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Dedicated to
My mom, dad, and sister

Moving is never easy, but my exhausting migration from Mexico City to
Madison, Wisconsin, was like taking candy from a child. When my dad came
home with a dim look on his face, I thought he got in a car accident, but
instead found out we would be moving to the United States. My mother’s
reaction was bittersweet. She would have to leave twenty‐six cousins, five
sisters, four brothers, and the rest of her family, and have her baby on foreign
land. My mother was five months pregnant. She was happy that my dad got a
higher paying job with the new position in Madison. The move was very
difficult, but we had many trucks help us move our belongings. Finally we
settled into their new house, August 1st, to begin our new lives.
I’m standing in my new room; the smell of paint enters my system,
looking into my mirror. I wonder what the other kids at my school look like. I
hope I fit in with my bright red hair and freckles.
I started my sophomore year at Blue Ridge High School, but unlike the
other excited students, I was anxious. Blue Ridge High School is a not just a
regular high school. Blue Ridge is the kind of school that smells like high
quality perfume and cologne. My first day seemed normal and average. Except
one thing was unusual, I stood out among the jocks, nerds, cheerleaders,
drama clubs, band geeks, chess club, and popular people because I was the
new kid. Another girl stands out, but not in the way I stand out. She has
luscious brown hair with blonde highlights.
Ali has a life that is almost to good to be true, I think to myself. She
probably has the perfect milliondollar house that sits on top of a grand hill with
bright green, moist grass in her front yard. Her car is most likely a 2012 red
mustang, shiny as can be. She must wear highend boutique clothes imported
from Paris. The way Ali moves is so conceited. I don’t understand why she is the

center of attention. There is nothing special about her. I would never want to
become her. The way she talks to me like I’m not important has gotten on my
last nerve. The way she treats others has got to stop.
I walk into homeroom and take my seat next to Mike, quarterback of the
football team. Ali walks in right after me and sits down behind me. She smacks
on her bubblegum so loudly the teacher glances at her for her to spit it out.
Right away, Mike and I feel like we have known each other since we
were born, relating on many topics. All of a sudden, Ali, who has been
observing us, jumps into Mike’s lap and gives me a death glare that can kill me
from 50 yards away and says, “He’s taken. Keep your ugly eyes off of him.”
Mike gives me a look of pity as Ali combs her fingers through his hair.
The next day, I go to school and find an envelope taped to my locker.
The outside of the envelope has the perfect handwriting and a heart next to
the letters i‐l‐a. I snarl at the look of this name. The letters are different
shapes, sizes, and colors. They have been cut out of newspapers and
magazines.
“Stay away or you’ll pay!”

I ignore the letter and head to homeroom. I take my seat next to Mike
again. Ali doesn’t show up to school the entire day. I start to worry I might get
hurt on my way home and ask Mike to walk me home. He kindly agrees and
we start walking to my house. We talk and enjoy each other’s company, until
we come across Ali, who has been waiting to confront me. She approaches us
and puts her arm around Mike as she smiles and reminds me, “He’s taken.”
She adds, “Stay away or you will pay.” Even though I can’t prove that she

wrote the threatening note, I know i‐l‐a is Ali backwards. Mike seems unable
to breakaway from Ali’s arms, which makes me wander onward after a couple
minutes of being ignored.
The next day I wake up with a stone in my stomach. I’m afraid of going
to school and facing Ali. I tell my mom I have a migraine and don’t want to go
to school. She laughs lightly and says, “I am due any second now, Molly! I think
you can survive a tiny migraine if I have survived 9 months with another
person inside of me.” I grunt and get dressed and head off to school.
I get into school and first period is about to start. I rush to take my seat
and find a tiny slip of paper on my desk. “Stay away or you’ll pay.” This time
my head really starts to hurt. At that moment, the phone rings and Mrs. Smith
picks up the phone. She says, “Thank you!” and hangs up the phone. Ali needs
to go home because her mom is about to deliver a child. I take that as a
surprise and start to think about my mom.
I wonder how she’s doing, I think to myself. When the phone rings again,
I am called to go to the hospital. I gasp! My baby brothers are here! I leap in
excitement as I run to meet my father at the front of the school. We rush to get
to the hospital. My dad is nervous, but I give him a quick gesture of comfort.
My mother is sitting in room 312; Michael and Jeremy, my baby twin
brothers, are next to her. Dad and I are so happy all three of them are healthy.
All of a sudden, we hear screams, “It’s a boy!” Followed by, “It’s another boy!”
The doctor pulls the curtain open to reveal a large family all in tears. There is
Ali and she looks at me, smiles, and mouths, “Meet Jeremy and Michael!”
I walk up to her and she quickly apologizes immensely. “Best friends?”
Ali asks. “Maybe.”
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