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	She placed the rod whose size was that of a school pencil in Justin’s hands. Justin was kneeling down with her eyes closed, and her hands extended towards heaven. She had come to Justin, looking sleek. Her blond hair stretched down her shoulders. Clad in white gown, long enough that her toes never showed. She was black, and her face carried a broad smile as she looked at Justin in the face. Wow! She stood tall and pretty. Her well set teeth were white like snow. Her eyes were radiating gladness.

	Justin felt the rod and gently opened her eyes to behold it glinting in her hands. She looked around and saw the black blond. Justin had never seen a black blond before, so she got struck by huge surprise at once. Her mouth agape, as she marveled at the wonder that stood before her.

	Justin began to look around again. The surrounding was her room. She could see her bed, blanket, and pillow. Everything her room had ever contained was intact. She was for sure inside her room. Now she could tell herself that with strong conviction. But where did the black blond come from? Justin had two sisters. Blonds though, but she knew quite well they were no black blondes. She finally returned from her wondering journey and took a look again at who stood before her, still smiling.

	“Go ahead,” said the black blond to Justin. “You now have it.”

	“What is this?” Justin looked at the rod rested in her hands and asked.

	“Your wand.”

	“Go ahead, Justin. You’ve been taken care of.”  Justin was shocked to learn that the blond knew her name. 

	“Who told you my name?” 

	“Never mind.”

	“And what’s your name?”

	“Cookie.”

	“Well, Cookie,” Justin uttered, giggled a little, still wondering what was all happening. “Thanks, Cookie... but…well, I don’t understand. This rod. What…”

	“Go ahead now and do what you’ve asked for, Justin.”

	“What do I do with this?”

	“Exactly what you asked for in your prayers. So long, Justin.” Cookie turned and began to walk away. She soon got to the door and opened it. And she was gone the next moment. Justin’s attention was now fully drawn to the rod in her hands. Starring at it intensely, still very much unaware of what it was for or all about.

	It was early in the morning, seven o clock to be specific, in the home of Mr. Sam Jones and Miss Kumbe. Their daughters Jucy and Jeff, twenty and twenty-one years old respectively, were already up, and setting the table for a special breakfast that had fast become a tradition. New Year breakfast of the Jones.  Mr. Sam Jones grew up to see his father doing it. He liked it and wasted no time in adopting it as soon as he began making his own family. Miss Kumbe fell in love with the idea when Sam talked about it in the very restaurant where he asked her to start living with him. Jucy and Jeff grew up to love it too. And there was no iota of doubt at all about their commitment to introducing it in their own future homes. Justin had always participated fully in the special breakfast, but it could not be said for sure that she was all sold out for it. Everyone in the family had always suspected she really cared less and absorbed completely into some other things that gave her much fun. Some drives and some silly ambitions, as they thought it.

