        M y       Story

Once, when I was five or six years old, I was playing hide and seek with my cousin and my brother. We were in my grandparents’ house. It is old, but very beautiful. We loved playing together there. 

My cousin Korina was counting and my brother Ante and me were hiding. He hid under the bed and I was in the closet. She found my brother because he was loud, but luckily she didn’t find me. She was searching  and searching, but she didn’t succeed. I ran out of the closet and won the game. She was so angry because nobody had ever won her before.

She started counting again and I hid in the same place again. She wanted to revenge. She found my brother again. Then, when she was in a room, I accidentally sneezed! I was so scared that she would find me, but nobody opened the door. I didn’t observe that she  had  locked the door of the closet.

I stayed there for two hours, panicking, yelling, crying. I was so scared and so upset. It seemed to me like being in hell. My aunt heard the noise from the room. When I heard her voice telling: “Hello, is there anybody there?” I started yelling: “Help me, help me!”. She opened the door and saved me. When I saw Korina, she told me: “Are you happy now?”
That was the reason I am claustrophobic now. I am not angry with my cousin anymore because we were kids and I also did a lot of silly things to her.

Now, we’re almost the best friends. Sometimes we talk about situations we got through, laughing at memories of our childhood. 
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