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The lonely room
Who knows how long I have been here. The days go by and I’m still in the same dark and tiny place. I don’t know if it’s night or day outside. I miss my old life, I miss everybody, and I wonder if they worry about me, if they are still looking for me. I hope they haven’t given up trying finding me; I’m alive although this doesn’t seem to be a life at all. I sleep in a small corner, laying my head on the wall. Every night I dream about the people I love, I remember the last time I laughed, the last time I slept without worries. Those times seem so far today. I just want to get back home, return to the life I left behind because of the cruelty of some people. I’m in their hands now, my life depends on them.
Everything started the day I went to the supermarket. When I was crossing the street, I didn’t realise that a car was driving at a very high speed. It crashed me in a very painful way and I fell to the floor. The car stopped but nobody came out of it.  I could recover quickly and tried to walk. I was shocked and I was shaking, wondering why the driver didn’t seem to care about what had happened, why he or she didn’t get off the car. I saw the car carried on. I walked home. When my mother and my brother saw me, they immediately took me to a clinic. My family went madly angry when I told them what had happened, and they reported the crash. However, it wasn’t a good idea. Some people just do everything they can to stop justice being made. 
I was told not to go home until the next day. That night, I was peacefully sleeping when someone entered the quiet room. Its steps were slow. I opened my eyes and saw a doctor in a white coat. He quietly held my weak arm and put me an injection. I woke up in this room, where I have been since then. 
It’s hard to explain the desperation I felt when I opened my eyes and saw dark. The only light I have is the sunshine that penetrates the room through a small window. There is nothing around me apart from walls, a locked door and a dirty toilet. The room is tiny and there’s always a terrible smell. This is my home now. I’ve counted the days, so I think it’s been three months. Three months! No family, no friends, just fear and loneliness; everyday. I know I’ve been kidnapped by three men (I’ve heard three different voices) and nobody knows where I am except for them. 
I hear some loud and strong knocks at the locked door. A man’s voice says ‘We’re the Police’ and suddenly the door is pulled down. The man looks at me, apparently surprised for my dirty clothes and my pale face. I feel like a strange creature that is afraid of human beings. The man screams ‘She’s here!’ and I see my mum and my brother walking inside the room, crying of happiness. I can’t believe my eyes, I don’t react. The three people take me out of the cold and dark room and finally I’m going home. I start crying as I recover from the shock, I’m incredibly happy. I don’t care about anything else in the world but being safe with my family, not lonely anymore. We don’t say a word, there’s nothing to say. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]I’m waking up. I’m in my bed and my family is around me. I arrived home yesterday and they believe I’m ready to hear what happened to me, though I’m not. They tell me I was hit by three men who were escaping from jail in a car. They didn’t get off the car because I would see their faces and they knew if we reported the car crash they were going to jail again. So that night, one of them dressed as a doctor and entered my room, put me an injection that made me sleep, and drove me to a house in the outskirts of the city. I was too lucky they didn’t kill me for being a possible accuser.  Anyway, I’ve never felt so happy in my entire life. I’m home at last.










