

Different

Secrets. My life is secrets. At school I'm popular, at home I'm poor. In public I'm cool, at home I'm me.
Hi! My name is Lily Smith. I’m 15 years old and a sophomore in high school. I have dirty blond hair and hazel eyes. I'm popular at school and I have a ton of friends, but no one knows the real me. My family is poor and I live in a one person apartment. My mom died when I was 7 and ever since nothing has been the same. When she was alive she encouraged me to be proud of my life, but now that she’s gone I feel like I have to hide my true life.
As I got out of the car on the first day of school I could already smell the bad school lunch. I took a deep breath and told myself you can do this. “Here I go.” I mumbled to myself as I started to walk toward the big brown high school. When I got inside I immediately got pulled into the huge crowd of people.
“Lily!” I couldn’t tell who had called me until Ava pulled me out of the crowd. Ava is my best friend, well at least I think she is. She thinks I'm rich, I live in a mansion, and have a huge family. I don't think she’ll ever accept me as me. ”Come on! Our lockers are together!” 
She started to pull me toward a bunch of blue lockers. Uh-oh! What was I going to do? I thought. All I could say was, “Yay!”
“So what did you do this summer?” Ava asked as she stuffed her locker with stuff. How could I tell her I just stayed home and played candyland with my 7 year old brother?
Instead I said, “I went to Hawaii for a month and then went to New York and saw more than 12 Broadway plays.”
“Omg! You had the best summer ever!” 
She started to decorate her locker, “What plays did you see?”
“Oh, you wouldn’t know them.”
“I’m pretty sure I wo-” Suddenly the bell rang. Saved! I started to walked to class.
I sat next to Ava and Bella, my other kinda friend, on a big brown table next to the windows at lunch. It was a rainy day so the cafeteria was crowded. 
“So do you guys wanna hang out after school?” Ava said while taking bites of her moms famous grilled cheese. 
“I can’t,” I immediately said.
“Why not?” Ava asked. How could I tell her I had to go to the park with my brother?
“I’m going to a concert!” I said instead as I took a bite of the hard mac and cheese the school was serving.
“I can go, but it has to be at your house.” Bella said. The bell rang and we all went separate ways to our classes. 
As I walked to my baby blue slug bug after school, I suddenly felt a soft hand on my shoulder.
“Hey! Do you want to have a sleepover?” Ava asked.
“Sure does 5 work?”
“Ya, your house? My house is getting expanded.”
“Actually I can’t.” I ran to the car so fast I lost my breath.
I heard Ava yell after me, “You and Bella never invite me over, but I invite you over all the time! Ugh!”I heard Ava running after me, but as soon as I got in the car my dad zoomed off. I couldn’t help but look back. I saw Ava not going the way of her house, but toward my car!
As I walked into the cafeteria the next day, everybody stared at me. Whispers filled the air. It would have been quiet without them.
I heard someone say, “It’s the girl!” and point to me. I sat down at our table and asked Ava what was going on, but she completely ignored me and  went to sit down at a different table. That’s when I saw it. A girl was watching a video of me walking into my gray, old house! I couldn’t believe it! Everyone thought I lived in a big, beautiful mansion! I ran out of the cafeteria and out of the school. What else could I do?
The next week was a blur. I didn’t go to school, I just stayed home on my phone trying to find out who took the video. My dad finally made me go to school and I ended up in my room screaming into my pillow.
I wore jeans and a huge hoodie so that no one would notice me at school. I walked into the building and headed for my locker, but then I heard someone call out to me and say, “Hey wait up! I’m like you!” I couldn’t believe who it was.

Bella.
	
Bella explained to me she also lived in a 1 person apartment and was poor. We started to talk and I couldn’t believe we didn’t know about each other before. We started to walk to class and I couldn’t help wonder if anyone else was like us. Keeping secrets.

