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Thank you for taking the time to read my very first book edition. I am truly humbled by that and pray that you enjoy every bit of this book. It is a journey through an exceedingly small part of being a teenage girl and having to deal with the excessively big world of school. Knowing that school has its own world and ways of doing things that is completely different from the world of home and being with your family. High school requires a new family and adapting to a new world. 

This book gives you the insight of a young teenage girl experiencing high school. The high school she attends is the community high school, her family comes from small beginnings with a family of five which is her stay-at-home mom due to unemployment, her three older siblings who have completed school and now are adults. Shaunz is the only one left to complete school and her siblings work while her mom takes care of their home and takes care of her. She has been raised in a single-parent home and appreciates all her family does for her and the challenging work her mom has had to do for them. 
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Chapter 1
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* * *

My name is perfect. I am named unique; the pronunciation of my name is a real challenge and amazing as much as it is annoying. Well, there is appreciation in it as well. Oh! Yes!! My name is Shaunz and no, it is not Shaun! Neither is it pronounced as Shaun. I am a young teenage girl attending a community school. I am the last born of four kids and the last one in school, that is, in a colored community high school. The government-funded school, ugh the “underprivileged government school” you know, the one where your classes are filled up with thirty-nine more students who look like you but just don’t have the same manners or upbringing as you do! Yup, so that’s the school I attend. My home is a kilometer away from the school and I live in a single-parent home which is a 3-bedroom flat with my handsomely annoying brother and my beautiful soul mother. My mom is absolutely amazing. She is a stay-at-home mom, a fair lady with beautiful green eyes that I wish I had. I got her beautiful smile and dimples though. So, I am happy with that. My mom is unemployed, and our days are challenging but the fact that I come home from school to a cooked meal, is just such a bonus for me. No one can make my cup of coffee like she can or make my sandwiches the way she does! Life is hard, but the love I have around me, is just everything and so much much more.

Let’s get back to the business. So, the school I go to is different. I feel as if I am in a competition from the time I enter these huge gates. My hair must be the right color, it has to be a hairstyle that is approved, no not by the teachers, BUT by the girls. The uniform length has to be right, not too long, and not too short otherwise you will stand out and have no friend click! So, I am new and here I am in my white and yellow uniform - is just above the knee -, black school shoes, socks above the ankles and not folded (it is a fashion trend), and a black blazer with a badge which shows my full I.D. name & grade.

So, my day begins with tripping over a banana peel in the assembly! On my buttocks I land, hands bruised and literally the whole school laughing at me!! I want to hide and never come back again. “How do I fall over a banana peel in front of the whole school?! My first day on the floor”, to myself I say, and now I am officially the first joke of the year and the first news update in the school's local paper. 

Wait...! Who is this? TALL, HAZEL-EYED, CHOCOLATE-SKINNED, BREATH-TAKING guy. Who is this helping me up? I could hear nothing over the laughs and all I could do was nod my head and say, “Thank you”. 

I grabbed my bag from this handsomely breathtaking guy and ran, because what else was I supposed to do? I took a pass from school, my skirt was dirty, my hands were bruised from the stoned concrete floor and my ego was hurt. I was a laughingstock. I had no idea how I would face tomorrow. I guess my plans of becoming the most beautiful, coolest girl in the school had just started in the worst way ever. It is just ...doomed!! 

* * *
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It’s 5 pm and I am trying to plan my sick days because there is no way I can go to school for the rest of this week and all I can think is, “How do I explain this to Mom?”

“How do I show my face again, who was the handsome angel that rescued me from the shame I’m dealing with, do I go to school and just walk it out without tripping, Do I hide and play sick until they have forgotten about me and moved on to the next new?” All questions that keep flooding my head. I am supposed to be in the school paper for being the most beautiful girl in the school and not being called the ‘banana girl’, ugh! I could just skip school and go straight to university. I can ... I cannot skip school because today I met an angel, and I have to say thank you. I got to find my handsomely breathtaking, everything and more, that I deserve, savior!! Let me get ready for the next day because out of this embarrassing day, there is still hope. 

I have found hazel brown eyes that have captured my sight. Goals! Goals! Goals! Uuggh let’s not forget, I am officially “banana girl”. 

* * *
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A new day and here I go walking down this road hoping that no one remembers my face from that horrible banana split episode. All that is playing in my head is not to fall again. My inner self is screaming “No falling” No falling today! I cannot walk with my head down the whole time though, I have goals today. I am like 2 seconds from the gate and there are so many school taxis on this road, I swear that these drivers don’t know the rules of the road. There is neither a place for walking on the pavement nor is there a place to walk on the road. These drivers bang their doors and I’m not sure if that is for a magic trick or for announcing they have arrived. Hahaha! It is so silly. 

Well, I am officially in the school, and I am so praying no one laughs at me today. I have my hair tied up in a petal bun and today I have worn black stockings with my uniform while I am praying inside not be noticed today. I amazingly slip through and get to my form class and my teacher is a tall, dark-looking guy who seems to be in his mid-forties, masculine, tall and has a scent of cigars and spices. It's a strange combination but it's quite pleasing and has a freshness to it. He is Mr Joseph that will be taking us for mathematics and accounting. We will report to him every morning at 7:30 am and sign our attendance register before moving to the next classes daily. We will call him, Mr. J. 

The bell rings to move to the next class according to the timetable we received today from Mr. J, we have biology next which is two classes away from Mr. J and it is on the first floor which requires us to take the stairs which that I did this morning, that’s twenty steps with a separation of ten stairs and then the next set of ten stairs. So, after that fall, there is no way that I am not checking where I walk! We still have got to find my hazel eyes savior. 

I get to my next class session and meet our biology teacher. A beautiful, fair lady with hair that just sits above her buttocks - curly black hair. Yikes, this teacher doesn’t smile at all!!!! She is Miss Barnwell, and she does not wait for students that are late furthermore, any chatter during her sessions is not allowed. So, we sat in silence, and we were even afraid to ask questions!! Amazingly she is exceptionally good at teaching, we got to learn about the chemistry of life. Received five printed pages to take with us and read. There goes the bell! We got to find our English teacher and we had no clue where Mrs. Oliver’s class was, so we officially stopped and a classmate stopped a student for details while I was unzipping my school bag to pack my book inside it because we scrambled from the Math class. Got it done and as I got up from the ground with my bag, it was him!!! They stopped my guy! Well, they stopped the hazel-eyed, breathtaking, handsome guy!!! His smile, oh my, it's...OH MYYYY. If I could just play his smile in slow motion and capture it. 

Righto! He directed us to the next class, and she was on the second block on the third floor and that is all I could recall. I just got to see him, and I still did not get to say thank you. We were late for our next class. And this teacher was not having it! Government schools are really not the best. The teachers feel so entitled to treat students as they wish, like it is our first week in school and they have no common sense here. We are supposed to get lost so that we can find our way around this new school. Teachers need training on how to treat new students so that they can actually understand the importance
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