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			I felt the icy waves around my ankles as I watched the evening sunset. The vibrant colors of the sky, the salty ocean breeze, and the hot sand made the day more relaxing than it already was, if you don’t count random strangers asking me for my autograph every ten minutes.
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			My dad is an entrepreneur of some famous company, and my mom is the chief editor of a fashion magazine. It made sense that people would want the autograph of the daughter of two different millionaires. (Also known as Juliana, Julie for short.)
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			I sighed. I just loved the beautiful L.A beach but, I needed to get home soon. My BFF, Ivy, was coming over for a sleepover and my dad wanted me to get home early so I could ‘prepare’. Whatever that means. I slipped my sandals on and headed towards our limo. (Yes, we have a limo, that’s what happens when your parents are millionaires.) Anyway, when I got to our house (basically a mansion) I saw Ivy waiting for me in our doorway.
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			“Julie!” Ivy shrieked. “Where were you?!” She said, flinging her arms towards me. “Ivy! I was only at the beach!” I told her, laughing. “Oh, well, let’s go inside,” She said. Later, at dinnertime, Ivy said, “Julie, guess what,?” “What?” I asked, chewing on a piece of steak. “You’re invited to…” Ivy paused for dramatic effect. I couldn’t resist waiting for whatever Ivy had to say so I simply whispered… “Ivy, spill it.” Ivy playfully rolled her eyes at me, but said, “My birthday party! I don’t know what time or date it’s gonna be but any way, you’re invited!”
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			Whoo hoo! I was dying to know when the party was going to take place, but I was so excited! The day after Ivy left, I heard a knock on my door. “Yes?” I answered, opening my door. “Hi Julie,” my mom greeted, stepping into my room. “Oh, Mom!” I exclaimed, giggling nervously. “I thought you were in Paris,” I said. “The flight canceled! Can you believe it?“ My mom said, frowning. “Ummm…” I stammered,not sure of what to say. “Any way, I was wondering if you would like to come with me on my business trip to New York.”    Mom continued. New York? I was speechless. New York is one of the most luxurious cities in the world! The Empire State Building, Statue of Liberty, and Times Square! Without hesitation I obviously said yes.
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			“So!” Mom said brightly. “The flight leaves in three days on Monday, August 9th.” Mom informed me. Yay, another jackpot! This day was getting greater and greater. Just as my mom walked out of the door, my phone chimed, meaning that I’d gotten a text. It was from Ivy and said:
Hi Julie! I finally decided on a date and time for my party! It’s gonna be on Monday, August 9th.
There was dead silence and I cringed. Monday, August 9th? That was the exact same date of when I was going to leave for my trip to New York! How could I turn down Ivy’s invitation so quickly?
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			I sighed, filled with disappointment. I would have to text Ivy back:
 Hey Ivy, I would love to go to your party. I’m so so sorry but,I just can’t make it. I have to go to New York and my mom already has the tickets ready. Sorry :( 
Minutes later, Ivy responded:
Fine
Please don’t be mad at me I texted. No response. Argh! I just made Ivy mad because of a dumb flight to New York! I’m such a horrible friend!
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			On Monday I was still miserable, still thinking about Ivy. Mom insisted that I should ‘tune out’. I know right? How can you tune out in New York. That just made my day even better-I mean worse. I sadly looked out the window as I thought about how much fun everyone would be having without me. About six-and-a half hours later, we arrived in New York.
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			Just as we got in a yellow and black checkered taxi, my mom handed her phone to me. I looked at her, confused, and she whispered, “It’s for you.” I saw that someone was calling me and I looked at the caller ID…Ivy! She was calling me! With trembling hands I nervously said, “Hello?” “Julie!” Ivy shrieked. “Why aren’t you answering all my calls and e-mails? Are you mad at me?” “What, no!” I answered, surprised. “I thought you were mad at me,” I explained. “Of course not! It was just that my phone battery died so I couldn’t respond,” She said. “And?” I asked. “And I’m in New York too!”She screamed, barley containing her excitement. “Meet me at Central Park at three,” Ivy said. “Bye!” I loudly whispered.
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			Later that day I got to Central Park. Hmm, I didn’t see Ivy anywhere! Just when I was about to give up searching for Ivy, A voice surprised me. “Julie, you’re here!” Ivy said. “Why would I not be here?” I laughed. Ivy shrugged. “I dunno,” She wondered. “Anyway Julie, come on!” She said. “Okay, okay.” I agreed. “Then follow me.”She grinned, leading me to a table.
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			About The Author:

5 facts about Gippeumi N:

1. Likes to draw
2. One of her favorite foods are chicken wings
3. Wants to have a pet dog someday
4. Favorite colors are pink, blue, and purple 
5. Likes to listen to music



7 fun facts about Gippeumi N:

1. Nine years old.
2. Rising 4th grader.
3. Lives in USA, Virginia.
4. Lives with her brother, mom, and dad.
5. Liked writing since she was five.
6. Lived in four different places before.
7. Likes traveling.
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