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	***

	I had been working at the store for about three hours when my co-worker left for lunch. I began sorting the returns when I heard someone shouting my name.

	 

	“Savannah!  Savannah Hunt! ” Someone shouted. I recognized the voice immediately. I saw the familiar face poke out from behind an assortment of clothes she was holding. It belonged to Annabel Henning from my old high school. Before I could return the greeting, I found myself being grabbed and put in a tight bear hug. The clothes tumbled to the floor.

	“Savannah, it’s been years.” Her face beamed. “It is so good to see you. You look good, just like you did in high school.”

	“So do you.”

	“Stop lying, she said, placing a hand on her hip. “But I appreciate it.”

	I literally idolized Annabel during high school. Unlike me, she was very popular. I couldn't believe my luck that someone like Annabel could befriend someone like me. Yet she did, and it was a good friendship, one that I treasured until it ended quite suddenly.

	In her senior year, Annabel ran off with Arthur Jackson, an older boy with whom she had been dating only three months. I was the only one invited to the wedding. They were married by a justice-of-the-peace in a quiet ceremony. The marriage took less than ten minutes.  Annabel and Arthur left town shortly afterwards.

	After high school, my mother was diagnosed with terminal cancer. I became her primary caretaker. I cared for her till she died a year later. It was a stressful time. I never regretted looking after her. She was finally at peace, and I was finally free. But free to do what?  I saw my friends falling in and out of love, getting married, and having babies. But my life was at a standstill.

	I  looked up one day and I had gone from eighteen to twenty-four. I still hadn’t achieved any of the things in life that I longed for. Not in my career, not in my love life. 
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