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own
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Writing

hasbeenanexerciseinsustained
suffering.

Thecasualreadermay,perhaps,
exempt
themselves from excessive guilt, but for
those
of you who have played the larger role
inprolonging
myagonies
with
yourencouragement
and
support, well... you know who you are, and
you
owe
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To my cancer survivor mom and all-time
grumpy
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are
thesweetest,Wonjung
shii!!
An
Angel!!
You
promised
to
heal
me
and
youare
healing
me.
I’m
grateful
for your
existence.
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I
could hardly
contain myself as I looked at my
mother
who was sitting right across me at the
dinner
table. Though she had a few grey hairsnow, I was still dazzled by
her
beauty as I waswhen I was small. She was sweet and kind. Afragile
woman in her 50’s who was a picky eater
but
had loads of love
forme.


But she had not told the truth. She didn’t tell
me
the
truthwhenshesaid
wewillalwayshaveenoughtoeatandalwayshaveawarm,comfortable
place
to
live.
Shehad
not
toldme
the
truth
when she had sworn that she wouldn’t visit
the
shamans anymore. But most of all she lied
about
ourlives.


“Seren, stop day dreaming and eat your food”
yelled
my
grandmother
from
across
theroom.


Seren? You might wonder. It is a welsh
name
given
to
me
by
my
dear
mom
when
I
was
born.




 






My mom looked at me with a smile as if saying
you
know she is old, don’t mind her and haveyour dinner. I looked at my
dinner plate and then
looked
at my grandmother. She started
watching

heroldshowagainwhichshehasalreadywatched
about 200 times. My grandmother is
areally
old
ladywhowasgrumpymost
of
thetimes
but
I
lovedherthewayshewasshedoesn’texpress her feelings much but I know
how much
she adores me.
She really cares about me but
for

someonewhoisnotfamiliarwithourhousemight
think she is being rude. Both these ladiesare important to me and I
cherish them with allmy
heart.


I
gobbled
up
my
foodreally
fast
and
rushedto
my
room.
There was a lot to plan. Exams at school
just
had finished yesterday and I had plans onspending
the
whole day
with Angelina.


Due to the pandemic most of our classes
were
held
through
videoconference
calls
and
thanks
to
video
calls we were able to cheat in exams, yes
I’m
admitting I cheated, but hey!! You can’t
just
blame
me
for
it.
It
wasn’t
just
me,allthe
students
around
the country cheated. The students
who
had

thelowestgradegotgradesthatsurprised




 






everyone.
Backto
Angelina,she
is
my
best
friend
since
she
joined
the
school.
Sheis
thebestperson
ever.


But

initiallywhenshejoinedschoolshewas
around
100
kgs,unfortunately
the
heaviestgirl
in
our

school.Duringthattimewewerejustfourteenandwehadjustjoinedtheeightstandard.
And
youknow
howmean
teenagers
can
be.
As everyone was excited to see the new girl
who
joined our school, upon seeing her
everyone
was
disappointed.She
wasn’t
thetypical
new
hot
girl
that joined the school that everyone has
a
crush
on,
the
onethey
usuallyshowinthe
movies.
She
introducedherself
with
a
smile
and
everyone
gave
her a dead stare. They didn’t expect a fat,
chubby
girl to be joining their school. Someonefrom the back
screamed

“Go
back
to
youroldschool,fat
girl!”


As soon as she heard that she burst into tears.
Turned
out she was a really sensitive person asshe still
istoday.
But
hold
on!
Hold on!


Now

thatweareinhighschoolthingshavechanged.
As
theysaypuberty
hit
herlikeabig




 






truck. She lost all her baby fat, her braces and
acne
is
gone.


No one would ever believe if we told them that
they
were the same person. She had long naturalblonde
hair
whichshe chopped
off
recently.


Her

biggreeneyessparkledeverytimeshetalked.
She was one of the popular girls at
school
now,

witheveryguyswooningoverher.Angelina
wasn’t still over the pain she had to gothrough every day at school
in the beginning foralmost three
years.


Even

girlsfromourschoolwouldn’tmindpassing
a comment when they saw her in
thehallwayoreatingherlunchattheschoolcafeteria.


Angelina

wastakingsomethingthatiscalled
bodyrevengein
today’s
Instagram
world.
She
felt
superior
now, to those that made her feel bad.
Although
she wasn’t being mean to anyone now,
she
was just minding her own business and
took
revenge
by
ignoring
them.
Everyone
wished
to
be
friends
with her. There was a guy in our school
who
loved her from the beginning his name
wasAntib.
He
was
handsome
and
was
a
quiet
kid
in




 






the class. He always scored good grades and was
really
athletic. He played for the school soccer
team
and had quite a reputation for being one ofthe nicest guys at
school.
Although he
confessed
to
her
three
times
since
she
had
joined
the
school,
she
always
rejectedhim.


He

wouldalwaysleavecommentsonher
Instagram
profile but he never messaged her, he
respected
her and didn’t want to creep her out, Iguess he was waiting for the
right time to comewhen she accepts him. I always imagined
howgood
they
would
look
as
acoupleand
I
eventried
to
pressurize her but nothing worked. I guess sheis not ready to date
anyone yet. I have stopped
trying
now.


I was Angelina’s only friend, more like sisters
you
can say. I could relate to her and sympathize
with
her when she was being bullied because
I
was
the
targetofthose
bullies
as
well.
Yes,
it
was
due

tomyappearance,disabilityyoumightwonder.


No, it’s because I looked different than most
of
the
peopleatmyschool,
while
everyone
atschool
was
blonde
with
frecklesandrosy
cheeks.
I
had




 






monolids, long straight brown hair and a petite
figure.
You see I live in a really populous city of
Kyiv.
It’s in the north-central part of Ukraine.
Kyiv
is an important industrial and educationalcenter of Eastern Europe.
You see most of thepeoplelivinginUkrainehaveaCaucasianappearance.
Not
me, I was different. Thanks
tomy
genes.
I
don’t
know
what
kind
of
genesI
have
got.
I look like a cross between an Asian and
Ukrainian
but trust me I’m from here. I
don’thave
anyAsian
ancestry.
My
father
was
a
teacher
and
he
had passed awaybefore Iwas evenborn.


Since then my mom and my grandmother had to
go
through
a
lot of struggles to
meet
ends.


She did a number of jobs including working as a
barista,
working in an ice-cream company
and
many
more.
Shesaved
a
bit
ofher
money
andwas
able
to
start
a little
bakery.


Back to my appearance. I didn’t realize I looked
different
until I was in the second grade.
My
classmateswould
call
me
Chinese
andothers
who
didn’t
know me would ask me if I was a foreign
student.
It was fine at first and not even lying
Iquite
enjoyed
the
attention
but
theproblemgrew




 






worse when we grew a bit older and
everyone
knew
I
was
not
a
foreigner.They
started
mocking
me
formy
appearance.


Even

whenwebecameteenagersandpeoplestarted
having crushes on each other and startedhaving girlfriends the
usual
teenage stuff, no one
would
approach me or no one would ask me
out
for
the
schooldances.I
hated
my
appearance
and
I
wished
why
things
couldn’t
have
beendifferent.
I
became really insecure with the way I looked
and
I would do everything in the world to makemyself look Caucasian. I
tried dyeing my
hairblonde,
I
started
wearing
blue
contact
lenses,
and
I

startedusingthecompleteslanglanguagealthough
I
was
shy
to
make
sure
everyoneknew
I
was
one
of
them.
But
nothing
helped
in
fact
it
got
me
in trouble with the school authorities.
Dyeing
hair
was
not
allowed
at
school,
I
got
eyeinfection
using
contacts
and
a
teacher
heard
me
using
slang
which
was offensive and I got suspended for a
few
days.


Alas, I decided that I have to accept the way I
look.




 






During that time Angelina joined the school
and
we
instantlybecame
friends
because
we
both
had
something
in similar, we both were the target of
bullies.
Ukraine is a white majority nation and
alot
ofpeoplemake
fun
of
East
Asian
appearances
and
think they are superior to them. But not all
are
like that, mainly Angelina. We understoodeach other and we became
the
best of friends atan early
age.


We used to have pajama parties and we
would
spend
the
whole
day
at
school
sittingnext
to
each
other.


Things

havechangedsinceAngelinabecamepopular
at school. Everyone respected her
andthey
didn’t
bully
me
anymorebecause
they
didn’t
want
the most popular girl of school to think
badly
of them. They did the best to impress hereach day.


There
were
many
guyswho
would
come
up
to
me
or
try to be friends with me just to get to her.
But
Angelina
was
leastinterested.
I
was
never
jealous
of
her rather I admired her because she was sucha sweetheart. It’s
like you don’t get jealous
of
your
sibling’s
appearance
something
likethat.




 






Suddenly
thephoneringed
and
it
was
Angelina,
I
picked
it
up
really
fast.

“Hey
Seren,
how’re
you
doing?


“I’m doing good, how about you, I just had my
dinner
and
was about
to
call
you”


“No you didn’t the pandemic made you forgot
about
me”


“You
knowthat’s
nottrue.
I
was
just
going
tocall
you
to plan what we are going to do tomorrow
and
where
to meet”


“Yeah
I’m
so

excited.Finally,theexams
are
over
and
we
can finally
do
what
we
want”


“Yeah, exactly. Why don’t we go to the water
park,
it
would
be so
much”?


“Alright,
I
havequitea
bit
of
money
saved
up
we
can
use
that”


“NoAngelina,
we
would
share
itinto
two
and
pay
it”


“Of course not, if you plan on spending half
and
half
then
I’mnotcoming,
it’s
a
treat
from
my
side
so
you
have
to letmespend”




 






“Fine.
Angelina
you’re
so
stubborn”
I
said
with
a
laugh


“Yes I am you know that, hey what about
your
stupid
DNA
test
resultsdid
theycome
yet?”


“No,
they
didn’t,
still
waiting
for
them,
since
they
have
tocome
fromtheunites
states
they
probably
would
take
a
week
or
two”


Since everyone had been referring to me as an
Asian,
I decided to take up a test that shows
your
ancestry
and
lineage.
I
knew
for
a
fact
that
almost
10%
of my heritage must be Asian. Although
we
all

getgenesfromourparentsbutthereissomethingcalledrecessivegeneswhicharephysicalfeaturesfromyourancestorsanditmight
be present in them and generations lateryou
get
that
trait.


For example, a child inheriting green eyes as his
grandfather.
So, I knew there had to be someone
in
my great great grandfather’s side maybe whohad
an
Asian
bloodline.


“I’m
so
excited
about
your
test
results,
where
can
your

ancestorsbefrom?China,JapanorVietnam.




 






“I really have no clue but one thing is for sure
I
am
a
proud
Ukrainian
andI
would
alwaysbe
one
regardless
of
how
I
look”


“I know Seren; it has been hard for you dealing
with
all
these
people
at
our
school”

“So
what
should
we
wear
tomorrow?”


“It’s hot so I’m going to wear a crop top and
jeans”

“I’ll
wear
a
plaid
coordinate”


“Angelina,
I
know
you
havea
good
fashion
sense
but
noteveryonearoundyouknowsall
these
fashion
terms”


“Alright,
coordinate
isa
set
of
crop
top
anda
skirt
which
has the same color and pattern it is really
trendy
nowadays”

“Ah,
you
meana
set”


“Right, set as you call it but the technical term is
c---


“A coordinate Angelina, yes we know it now
thanks
to
you”




 





“Okay
then
let’s
getready
at
8:30am
tomorrow”


“8:30, why so early plus we finally finished our
exams,
we
can go
at12:00”


“It’s a water park Seren, plus it’s so hot during
the
days we need to make sure we reach thereearly”


“Oh yeah, how did I forget how hot it is during
the
days,
plus
thewater
park
is
in
an
openarea”


“Alright then see you at 9:00 am in the morning
near
the
subway”

“Okay
bye”


“Wait! Wait! Did you check the news? Kylie
Jenner
is pregnant withTravisScott’s secondbaby”


“No
way!
ButI
heard
that
theybroke
upafter
she
gave
birth
to Stormi”


“Yeah but I don’t know, maybe they got back
together”

“Could
be”




 






“Okay
Seren,
I’ll
go
tosleep
now,I’m
really
tired
today”


“Alright take care, see you tomorrow”
“See
you”


 






Angelina sleeps quite early that’s why it’s quite
easy
for her to wake up in the morning. I
usually
stay
upat
nightand
I
sleepat
3:00,
I
usually
wake
up
after
the
alarm
has
gone
off
the
tenth
time
in
a
row.
Anyways I have a passion of mine that I
follow
and I’m trying to pursue a career in it.
It’s
writing.
I
really
wish
to
write
anovelofmy
own,
it
has been my dream since childhood. Writing is
calm
and serene job for which you need have a
lot
of patience. Although I really liked acting aswell but for me it’s
not easy to get a job as anactress. Since I look different and kind
of mixed,
I’m not the
ideal beauty standard in Ukraine. I
have
a pointed nose with high nose bridge
theonlypartofmybodythatIlike,butIhave
monolids
which
resemble
Asianeyes.


There

havebeenalotofinstanceswherestrangers
thought
I
wasa
foreigner
and
they




 






would talk within themselves and try to charge
me
more than the usual. Usually I would
playalongandattheendIwouldjustspeakinUkrainian
and
they
would
be
mind
boggled.


In my childhood I really wanted to be an
actress
so
my
mother
enrolled
me
in
an
acting
schoolthat
I
used to go to after school. I was a fast learner
and
did
really good at
tests.


My teachers appreciated my acting but whenever
they
wanted an actress they would always take
other
girls despite of my hard work and goodgrades. As they said I didn’t
fit the role
becauseof
my
appearance,they
wanted
a
blondegirl
with
green
or
blue
eyes
which
I
didn’t
have.
Once
I
got
a
minor
role
of
a
foreigner
in
a
tourismpromotion
advertisement.
After a lot of failed attempts
to
find
amain
role
I
finallygave
up.
I
got
myacting
school
completion
certificate
and
I
left
theschool
to
focus
onmysecondpassionthat
was
writing.


I am good at writing which is what I like to
believe
since I got appreciation for the articles
Ihadwritteninthelocalnewspaper.Istartedfocusing
onmyfirst
novel
which
I
am
about
to




 






finish.
My
momwants
me
to
be
a
lawyer
and
I’m
really
not
interestedin
thatprofession.


I like writing because you just write, create
ideas
pen
them
down,
youare
at
peace,
noone
to
speak
to
just a calm profession. The novel I am writingis a romantic novel
which revolves around
an

interracialcouplethatovercomesalltheirstruggles
they face due to their racial different.It’s about a black girl
from Zambia that goes tostudy
in
USA.


She falls in love with a classmate and he is a
Jewish-American
boy.


The
couple
datesfortwo
years
till
she
is
studying
there
and then in her final year of college they
decide
to tell his parents. When the parents findout they reject her
because
of her racial
identity.
Andtheytryto
break
them
apart
doing
everything
possible.
And
the story goesfurther.


It’s a classic romantic novel and I love it.
My

inspirationtowriteitcamefrommyownexperiences
with bullying. It’s good to transform
your
suffering into power. I’ve learnt a lot
from
my

pain.HereinUkrainepeoplearereally




 






ignorant

aboutracism,theythinktheyaresuperior
to
the
otherraces.


But I’m trying my best to change that by writing
articles
and writing a novel to show people what
it’s
really like to target someone because of their
color
and race. I want them to feel the pain of
someone
that
goes
through
it.


My intentions are good but let’s see how
the
novel
does
when
I
launch
it.
Iusuallyscroll
down
my
Instagram and see what everybody at
school
has
been
up
to.
There
are
manygoodteachers
and
kids
at school other than those bullies. Although
I
was bullied at school there were many
things
thatkeptme
sane
mentally
andkept
me
going
like
our
classteacher
Mr.
Aleksander
who
is
so
full
of
life
all the time, he never discriminates between
us
and is always so sweet. He never shouts
and
scoldsuslike
some
other
teachers
do
and
theclass
clown
Bohdan
that
always
makes
even
our
boring
classes
fun
withhis jokes.


All in all, I’m grateful for the life I have,
even
though
there
have
been
alot
of
tough
timesinmy
life
butI’mhappy
that
I
was
able
to
overcome
all
my
problems.




 






I’m really excited that I was able to write this
book
and at least my other talent won’t go towaste.


I

wokeupabruptlythinkingIwaslateandAngelina
would have called me a thousand times
already.
When I looked at my phone there were
no
calls, I checked the time and it was 7:00 amonly. I had woken up
way
earlier than I wassupposed
to
but
I
was
happy
that
finally
I
made
it
considering
the fact that I stayed up late writing
the
novel, I thought I’ll be waking up not earlierthan 10:00 am. I
looked at the window outside,nothing changed. The same old Oak tree
with its
branches reaching
out to our apartment. The old
café
that the old lady runs across the street.
Theweather
wasn’t
too
hot
and
the
windwasblowing
mildly.
I
got
up
and
walked
towards
the
mirror
of
my
closet which was full of stickers that I had
collected
since my childhood, it was like a wallof pride.


I grabbed the black comb and pulled the rubber
band
out of my hair revealing the thick, naturally
straight
brown
mane.




 






It

wassleekandsmoothandwhenIlookat
myself
in the mirror I sometimes think that you
know
what Seren you do have features
whichmakeyoudifferentthantherestbutyou’rebeautiful in your own way,
you should consideryourself lucky that you were born with a
healthy
body
and
that’s
all
that
matters.
Combing
myhair
in
the morning was like a ritual to maintain my
long
straight
hair.


My mom had gotten me used to this ritual
since
childhood.
Shegrew
my
hair
outwith
abelief
that
thelongermyhair
would
grow,
the
better
my
luck
would

be.Shehasweirdbeliefsthatshehas
believed
in
since
as long as
Icould
remember.


During
childhoodmanaging
my
hair
was
a
hassle
because
my hair long would get into these
knots
and
tangles
andI
hated
itwhenmy
mom
combed
my
hair because it would hurt a lot, it also took alonger
period
to
washmy hair
and
style
it.


During

childhoodwhenweparticipatedinaschool
play where we all had to paint our faceswith a white paint you can
already imagine what
could
have happened. I looked like the
character
from
the
moviegrudge.Everyoneat
school




 






would pretend that they’re scared of me
because
I
lookedlikethe
ghost.
But
youknow
what,
I
love
my
hair
now,girlsstraighten
their
hair
outanddo
a
lot of chemical processing to achieve that look
but
I naturally have it. That is what I like to tellmyself to get a bit
confident about my insecurebody.


It makes me feel good about myself for a little
while
because most of the times, I’m crying
andwailing
over
thefact
that
I
have
abody
anda
face
like
this. I admit I’m really insecure and
even
though
I
tryto
love
my
bodynowI
still
face
a
lot
of
issues
with
my image.


I combed my hair and I went downstairs. My
grandmother
and my mom were already ready to
have
breakfast.


“Wow, you woke up so early today” my mother
said
with
a
surprise on herface.


“Yeah, I’m going out with Angelina today so we
decided
to
go out
early”

“Wow
that
soundslike
a
good
plan”




 






“Yeah it’s going to be a tiring day and I hope we
have
lots
offun
too”


“Come
have
breakfast
first,
youmust
be
hungry”
“Yeah,
I’ll
wash up
real
quick
andget
back”


I washed up and got back to the dining table. We
had
cereal, omelet and coffee for breakfast. I hadmy breakfast and went
back to my room to get
dressed.
I decided to take one extra pair of
jeans
incaseour
clothes
are
soakedin
water
andittakes
time
to
dry up.


I’m wearing a black crop top with black jeans.
Althoughwithyears
of trial anderrorI
havemasteredthetechniqueofapplyingmakeup,watching
Nikki tutorials and James Charles andwhat not on YouTube but the
western style ofmakeup doesn’t suit me so I rather prefer theAsian
makeup style that looks good on my facial
features.
I have tried a lot of makeup styles sinceteenage but I always
looked
eerie when I had
makeup on
in a western style. In case you don’tknow each race has a different
style and color ofmakeup which specifically suits and looks goodon
their facialfeatures. So even though I
amUkrainian
Ihave
to
resort
to
Asianmakeup
looks.




 






western people tend to have a bold makeup look
that
makes you look hot and fierce Asians have a
subtle
and
delicate kind of
makeup


That

focusesonlookingcuteandinnocent.Completely
different makeup forms but yeah the
Asian
one
suits
me better.


Istillhavesome
people
in
public
whoassume
I’m
a
foreigner so I usually stick right next to my
mom
or Angelina while going out so that theydon’t pass a comment on me
in Ukrainian which
they
assume I don’t understand but when
I’m
with
mom
or
Angelina
they
know
that
I’mwitha
fellow
Ukrainian so they don’t pass a comment
aware
that the person right next to me wouldunderstand what they are
saying. I have alwaysbeen a timid person so I would usually cry at
asituationratherthanfightingwiththeperson.
Angelina
hasgottenin
a fight many timesatschool when we were kids when kids would
saysomething mean to me. I’m glad that I have astrong backbone of
people behind me- my mom,
my
bestfriend
andmy
grandmother.




 






I

wasalmostreadytoleavewhensuddenlyAngelina
called.
She
was
crying
a
lotandIcould
only
hear
herscreaming
and wailing.


“What

happened,whyarecrying?”Iasked,terrified
that
somethingbadhad
happened
to
her.


Angelina
used
live
in
a
big
house
with
her
parents
and
grandmother. Her parents were almost never
at
home because
they
usedto
work
in Russia.


They
used
tocomebackonce
ortwicea
year.
Her
grandmother

almostraisedher.Afterhergrandmother’s
deaththreeyearsagoshe
had
been
living
on her own because her parents believed
that
she was old enough to live alone. We
hadnumerous
times
since
childhoodwhen
we
used
to
spend
a
lotoftimein
Angelina’s
room.
Thewalls
were
painted pink with black silk curtains that
used
to compliment the walls so well. Her
roomwas
fullof
toys
thather
grandmother
used
to
buy
her.

Shelockedtheroomupafterhergrandmother
passed
away.
She
never
enteredthat
room

againbecauseitremindedherofhergrandmother.
She had posters of singers on
thewall.
Ani
Lorak,
Rihanna,
Chris
brown,Ariana




 






Grande. You name them, she had posters of
all
the
famous
international
pop
stars.


We were big fans of western pop music but I
didn’t
have enough money to buy the albums orthe merch,wheneverher
parentswouldcomeback to Kyiv they would buy her gifts
usuallyrecentalbumsandmerchandizeofpopular
singers
as
a
compensation
for
not
being
able
to
be
with
her.
I
could
never
fully
understand
why
they
couldn’t

takeheralongtoRussia.Angelinaalwayssharedthemerchandphotocardsofcelebrities
with me. She never wanted me to feel
left
out
because
of
my
financial
status.


Angelina’s father didn’t talk to her much and
even
when they would come back to Ukraine hewould ignore her. Honestly I
have never seenthem talking
to
each other.


But he was nice to me whenever he met me; he
was
a whole different personality whenever hespoke to me. Angelina’s
mother was sweet andshe really loved her daughter. Sometimes I
feltbadforherbecauseshewasraisedbyhergrandmother who basically was
like a parent toher
butsadly
shepassed
away
thenher
parents




 






who would not visit her enough and then she had
to
face so many difficulties at school. Since she
used
to live alone I assumed that a burglar orsomeone
had
broken
into her
house.


“Calm down and tell me what happened” I asked
“I…..I….I….


She

couldn’tfinishhersentenceandstartedcrying
again.I
kepttalkingto
her
forten
minutes
till
I
managed to
calm
her
down.


“Alexi passed away” she said bursting into tears
once
again.

“No
way,
that
can’t
be
possible”


Alexi

washergoldenretrieverthatshehadboughtafterhergrandmotherpassedawayto
cope
upwith
thestressand
to
keepher
company.
Alexi
was a rescue dog which she adopted from
the
local rescue department. Alexi was like herchild and I couldn’t
fathom the fact that whatcould possibly happen if she lost her. I
couldn’tbelieve
what
shemust
be
going
through.


I was really scared for her because after all
what
she
went
through
inher
life
I
felt
like
it
washer




 






breaking

pointandafterthisshemightdosomethingdangerouslikeharmingherselforeven
resort
to
suicide.


I
was
reallyscared;
I
didn’twant
anything
bad
to
happen
toher.Shewas
like
my
sister
and
I
didn’t
want
to lose her
in
any
way.


“It will take me 15 minutes, I’m coming there
as
soon
aspossible”I
saidrushingtowardsthe
door.


I took my purse and started running towards the
main
door.


“Is everything okay, are you late for the water
park?”
my
momasked


“I’ll tell you everything once I come back” I said
in
ahurry
myvoice echoingin
the
hallway.
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