as a Second Language. Deji loved this class very much because he could communicate with someone without them making fun of him. Miss Mary, his ESL teacher, was very helpful to him and most importantly, he got to hang out with his two best friends, Raj and Eddy. Raj Patel was from India and Eddy Hill was an American. Unlike Deji and Raj, Eddy was overweight for his age. 


Eddy tried to fit in at school but he was nearly friendless. As an overweight, pimple-faced sixteen-year-old, he didn’t have much going for him. The other kids called him Butterball and teased him mercilessly about his weight. His parents had recently divorced and his mother transplanted them from the city to the suburbs. She was overworked and Eddy didn’t get much support from her. He wished he still lived in the city with his impulsive dad that inevitably made some bad choices. 


Deji, Raj and Eddy were the mockery of the entire school. Deji was mocked the most because of his strong Nigerian accent. Walking down the school hallways was very scary for Deji, Raj and Eddy because of the constant bullying, name calling and mocking of their nationalities. 


Zack, James, Kyle, Ross, Sophia, Mara and Sarah were best friends and the most popular students at school. And Sophia was Zack’s girlfriend. They were typical rich kids that thought they could do anything to other students just because their parents were wealthy. 


Zack and Sophia were the most popular couple in school; they basically ran the entire school. Every student respected them and didn’t mess with them because of what they could do to them. The two of them made the previous most popular girl in school transfer to another high school because of what they did to her. 


Sophia Loren was beautiful, with long, wavy black hair and mesmerizing, dark chocolate brown eyes. And she had a wicked, self-absorbed personality. Even so, every girl at the school wanted to look like Sophia and every guy secretly wanted to be with her, including Deji.


Zach, James, Kyle and Ross were constantly vying for attention from everybody so they picked on Deji and his friends. They taunted the boys and spewed verbal insults at them. They asked Deji random questions and laughed at his accent when he responded to their questions. Sometimes Zach deliberately bumped into Deji and then made fun of his name. “What kind of name is that?” Zach asked Deji. “I bet it’s some kind of African animal or jungle name. What kind of t-shirt is that? Did you bring it from Africa and is it made of lion or monkey skin?”


Deji did indeed dress differently from the other kids in school. In almost every part of Africa, the traditional dress was dictated by the climate in which they lived, by the culture, and an individual socioeconomic standing. Each symbol, color, and even the shape of the clothing had a very specific purpose or meaning. African clothing was a symbol of status, creativity and allegiance to tribal roots. The patterns created by the brightly colored threads often represented common motifs, religious beliefs, and political commentary. Since Deji had been in America, his penny-pinching father hadn’t bought him many new clothes, so his wardrobe was an eclectic mix of tight fitting blue jeans and bold patterned shirts. And he still wore leather sandals like he did when he lived in Africa. 
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