Spelling Story

I was sitting by the kitchen table. In front of me was so much food but I lost my appetite. Everything in front of me reminded me of that awful day. The mustard reminded me of the sun’s rays being hid behind the clouds and how gloomy the day was. The bread reminded me of how the town was just ripped apart and eaten up. The vinegar reminded me of all the oceans just pouring out and combining the land with itself. The chicken reminded me of everything and everyone being roasted and cooked. The grapefruit reminded me how bitter everything was and the well, you get it. I felt like a criminal stole everything from a store or an opponent ruining all of your plans. Now let me explain, this is the 5 year anniversary of the worst day of my life, the day the disaster strikes.
It was supposed to be a regular day. I was going to school with my best-friend. She and I were checking each other’s hygiene and she would occasionally mention how feminine her sister is acting. It sounded rather satire to me. We were also planning the huge party coming up. We were going to celebrate the existents of her new baby brother. There was going to be fun activities, a huge banquet, and even some trophies given out. We were very imaginative and ambitious when it comes to parties. When we got to school we were brought to an unpleasant surprise. We bumped into the worst kid in school, Helda. She is a seven-foot tall bully. Rumor says she has the record of being left back the most times. She turned around and glanced down at us. Then she said very impolitely, “get out of here!” Then she added with an attitude, “NOW!”
We ran to the science room. It was our next class and the closest classroom. Mrs. Medlango waited for everyone to be seated and then started explaining how the original trolley was built and why the globe is a sphere. In her mind, both of those subjects go together. As if! Our next class was psychology with the teacher how only works for the profit, Mr. Latnern. He explained to us that a students mind is not very attentive when not heard a shocking statement. He kept gong on and on until we heard the principal on the loudspeaker. She was very clear and we knew exactly what she was saying, not really. 

“Code Red, code blue, code yellow. NOW, NOW, NOW! Let’s go we move now, come on! Code Red, code blue, code yellow.” The teachers seemed to understand and told us to stand in a single line and go downstairs. When in the gym we were told news that was hard to bare. Code red means evacuate, code blue means flood and code yellow means not close by. It might sound not that bad because it is not close be but almost all of our family members worked at the coast where this all occurred. We were all sitting nervously. A girl next to me was shaking so hard I felt the floor vibrate. A kid across the room fainted and one was freaking out. One by one we were called up and told how our family is doing, finally it was my turn. I went up and was brought to a surprise my mom and dad were standing there. They had told me that as I can see they are okay but our house is destroyed, they said there is a lot of major rebuilding to be done but we can handle it.

It has been 5 years and we are still living in the Lasting home for victims, it is a enormous house built for everyone whose house has been destroyed but as I glance at my parents and families around us I begin to eat. Why, I noticed I haven’t seen before. This tragedy brought everyone closer. It got complete strangers volunteering their whole day rebuilding, families spending more time together, friends learning the real meaning of friendship, enemies becoming best friends, and best of all I have learned that the most important thing in the world is… that we have each other.
p.s. I ended up spending a lot of time with Helda and Mr. Latnern and learned that they are kind and caring inside. 

