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"Hello" Aunt Marie smiled, chuckling heartily as I opened the door. I gave a slight smile in 

return, slipping quietly into the living room, and continued to read my book. I was not exactly fond of 

my auntie due to her outgoing personality. She was adventurous, unlike me, who would rather stay at 

home with my nose buried in a novel. My parents invited her in warmly, chatting animatedly as she 

had just arrived from Japan after a long holiday. 

I snuggled into the sofa reading one of my favourite books 'The Fault in our Stars', completely

oblivious to my surroundings. Just then, Aunt Marie turned on the fan, fanning herself in a 

sophisticated manner. I stifled a giggle when she sashayed towards the bathroom. My eyes travelled

to the table only to find a stack of crisp fifty-dollar notes. A shudder went down my spine. I still 

remembered the previous year when I had been in cahoots with my friend, Sally who had persuaded 

me to help her steal a watch from a store. We were caught red-handed. Since then, I had never 

spoken a word to Sally. I could never forget that incident. 

I gave myself a mental shake, before returning to my book. Time flew past, and before I knew 

it, it was evening. I was about to leave my room when all of a sudden, Aunt Marie screamed, "You little

thief, I should have known you did not repent at all! It must have been you who stole my money!" I 

glanced up in a confusion, only to meet the eyes of a furious Aunt. The piercing brown eyes 

glowered at me, and I staggered back. When I regained my composure, I hardened my jaw and 

shouted in a leonine roar, "Why would I need your money?"

That was a wrong move. It only made things worse. Aunt Marie stormed up to me and before 

long, I felt a stinging sensation on my cheek. Rage swept over me and I clenched my fists. Tilting 

my chin defiantly and belligerently at Aunt Marie, I glared at her, my shrivelled face contorted 

with rage. My parents rushed out of their room, and upon finding out what had happened, froze in 

horror. An angry frown creased my father's forehead and he flew up in a rage. Immediately, he 

grabbed a cane and brought it down on my knee. 

I yelped in pain when I felt the burning pain and I instinctively ducked away. Tears streamed 

my cheeks as my father berated me, chasing me around the living room. Despite whip after whip, 

I suppressed the urge to raise my voice. Torrents of tears flowed down my cheeks and the 

unbearable shouts of my father made it worse. Finally, I lashed out. "So, you don't even believe 

me? When am I your daughter? Wow! I can't believe you are my parents!" Anger and hate 

consumed me and the words were strung together with scathing sarcasm. The house went 

quiet. My eyes brimmed with tears while I ran to my room. Slamming the door shut, I buried myself 

in my bed, my sobs muffled. 

After what seemed like an eternity, I heard a soft knock on the door. "Are you okay in 

there?" my mother's soothing voice rang.  Drawing in a deep breath, I grudgingly left my room.  As my

mother treated my red marks, I avoided everyone's eyes. It was then I was told that the money had 

been blown onto the floor, behind the curtains, by the fan. Everyone apologised profusely but I remain

silent. They did not deserve my forgiveness! I thought I would never forgive them, but after that, all of 

them treated me well and naturally, I forgave them. 

That incident left a scar on my heart, and I had a clearer understanding of the 

importance of trust.


