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				For my daughter, Alima.

				May you alway be called to the mysterious beauty and imagination of Earth and it’s creatures.
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				My heart was broken. My best friend returned the BFF friendship necklace I had made just for her. It was half of a heart - the other half was tucked safely in a drawer at home. Then, she walked away with her new BFF. I stood at the edge of the schoolyard, feeling anger first, then sadness. It seemed like I would never have a BFF again.
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				Tears welled in my eyes, and not wanting anyone to see me cry, I hurried to hide behind the big tree in the rock garden at the edge of the schoolyard. I had always liked this spot because of the pretty flowers and plants that grew there. I sat under the tree, and tears flowed down my face, then onto my arms and legs. Exhausted from crying, I leaned my head against the tree, closed my eyes, and did what my teachers always suggested. I took deep, slow breaths. I felt a warm, wet sensation on my feet, and to my surprise, a little pool of tears was forming around them, starting to spill onto the lawn.
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