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				My name is Alex, I’m taller than average, have a messy cut that makes my red hair glisten, and love to dress sporty at school. I work out at the gym so I have an athletic build, and have hazel eyes. And just two months ago I was happily living in Paris, France, attending the best private elementary school. I already had a middle school scholarship lined up. I was at the top of my class, captain of the ice hockey team, and lived happily with my parents. That was until Italy declared war on us. France was in dire need of help, food and supplies were cut off, taxes were raised, and we sometimes went days without sleep, as the ground force was often outside patrolling the streets for spies. There were weekly house checks, thieves on the streets, schools started to close, businesses went bankrupt, and everyone was slowly dying or fleeing to different countries. At the worst time possible, a plague broke out. Next thing I knew, my dad decided we would move to America. He said he had gotten a job offer and that we would fly there tomorrow. 
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				“Dear Journal, just yesterday I was complaining about being stuck in France, and now I’m complaining about America and all of it’s funny people with accents and clothes.” As I finish writing, my father with his kind but booming voice calls me down. The only thing different this time is the sharp tones and the fact that he says my full name, Alexander Alan Rob. As I rush down the stairs, I nearly faint at the sight of my mother. Her once golden hair had started to turn white. Her beautiful skin has faded to ghostly white, and her sweet smile had turned into slight frown. My father in his booming voice tells me to go gather some hot water packs. As I slowly turn towards the kitchen, I catch a glimpse of the dark circles under his eyes which prove he’s been up all night trying to help her. While I fill up the pack with some water, the fact that my mother caught the plague swirls around in my mind. I then dash towards my parents worriedly.
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				The next morning when I wake up, I find my mother laying on our navy blue couch with her eyes gently closed. I look towards my father in search of any hope, but his swollen eyes and six empty tissue boxes tell me all I need to know. I sit next to my father and he gently embraces me into a big bear hug. The funeral was held the next day. I started to drop, and I started to get so sad that out of the blue, I would just start to cry. I would also throw tantrums and yell at my dad for the smallest reasons like dropping a piece of rice on the table. One day, he banned me from his office. I didn’t mind, but all I wanted was for my mother to come back. Or at least to go back in time and revisit one of my memories. My father was in that room so much, it started making me curious about it.


			

		

	
		
				He started going into that room so much I half thought he slept in there. I actually was getting madder and madder because he was hiding secrets from me. My grades started to rise again and I even decided to try out for the Ice Hockey team. Although everything during the day started looking better and better for me, my father started spending more and more time in the office that sometimes I went days without seeing him. At night, all the clicking and clacking from the office both kept me up, but also interested me more and more on my father’s mysterious contraption. There were very few days that when I got home I would see my father making dinner in the kitchen, I would act nice and ask questions about the office, but he would just shrug them off and continue. Other days, all I found was food in the fridge for dinner and the sounds of gears turning.
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				Finally ,my dad came out and I rushed into the room, but he somehow managed to shut the door right before I darted in. That resulted in a loud BAM, which was then followed by a long groan. As he walked past me, he mumbled what sounded like a “I’m going out  to eat, don’t go into the office.” Of course, I was curious, so as soon as I heard the rutta-tut-tut from the engine, and saw the crisp white Honda pull out of the garage, I darted towards the door knob. The gears in my mind were turning. I felt so mad that my father was hiding secrets from me, but also the knot of guilt tightening in my stomach. Torn between obedience and curiosity, I slowly peered into the room and saw a pair of VR goggles. Without thinking, I put them on and flipped the power button.


			

		

	
		
				When I saw what was inside, I immediately felt the tears forming in my eyes, but fought to keep them in. Inside of the goggles were realistic videos of some of my favorite memories. Most of which included my mom. I was so entranced by the video, I didn’t ever hear my dad pull up into the driveway. Not when he opened the front door, not when he entered the office. Only when he put on the second pair of VR goggles and I saw a holograph of him standing next to me, and felt him holding my hand. I realized that he didn’t mean to hurt my feelings, he only wanted to help me. When we both slipped out of the VR goggles and I saw that warm smile, heard that booming laugh, that I realized what I had forgotten a long time ago. My father will be there for me, no matter how far, no matter how long, he will always be there. I just remembered something he said to me a long time ago, “Alex, no matter how dark things got, I will always be the light there to guide you to hope.”
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				My name is Iris H, I’m 10 years old, and live in Cupertino. My family is from Taiwan, Singapore, Malaysia, and China. I am a ice hockey player, but also play soccer and do martial arts. I like to read fantasy books about mystical creatures. In my free time I like to doodle on paper. I wrote this book because I wanted to write a book that makes the reader feel sad, but concludes with a happy ending. In fairy tales everything is all cheery, so I wanted to do something based on reality. My personal favorite scene is the scene where Alex and his father make amends and forgive each other. One fun fact about me is that I can turn my tongue sideways.
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