


























C a r o l i n e  D aw s o n

mouth was full, and I had a new Barbie, a real one finally, not some 
cheap imitation. 

I straddled two worlds now: I didn’t believe in God anymore, 
but I’d keep believing in Santa Claus for a long time. Too long—
years—until I was finally told that he didn’t exist. Just before it 
would have gotten really embarrassing.
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