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			One day in 2021, I woke up after a horrible dream, a nightmare that felt so real that I couldn’t tell if I was awake or still asleep. Since I was only three or four years old, I couldn’t tell the difference. I remember thinking, “Is this real or fake? I... don’t know.”

During that night, I was still asleep. I hated my dream, but I didn’t know I was still dreaming. I woke up crying so hard.
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			“What’s wrong?” My mom asked.
 “Dad didn’t share his cake with me!” I answered. “I asked for a bite of the cake, but he gobbled it all up. I was so mad and sad.”
“It’s a dream. Dad would never do that,’’ My mom assured me.
I gasped. 

“Now I understand! It was all a dream!” I said.
“I will give you strawberry cake for breakfast today.” My mom said 
‘’Yahoo!” I cried.
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				“Now I understand that whenever something impossible happens, I know it’s a DREAM.” I said. My mother smiled and gave me a piece of cake. Every day since then, I wake up and know that my dreams are just thoughts, and I am happier for knowing this. 

	Harper lives in Saratoga, CA. She enjoys playing soccer, and her favorite subject in school is math. She wrote this story because this memory is very clear in her mind, and she wanted to share it with you all. Her favorite part of writing this story is the moment where she is in a dream, but still didn’t know it. She is super-flexible, and she can do the splits from head-to-toe!
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