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Chapter 1
The Flight Home


The plane finally landed, it skimmed across the land way with a
thump that made us jump.

"You have now landed in Ontario, Canada you may now undo your
seat belts and part for the exit, I hope you  enjoyed your
flight." the speakers blared over the sound system.

Now I only thought to myself, your stay, I wish it was a stay.
Though truthfully once I actually started to make friends, I would
probably move again. See my mom is a writer, she's doing a tour,
she has probably been doing tours for several years now. Every two
years it would be a new book. Claire, my mom, she makes a good pay.
Don't get me wrong, that's how we have been able to afford the
things we do, and been able to move around a lot. I lived in
Wales, England for eight years of my life. After that we have been
all over, you name it. I have probably been there. It may sound
great but you really do get lonely, trying to stay in contact with
the friends I have met is also very challenging. I also try
visiting when I get the chance. That ends up not working out. Make
as much fun as you want of me, the words aren't going to get to me
in time. Once they have, I probably would have moved again.

My names Aurora Dominique Vanderbolt. I am 17 years old and 5'6
and I have shoulder length wavy hair which twirls at the ends like
slinkies . My eyes a deep green, you could get lost in like a
Canadian forest, as my mother would say to me. I am not the
skinniest of girls neither am I the largest of them either. I've
never been the type to follow the herd, and my mom tells me I am
very outspoken. I tend to talk when not talked too. Though the
strange thing is I am also shy at the same time. That pretty much
sums up myself, in short words anyways. Once I hopped into the
taxi, with my mom and our luggage it took a good half and hour to
an hour to reach our apartment. When we got into the apartment and
into our rooms. I immediately fell asleep on the couch. Exhausted
and not ready to go to my fifth school. I woke up to the sound of
unzipping luggage cases, drawers being pulled in and out, and
hangers chiming from the inside of the closet. The smell of a cream
cheese bagel and milk. i stretched my arms and began to munch away
at my breakfast. As basic as the meal was, the messier I still
seemed too eat it. Which caused me in no time to hop in the shower
to wash up. Afterwards, I unpacked my things into my temporary
room, and got dressed. Finally sitting on the balcony to rest, I
sat listening to my mother blabber on about the directions for her
next showing. Which soon enough drove me to boredom and I finally
decided to watch the flowers grow. Finally my mom changed the
subject. 









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





