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Chapter 1

We Need Help
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“She’s really lucky and beautiful,” said Amanda to her mother who was watching television with her in the cluttered living room of their medium sized home located in Sydney, Australia.

“Who’s lucky and beautiful?”, asked her mother, Grace King, as she put down the romance novel she was reading. She was still a beautiful woman although she was already in her fifties. She still has a well toned body for her age. This must be because of her work as a process worker in a food factory. She may still be beautiful, but her age is already beginning to show. There are traces of wrinkles in her forehead and her once long and luxurious black hair has streaks of gray hair in them.

Amanda, her daughter, looks like a much younger version of her. She’s just in her early twenties and have the same beautiful European face of her mother. She also has long black straight hair which she also inherited from her mother’s genes. Many people though, said that Amanda inherited her tall height and stunning figure from her father.

“Amanda King, mother,” said Amanda as she smiled, “the daughter of the richest man in Australia, Henry King.”

“You mean your namesake?”, asked her mother as she grinned, “She’s indeed lucky and beautiful. Her father, Henry King, is the richest mining and farming magnate in all of Australia.”

“Not only is she lucky and beautiful, mother, but she’s also down to earth, She hasn’t allowed money to get to her head. She and her father still live a simple life.”

“If you call living in a big ranch surrounded by servants simple,” said her mother as she laughed, “then how about us? Are we living a super, super simple life, daughter?”

“I didn’t mean that, mother,” said Amanda as she chuckled, “what I meant is that Amanda still behaves just like an ordinary farm girl although she’s now worth a couple of billion dollars already.”

“You should be following her example then,” said her father, William King, who just entered the living room while still carrying his utility tool belt with him in his shoulder.

He was an imposing man, he was a bit tall and was very muscled. His looks may be the result of working very physical jobs. He’s an all around home maintenance worker. He owns a pickup and travels to the house of his customers and does all sorts of repair jobs.

Amanda kissed her father and took the utility tool belt from his shoulder, “How’s work father?”

William sighed as he adjusted the eyeglasses he was wearing, “It’s been a bad day. I’ve only been able to get one plumbing job today.”

Grace stood up and kissed her husband, “I’ll prepare some coffee for you. Now you just relax on the sofa and watch television.”

“I wish I was Henry King,” said William as he held the hand of Grace, “then I can give you, my family, all that you need.” 

“You don’t have to. Your daughters are all grown up and we’re getting by just well.”

“Still it would be nice to have a new car always and have a house with a big nice swimming pool,” sighed William.

“Regret is bad for you, husband,” said Grace as she patted the hand of William, “you’ll have a heart attack if you keep getting stressed about worthless things.”

“But can I help it if I’m feeling stressed? Yes, we have two grown daughters already, but look at their lives. They’re still incapable of supporting themselves.”

Amanda sighed, “We may not be earning much, father, but at least we’re pursuing our dreams.”

“There nothing wrong with pursuing one’s dream,” he said, “but sometimes you have to be practical. You, Amanda, how long have you been pursuing your modeling career? And your sister, how long is she going to pursue her freelance writing career?”

“I’m almost making a living being a model, father. A little bit more media exposure and I’m sure to hit the big time.”

“You’re a dreamer like your sister,” he sighed, “you’re both so naive, this is probably the reason why your sister was knocked up by an equally naive dreamer who knows nothing about how the real world works.”

Grace handed him his coffee, “Now, William, I don’t want you speaking like that in the company of your daughter.”

“What’s wrong with what I’m saying? Amelia needs to know that not everything she wants in life will happen. For one, her deadbeat and irresponsible husband won’t come back anymore.”

“Amelia is having a hard time, dear. Her writing career barely supports her and her baby, her husband left her, and now Baby Chloe is sick.”

He nearly dropped the coffee mug he was holding, “Why? What’s wrong with my granddaughter? Why didn’t you tell me this before?”

“Because she’s embarrassed to seek help from you. Both your daughters know that you and I have been struggling to meet the mortgage payments of this house lately.”

“But she’s my granddaughter. She comes first as long as I’m concerned.”

“I can hear the sound of a car parking in our driveway. It must be Amelia and Chloe. Remember what I told you William, there will be none of your real world talk while Amelia is around. She’s depressed already.”

Grace opened the house door for Amelia. It was clear to the family that Amelia was very depressed. She was in her early thirties, a bit chubby, and her long black hair was a bit disheveled. It was clear to anyone who would see her that she was either a very busy person or a troubled person. Her disheveled look while she was holding her baby daughter, Chloe, was a pitiful sight.

“How did it go?”, asked Grace to Amelia as she let her inside the house.

Amelia didn’t speak but instead, tears fell from her eyes.

“What’s wrong daughter?”, asked Grace as she took Baby Chloe from the arms of Amelia.

Everyone in the family can’t help but smile when they saw Baby Chloe. She was a very cute and beautiful baby whose clear eyes seemed to express the emotion of happiness.

Amanda smiled, “Let me carry my niece, mother. I haven’t hugged her for a long time already.”

The happiness of Amanda and her parents over Baby Chloe was contrasted by the sad look of Amelia who slouched at the sofa and was covering her face with her hands as she cried.

“What’s wrong, Amelia?”, asked Grace, “Did the doctors found out what’s wrong with Chloe?”

Amelia did not answer but continued crying.

Grace sat down next to Amelia in the sofa and hugged her daughter, “You can tell us what’s wrong, daughter. We’re family right?”

Grace looked at Amanda and William, “Amanda, let your father carry Chloe. You get your sister a glass of water.”

Amanda soon gave Amelia a glass of water which she immediately drank while she dried the tears in her eyes.

“Mother, I have bad news. Chloe is very sick. The doctor says that she has Spinal Muscle Atrophy.” 

“Is it bad? What is it?”, asked Grace.

“According to the doctor, it’s a degenerative disease. If Chloe is not treated early, she will die.”

Everyone was shocked with what Amelia has said. There was almost a minute of silence in the living while everyone looked at Baby Chloe who seemed to look very healthy.

“Are you sure, sister? You know, the doctor and medical reports could be wrong.”

“The doctor doubled checked already since last week. He’s positive that Chloe has spinal muscle atrophy.”

William handed Chloe to Amanda and looked at Amelia, “Let’s get her cured then. I don’t want my granddaughter getting sick.”

Amelia sighed, “It’s not that easy father. My daughter is sick with the most rarest form of SMA...” 

“SMA? What do you mean?”, asked William.

“SMA stands for spinal muscle atrophy,” said Amelia, “my daughter’s cells are dying and if she is not cured within a few months, she would die.”

“Then what are waiting for? Let’s get her cured,” said William.

“It could cost us more than a million dollars for the one time medicine needed to cure her, father,” said Amelia as she turned pale.

William’s face became pale, “More than a million dollar for a medicine? That’s a ludicrous amount!”

“According to the doctor, the medicine will come from America. Do we have a million dollars father?”

“We don’t have a million dollars, daughter,” he said as he shook his head, “your mother and me only have a few thousands in the bank at most.”

“We have about five thousand dollars saved in the bank,” said Grace as she rubbed her forehead with her fingers, “that’s all me and your father have saved so far.”

Amelia covered her face with her hands and began to cry, “It’s no use. We don’t have the money to cure my daughter.”

Amanda sighed, “Can’t we find another way of producing a million dollars?”

“Maybe we can ask people to give us money or donate to us. Don’t lose hope daughter, we’ll find a way somehow of curing your daughter.”

“But how are we gonna find a million dollars in such a short time only?”, asked Amelia.

“We’ll all chip in,” said Amanda, “we’ll all ask our friends. We can ask our neighbors. We’ll go to social media. Please don’t lose hope sister.”

Amanda and her friends who were also all aspiring models setup a Facebook page for Chloe. They asked donations from their relatives and friends. They also asked for help from complete strangers in social media.

A month passed by and Amanda and everyone concerned for Chloe’s wellbeing checked the progress of their fund raising drive intended to pay for the medical bills of baby Chloe. They were all in the living room of the King household and watching another television show featuring the rich millionaires and billionaires of Australia. 

Amelia nearly cried when she saw the results, “Twenty-thousand dollars is a lot of money, but we’re still very far off from a million dollars.”

“It’s a start, sister. Pretty soon, we’ll be able to reach a million dollars and then we can afford the medication of your daughter, Chloe.”

“I don’t understand it, Amanda,” said Grace, “there’s a baby that would die if she is not given a medicine and there seems to be very few people who care about her.”

“That’s because everyone needs money, mother,” said Amanda, “poor people need money and there are literally millions of poor people asking money from those that have them.”

“But can’t they see that it’s literally a matter of life and death?”, asked her mother as she cried, “People have a lot of extra money to buy luxury goods that they don’t need. Why can’t they help us?”

Amanda sighed as she accidentally glanced at the television screen. The television show was featuring the billionaire King family. Her namesake, Amanda King, which was the daughter of the billionaire Henry King was being interviewed.

“I wish I was the billionaire daughter, Amanda King, so I can solve all our money problems, sister,” said Amanda as tears fell from her eyes, “but I’m not. I’m just another nobody in this world.”

Both sisters hugged each other and cried.

One of her friends suddenly smiled when she saw a text message on her cellphone, “Everyone listen. The modeling agency needs a female model for their shampoo commercial. They need women with blonde hair.”

Amanda wiped the tears in her eyes, “But I’m not blonde. I have black hair.”

Her friend grinned, “You can dye your hair blond, Amanda. I know I will.”

“Should I try it, sister?”, said Amanda to Amelia, “I mean dye my hair blond just for a commercial?”

Her sister smiled, “Go on, Amanda. You don’t have to always worry about me and Chloe. Who knows? This could be your big break.”

Amanda happened to glance at the television again. This time, the television show was interviewing a man who was driving an expensive sports car.

“That man is Tony Williams, a millionaire with a heart of gold,” said one of their model friends as she pointed at the television screen, “he does a lot of charity work. He’s not only tall and handsome, but he’s an all around good guy.”

“I wish I could meet a millionaire just like that person now in television,” laughed Amanda, “that way, I can marry and divorce him afterwards. I’ll be an instant millionaire.”

“You and your dreams, daughter,” smiled Grace, “why don’t you make yourself look like your namesake billionaire, Amanda King, so you can find a rich but kind man.”

“You really think I’ll pass off as Amanda King if I dye my hair blond, mother?”

“I don’t know if you can pass off as a double for Amanda King, daughter,” smiled Grace, “but it doesn’t hurt to look like her. She’s quite famous you know.”

“Use you head sister,” smiled Amelia, “look at me, I married a lazy bum who doesn’t even want to support his daughter. Marry a rich but good man. Use your beauty. I would if I were you.”

“I’m not sure if I’ll be able to marry a rich man, sister,” smiled Amanda, “but if I land this modeling job, I’ll give all my earnings to you so you can add it to Chloe’s medical fund.”

Katrina, one of her model friends stood up, “If one of us is lucky enough to land the modeling job, she’ll donate the money to Chloe’s medical fund.”

“You don’t have to, friends,” said Amanda as she dried with her fingers her now moist eyes, “you don’t have to do this for Chloe. You’ve all done enough.”

“Nonsense,” smiled Katrina, “we’re all equally responsible for Chloe’s wellbeing.”

Suddenly, Baby Chloe started crying. Everyone panicked.

One of Amanda’s friends became nervous, “Why is Chloe crying like that?”

Amelia picked up Baby Chloe from her crib nearby and hugged her in one of her arms, “She’s starting to feel the pain from her sickness.”

“Is it serious? Is it very painful?”, asked Katrina to Amelia.

“Right now, the pain comes and goes, but it’s getting more and more frequent now.”

Everyone became silent as Amelia comforted Baby Chloe. Soon, Baby Chloe stopped crying and became calm again. Amelia put her down the crib. As she walked back towards Amanda and her model friends, everyone can see that tears were falling from her eyes.

Everyone bowed their head and became silent. They wanted to avoid the gaze of Amelia who was rubbing her forehead with her fingers as she cried silently.

Amanda sat beside her sister and hugged her, “Don’t worry, sister. Everything would turn out all right. We’ll get the money and then Chloe will be okay.”

“You mean that, Amanda?”, cried Amelia.

“Yes, sister, we’ll find a way somehow.”

As she said those words, Amanda’s mind was deep in thought, “Just where are we gonna find a million dollars?”  
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Chapter 2

Mistaken
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Amanda and her model friends were at Katrina’s house and were preparing to dye their hair blond in the hopes that they can win the commercial modeling job for the shampoo commercial.

Katrina and her parents were much better off than the family of Amanda. Even though there is a big disparity in their financial status, Amanda and Katrina were the best of friends. Most of the time, when Amanda needed financial aid, Katrina would assist her. Katrina even lent her clothes to Amanda. 
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