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    Prologue


    Busted by the Principal!





    Unbelievable! I just had the worst day of school ever because I got busted by the principal for having my iPhone in class. My teacher, Mr. James, was making us organize our notebooks, folders, pencils, markers, and all our other boring school supplies when the principal stopped by to say hello.




    “I’m just walking around to see how all the classes are doing,” Ms. Sinclair said in a friendly voice. “We are so lucky to have such wonderful students at Union of Hearts International School.”




    As she spoke, I was scrolling through my iPhone looking for a message about my father who is a businessman in Thailand. He was supposed to be meeting the prime minister at the Government House and I was checking to see whether my dad had sent me a message telling me they had met. I mean, how many people get to meet the prime minister?




    “Excuse me young girl,” Ms. Sinclair said with an angry voice as the skin above her upper lip wrinkled up tightly. “You need to come to my office, right now.”




    The whole class froze, even my teacher. I stood up feeling sick and followed the principal out of the classroom, down the hall, and into the principal’s office. My heart was racing. I passed the secretary, Ms. Nok, and her jaw dropped. In the morning, I had told her my dad might be meeting the prime minister. I wanted to ask her for help but Ms. Sinclair angrily interjected.




    “Get this girl’s parents on the phone now!”




    I could feel the rice soup I had eaten for breakfast slowly start churning in my stomach. It was as if the pieces of rice had become ants and were crawling up my throat. Trying not to throw up, I sat down in the chair facing the principal’s desk.




    “What do you think you’re doing with an iPhone in the classroom?” Ms. Sinclair asked with her long red hair looking like it had flames rising from its tips.




    I knew I had a lot of explaining to do.




    “Well…” I said, gasping for breath and speaking quickly. “My father is a businessman and...”




    Ms. Sinclair quickly interrupted me.




    “I don’t care what your father does for a living. At this school, we don’t allow iPhones in class under any circumstances.”




    The pieces of rice in my throat started moving and felt like dirty cockroaches trying to escape an angry housekeeper. The principal continued talking but I wasn’t listening. I tried my best to focus. Everything was blurry and I felt dizzy. Then my gaze fell on the garbage can next to Ms. Sinclair’s desk. I dove for it as the most disgusting rice soup shot out of my mouth, landing right on the principal’s carpet. I missed the garbage can completely.




    “Get this girl to the clinic!” Ms. Sinclair hollered.




    The next thing I remember was waking up in the school’s clinic at the end of the day, looking down at my shirt, and noticing a small piece of brown vomit on my Union of Heart’s school emblem. My mom was holding my hand.




    “Your father met the prime minister today,” she said smiling.




    Wow! I couldn’t believe it. My dad had really done it, but what was I going to do? I had just experienced the worst day of school of my life, and later that evening, it got even worse when my classmate Ming called.




    “Guess what?” she exclaimed sounding desperate, “For homework, Mr. James said we have to write one page per day for the rest of the school year!”




    My heart sank to the floor. I hated writing and the last thing I wanted to do after school was more work. The only positive thing Ming told me was we could keep a diary to meet the requirements of the assignment. If there were parts of the diary that were too personal, we could cover them up and Mr. James said he wouldn’t read them. So that night, I started my diary and began it with a page that I knew my teacher would read because I never heard of anyone skipping the first page of a book, and if I was going to write a page a night for the rest of the year, I’m sure I would end up writing a book!


  




  

    Chapter 1


    My Diary





    This is the first page of my diary.




    I just came home from school and I’m so happy! At our classroom’s morning meeting, Mr. James made every boy and girl greet each other by touching elbows. He said we would be saying hello to one another in a different way every morning because we needed to become a closer classroom community. It was so much fun! After that, we moved on to a really exciting activity where each student interviewed every other student. Then, Mr. James let us ask him questions. I found out he likes to rollerblade and eat fruit. Best of all, he promised to never get angry or yell at the class anymore.




    Later in the morning, Mr. James noticed I was wearing new shoes, and in front of the whole class, he said he couldn’t believe their bright pink and yellow colors. Throughout the day, I used these same shoes to hurry past Ms. Sinclair’s office because I was afraid to see her. I wondered whether she was angry at me for vomiting on her carpet because I figured the rice soup had left a stain that would make her think of me every day. After all, I still had a faint brown spot on the emblem of my school uniform and my maid had washed it twice.




    Tomorrow, we’ll have an all school assembly where I’ll hear about how we’re all the same and truly a union of hearts. I’ll have to line up near the flagpole, listen to some speeches, and sing the national anthem.




    This is the end of the first page of my diary.




    ****




    The truth is my day at school was stupid, and that is with capitals S-T-U-P-I-D. The morning meeting activity of touching elbows made me feel like a first grader. Regarding Mr. James, he lied when he promised he’d never yell at the class anymore. I watched him very closely and he seemed angry when students were just reading each other’s answers for the interview activity rather than talking to one another. He raised his voice, set up chairs in two lines, and made us sit in pairs.




    “I want to hear people talking!” he screamed.




    As far as my vomit, I hope it made a stain on Ms. Sinclair’s carpet and I hope it spells my name in capital letters, “P-L-E-N-G”. Or better yet, I hope it spells, “Pleng vomited right here because Ms. Sinclair ruined her day.”




    I feel like screaming at everyone because no one listens to me, even my parents. My dad is gone on business all the time and my mom works in the evenings. If I’m lucky, I eat breakfast with my dad before I leave for school but that happens only once or twice a month. Since my mom starts work in the afternoon, we have breakfast together but she’s always grumpy.




    “I’m not a morning person,” she says every time I try to start a conversation.




    When my driver takes me to school, my mom goes back to bed. She usually leaves for work just as I am getting home, but she’s always in a big hurry.




    The only person I really have is my maid who makes sure my clothes and room are clean. She also cooks for me and does everything I ask. If I don’t feel like getting up to get a glass of water, I just order her to do it.




    ****




    I have some great news because I figured out how to cheat on my writing homework. If I write two pages a day, then I only have to do the assignment every other day, and if I write three to four pages a night, I can finish even faster. And if I sit down and write ten pages a day for twenty days, I’ll be done for the entire year.




    That reminds me that I saw Ms. Sinclair at this morning’s all school assembly. She spoke about learning. I don’t know exactly what she said but it had something to do with trying your best all the time. If she knew about my plan to cheat on my homework, she’d probably get angry and call me to her office where I’d throw up on her carpet again.




    Ms. Sinclair also talked about the floods that were occurring all over Thailand and how we had to be careful in Minburi. She told us to follow the news closely and check the school’s website to get the latest updates. For as long as I’ve lived, I’ve never seen water near my home so I didn’t really listen to what she said.




    ****




    Things have gone from bad to worse in my life. Mr. James asked us to write about what life would be like without the Internet but when I got home, my computer wasn’t working. It had a burnt cigarette sitting on the electrical cord and I knew that meant my mom was drinking again. When she drank, she could do really mean or stupid things like the time she yelled at my dad and I told her to stop.




    “Shut up!” she snapped at me. “You have a flat nose just like your father!”




    Ever since she’s said that, I’ve felt different, and now I always check my nose when I look in the mirror. At times, I think it looks fine but when I have a bad day, it looks flat just like my mom said.




    To get a new computer, I knew I’d need to contact my dad. He was dependable, considerate, kind, caring, and all those other good words we talk about in our anti-bullying class. When I called him, he picked up the phone right away, which was rare because he was usually tied up with some kind of meeting.




    “A cigarette burned the wire of my laptop and it won’t work,” I told him. “I have homework due tomorrow too.”




    I could hear my dad take a deep breath. It was his way of telling me he knew this meant mom was drinking and smoking again. Sometimes she did this for a few days, and other times, it went on for weeks.




    “I’ll have a driver bring over a new computer to you within an hour,” my dad promised.




    Two hours later, he called saying there was an emergency at one of his factories in Chiang Mai and he needed to get there as soon as possible. My dad told me he’d have to leave for a few days and wasn’t going to be able to get the computer right away. So I ended up going to class with my homework written out by hand.




    “Wonderful job, Pleng!” Mr. James exclaimed. “Without advanced technology, you couldn’t type. Great thinking!”




    “It was my mom’s idea,” I responded with a grim face.




    As Mr. James read over my paper, he frowned, puckered his thin lips, and raised his eyebrows.




    “Pleng, we need your opinion on how technology is changing our world for our social studies unit,” he said to me gently. “This is a really wonderful piece for creative writing but I need an honest answer.”




    My answer was honest and that is with capitals H-O-N-E-S-T. I knew what Mr. James was really saying was my writing was terrible and I was a bad student. I felt like everything I did was wrong.




    





    Life without the Internet




    If there was no such thing as the Internet, I’m not sure my life would change much. I’d still come home, lie on my bed, look out the window to the big tree next to my house, and see whether the black bird with the yellow crested feather was sitting on her three babies. I’d dream about being one of the baby birds with my mother cuddled up next to me. I’d imagine falling asleep beside her belly then waking up when she’d gone. I’d chirp with my mouth open wide, sing for my mother, and tell her how hungry and lonely I was feeling. She’d hear me, fly back to the nest, and stuff my mouth with food. The Internet wouldn’t matter because I’d have wings, not arms. As I grew older, I’d practice my chirping until I was able to fly and soar to the tallest place I could find. There I would sing my song for the whole world to hear. That’s exactly what I’d do if there were no such thing as the Internet.


  

OEBPS/Images/song.jpg
“Two Thumbs Up.”
The Nation






OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





