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A Big Move

	 

	Amanda leaned down and reached into the cardboard moving box. She pulled out a big, heavy piece of crumpled white paper and threw it onto the ever-growing pile. Underneath, there were other, smaller pieces of paper, each carefully wrapped around something she used to think was important. Today, nothing felt important at all. 

	She picked up one piece and took the paper off. It was her jewellery box. When she opened it, a big clump of tangled necklaces fell into her lap. She picked it up and tried to undo the knots, but it was hopeless. Tears in her eyes, she dropped the mess back into the box, closing its pretty painted lid. Maybe that was enough unpacking for today.

	Leaving her room, Amanda ran down the stairs. The house had a half-finished feel, like someone had built it but forgotten to add whatever made it a home instead of just a place to live. All of their furniture was there, most of it in exactly the same places it had been in their old house, and it made her feel sick to her stomach. Nothing was right. Everything was just a little bit off. She felt dizzy and tired.

	She walked into the kitchen, where her mom was unpacking bowls and plates from a box labelled “Kitchen Stuff.” They’d gotten pretty lazy with labelling near the end of the move, and that was making it really hard to find anything now. Last night she’d spent an entire hour looking for her toothbrush. She’d opened five boxes and dumped them all out before finally finding it in a box she’d written “Last Minute Stuff” on. 

	“Hey kid,” her mom said. “How’s the unpacking going?”
      “Can I go out?”

	“Out? By yourself?”

	Amanda rolled her eyes. “No, out with all of my friends. Oh, wait, I don’t have any, because you made me leave them all behind in Vancouver.”

	Her mom sighed. They’d been fighting like this for weeks, ever since her mom and dad told her that they were leaving Vancouver and moving across the Strait of Georgia, to the much smaller city of Victoria. It was at the very southern tip of Vancouver Island, and it was the provincial capital. To Amanda, it might as well have been the moon. Her parents hadn’t even let her finish the school year with her friends. Here she was, in April, with less than three months of grade seven left, trying to fit in with a whole new group of people. 

	Her dad thought it was better this way; he wanted her to have a chance to meet some new people before starting high school next year. Amanda thought it was a waste of time; they wouldn’t even all go to the same school! Some kids would go to the English school, and some would go to the French Immersion School. Plus, the elementary schools were smaller, so kids from three different schools would all come together in one high school. Why couldn’t he just have waited, and let her finish elementary school with her friends? Maybe then she wouldn’t be so lonely, so angry, and so lost.

	Her dad wasn’t even here for her to be angry at. He’d made them move so he could take a new job, and he was working ten or more hours every day. They’d been here for three days already, and he hadn’t come home in time for dinner a single time. Not even on the first day, when Amanda was scared and the house felt way too big and empty. She’d never say she was scared, of course. If anyone asked, she was bored. Or better yet, she was too good for this place.

	Yesterday was her first day of school, and she had spent the whole time with her nose in a book. What was the point of making friends when you were just going to lose them again? Amanda decided she didn’t need anyone. Not friends, not classmates, not even study partners. She was going to do it on her own.

	But right now, she had to get out of this house. She was so mad she could feel herself shaking, and she didn’t even know what she was mad about. Her tangled necklaces? The piles of paper that were taking over the house? The weird smell in her room, the one that just wasn’t quite right? All she knew was she wanted to run and never look back.

	“I’ll just go the park.”

	“I don’t know...”

	“Mom! I’m twelve years old! I’m not a baby.”

	Her mom threw her hands in the air, frustrated. “Fine! But be back in an hour, and take my cell phone so you can call if anything goes wrong.”

	“If I had my own cell phone I wouldn’t need to borrow yours,” Amanda said, taking her mom’s phone off the counter. 

	“September isn’t very far away,” her mom reminded. Amanda had been promised a cell phone for her first day of high school. She thought being dragged to Victoria was a good enough reason to give her own now, but she’d lost that fight. She was losing a lot of fights these days.

	She pulled on her running shoes, put the phone in the zippered pocket of her jacket, and took off running. The park wasn’t far, and it was the only part of Victoria that she loved.

	In Vancouver, they’d lived in an apartment in a busy neighborhood on a big, wide street. There were lots of cars, and sirens every night. A bar down the street played music on the weekends, sometimes as late as two in the morning, and if the wind was right she could hear it through her open bedroom window. In Victoria, they lived in a big old house on a street was so quiet that when she went and stood outside on the corner, Amanda could hear herself breathing. She hated the quiet in a place that should be loud.

	But just down the block and around the corner, there was Beacon Hill Park.

	It was beautiful. It had a lot of trees, some so thick you could almost get lost in them, and big winding paths for running or going for a nice walk. There was a duck pond, a petting zoo, lots of gardens and flowers, and even a huge carved totem pole with a long nose on one of its many faces. It had been carved by Mungo Martin, the Kwakiutl tribal chief. There were lots of indigenous people in Victoria, since it was the ancestral lands of the Esquimalt and Songhees Nations. Of course, there had been totem poles in Vancouver, too, but Amanda liked this one the best of any she had seen. The faces were painted green, red, and yellow, with thick black lines that made them really stand out. Amanda read an article about it that said it was a hundred and twenty-seven feet and seven inches tall, and that someday, it would be taken down and given back to the land. That was the tradition with totem poles. It was sad to think such beautiful art would just rot away, but it was nice that the tree would get to be part of nature again. And maybe a new totem pole would replace it, and give a new artist a chance to make something beautiful. 

	Amanda loved to run, and running in the park was way better than running in the streets of Vancouver. In Vancouver, her parents thought it wasn’t safe for her to jog on her own, so she always had to go with a friend, and match her speed to theirs. But Victoria was a small city, and people looked out for each other. As long as it wasn’t dark, she was allowed to go to the park, or down to the water, on her own. It should have been exciting, but she just kept thinking of all the friends she couldn’t run with now, and the freedom didn’t feel as great as it should have.
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