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	It is said that when the first snow of the year falls,

	the person whom the first snowflake touches will

	have a wish granted. My Inspiration is the first snow,

	and this book is my wish.

	 

	To you, Inspiration.

	In my heart there will always be a place.
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	When Adri woke up that autumn morning, believing it would be a great day, she couldn't imagine the roller coaster of emotions that would hit her. The weather was mild, and she looked at herself in the mirror, noticing the faint dark spots under her eyes betraying the bad night she had had.

	— Oh, not today...

	Sighed. Still, she was optimistic. She would have a meeting with her boss later that morning, and she sensed that something very interesting would come her way.

	She did her morning routine, her skin care, and realized that she needed to touch up the lavender tone of her hair, which was already becoming bleached. The sidecut was already grown, and she decided to make an appointment with Ismael, her hairdresser of so many years and who made her promise that he would be the one. Of course she agreed. For her, Ismael made a price full of perks and discounts in exchange for her publications on social networks. And he knew exactly how she liked it.

	She decided to stop by the coffee shop of the business where she worked, which had a great latte, exactly as she liked, and got dressed to go out.

	One of the advantages of working at Global Design was that she didn't have to adapt her appearance to the taste of any boss, and so she could be herself. One of her greatest afflictions during college was hearing her mother complain about her colored hair, her alternative clothes and her many rings, saying that she would not be able to enter the job market with that appearance, and that one day that "phase" should pass, so that she could mature. She had a breakdown when she saw her tattoos, especially the one on her forearm, which was quite visible with the clothes she wore in a heat of more than eighty-six degrees in Recife.

	— You just signed your sentence, daughter!

	One of the things that made her fall in love with Jonathan was exactly that. He accepted her appearance and did not worry about her alternative ways. This was due to the fact that he was an alternative guy as well. They had met each Other at a concert, and Adri found himself smiling as she remembered. A nice, polite, intelligent and very cool guy.

	She took her cell phone and car keys, her wallet and her chaotic purse and, as she went down the elevator of the building where she lived in the suburbs, she sent a message to Ismael. The response was almost immediate. Scheduled time for that same day, at three in the afternoon. A great time, as Jonathan had insisted with her to meet at Queen's.

	In fact, ever since Jonathan had called her the night before, she hadn't stopped thinking about this meeting. They were, that week, completing five years of relationship. Five years. Of course, it wasn't an easy relationship. On the contrary, they had already broken up and returned countless times. He always promised that it would be much better if they stayed together, for so many reasons that Adri couldn't even list anymore.

	The fact that she remembered what Jonathan was like in the beginning was what kept her going in this relationship. He always became the Jonathan of college and begged them to come back. The central problem, the reason for constant fights, was his annoyance with her passion for Asian culture, which began when she was sixteen, and in high school. And then, five years ago, just when they started dating, and she fell in love with Korean and Chinese dramas.

	He teased everything: the music she liked to listen to, the series she liked to watch, documentaries, readings, books, webtoons, manhwas, food and even the language, which she already spoke fluently after spending six years studying. He accepted that they went to a restaurant with Japanese food, but not Korean food. If she said that she spoke English fluently, and that she learned it in elementary school in a private course because she simply wanted to understand the songs and movies she watched, everything was fine. But when he knew that she was studying Korean for the same reason, she needed to mature.

	She thought about meeting him at night. That meeting was perhaps a milestone for both of them. Establishing a relationship in a more official way was perhaps the key to the maturation of both. Maybe it was exactly what Jonathan needed to be more responsible, less controlling, and what Adri needed to feel more confident, more secure. Perhaps.

	But she was afraid. What if Jonathan wanted to break up with her? What would she do? Adri stopped in front of the car, with the key in her hand, thinking about that possibility. If Jonathan were to break up. She had spent so much time with him that she had come to believe she could not live without him. She had been told for so long that he was the only one who accepted her the way he was, "despite all the Asian obsession," that she believed. Why did she think so? She frowned. 

	— Why am I thinking about this? The day will be great.

	The keychain fell to the ground and broke in half. It was a keychain in the shape of the silhouette of a half-moon, with a wolf howling, and precisely the part where the wolf was broke, leaving only a tip of the moon. It seemed like a bad omen.

	She shook her head, grabbed the key chain and the broken part to glue later, and got into the car, ready for a day's work in a city that was never completely cold, not even in winter. Typical city in the northeast of Brazil, in the heart of the bustling capital of Recife, and headed to the center, where the company he worked for operated.

	Since graduating in Graphic Design, Adri has always had several opportunities. Four years ago, she chose Global because it is an international company in the area, and because she accepted that her work would be done remotely, needing to attend one of the offices only once a week. The reason? Jonathan.

	To work in person and have a higher salary, Adri would have to move to the city of São Paulo and take over the senior digital marketing design team, a position that had already been offered to her twice. And this was out of the question, for two reasons. Jonathan didn't want to move to another city, and he wouldn't allow her to earn a higher salary than his. According to him, this would bring many difficulties to their relationship, if she wanted to have a more lasting and firm commitment to him. It would be a proof of love and altruism on her part.

	Thinking about it while parking, Adri imagined what her life would be like if she had accepted the opportunity offered. In addition to being a team leader, she could, if she stood out, reach an even higher level. And because it is a multinational company, it could, who knows, even leave the country.

	She turned off the car and left, crossing with firm steps in her boots through the building's internal parking lot, towards the elevators. She shook her head to clear her mind of those thoughts.

	— Jonathan does it out of love. He loves me and doesn't want to lose me. That's it.

	But every time she said it to herself out loud, the phrase seemed to make no sense at all. She pressed the seventh floor, where the company's local offices were located, and heard Jessica's audio message, which had just arrived.

	— I already know that you will have an important meeting today at work. And I've already prepared everything for when you get out of there. Come here soon, there will be beer to celebrate.

	She looked in the mirror and checked her eyeliner. When the elevator doors opened, Adri recorded the audio in response to Jessica.

	— Jess, today it won't work. I'm going to meet Jonathan at Queen's.

	She greeted the receptionist and went straight to the meeting room, which was empty. While her boss didn't arrive, she opened her laptop on the large glass table and the project she had worked on the entire previous week. Notification on mobile. Another message from Jessica. She clicked to listen.

	— Five years... Does he want to meet at Queen's, where you met? You already know what I think of that. I won't even comment.

	Adri sighed. Yes, she knew. Jessica was sometimes even annoying. She didn't understand that Jonathan was immature, yes, but he had a great love for her. And he had many difficulties in life, so his words were harsh sometimes. She decided not to answer. Jessica knew she wouldn't answer. In the last year, she stopped responding whenever Jessica brought up this type of subject and said her opinion about her boyfriend. Her relationship with her friend should be distanced from her relationship with Jonathan. There would be no other way to maintain friendship and dating.

	The glass door opened, and Marcelo entered with his usual effusiveness.

	— My favorite designer! — he said aloud, making Adri smile, as always.

	— My favorite boss.

	— Just because you want to. You could be a boss, you know?

	— I know.

	He laughed and sat on the other side of the table, facing her. Adri closed her laptop and waited.

	— Adri, you're like a shark in a goldfish tank. Here, you're getting lost.

	Adri lowered her head. She always knew her own ability, but for some reason, she sabotaged herself. She didn't think she would be good enough, but the main thing was to never allow herself to hear a compliment without feeling like an impostor.

	Marcelo tapped his index finger on the table, drawing her attention. He stared at her firmly.

	— I'll give you one last chance.

	— Last chance?

	— Adri, you know you're the best here, and it's obvious that I love your job. If you want to stay on my team, I just have to win. But you deserve more than that, you're bigger than this here.

	— What do you mean?

	Marcelo got up and circled the table, pulling out a chair and sitting next to Adri.

	— Global Design is expanding new offices and asked the units to indicate the best ones to work with. And I'm referring you.

	Adri could hardly believe it.

	— What?

	— You shouldn't be surprised. They have already called you to lead the team in São Paulo. You should know about your work.

	— But...

	— Look, Adri — Marcelo cut her sentence. — I said it would be the last opportunity, because these things don't come that easily more than once in a person's life. The new offices will be in four different countries, and you can choose which one you will work for. You will undergo a one-month training, side by side with the supervisor and, later, you will take over the digital marketing department of the unit. You will assemble your own team in any way you want. Temporary apartment paid for by the company near the workplace for one year and the salary compatible with the position. Then you can rent or buy a house or apartment wherever you want. It's take it or leave it. But, I repeat: there will not be another opportunity like this.

	Adri hyperventilated, not believing what she was hearing. Marcelo was right. It was the opportunity of a lifetime. She couldn't waste it so quickly. She needed to think.

	— Which cities?

	— London, Berlin, Taiwan and Seoul.

	She began to tremble. What was Jonathan going to say? What if he agreed to go with her? He had not accepted to go to São Paulo, but perhaps he would accept to go another country.

	— Can I give you an answer tomorrow?

	— Yes. But understand one thing: whatever the reason that is preventing you from accepting, reflect on whether this reason is worth it.

	Marcelo left the room, leaving her alone with his thoughts.
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	Every day, Ko Yoo-Bin woke up at 5:30 a.m. Not that he really needed to wake up so early, but it was something he liked to do, regardless of whether he was going to work or not. Usually, he only left the house at eight, but he liked to do everything very calmly. That day would be no different.

	He was quite tired from the sleepless night and the exhausting week of work. Not that it was a bad job. He used to say that every day of work was a vacation for him. Because he loved what he did, and it was always fun to work with what he liked, for him this was the ideal job. But it didn't mean that his routine didn't sometimes seem strenuous. As they say: Work with what you love, and you will never love anything in life again. And always doing the same thing every day, especially a job like the one he did, which required a lot of energy, ended up being tiring.

	The sun came full of his window, illuminating the kitchen, his favorite place in the house. He turned on the coffee maker and took the blueberries from the fridge, as he did every day. His favorite breakfast. He sat down by the window to eat and looked at the weather outside. From where he was, he could see the sea of Jeju, an island in South Korea where he had lived for two years, and it was extremely refreshing to have this view every day in the morning.

	And then, like every day, he let his mind wander, resting from all the ties he created to avoid that particular thought. He closed his eyes, and saw her.

	— Yoon-Hee.

	His deep voice only lightly whispered the name he spent the day trying, in vain, to avoid. But that day was different. It hurt especially more than the others, and he was looking forward to that day, not as someone who waits for something good, but hoping that it would never come.

	It was her birthday.

	He looked at the bowl of blueberries, and remembered how she used to laugh every time she spent the night at his house and woke up, always after him, filling the mornings with her charming laughter when she found it funny that only one bowl of blueberries was his favorite breakfast. Her smile was contagious, and he, with only the memory of that sound, almost smiled back.

	Almost.

	He got up to get his mug of coffee and walked out the window, looking outside at the path she used to take before leaving and going back to her routine on mornings like that. Spring was coming, and many trees were beginning to show the first flower buds here and there. He could glimpse Yoon-Hee's smiling face in each of the seasons, looking at her from her window, and how each one of them adorned her beauty.

	How she loved and made a point of spending the first snow with him.

	— They say that spending the first snow of the year with the one you love is lucky. — That's what she used to say. — We will always stay together.

	He could still see her with her long dark hair catching the small flakes, and her face flushed in the cold from smiling. He remembered the days they spent near Hallasan, the mountain of an extinct volcano that gave rise to the island and had fun in winter in one of the only snowy places in Jeju.

	In the summer, she used to take long walks in the Bijarim forest, especially at dusk, and talk about her week with Yoo-Bin, learn about his projects, and talk about her own.

	In the fall, her favorite program was riding on the island's hillside. He learned to enjoy this program from her, and whenever he could he went out horseback riding. And whenever he accompanied her, he stood a little further back to observe how she seemed to float, her hair like a flowing veil behind her, inviting him to follow her for the rest of his life.

	But it was in the spring that she became even more beautiful. He remembered when they went together to Camellia Hill a year earlier. She loved that place and spent more than two hours walking around when she visited. It was no different that day, except for a certain shadow that passed through her gaze whenever she stared at him from afar, and turned away as soon as he stared back at her. Yoo-Bin pretended not to notice, because he was afraid of what it could be, and even a second away from her seemed a punishment greater than the possibility of hell.

	He finished his breakfast and washed the dishes. He organized his bag with what he would need that day and prepared to leave. The cell phone vibrated on the kitchen table. A message from his sister in Seoul.

	"Oppa, how are you?"

	Ye-Sun had always been concerned about his well-being, especially in those last few months. Not answering her was out of the question. He quickly typed an answer that he knew would not satisfy her.

	“I’m fine.”

	Not even ten seconds passed before the next notification, which he ignored as he put on his shirt. In the meantime, another notification. He rolled his eyes. He knew that Ye-Sun only wanted his happiness, his good, and loved him. But he, that day, wanted nothing. He just wanted to be alone.

	He left the house and didn't look at his cell phone until he got in the car. There were already three messages.

	"You know that answer doesn't answer anything."

	“Oppa.”

	"What time are you going to the memorial?"

	As Yoo-Bin read the messages, another one arrived.

	"Want company?"

	He thought of his sister leaving Seoul for Jeju on a last-minute trip. She would be able to do it for him.

	"Ye-Sunnah, you don't have to. I'd like to be alone today, please."

	After that, she only sent a sad face but respected his space. He knew that she would only give him this space for that day, Yoon-Hee's birthday. The next day, she would make him hell again with her love and affection. He smiled tenderly at the thought of it.

	He drove to the Jeju Folk Village. Traffic was smooth, but the wave of tourists was already at the event center where the Jeju Arirang Performance Hall was located. In the parking lot, buses with excursions and caravans were already starting to arrive. He parked the car and went backstage.

	He greeted his co-workers and went to get dressed. Kang Ji-Ho, the show's producer, knocked on the door.

	— Good morning, Ko Yoo-Bin. Today the house will be full in the three sessions.

	Yoo-Bin greeted the producer by tilting his head a little. Usually, the first session, at nine-thirty, was a little emptier than the others, which did not mean empty at all. But when Ji-Ho stated that the house was full in all three sessions, it was because it would be completely packed.

	He smiled. That's how he liked the performances. The energy was much greater, which he transmitted to his fusion drums. That's how he loved his job, and that's how every day was a vacation for him.

	He started body preparation and then went to get dressed. It was like this every day, and these moments of joy, the screams of the audience, the emotion of those who saw the performances, physical acrobatics, traditional dances and the touch of percussions made him a living person. He wouldn't lie to himself: there were days when he hated leaving the house for this job. Sometimes, he just wanted to rest more or do something else. But when he felt an energy back from the audience, as if it could almost touch him, then those days were worth it. Because that was the only way he felt alive, even when he seemed to have died when she was gone.

	Forever.
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	Adri was late. After leaving the office at noon, she ran to Ismael's salon to have him do the magic on her hair. That part didn't take that long, but the journey from the Ismael’s to the Queen's at that hour seemed like an eternity. It was as if all the cars in the city were on all the roads, obstructing the city in general. She would not arrive on time, as she had planned.

	She texted Jonathan warning of the delay, to which he viewed and did not respond. Yes, since the day before, he didn't respond to her messages, he just visualized. He knew that this made her nervous and anxious. She remembered talking about it with him once, and for him doing it at times. She snorted at the memory. It would be better if she hadn't commented on anything, because the justification given by him is that she could train her anxiety from situations like this. Result: these silences became more and more frequent. And no, they didn't improve their anxiety, they only made it worse.

	The phone shook, and she picked it up to check the message that had just arrived while she missed the green light once again and stayed in the red.

	"Any news from the work? What was the meeting for?"

	It was Jessica. Adri decided to answer in audio to facilitate communication.

	— Yes. But I'm in traffic, going to Queen's. Later I'll give you the whole report.

	She replied with a mere "okay" and Adri turned up the sound. One of her favorite songs on her playlist was playing, and she started singing the chorus of Isaac Hong's "Fallin" out loud, protected by the tinted windows of her car and the air conditioning.

	At that moment, she was alone in her world. No one else.
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	Later, when Adri sat behind the wheel, her hands trembled. Her breathing was irregular, and her heart raced. It was impossible to drive in that state, the tears wouldn't let her see properly, but she had to swallow her tears. She couldn't allow herself to be fragile to that point. All the signs were there, she didn't want to see it.

	The valet had delivered the car five minutes ago, and she couldn't even start it. She was so hateful of herself that she didn't even know what to do or where to go. The person in charge of the parking lot gave a light touch to the window glass. Adri bent down without looking too much at the man, because she didn't want him to see the state he was in.

	— Sorry ma'am, but you must leave, the parking lot is full.

	— All right, I'm already leaving!

	She got off on the avenue, which at that time was no longer so congested, but was as busy as ever. The thoughts were running in turmoil, and they were constantly returning to the disastrous conversation he had just had. She made a left turn and took one of the local roads in Boa Viagem, towards the seaside. She opened the windows and let the air from the sea air in, taking a deep breath.

	It wasn't enough to calm her nerves. There were too many cars, too many lights, too much noise.

	She looked for a place to park on the waterfront and stopped, turning off and then getting out of the car. She just didn't run to the wide strip of sand, practically empty at that time, because the sidewalk was busy with runners, passersby, full kiosks, people talking, strolling. She just wanted the peace and calm noise of the sea.

	She descended to the sand, leaving the people who were having fun behind, and heading towards the sea. She took off the boots she was wearing, and felt the fine sand on her feet, reconnecting. Then, everything she had stored flowed powerfully, sweeping her from the inside out, devastating her, causing her to collapse on her knees in the night.

	The scenes at Queen's felt like a soap opera in her mind, and she could see Jonathan's expression when she told her boss's proposal.

	— What did he say when you turned it down? — He spoke between sips of beer, with an unpretentious and calm air, but his eyes sharp, waiting for his answer.

	That look always made her weaken, stutter, and it always seemed that she had nothing to say, or that she didn't reason properly. That made her so angry, and it only happened to Jonathan. With the rest of the people, she was always quick to think, but she didn't know why this happened to him.

	— But... I didn't refuse... I asked for some time to think...

	— Are you thinking of leaving?

	— I was thinking about the two of us going together and...

	— You just have to be crazy. You didn't think for two seconds about what it would be like to live in a foreign country, unaccustomed to the language...

	— But I speak three languages...

	— You speak English, but you've never been outside Brazil, and that doesn't mean you'd do well. All it takes is someone staring at you for two seconds and you start stuttering, as you are doing now. Obviously, this other language you speak is of no use, except for the whim of a teenager who doesn't see she is already thirty years old.

	Those words hurt her, more than she expected. She wanted to fight back, scream, curse, but she was silent, looking for the right words.

	— You should be ashamed. I came here today to surprise you. We would establish a relationship. — It was at this time that he forcefully placed a box on the table and opened it. Inside, a ring. — I was going to ask you to marry me. But with this immature thinking of yours, this rebellion of yours without a cause, honestly, I don't know if you would be a woman of value to me.

	— What are you talking about? Wouldn't I be a woman of value? — It seemed that the voice and her words would finally unlock. — I dedicated myself to you for five years, refusing promotions at work because you didn't want to earn less than me, keeping quiet because you always made me feel wrong, and now, I was willing not to accept the proposal to travel, but to offer you the opportunity, because I simply thought you would want to start a new life outside Brazil...

	— Oh sure. You thought it would be a great thing for us to start a life with you supporting me in a country I don't speak a word of the language of, to adapt and start all over again. You are selfish and don't think about our relationship. I dedicated myself for five years, and all you wanted was to leave and be better than me. — He slammed his glass on the table and stood up, tucking the ring back into his jacket pocket, drawing the attention of people at nearby tables. — A relationship is not meant to be a competition, but a partnership. You've got to be a partner, not bigger than me — He pointed his finger at her when he emphasized the word "you" —. When you mature and stop being this teenager, crazy to go to South Korea, and don't tell me that this was not the country you thought of going to, because I know you. When this crazy phase passes, we can talk. Until then, I prefer to take a break.

	Adri was in shock at what had just happened. Was he breaking up with her? Before leaving, he said:

	— Don't worry about the bill. I'll pay before I leave.

	And he left her alone in the pub, not knowing whether to cry or scream. Why did she have to be that way in front of him? Now, on the beach, he squeezed handfuls of the sand in his hands until they ran down his fingers. He closed his eyes and let the sea breeze dry his tears. He took a deep breath and slowly felt himself calm down. And then, he made his decision.
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	Yoo-Bin was hungover. Definitely. It was one of his days off that week, and he had been drinking with his sister the night before. Yes, Ye-Sun was waiting for him inside the car, in front of the building he lived in. The interesting thing is that he had thought about going to the new house and sleeping there. He gave up at the last minute because he wanted to wake up in an environment familiar to him, and he still hadn't gotten used to the new environment.

	After the theater, when he went home in the middle of the afternoon, he dropped his things and left. Usually, at that time, he would go to the gym. But not that day. He had his own schedule planned.

	He went to the park near the pier where they always walked, and it was in bloom at that time of year. Yoon-Hee would have loved the ride, she always made sure to take a walk there on his day off. Then he went for a walk on the pier, watching families milling along the beach, remembering the times when she used to walk on the sands and rocks in that favorite part of Jeju. Then, the most painful part.

	He went to the columbarium, Yoon-Hee's memorial. He didn't usually visit it much; this was only the second time he had been there. Not that he didn't miss her, quite the opposite. But because he felt he didn't deserve to be there. He usually sent messages to her number, which had no idea why it had not been completely deactivated. He sent the messages and, even though he was sure that they would not reach their destination, nor would they be read, he still stared at them as if, magically, the viewing notification would appear.

	That day was different. He needed to go there. His heart was broken, a pain in his chest that he didn't imagine he would ever feel, corroding at the edges from the guilt of the last conversation between them. He could still remember that moment, as if it had happened the day before, and not eight months ago.

	At the entrance he bought a small bouquet of white roses, her favorite flower, and entered. The smile immortalized in the photograph he himself had taken on Camellia Hill, among azaleas of a strong shade of pink, with her usual wide smile. Exactly as he remembered her. On the side, another photo, which he didn't like to look at. The photo used at the funeral. It was hard to look at her, with her sober clothes, neutral background and frozen, lifeless smile. No, it wasn't that Yoon-Hee he wanted to see.

	He glued the small bouquet to the glass next to the picture of the hill and held his emotions as long as he could. He needed to keep his face calm to try to talk to her, as if some voice could come out of his throat. He never could. That's why he used the messaging app, it was easier — or just less difficult — for him.

	And then he went home. And his sister was there, waiting with many bottles of soju. And she didn't allow him to think too much, which was good. It was something he needed, more than the loneliness he had become accustomed to at that moment.

	And that's how he woke up with a hangover from alcohol and strong emotions. Alone in his apartment, without the slightest condition to get up, eat, or anything. He was off duty, so he let himself stay in bed, even though he had been awake since early, as he used to every day, regardless of whether he worked or not, and, apparently, whether he had been drinking the night before.

	He took out his cell phone and observed Yoon-Hee's contact. He opened the messages sent. Several. For months. All without any visualization, obviously. But he needed to say what he had not said in the columbarium.

	"Forgive me."

	He hesitated when he hit the send button. His heart seemed to stop at that moment, even though he knew she wouldn't see it. He sent it anyway. And it was as if a dam floodgate opened, and the memories flowed through his mind.

	— You push me away!

	The scream echoed in his mind, and he seemed to hear his own voice shout at her right there in the living room.

	— You won't understand!

	Her voice was just a whisper. How he wanted to kick himself and alter the memories, but they ran in a flow that there was no way to stop.

	— Do you want to leave? Then go!

	The knock on the door after her leaving was almost heard again, as if Yoon-Hee once again walked away from his life, leaving only a void full of pain. And then, Yoo-Bin was back in the present, staring at the closed door she had left through that day, and he could never see her again.

	And nothing that could do would bring her back.

	Nothing.
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	Jessica was already waiting for her. When the doorbell rang the door opened almost immediately, and two beers appeared before her on the living room table. Adri's tears had already dried, her trembling had passed, and her breathing had been controlled.

	In a calm way, Adri told her best friend everything that happened, and she, as a good listener, didn't say anything, just kept her supplied with drinks. When she finished telling, Jessica just offered her hug as she knew it was more than enough. There was nothing Jessica could say to make things better, after all, exactly what she had predicted two years earlier happened.

	Jonathan was a manipulator. Jessica had even used this same word to describe him. Adri just never wanted to admit it, but that was the reality that had come crashing down on her on the beach and left her on her knees on the white sand. He caused her to diminish herself over the course of five years, becoming emotionally dependent on him. He used all the tools at his disposal: when she felt confident, he ghosted and disappeared, didn't respond to her messages and made her anxious. Then he appeared and made her feel like the most loved woman in the world. He sought to make her addicted to his attention and then disappear for a while, leaving her dependent on him.

	When she felt fulfilled and successful, he mansplained and interrupted her, completed her sentences, explained everything to her as if she were a child, undermined her confidence with words of praise that disguised diminution and humiliation, always saying that he did it for her good. And when she felt beautiful, he always looked for something in her that she should improve, exalted the characteristics in her that other people wouldn't like, and placed himself as a special person, who loved her like no one else would, always as if she was amazing, but only for him and no one else.

	He had a lot of confidence in himself and had been shaping her for five years to be exactly how he wanted her to be. She did not realize the psychological abuse she suffered alongside him. Even though her friend showed her, she didn't believe it. She always thought that if she ever suffered some kind of abuse, she would know and get out of the situation. But she didn't count on this kind of abuse.

	Probably, at that very moment, Jonathan was sure that Adri would suffer and wait for him.

	Not this time.

	— I accepted the proposal.

	Adri's resolute and firm voice gladdened Jessica's heart.

	— It's been a long time since you spoke with such confidence and conviction.

	Adri shook her head, negatively.

	— I don't want to be that person ever again.

	Jessica nodded.

	— You deserve it. In fact, it's been a long time since you deserved this. Better late than never.

	Adri sighed.

	— I'm going to South Korea in three months.

	Jessica jumped to her feet.

	— But that's perfect! I thought you were going to São Paulo!

	— No... The proposal was better this time.

	Jessica sat next to her, waiting for her to tell the whole story. 

	— We should have started the conversation there, and not wasted time talking about Jonathan. That's much better!

	Adri laughed. Yes, she really laughed, she laughed happily, despite everything. It was a new life that was going to begin.

	— I'm going to order food. We need to eat, drink until we drop and watch something cool. What will it be?

	— Eat, drink or watch?

	— Everything. You choose everything today.

	Adri laughed heartily.

	— OK. To eat: fried chicken and fries.

	— Noted.

	— Drinking beer, obviously. It matches more.

	— Check.

	— To watch? Um... I want a series of comfort.

	— What will it be then?

	— Put on Oh My Venus, because I don't wanna cry.

	— Great choice. Not to mention that that man has a masculine energy that, my goodness! Nothing to do with Jonathan! I'll make the requests. You put the series on. Get more beer from the fridge.

	— Great!
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	Adri was feeling terrible. She knew she was going to feel that way, because she didn't get drunk. Never. She had an alcohol intolerance, and when she drank, she felt sick, as if her body skipped the drunken part straight to the hangover in just two cans of beer. And she had drunk much more than that. She was lying on the couch, her friend still drinking and dying of laughter at the scenes on TV, while she felt sleepy. If she slept, it would be good. She would anesthetize what she felt.

	The pain Jonathan had caused her was still there, and she believed she wouldn't be able to get rid of it anytime soon. But being with Jessica that night was the best thing I could have done. Accepting the company's proposal now would take her time and occupy her mind, so that the anger she felt at herself, the guilt for having sabotaged herself for so long and become emotionally dependent on a manipulative man, would completely disappear.

	As soon as the hangover was over the next day, Adri began to make plans. Her boss gave her all the directives, so that she could get her passport and organize her entire move. Her mother was sad to be separated from her daughter, but she was grateful that she had gotten rid of something that diminished her. Adri could still hear the conversation she had had with her when she told her about Jonathan’s reaction.

	— When you start a friendship or stronger relationship, people become kites or anchors. You must be careful when choosing which people you will be surrounded by from now on. Jonathan was an anchor that always pulled you down. Jessica is a friend like a kite, who always pulls you up, no matter what winds approach. It is this kind of friendship that you must cultivate. Remember this when you are away.

	Adri couldn't say anything. Her mother was very wise and loved her more than anything. It was a difficult relationship sometimes, but her mother was always there to understand her, to love her, to support her even when everything seemed to go wrong. And, of course, she was the person who suffered the most from her departure.

	— And enjoy that this is a job that lets you be like that, with hair like this and tattoos.

	Of course, she needed to say that. But Adri was so happy that she didn't even care. She hugged her tightly for that.

	The next days turned into weeks, preparations were made, and even a surprise farewell party was organized. By Jessica, of course.

	— We needed not only to celebrate your victory, but to wish you the best, and make a goodbye celebration. I don't know when I'll see you again! — Everyone laughed at Jessica's drunken speech, which when she drank, always brightened up the party even more. — I hope you find a tall and handsome Korean in a black trench coat and who shares a yellow umbrella with you! — Adri almost choked on Jessica's toast.

	But everyone answered:

	— To the Korean in a black trench coat and yellow umbrella!

	— Sorry, but I hope this takes time — Adri said embarrassedly.

	— No way, girl! New life, life that goes on.

	Adri laughed at her friend's effusiveness. She was going to miss her. But she was going to a new life, and she had the feeling that it was in store many surprises.
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	The new house was almost ready to move in. Some furniture was already installed, and he was practically adapted. Yoo-Bin came to sleep three times a week and was moving slowly. The electrical installations have already been reviewed and updated, but there was still a lot to be done, especially in the garden and in the upper part, where he wanted to leave an area to see the sea outdoors.

	His house was very close to the beach, and from his window he could see the ocean. It was much closer than the previous apartment, and it was in an even quieter village. It had some rooms, which needed furniture for them, and that was precisely the reason he chose that property, even though he was single and living alone: to transform it into a guest house.

	The garden needed cleaning and repairs on some things, but it was quite beautiful. Still, to him it seemed impersonal. He wanted to imprint personality, and that in addition to beauty, it had some meaning for him.

	He thought first of white roses, but that would make him suffer every time they bloomed, because of Yoon-Hee. The same would happen if you planted pink azaleas or camellias, so those flowers were left aside. And all the choices he made for flowerbeds he discarded. Nothing felt right. He didn't want to simply make a garden that was only beautiful for those who arrived: he wanted to see something beyond. He just didn't know exactly what.

	But Yoo-Bin had been feeling something for the past few days. A restlessness, an anxiety, but he couldn't identify the reason. He thought it was because of the proximity of the anniversary of Yoon-Hee's death, which would occur in winter. He also thought it could be the change of the new house. Now the garden. But still, none of this seemed to be the reason for his uneasiness.

	He opened his eyes, as usual, at dawn, and looked at the low polished wooden ceiling. It was one of the things he liked about that house: a rustic air of a home. He could transform it into something that had his way, his identity. The things he liked.

	Despite being born in Seoul, Yoo-Bin didn't like the frenetic life of the big city, the excessive lights, the noise, the pollution. When he had the opportunity to work on the Arirang Hon Show, he accepted at first. The possibility of living on Jeju Island, a paradise in Asia, a place with so many stories and natural beauty, seemed like a dream. And he grabbed it. And he did not regret it.

	The only bad thing is that he has abandoned family and friends. Not that he didn't have friends in Jeju. He had them. Especially at work. But they weren't close enough, and he lived a solitary life. Even because their main hobbies and pastimes didn't make sense to them. Yoo-Bin liked to read, walk, enjoy the paradise where he lived. He was even excited about gardening. He just hadn't decided yet what his garden would look like.

	The garden. Again, his thoughts came to it.

	He sighed and stood up, finally. He stretched and turned on the coffee maker. The smell of coffee filled the house as he took a hot shower. He hadn't shopped yet this week, so he woke up early to grab a mug of coffee and stop by a convenience store to buy something to eat before heading to the theater.

	He looked out the window as he did every morning. But his heart was calmer. The idea of coming to live in another area of Seogwipo was the best he had had in recent months. The window was not the same as before and looking at the Jeju Sea without having sad memories, having the glimpse of creating new memories, cheered him up. It was what he needed at that moment.

	He hoped to be able to make that place a symbolic place, which represented a change of life and a change of thought. He would never forget Yoon-Hee, and he probably would never forgive himself. But he could put that memory in a place of his mind that wouldn't hurt him so much, and let a new garden flourish, like the one that would bloom in his new home in a few months.

	He just had to decide what would flourish from then on. In his garden and in his heart.
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	Yoo-Bin had finished the second performance of the day and was preparing to enter the stage for the third time. He was eating something on backstage when he heard the cell phone notification. Ye-Sun sent a message, warning that she would arrive from Seoul in an hour. His sister had been looking to be closer in the last few days, since Yoon-Hee's birthday. He knew she cared about him, and he loved her, but there were times when his sister didn't respect his moment alone.

	He didn't want to hurt her or for her to misunderstand him. But he had become accustomed to living alone, and precisely in the moments when he needed to process his feelings of grief, he did not want to be accompanied. He felt too guilty to be by anyone's side all the time.
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