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  In The Land of Dragons






  




  




  Kerrie looked over at the expert giving the lecture at the University of British Columbia and took down a note that she thought was important. It was an interesting subject and the expert was actually a good speaker.




  So why couldn’t she concentrate? She pinched her arm and bit her lip, but she couldn’t focus. She really needed to get good marks in this class. Why couldn’t she stop her eyes from closing and her mind from drifting?




  She was giving up her Saturday, and there certainly weren’t enough Saturdays in the summer time as it was. It was suppose to be her summer holidays, but these days everyone she knew was trying to get extra credits, brushing up on subjects that were tough for them or at the very least reviewing the material for next term.




  She remembered this morning; it had started out the normal day, a quick shower and breakfast at the old homestead. Yes, it was her twenty-first birthday, but big deal right?




  “Kerrie, I have something for you, actually a couple of things. First, here is that top you said you really liked.” Her mother placed a box wrapped in yellow and green paper with a festive hot pink bow on top in front of her. “If you’d like to wear it this morning you have time to change.”




  Kerrie ran up stars and changed into the new blue hoodie. She noticed that the middle of her back was itchy, but she couldn’t reach it to scratch. She gave up and quickly ran back down stairs.




  "I think you’ll like it,” said her mother as she put a small plastic bag with what looked like white tissue paper in it next to Kerrie’s cereal bowl.




  “But if you don’t it’s fine. I like it too, but I thought that…”




  “Mom. It’s okay. Please don’t fuss. It’s really nice of you to think of me.”




  “Yes, dear I know. In some cultures your twenty-first birthday can be an important day. It is in ours.” Her mother took another sip tea as she purposely looked out the window at the large purple prune plumb tree in the back yard.




  




   




  She was a woman in her late forties, but looked like she was maybe thirty. She had shoulder length light brown hair that had a loose wavy to it and large gray eyes. Her nose was straight with a little bit of pointed tip over a generous mouth that was always ready to smile. She was a little on the heavy side, something she was always working on. As she said, she was a work in progress.




  Kerrie gently picked up the plastic bag. She felt a hard round ball in it and opened it. It was really pretty; it looked like a round glass ball. She looked up at her mother then set the ball on the little wooden stand that came with it. It caught the rays of sunlight from the window and suddenly there were rainbows of light all over the kitchen. The colors were bright and glowing.
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