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Monday 05
July

 


Dear diary,

 


Here I am
writing to you for the very first time. My name is Jada. I am
twenty years old. I have great hair, excellent skin, (though I
still have those ol’ fashioned freckles!) and am overall in pretty
good health. However I must stress that I am so completely upset! I
lost my job recently after a technical issue with a photocopying
machine. You know how you hit a VCR and somehow that makes it run
again? Well I tried that very same manoeuvre with the photocopying
machine and the manager caught me just as my clenched fist made
impact with the rather pricey company item. The mauver didn’t work
at all, and I was promptly fired. I have been so bummed out about
it that I have had to move back into my mothers place since my
brain is unable to get me moving on my own to give me life’s simple
necessities – food, and a reason to spring up for the dawning
day.

 


It is so weird
being back inside this cottage. In my childhood I used to call it
the gingerbread house – the kind those fairy tale folk Hansel and
Gretal must have been allured to when they were lost in the wood
and in need of some shelter and food. It isn’t made out of
gingerbread of course, but it is covered in those candy colours -
the white painted skin, with orange tile roofing, rails of peachy
lining, and a caramel coloured oak door. It looks good enough to
eat, even after all of these years of having been brushed by wind,
storm, rain, the occasional bucket of ice cold hail, and sun.

 


However the
inside I have found has been given a modern facelift. I don’t
recognise anything anymore. It used to be a classical palace - with
ornate vases, porcelain doll collections, candelabra stands metres
tall, jewelled golden chandeliers, wall mirrors, and lots of
flowered wallpaper for that extra special rural touch. The old
rooms in which I once spent many nights in an ever-changing
dreamland seem so alien now that is has been soldiered up with
thick outlandish decorations, and bulky new age statuettes. Of
course it still looks good, but I was expecting more of a past time
retreat where I could coddle myself inside its shell and forget my
worries and my life dilemma’s. Boo-hoo!

 


Another
downside to staying here is that the house always reminds me how
wretchedly poor I am. I can’t afford anything! I even had to trade
some antique presents that I was given for various birthdays to pay
for the rent at one time. It makes me so depressed!

 


Over that
mother dear has a boyfriend – not the Goth garage band guy she was
with last time I saw her, but this other guy who seems smart, and
very suspicious of everything around him. He’s in university. How
he met ma, I am not sure. I would ask – only I am scared! I’m
glancing at a picture of him right now. He looks very pale. I’ve
never seen anyone in so much need for some sun. He looks almost
ghost-like. It sort of freaks me out as I look at the picture. It
sort of pop in images of those freaky Friday haunting specials that
you can watch on television. If you look closely you can almost see
bone under the top layer of skin. I think I’ll turn the pic round.
There. Now no more ghost guys – no more scariness!



 


So anyway I
think I will unpack and have a bath. It’s soo nice being around a
clean bathroom for a change! I’m going to pour in my bath crystals,
which I’ve had cannd for four years. Hopefully it won’t change the
colour of my skin or anything like that!

 


See ya,

 


Jada

 


 


Wednesday 07
July

 


Dear Diary,

 


 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/7046
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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