The air buzzed with excitement as Ploy, a
vibrant 15-year-old from Bangkok, stepped off
the plane onto Korean soil.

This was her first time abroad, and she could
hardly contain her enthusiasm.

The field trip to Seoul, a city she had only seen
in K-dramas, was a dream come true.

Ploy clutched her camera, ready to capture
every moment of this grand adventure.

As the days unfolded, the students toured
historic sites, marveled at modern architecture,
and sampled delicious Korean cuisine.

One afternoon, they found themselves at the
majestic Gyeongbokgung Palace,

a sprawling complex of ornate buildings and
serene gardens.

While her classmates were busy snapping
selfies in front of the main gate, Ploy's
attention was caught by a narrow,

moss-covered pathway that seemed to
disappear into a bamboo grove.

Curiosity piqued, she decided to investigate.

"Just a quick peek," she reassured herself,
slipping away from the group unnoticed.

The path wound through the grove, and soon,
Ploy emerged into a vibrant scene that took
her breath away.

A bustling traditional market stretched before
her, filled with stalls overflowing with colorful
handicrafts, fragrant spices,

and mouthwatering street food.
Ploy was mesmerized.

She wandered from stall to stall, her senses
overwhelmed by the sights, sounds, and
smells.

She couldn't resist trying a few snacks — spicy
tteokbokki, savory pajeon,

and sweet hotteok — each one more delicious
than the last.
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Ploy practiced her limited Korean phrases,
attempting to bargain with vendors and
chatting with curious locals.

She bought a few souvenirs — a delicate
hanbok hairpin for her mother, a funny
keychain for her best friend,

and a painted fan for herself.

Time seemed to fly by as she immersed
herself in the lively atmosphere.

However, as the sun began to set, a wave of
panic washed over her.

She was lost, alone, and had no idea how to
find her way back to her classmates.

The once enchanting market now seemed
intimidating as shadows lengthened and the
crowds thinned.

Ploy's heart pounded with a mixture of fear and
excitement.

She tried to retrace her steps, but every alley
looked the same, a maze of colorful signs and
tempting displays.

Ploy approached a group of teenagers,
mustering her courage to ask for directions in
her broken Korean.

"Annyeonghaseyo," she greeted them
nervously.

"Gyeongbokgung... eodi?"

The teenagers looked at her with puzzled
expressions.

One of them, a girl with bright pink hair,
responded in rapid Korean, but Ploy could only
catch a few words.

She tried again, this time pointing in the
general direction of the palace,

but her efforts were met with shrugs and
confused glances.

Feeling defeated, Ploy wandered aimlessly,
hoping to stumble upon a familiar landmark.

As darkness fell, the city transformed.

Neon lights flickered to life, street vendors set
up their stalls, and the air filled with the sounds
of laughter and music.
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Ploy found herself in a lively neighborhood,
bustling with people enjoying their evening.

A kind elderly woman noticed Ploy's lost
expression and approached her.

Ploy tried to explain her situation, using a mix
of gestures and the few Korean words she
knew.

The woman smiled warmly, understanding
dawning in her eyes.

She took Ploy's hand and led her to a small,
cozy café tucked away on a side street.

The café owner, a young man with a friendly
smile, welcomed them in.

The woman explained Ploy's predicament in
Korean, and the café owner nodded
sympathetically.

He offered Ploy a steaming cup of tea and a
plate of sweet rice cakes.

As Ploy sipped her tea, a sense of calm
washed over her.

She was safe, at least for the night.

The café owner, seeing how tired she was,
offered her a small room above the café where
she could rest.

Grateful for the unexpected kindness, Ploy
settled into the comfortable bed, her thoughts
swirling with the day's events.

She wondered if her classmates were worried
about her.

She made a mental note to be more careful in
the future, but she also couldn't deny the thrill
of her unexpected adventure.

As she drifted off to sleep, Ploy couldn't help
but smile.

She was lost in Seoul, but she had found
warmth and hospitality in the most unexpected
place.

A sliver of sunlight peeked through the window,
rousing Ploy from her sleep.

She stretched, a sense of hope blooming in
her chest.

The café owner, ever hospitable, had prepared
a simple breakfast of toast and jam.
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As Ploy savored the sweet and tangy flavors,
he entered the room with a warm smile and a
glint of mischief in his eyes.

"Good morning," he greeted her in Korean,
then switched to English, seeing her confused
expression.

"l managed to contact your teachers.
They're relieved to hear you're safe."

Relief washed over Ploy, a wave that
threatened to topple her newfound optimism.

Tears welled up in her eyes, a mixture of
gratitude and guilt.

She thanked the café owner profusely, her
voice thick with emotion.

Her classmates, who had been frantically
searching for her, were overjoyed to hear she
was safe.

A rendezvous point was set, and Ploy,
accompanied by the café owner, made her
way to meet her relieved classmates.

The reunion was filled with hugs, tears, and a
few scoldings for wandering off.

Ploy apologized profusely, promising to never
repeat her mistake.

Her teachers, while relieved, couldn't help but
chuckle at her adventurous spirit.

They knew this would be a story she'd never
forget.

As the group headed back to their hotel, Ploy
couldn't help but feel a pang of sadness as she
bid farewell to the café owner,

who had become her unexpected guardian
angel.

She thanked him for his kindness and
promised to visit again someday.

The rest of the trip passed in a blur of
sightseeing and shared laughter,

but Ploy couldn't shake the memories of her
Seoul adventure.

Back in Bangkok, she recounted her story to
her family and friends, embellishing it with
dramatic flair.
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The delicate hanbok hairpin and painted fan dundaduunviazidandauuasiananmanana
became cherished mementos of her HluaunseIrduaiaruadisa
misadventure.



