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					Winter settles over this town like a heavy blanket. It hushes the world and buries my voice under the frost.

					The cold steals my thoughts before they can escape.

					Now, only a ghost of a word leaves my freezing lips. A silent puff of smoke in the bitter air.

					I am waiting for the heavy ice in my

					throat to crack.

					2
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						Chapter 1.

						The World Goes White
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					The moving truck was a glaring, offensive shade of yellow.

					It shone bright as a bruised banana against the endless winter gray.

					Thick clouds of exhaust spit into the freezing afternoon air as we finally pulled into the icy, unfamiliar driveway of my new life.
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					Back home,

					the relentless sun baked the cracked, desert pavement.

					The heavy air hummed with the electric song of cicadas and block parties.

					It was a beautiful, sweltering, chaotic kind of summer noise that I always took completely for granted before the frost arrived.

				

			

			
				
					6

				

			

		

	
		
			

			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				
					I left all my comfortable, warm words behind in that dry desert heat.

					They got packed by mistake in a cardboard box marked Fragile.

					Now they are buried deep under heavy, scratchy wool winter coats that I never truly believed I would actually have to wear.
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					Here, the relentless, falling snow simply swallows every single sound.

					It heavily blankets the slanted neighborhood roofs like cold flour.

					It buries the red fire hydrants right up to their metal chins.

					The entire world is muffled into a ghostly, unbearable kind of quiet.
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					Mom cheerfully says it’s a brilliant, fresh new start for our family.

					She calls it a bright, blank white page just waiting for our story.

					But all I can see is a heavy-handed, ruthless winter eraser that wiped my colorful, noisy life completely and suddenly clean.
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					I stand shivering by the drafty, rattling living room window.

					The intricate frost ferns spread their silver leaves across the glass.

					Tiny, delicate crystal forests grow silently in the shadowed corners, building a solid, icy wall between me and the world outside.
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