
Pale skin and rosy cheeks aren’t unusual: people are different, their skin tones are different, their hair, fingers, nails, stomach are different. Sam wouldn’t find it weird at all. Everyone isn’t sun-kissed like him. But that boy’s eyes – oh his eyes – milky, orbs barely visible, pupils a little darker. The person looked familiar, yet -  he didn’t.

The boy’s eyes squinted happily, a joyful grin almost splitting his face in half, and that’s when realization hit Sam like bricks, knocking the air out of him and stopping his heartbeat for a second – the boy, the ghostly figure was his cousin, a young Korean teen, always full of energy with messy hair and big sparkly eyes.

Sam sat next to him, his limbs feeling like jelly, and he jumped slightly when a cold hand touched his forehead. He glanced at his cousin, lips tightly shut, brain shut down. The boy beamed again, squeezed his knee and said: “It’s nice to see you!”


Sam loved him, played tricks on others with him, cried during Disney movies with him but he cried at his funeral alone. He tried to wake up, just calm down but the question: “How did you die?” took all the hope away.
