17 May 2015


Ugh…my head. It hurts.  I reached home at 4 o’clock. I was at Ann’s party all night. And Pedro was there too. Yes, my beloved Pedro. This hunk… He came to me yesterday and we had some really nice conversation. Finally! I had thought that he would never decided to meet me face to face. I was dancing with him when they were playing some silly romantic songs. I can admit that the Spanish are very good dancers. Probably, I have fallen in love with him. I feel butterflies in my stomach and I think about him constantly. It’s strange feeling, but it’s nice…But now I must forget about my little affair and be prepared because my mum is coming back from work and she starts as usual: ‘It’s high time you take up some work, my darling, don’t you think?’, ‘Start learning now!’, ‘When I was your age…’ etc. If only she hadn’t figured out that I wasn’t at home at night. It would be a brawl.
I can’t stay at this home any longer. Why is she so intrusive? Why can’t she understand that I know what I do. I am ADULT.

18 May 2015

My life became senseless. I don’t know what I doing. Everything is so hard. I was arguing with mum and I told her many terrible words, but her answer was even worse. She said something that would change my life forever. She told me she told that I’m not her daughter. But it is true. I’m not her really daughter and she’s not my really mother. I am adopted children. She adopted me, when I when I was only one year old. God…When was she going to tell me about it? When I will be 30 years old?! Whether they live??...I regret that my father is dead. Five years is long time, but I can’t forget him. Do they live? What do they do? Who are they?  Why did they leave me?...I decided that I must find the truth. I didn’t know how to do it, but I knew that I wouldn’t ask my ‘mother’. Never. Anyway, how should I call this person? Is she my mother or the stranger? I was patiently waiting until she went to work. When she closed door, I started to search for some evidences or clues about my biological parents. There were many of them in the attic in old chest that used to be closed but I easily found the key to open it. Finally I found my adoption act. My real mother’s name is…Wagner? Erika Wagner? German? I was very surprised…My real father is…John Smith? Very funny…I switched on the computer and I searched the Internet for ‘Erika Wagner, England’. There are three Erika’s in the country. One of the is two years old, the second is 65 years and the last is…36 years and she lives in Liverpool. It’s far from London… But the adoption was made here in London. I wore jacket and I went to the office, which address was on the papers. Unfortunately, I didn’t learn anything here. It’s forbidden to reveal such information and I haven’t got my ID card yet so I wasn’t able to confirm my identity. I hope that next day I will make up something.
19 May 2015

I didn’t sleep at night. I thought about this situation. But something came to my mind. I must go to Liverpool to Mrs. Wagner. It’s obvious that my mum won’t let me go, so I want to flee from house. At school everything and everyone irritated me(especially my best friend Ann with her intrusive questions) and I wanted return to home as soon as possible. When came back I collected the most needed things and I left my house. I had no idea how to get there. Firstly, I went to bus station. I looked around and I walked to nearest bus. It drove to Liverpool. Perfectly! ‘I am lucky’ I thought to myself. I got in, I paid and I started my journey. I had never before run away from house. I didn’t feel like I was doing something inappropriate. Situations that have occurred in our house recently aren’t normal. There are still some quarrels and fights. I don’t remember the last time she told me something nice… I left London. Everyone is in rush. They don’t have time. As always…

20 May 2015

I got out of the bus. My legs hurt, because I had the most uncomfortable seat of all. I‘m dirty, because I spilt the juice. I took my bag and I went to public toilet. The bus stopped for a few minutes, so I went to cabin to change trousers. When I was cleaning dirty ones, a woman went to toilet. She looked like my aunt Ella (she has 5 cats and she smells like catnip). I hoped that it was not her. I left toilet and I sat on the wall. The bus still stood…
Someone touched me. I looked around and I saw a boy He took out my wallet and started to run. I was screaming while running after him. I haven’t kept fit recently and the thief was faster and escaped. I gave up the chase and I came back to bus…But the bus wasn’t there. I just saw its exhaust fumes. I stood bewildered and my eyes slowly started to fill with tears. I didn’t know what I to do…I went to station and I found out that it was the last bus to Liverpool and my destination was 18 miles from here. Hmm… Without money and any means of transport I decided to go hitchhiking. So I took my bag and I started to walk. It was warm evening. I tried to stop a car but without results. I was hungry. At the bottom of my bag I found some money so I bought a sandwich in the nearest shop. After few hours I managed to stop a car. The drivers were two older women. They told me that they had traveled to a concert in Liverpool. They were very nice. They told me about themselves so learnt many things about their dog, house, and some stories from their past…The older woman was so talkative as if we had had known each other for many years. We arrived to Liverpool at 19 o’clock.
The women left me in Center and they drove off to a hotel. I looked around. I had never been in this city. I didn’t know where I to go. I turned on my phone and used GPS application to check where Mrs. Wagner lived. A bit far but I started to walk. I realized that Liverpool resembled London. There were similar streets, buildings, street markets, people… This city was nice. Maybe I will live here in the future? It was late so the traffic was light. I thought about my real mother and I hoped that she was good woman. Different from my mother who brought me up. I stood in front of the block of flats. My heart was beating fast and I was anxious about the meeting. I entered there and found right number. I was very excited. I knocked. Door opened me men after 40 years old .





















-Yyy…hello. Is Erica Wagner living here??

  






-Wagner? No, she isn’t. She sold this flat me three months ago.   
-Ohhh…Do you know where she live now??
   




                              
-I’m sorry, but I don’t know. Maybe you will ask her neighbors? Maybe they know             something?


   






                       

-Ok, I do this. Thank you very much.   
-Your welcome.



   

















                         
He closed the door. I still looked in him door. I sat in a stairs. What I am doing? I hoped that I found her here. Why I am so unlucky? When I was small I broke something or I break something. Always…I did like that man told me. I found out that my real mother live in Newcastle…Even if I wanted go there, I can’t. I didn’t have any money. Moreover, my mother likely seen that there isn’t me and she started wanted me. When I will return, she will has claims and grudge to me.  She will asked me ,,Where do you been?”, ,,Why?”, ,,With who?” God… How much can? This is my problem. I am adult. I have 17 years old and I can    cope. She is so pushy…No. I wouldn’t to go back home. I must get money. Later I will go to  Newcastle and I will find the woman. But it tomorrow. Now I must find place ,where I will   can sleep. Tomorrow I go to job or I find free car.

                                      

21 May 2015










                                             
 






       I sit and I eat my sandwich. In night I slept in the station. It was a bit cold, but I gave  cope. Maybe Now I will go to bus stop and I will look whether it is bus to Newcastle. Later I  will go to park. I will hanging out leaflets. I will a bit earn and I will go there. I hope that my  mother is there…
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