LUCKY BASKETBALLER
My dad always used to tell me “you got to do what it takes to survive.” I never really thought I would have to live by those words. I always thought I would live at 52 Senfrow Ave. Until mum and dad died in a car accident. Then the Government took the house away. I suppose I am living by those words, now I see why dad used to tell me that. I’ starving, I’m cold, and I have nowhere to sleep.

The market is about to begin, that means I can try and steel an apple from the fruit store. I run behind the cart and reach for an apple. When I take a bite I close my eyes in pleasure my empty stomach finally has something inside it. It made me feel so good.
The night was horrible as usual, sleeping on a park bench is not the best accommodation. I see a car go pass, and another. Until one stops. A woman with golden hair hopped out of the car. I saw her head toward me. “Have you got a place to sleep tonight?”
“No,” I replied shyly.

“Get in the car.”

“Why?” I was starting to get a bit freaked out.

“Well we need you to get into a nice warm bed.”

“I’m fine here.”
“Get in the car.”

I sat up and got in the car, I didn’t know if this was good or bad. There was three other people in the car, her son, her daughter, and her husband. “So what’s your name?”

“Celeste.”
“Yes?”

“Time for breakfast”

“Ok”

After breakfast I got ready for school. Maria (who brought me into the house) had asked the school if I could start today so I did.

Learning was hard. I was behind a lot of the other kids. When we went out to play I took a ball to play with. “Hey can we play basketball with you? asked a girl with brown silky hair. “Excuse me, what is basketball?” “It’s a sport, you are holding a basketball.” she said.

“Oh ok, I suppose so then, how do you play/”

“Ok so the aim is to get the ball into that hoop.” I nodded. She took the ball I was holding and started bouncing it. “this is called dribbling, here you have a go.”  I took the ball and did what she had done. I gave it back. She then threw the ball at me luckily I caught it. “that is called a pass, you are really getting the hang of it.”
“I am Natasha.”

“I am Celeste.”

We smiled at each other. She taught me shooting and I thought this was a rally cool sport. Then she taught me fouls, foul shots, travels and double dribble. Even layups. Eventually we played a game. I didn’t do very well but I had fun.

The next day we played again. We ended up playing for the whole week. I joined the girls basketball team. I got a few goals in my first game. Natasha was in my team as well.

I started  entering basketball competitions and played a half time game at a pro-basketball game. I never thought I could do all this when I was just 15!

I received a letter from The Europe basketball association. It said, 

“Dear Celeste,

It is our honour to tell you that you are invited to a basketball competition in Europe. We hope you can come.

When Maria said “Yes” I screamed.

As I stepped onto the plane I was so excited!

“Maria I wonder what will happen on this trip.”

“Well we’ll see where the journey takes us.”
