    
  The Barbie That Changed Everything
                     
	“This barbie is mine!” I exclaimed.
 “But I want this Barbie!” emphasized Rhea. 
“But it's my house” I yelled, Rhea picked up the barbie. “Hey stop it!” I grabbed the barbie out of her hand.
 “Ugh!” Rhea screamed, then slapped me. We started wrestling.
 “Girls” my mom said “time to go to bed.” 
“I don't wanna share a bed with a nincompoop!” Rhea said under her breath, I rolled my eyes, after Rhea went to bed I went to go to the bathroom. When I got back from the bathroom.I opened my door. Click. I tip-toed to my bed, when I got into bed the other side was hollow, I turned on my lamp, Rhea was missing! My eyes widened, my chest felt tight and my heart was pounding. I ran downstairs as fast as I could. The hallway to my parents room felt hollow. I forced my moms eyelids open. 

8 years later
	12 days after school ended, my parents told me that we were moving to Massachusetts. I was not bothered by the move. I was gonna miss our local library though. My mom said that we were going to move June 19th, only a week till we move. I was helping my parents pack when my dad told me to go clear out the attic. While I was walking through the hallway that for some reason felt so hollow, I remembered that I've never been to the attic. What if it's haunted? My hands were shaking. When I got up to the attic door I turned my flash light on, I opened the attic door, after I climbed up the latter I looked at all the boxes of school projects and old baby stuff, 1 hour after cleaning out the attic there was on more little box, it was about the size of a regular piece of paper and it looked old. It said Rhea Miller on the side and DO NOT TOUCH on the top. I opened the box and there was a file that said “ MILLER, RHEA LOCATED IN….” the next part was ripped off there was another thing it was a picture. I came down from the attic.
	I biked back from the library. I found no information on “Rhea Miller.”  When I got home I grabbed the box from my empty closet. There was something white under the flap I didn’t notice the first time. I grabbed the scrap of paper and I read it. 
Now I know why I'm moving to Massachusetts. 
I was zoning out thinking about the ripped piece of paper when I saw the scar on my right arm from the corner of my eye. I have no recollection of getting this scar. I ran downstairs through the hallway that felt so hollow. 
My mom was sitting on the bed folding clothes, “mom.” She turned toward me “Where did I get this scar from?” 
“You scratched well running down the stairs when you first learned to walk.”  I walked out of her room into the hallway. I sat down defeated. I touched the wall and I realized how much I was gonna miss this house. I started to get a headache and all these memories were coming back to me. I can't remember a lot other than me running downstairs with my heart pounding and a strange girl hitting me with a barbie right where my scar was. She had dark brown hair in pigtails. I  ran back upstairs to my room and grabbed the picture from the box. It was me and the girl. Then I grabbed the ripped off piece of paper that said “WILLIAMSTOWN MASSACHUSETTS." 
Boxes, boxes and more boxes boom we were in our new house. We had (almost) fully unpacked and I knew my mom was lying to me so I went to her new office to find clues. When I got upstairs to her office, it felt like the hollow hallway at my old house. I looked through all the drawers, I probably should've known it wouldn't be in the most obvious place. I was looking around the hollow room then I looked at the box that was labeled science fiction books. She probably hit it there because she knows that I hate science fiction. I opened the box. And to my surprise there was another box. It had black velvet lining on the side and a big dark red ribbon on the top. I pulled the ribbon and inside of it was a newspaper article well 4 actually but I could only read one, the other ones seemed really old.
 “MAY WATSON STUDIES RHEA MILLER” my jaw dropped. That's my mom. I ran back to my room. By the time I got to my room I had made the perfect plan. I was gonna break into the lab that Rhea was sent to and take her out of that place. When it turned nine I pretended to go to sleep. At 9:30 I heard people snoring, so I climbed out my window and opened the air vents.
The Williamstown lab was right across from where I live. And to my  convenience there was an air vent that was probably right into it that was right across the street. It was really cold and tight. When I got inside I saw doors - more like jails cells and they all had people in them all sleeping all with their and their "researchers” names labeled on the doors and the name plate at the of the hallway said “RHEA IN PROPERTY OF MAY.” I butted inside her door and grabbed her arm and led her through vents, she didn't talk she just looked worried. I think they gave her a lot of medicine because she looked distressed. When we got out of the air events we ran across the street and climbed into my bedroom.
 To my surprise my mom was standing right there.
