


HER MOTHER

Bree saw the ghost of her mother in LW
apartment 4A. “They call me Tutu,”

the ghost said. Tutu was her mother’s .
nickname. Then the ghost jumped out the @
window. ! é\
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Bree wanted to see her mother again. She

had so many things to ask her. ‘k
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Bree lived with her aunt in apartment 4B.
Her brother, Andre, spent more time on
the street. He only came home looking for
money.

Bree’s aunt was getting sicker. She stopped
getting out of bed. Her aunt did not want
to see a doctor. “Leave me alone,” her aunt
would say.



Bree was getting ready for work. She heard
a key open the front door. Andre entered
and walked slowly to her. Bree knew he
wanted money. He was looking for his aunt’s

check.

“Did you cash her check?” Andre asked.

“No. It wasn’t in the mail. It must be late
again,” Bree replied.



Andre stepped close to her. “I know you got
a job. Who're you working for?” he asked.

“l don’t have a job. I’'m still looking,” Bree
lied. She tried to be strong.

Bree had some money in her coat pocket.
The rest of her money was in her shoe in
the closet. “I'll give you some money,” Bree
said. “First | want to ask you about our
mother.”



“Give me the money,” Andre said.

Bree pulled the money from her pocket.
Andre grabbed it. “Where’s the rest of it?”

“That’s it,” Bree replied. “Get out! Now!”

Andre left apartment 4B. Bree waited to
leave. She was late to work that day.






INSIDE THE BOX

Bree went to the mailbox in the lobby. Her
aunt’s check was not there. There was
a letter in the mailbox. It was from the

landlord.

The letter said he wanted the back rent.
It also said he would be in town soon. He
wanted to kick them out of apartment 4B.
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Bree went to work. She hoped to get a
delivery job. She hated the work. But she
needed the money.

Her boss, Mr. Edwin, was at his desk. “Take
this box,” he said. “Take it to 349 Pine
Street.”

“Okay,” Bree replied. “Yes, sir.”



“But wait until it gets dark,” he added.

Mr. Edwin stood up from his chair. “Did
anybody see you when you made the other
deliveries?”

“No. Nobody. | promise,” Bree replied.

“Good,” Mr. Edwin said. “Put the box in the
trash can. Same as before.”
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Bree had to know what was in the box. She
took it home. Her aunt was asleep in the
bedroom. Bree closed the bedroom door.
She put the box on the sofa.

Bree slowly pulled the tape from the box. It
was hard to peel off. She carefully opened
the top of the box. Bree was shocked. The
box was filled with drugs.
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Bree was barely holding it together. Her brother was
getting into trouble. Her boss was shady. And her aunt was
sick. Then there was the empty apartment next door ... .

QUT OF CONTROL

Book 2

Bree knew her boss was bad news.

e

o~ But she needed the job. Her brother only

came home for money. And her aunt was ill.
“lust one last job,” Bree thought.
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