
        
            
                
            
        

    Nobody Listens

by Rowena Wakefield
(Adapted book. Beginner level)
 
 

CHAPTER 1

Birthday

My name is Alex and today is my fifteenth birthday. Nobody says "Happy Birthday" to me because nobody at my school knows about my birthday. They don't know me. I started at this school two weeks ago because we moved here for my mom and dad's work.
We're always moving to different towns and I'm always going to new schools. When I was younger, I made new friends every time. But we're always leaving and I'm always losing them. When I leave, people forget me. I don't want to start again and again. So I don't make new friends now. It's easier.
Today at school, I have a computer lesson. It's OK. I like computers, but I like watching music videos best. I feel happy when I listen to music. I can forget about everything. The best music website is VideoSpace. It has lots of music videos - by famous singers and by new singers.
The computer teacher is nice. I finish my work quickly, so she says, "Alex, you can watch some music videos now." Maybe she knows about my birthday.
After the computer lesson, I eat my lunch. Nobody sits with me. Then I have another lesson, and after that I go home. When I get in, the house is quiet. I don't have any brothers or sisters, and my mom and dad aren't home because they're working.
On the table is a note. It says:
 
Happy Birthday, son! We're sorry, Alex, bat we have an important meeting, so we're going to be home late. This is your birthday present.
Love, Mom and Dad XXX
 
A meeting! My mom and dad are always in meetings with important people. They talk about "important things" and make lots of money. But I don't understand it. Why do they need more money? We have a big house, an expensive car. Why do we need more? It's my birthday! I want them here.
Next to the note, there's a big present. I open it. It's a guitar, a very expensive guitar. I asked my mom and dad for it. It's really cool. At first, I can't stop looking at it. I love it. I want to talk about it with my mom and dad. I want to play it for them. But there's nobody here. I start playing a song on the guitar. It's my new song: I wrote it last week.
 

Everybody is far away

Only me
Day after day.
 
Nobody listens and they don't hear
Look at me
I'm standing here.
 
Why does everything feel so wrong?
My one friend
Is you, this song. 

 

CHAPTER 2

Bella

It's Saturday. No school! I get out of bed and go downstairs. My mom is sitting at the kitchen table. She's working on her laptop. She sees me and says, "Morning, Alex. Do you like your guitar?"
I say, "I love it. Thank you. It's amazing."
"Good," my mom says. "What are you going to do today?"
"I have some homework, and then I'm going to play my guitar. I want to write a new song."
"That's nice. Dad is at work all day and I'm working here. I need to call some people. But tonight, let's have a birthday dinner for you. We can go to a restaurant - you, me, and Dad." She smiles, and then she looks at her laptop.
I have breakfast, and go into the next room and get my new guitar. I play a song. It's a song by an American singer. I saw the video on VideoSpace and loved it, so I learned to play it on the guitar. It's a fast, happy song. It's about love.
 
Our love is alive
Our love is free
Our love is always
You and me.
 
But then my mom calls from the kitchen: "Alex! Can you do that in your room, please? I'm working."
I wanted my mom to hear the song. I wanted her to listen to me. But she's not interested in me. I'm not her work.
I run up to my room noisily and shut the door. I'm angry and I want her to know. It's hot, so I open a window, and then I play the song again.
When I finish the song, I hear clapping from outside. Is it my mom? Did she hear me and come and listen? I go to the window, but there's nobody in the yard. I can't see into the yard next door because there are lots of trees. Was somebody there? I listen for a minute, but everything is quiet.
I don't like it. I close the window and take some homework out of my backpack, but I can't stop thinking about that clapping. Who was it? Did somebody hear me? I can't do my homework. I sit at my laptop and watch videos on VideoSpace. Maybe I can learn another new song. But I'm thinking about that clapping. Who was it?
Someone comes to the door, and my mom calls up to me. "Alex! There's somebody here for you."
Who is it? I don't have any friends. Nobody knows me. I think of the clapping. Is this because of the song? I feel sick. I go downstairs, but I don't want to.
There's a girl there. She's fourteen or fifteen. Her hair is long and brown, and she has big blue eyes. She's beautiful... and she's smiling at me. I can't speak. What can I say to a girl like this?
"Hi! I'm Bella," she says.
"Hi," I say, in a small voice. She waits for a minute, and then I say, "I'm Alex."
"Hi, Alex!" She laughs. "I live next door to you."
A beautiful girl is talking to me - and she lives in the house next door!
"You go to my school," she says. "You're new, right?"
"Yes."
"Cool. So, was that you with the guitar?"
The clapping. I open my mouth. I can't speak.
"I heard a guitar. Was it you?" she says again.
"Oh... Well, yes."
"It was a really cool song. And you're an amazing guitar player."
I can't believe it. She liked it! This beautiful girl liked my music! I start saying something, but it doesn't come out right.
"Th... Th... Thanks."
"I love the guitar, but I can't play."
"Oh?"
What's wrong with me? Why can't I say something interesting, something more than "Oh"?
"But I want to learn," says Bella.
"You do?"
"Yes." She looks at me carefully, and then she says, "You're really good! Can you teach me?"
I think, no! No, I can't teach you! I want to teach you, but I can't talk to you because you're beautiful and I'm me. But I say, "I can play the guitar, but I don't teach it. I'm not a teacher."
"Oh, that doesn't matter," she says happily. "Maybe I can watch you when you're playing, and you can help me."
"Well, I don't know..." I say, but she looks at me with her big blue eyes, and says, "Oh, please! Let's try it! Are you free tonight?"
I can't play the guitar in front of this beautiful girl, I think. What am I going to do? And then I remember. "I can't. Sorry. I'm having a birthday dinner with my mom and dad tonight."
"A birthday dinner? Is it your birthday today?"
"Yesterday."
"Happy Birthday! Did you get any nice presents?"
"A new guitar."
"Amazing! Well, Alex, can you give me your phone number? Then I can text you. Maybe you can teach me the guitar another time."
I can't say no, so I give her my phone number.
"Bye, Alex," she says.
"Bye," I say, and I close the door.
Two hours later, I get a text from Bella:
 
Hi, Alex! It's Bella. Can you teach me guitar tomorrow night? Are you free at 7 o'clock? J
 
What am I going to do? People like me can't be friends with people like Bella. I need to think of an excuse. I text back:
 
Hi. I have to do a lot of homework for Monday. Sorry. L
 
She replies:
That's OK. Monday, after school? J
 
What can I say? Another excuse?
Sorry, Bella. I'm going to the movies on Monday. L
 
She replies:
Cool. What are you going to see? Tuesday?
 
I don't reply for a minute. I can't make more excuses. I get another text from Bella:
Tuesday? 5 o'clock?
 
OK, Alex, here goes...
Cool. See you on Tuesday.
 
See you on Tuesday! B x J
 
In three days, beautiful Bella is coming to my house. She wants to play the guitar and listen to me... What am I going to do?

 

CHAPTER 3

Lesson

It's Tuesday. Bella is going to be here in thirty minutes. I feel really sick. I saw her at school today, but she didn't see me. She has lots of friends. She isn't going to like me, I know it. I'm quiet, and I'm not interesting, and she's going to see that. I don't feel good.
And then it's five o'clock and Bella is here, at my house. She's smiling and she's beautiful.
"Hi, Alex! How are you?"
"OK. How are you?"
"I'm really good, thanks. How was your birthday dinner?"
"OK, thanks."
"Did you finish your homework?"
"Yes."
"And how was the movie?"
"It was OK."
We stand and nobody talks.
"Can I come in, Alex?" she says.
"Yes, sorry. Come in."
Nice one, Alex, I think. A beautiful girl comes to your house and you forget to ask her in.
She comes with me into the kitchen. She's in my house!
"I'm really excited about learning the guitar. Is it easy? Can you teach me some songs?" She stops, and laughs. "Sorry. I can't stop talking. My mom is always telling me that. Can I see your new guitar?"
She smiles. I really like her smile. She sits down, and I get my guitar, and show it to her.
"This guitar is amazing, Alex."
"Thanks."
"What did you play before this one?" she asks.
I show her my old guitar. "I played this for years."
"So you have two guitars?" Bella says. "Cool!"
That smile! I can't stop looking at her.
"So," she says, "can we start?"
"OK," I say. "Do you want to learn on my new guitar?"
"Oh no, Alex," she says. "I can't! Not on your new one!"
"OK, then," I say, and I give her my old guitar. "This is a nice guitar, too. And better for learning."
"So what do I do first?" Bella asks. "How do I hold it? Like this?"
"No. OK, you need to put your left hand here."
"Here?" she says.
"Yes, that's good. Now put your right hand here."
"Like this?"
"Yes."
"I'm going to show you three chords," I say. I take my new guitar, play three chords, and then look at Bella. "Now you try."
"I'm sorry, Alex, I need to go slower than that. Can you start with one chord?"
"OK, sorry. Try this one."
I show her the chord and she watches me. Then she tries it on my old guitar.
"Is that it?" she asks.
"Um, no."
"Show me again."
I play the chord again. Bella watches my hands. Then she tries.
"Is this right?"
It's wrong. I move her hand.
"Try now," I say.
She tries the chord.
"I did it!"
She's smiling. She plays it again.
"Good," I say. "Now, try another one."
After fifteen minutes, Bella can play three chords, so I teach her a song. The song only has those three chords. She plays it. It's not amazing, but it's OK.
"You're a really good teacher, Alex. I can't believe it! I can play a song. OK, I'm going to play it again."
She plays the song again. It's better this time.
"You're good," I say.
"Thanks! I love it. It's difficult, but I love it. When did you start playing?"
"When I was five years old."
"Five? Really? That's very young."
"My dad had a guitar and one day I started playing it. And I never stopped!"
"Did you take lessons?"
"Yes. I took lessons at first, but then we moved, so I stopped. After that, I learned from books and videos."
"That's really cool. And now you're teaching me!"
"I'm trying," I laugh.
"You're a good teacher. What music do you like?"
"I love all music: old, new, everything," I say. "I listen to my dad's music, and I like watching new music on VideoSpace."
"Cool. I love some of the bands on VideoSpace."
"Can I show you something?" I say.
"Of course," says Bella.
I get my laptop and I open VideoSpace. I find a video of FLY. They're amazing. Bella looks at me, excited. She says, "You know FLY?"
"I love FLY. They're cool."
"I love FLY, too," she says. She likes FLY! I can't believe it!
"Look at this!" I say, and I put the laptop in front of Bella on the table. "Watch the guitar player now. He's amazing! I want to play like that one day."
Bella is watching me, but she isn't talking. She's listening.
"I love their new song, too," I say. "They're playing near here next year, I think. I really want to see them. Oh, listen to that voice! Now that's cool!"
Bella smiles and says, "You're different when you talk about music, Alex."
"Different?"
"You're usually quiet, but when you talk about music you're... more alive. We have to put a video of you on VideoSpace!"
"What?" I say, and suddenly I feel sick. "Me? Put a video of me on VideoSpace? No. I don't want to. I don't play for people."
"Why not?"
"I don't know."
"But you're really good."
"I'm OK. FLY are really good."
"No, Alex, when I heard you on Saturday, it was amazing. Your music is really good, and people want to hear music like that. You have to put something on VideoSpace."
"I don't want to," I say. "Forget it."
She looks at me with her big blue eyes. "OK," she says, "but please think about it."
"Perhaps," I say.
Then Bella smiles. "Can we look at some more videos on VideoSpace?"
We do. We look at some more bands. We like all the same music. It's cool.
Bella is really interesting. She loves soccer, and she teaches it to seven- and eight-year-olds. She tells me all about it. And then suddenly it's seven o'clock and she says, "I have to go now, Alex. Thank you for the lesson. I loved it."
I don't want her to go home. I liked teaching her and I really liked talking to her. I don't usually talk to people. I talk to my mom and dad sometimes, when they're at home, but that's different. I can't talk to my mom and dad about FLY. I really want to see her again, but how do I ask?
Then she says, "Can we have another lesson, Alex? Tomorrow?"
She wants another lesson!
"Yes. OK," I say. "What time?"
"After my soccer practice, seven o'clock?"
"Cool," I say. "See you tomorrow."
"See you tomorrow. Thanks, Alex."
And she leaves.

 

CHAPTER 4

Video

Bella comes the next day, and the day after. She comes every day for a week. We talk about music and watch the best bands on VideoSpace. We play the guitar and we laugh and have a good time. I like her. I like her a lot. She's interesting and she's beautiful. She's my friend. I have a friend! It feels good. Is she more than a friend? No! Is she? I don't know.
But why am I thinking about this? My family never stays in the same town for more than a year. I'm going to make friends with Bella, and then my mom and dad are going to say, "Sorry, Alex, we're moving." But I don't want to say goodbye again. Not to Bella.
On Tuesday night, a week after our first lesson, Bella asks, "Can you play me a song?"
"What?"
"I want you to play."
Sometimes I play some chords because I'm showing Bella something, but usually I teach and she plays.
"I don't know," I say.
"Go on, Alex. One song!"
Me? Play for Bella? Nobody listens to my music. My mom and dad do, sometimes, but no one from school. I play for me.
"Please, Alex!" Bella says.
"Why?"
"You're really good, and I want to listen to you," she says. "You always listen to me. Play the new FLY song. You can play it - you told me yesterday."
I think about it for a second or two.
"Please, please, please, Alex!"
So I say yes, because I want Bella to be happy. It's only one song. I take my guitar and play her the FLY song. I think about the music, and for a minute or two I forget about everything, and sing and play. Well, nearly everything. I don't forget about Bella, and when the song ends, she smiles and claps.
"Amazing, Alex!"
I smile. It feels OK, playing for Bella.
"Can you play me one of your songs, too?" she asks.
"You said one song!"
"I know, but I really want to hear one of your songs."
I look at her and I can't say no.
"OK."
I play it, and Bella loves it. "Alex, play it again," she says. "But this time, can I take a video of you on my phone?"
"What?"
"I want to take a video of you!"
"Why?" I say.
"Because I love the song and I want to listen to it at home."
I don't want to say no to Bella, but I really don't like this idea.
"Go on, Alex!"
"I don't know, Bella."
"Please, please, please, please, please, please..."
"Oh, OK!" I say. "For you."
She's smiling and laughing. I play the song again and she records it. I don't like being in front of a camera, but a voice in my head is saying, "Bella wants a video of me!"
After the lesson, Bella leaves. I think about her with a video of me on her phone and I smile. I get my guitar and I start writing a new song. This one is about Bella.

*   *   *

It's seven o'clock on Wednesday morning, and I'm in bed. I look at my phone. I have four texts from Bella, and they all say "Call me!" I call her.
"Hi, Bella. Are you OK?"
"Yes, yes. Are you at home?"
She's excited, and she's speaking very fast.
"Yes. Why?"
"Can I come to your house?" she says.
"Now?"
"Yes! Now!"
"OK," I say. "I need ten minutes. I'm in bed."
"OK. See you in ten minutes."
I don't understand. What's this all about? I get up, and ten minutes later, Bella arrives at the door. She's excited.
"Last night, I put your video on VideoSpace!" she says.
"What video?"
"The video of your song! From last night!"
"What?"
"The song - I put it on VideoSpace," she says again.
"You did what?"
I feel sick. I can't speak. Me? On VideoSpace?
"Look, Alex!" says Bella, and she takes her phone from her pocket.
But I don't look. "Why did you do that?!" I say.
I'm angry, and Bella can hear it in my voice. She looks up from her phone.
"That video was for you, Bella," I say. "It wasn't for VideoSpace."
"I know, but-"
"No, that video was for you! Only you. Why did you do this?"
"I wanted people to see it," Bella says. "I wanted to help you."
"But you didn't ask me!"
"I know, but-"
"I didn't want people to see it," I say.
"But-"
"I can't believe this, Bella," I say.
"I did it because you're really good," she says. "People need to hear your music!"
"It's MY music. That song was for you."
"I'm sorry, I-"
"Sorry?" I say. "You did it and you didn't ask me. That is not OK!"
"But-"
"No, Bella. That song was NOT for VideoSpace. It was for you." And I run upstairs to my room, and leave Bella at the door.

 

CHAPTER 5

Likes

When I walk to school that morning, I can't stop thinking. Why did Bella put my song on VideoSpace? How could she do that to me? I look at my phone, and there's a text from her. It's a link. It's a link to the video of me on VideoSpace. I feel sick. I can't watch it.
When I arrive at school, people are looking at me and talking. Why are they looking at me? What are they saying?
I have a computer lesson first, and when I go into the classroom, a boy walks past me and says, "I saw your video, Alex."
"What?"
But the teacher arrives, and the boy goes and sits at his computer. He saw the video? The video on VideoSpace? No! How? This isn't happening. Please! I watch the boy. He's talking to the boy next to him. They stop talking and they look at me. I feel sick. I want to leave the lesson. Now other people are looking at me and talking. After this lesson, I'm going to run out of school, I think. I'm going to leave and never come back.
At the end of the lesson, I want to go, but the teacher says, "Alex! Can you wait for a minute, please?"
Everyone goes, and she comes and sits next to me.
"Alex, is everything OK?"
"Yes, Miss King," I say.
"You weren't very happy about something today," she says.
"I'm OK, Miss King," I say.
"Well, when you need to, you can talk to me. Any time," she says.
"Thanks, Miss King," I say. "Can I go now?"
"Yes, Alex. See you tomorrow."
I leave the classroom, but some of the boys from my lesson are waiting outside. They're looking at one boy's phone. I can hear my voice. They're watching the video. They all look up. Nobody speaks.
Then the boy with the phone says, "Cool video, Alex."
Another boy says, "Yeah, really cool."
What? They like it?
"You have 621 'likes'!" the first boy says. "When I put my video on VideoSpace, only five people watched it!"
"621 'likes'?" I say.
"622 now!" he says. "Look! And lots of comments, too. All good."
He shows me his phone, and I read some of the comments quickly:
 
> Amazing song! Love this!
> More videos, please!
> Cool music.
> Your voice is REALLY good.
> Did you write this song? I love it!
> Record another one!
 
I can't believe it: people like my music. The boys from my school like my music. And 622 people - no, 624! It feels amazing. I give the boy his phone.
And now I understand: Bella came to my house this morning because she wanted to tell me about this. And I was angry with her! I was angry because I was afraid, but people don't hate my music. They like it. I feel really bad. Bella wanted to help me. I need to talk to her.
The coolest one of the boys says, "Alex, some of us are playing at the youth club tomorrow. Do you want to come and play your guitar? It's a music night. It's going to be cool."
I think for a second or two. Do I want to? Do I want to play in front of people? The boys are all watching me. I can't say no now.
"OK."
I can't believe it. I'm going to play my guitar at the youth club, in front of people! Is that really a good idea? But I can't think about that now. I need to talk to Bella.
I look for her all day at school, but I don't see her. When I get home, I send her a text:
 
Bella, I saw the video and the comments.
I understand, and I'm really sorry.
 
I wait. One minute. No reply. Five minutes. No reply. Thirty minutes. An hour.
I send another text:
 
I'm sorry, Bella. Please reply!
 
I want to see her. I want to talk to her. Is she home? I start walking to her house, but then I stop. Maybe she's angry with me. Maybe she doesn't want to reply. Maybe she's never going to reply. Bella, please, please reply. I'm sorry. I don't want to lose you.
Then suddenly I remember! It's Wednesday. Bella has soccer practice. It's OK. She isn't replying because she's teaching soccer. Her practice ends at six thirty, and it's five o'clock now, so I go home and look at VideoSpace on my laptop. 708 "likes" now. I play some music videos, and look at my watch. Five fifteen. Come on, Bella.
The time goes slowly. Five thirty. Five fifty. I open a book, but I can't read it. Six o'clock. Six fifteen. I look at my homework, but I can't think.
It's six thirty. Her soccer practice ends now. It's going to be OK. Please be OK.
"Alex! Dinner!"
It's my mom. I'm not hungry, but I go downstairs. I put my phone on the table. I don't want to eat. Text me, Bella! Please text me. I sit at the table with my mom and dad, but I can't eat.
My dad asks, "How was school, Alex?"
"OK."
I look at my phone. No texts.
"Do you like this school, Alex?"
"It's OK."
I look at my phone again.
"Are the teachers nice?"
I can't stop looking at my phone.
"They're OK."
Still no text.
"Do you have some nice friends?"
I don't answer. Then my mom starts asking questions, too.
"Bella from next door is your friend, isn't she? She's a nice girl."
"I don't want to talk about Bella."
I look at my phone.
My dad says, "Alex! Stop looking at your phone. We're eating, and we're talking to you."
I eat, but I don't talk. I don't want to. After dinner, I go to my bedroom. I need to talk to Bella. I look at my watch. It's seven ten. She isn't playing soccer now. She's at home. But there's no text from her. OK, I'm going to her house. I open our front door and then I see her. Bella is there, in the street. She's walking to my house. We start speaking at the same time.
"Alex, I'm sorry! I wanted to help."
"Bella, I'm sorry."
"No, I was wrong," Bella says.
"You weren't. You were right."
We laugh.
"793 people 'like' your music, Alex!"
"804!" I say. "Come and have a look on my laptop."
We go up to my room and look at VideoSpace.
"813 now!" says Bella. "Amazing! Look at the comments, Alex. They love you! They want more videos."
"I know." I tell her about the boy from my lesson, and the youth club tomorrow.
"That's really cool!" she says. "Can I come and watch?"
"You have to come," I say. "I can't do it without you."
She smiles. "Do you want to put another video on VideoSpace?"
"Yes. No. I don't know. Maybe."
"Do it! Everybody loves you."
This is cool. People like my music and Bella is here. Everything is good. The best. We start talking about my songs. We're excited and talking fast. We talk about the next song, and about the youth club tomorrow. Then suddenly Bella kisses me. I can't believe it. I never kissed a girl before. I want to kiss Bella, but I'm really afraid. I stand up. I don't kiss her. I can't kiss her. For a second or two, she says nothing, and then she runs out of the room. I can't believe it. Why did I do that?

 

CHAPTER 6

Song

It's the next day, and I'm at school and I feel really bad. Last night, I texted Bella, but she didn't reply. Does she hate me? I'm sorry, Bella. Please understand! It wasn't you; it was me. I like you. You're amazing.
When I get home, my mom says, "I need to talk to you." And suddenly I know. It's happening again. We're moving. I know it. She always tells me like this.
"I don't want to talk, Mom."
"Alex, this is important."
I don't want to move! Why are we always moving? I want to be here. I want to be with Bella.
My mom says, "Alex, do you like it here?"
"What?"
"Do you like it? Do you like the house? Do you have friends? Is school OK?"
I don't reply. I'm thinking about Bella. I don't want to lose her.
For a minute, no one speaks, and then my mom says, "Alex, we're not going to move again. Dad and I want to stay here. But we need to know: are you happy here?"
What? I can't believe it.
"We're not moving?" I say.
"No, Alex. We're staying here. Do you want to stay?"
"Yes. Yes, I do."
This is amazing.
"You like it here?" my mom says.
"Yes, I like it."
"Good," she says.
I'm sitting and thinking: we aren't moving! We're staying. "That's cool, Mom," I say, and she smiles.
"Is Bella coming here tonight?" she asks.
"No," I say. "I'm playing some songs at the youth club. It's a music night. Some boys from my school are going."
"That's wonderful, Alex," she says. "Is Bella going?"
She has to, I think. She has to be there. I can't do it without her.
"I don't know," I say.
Mom looks at me and says, "She was crying last night when she went home. Is everything OK?"
I don't reply.
Mom waits, and then she says, "We all say the wrong thing sometimes, or do the wrong thing. And when we do, we need to say sorry."
I think, how? Or maybe I say it, because my mom says, "You're always writing songs, Alex. Say it with a song."
And I think, yes, she's right! A song. My song about Bella.
"Thanks, Mom," I say, and I kiss her.
I go to my room and get my guitar, and then I put my phone on a chair. I start recording. Then I sit in front of the chair and sing. I sing the song about Bella.
 
Then came winter
Then I was cold
Everything was far
Nobody to hold
 
Now summer is here
Everything's new
The sun is out
Because I found you.
 
After the song, I say, "Bella, I'm sorry. This song is for you." Then I put the song on VideoSpace and send the link to her.
"Alex?"
It's my mom. She's standing outside my bedroom.
"Yes, Mom?"
"Is that a new song?"
"Yes."
"It's beautiful."
"Thanks."
And I feel good, because Mom listened to my song and she liked it. Is Bella going to like it, too?

 

CHAPTER 7

Smile

I feel sick. I'm at the youth club and a band is playing. And I'm playing in ten minutes. There are lots of people there, and they're going to watch me and listen to me. Please like it, everybody!
Bella didn't reply to my text. I look for her, but she isn't here. Did she like the song? Maybe she's never going to speak to me again. I don't want to play my music. I want to go home. I want to leave. But then the music stops. I hear a voice.
"Thank you, everybody! Now, we have something new. Many of you saw his video on VideoSpace. Tonight we have Alex!"
Everybody is clapping. I stand in front of them. There are nearly a hundred people. They are all looking at me. They stop clapping. Nobody speaks. I want to be sick. But I can't leave now. And so I sing.
I start playing a song. I finish and everybody claps. I'm feeling better now. And then I see Bella. She's here! She's smiling the biggest smile. We're going to be OK. I know it. I look at her and I say, "This song's for Bella."
Then I play the song about her. I finish the song and everybody is clapping. I feel amazing. I did it! I put my guitar down, walk to Bella, and kiss her.
 

- THE END -
Hope you have enjoyed the reading!
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