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By: Livia

“The Day I met my Best Friend”
 

     My unproportionately massive puppy eyes darted from my red high top shoes to my mother’s hand pulling me
forward. I hid behind her and dragged my feet along the cement pathway in an effort to stall. I didn’t want to go. I
would rather be anywhere else in the entire world but here; starting over is too difficult. I looked up at the glass
doors and they unsealed. The wind lifted my dark sunburn hair and I had to squint my eyes. Once I adjusted to the
artificial lighting I redirected my eyesight upward but I was only able to see the underside of two adult heads. They
talked; my mother and this new lady. 
 
     She was introduced to me as Mrs. N because her full name was much too difficult for a six year old to
pronounce. Her eyes magnetized to my small frame and mine looked back at her. Head askew she scanned my
appearance and zoomed closer. Her face twisted and distorted like I was looking at her through a fisheye lens. One
immense smile enveloped my entire field of view with an alarming unreasurance. I darted behind the safety of my
mother’s back; she was coming much too close for comfort. It made my hair stand on end. Synchronized giggles
floated into the air; my shy demeanor was the excuse.
 
      After being appalled by that short lived encounter I let my eyes circumspectly wander about. From kids
definitely not my age eating in high chairs to the metal barrier blocking my eyes from the noises on the other side. A
flurry of mini footfalls and the resonation of basketballs on the gym floor all highlighted in the synthetic lighting. I had
never seen this type of environment before; it intrigued the cat of curiosity within my six year old self. 

     A little girl my age skipped over at the call of the teacher. She hopped to a stop directly in front of me - still
halfway behind my mother. She eyed me down with pouty lips and eyes only found on a baby bear cub. My hands
unclenched from my mother's leg and I peeked my neck out further; half curious of this new child. 
      She leaned forward and extended her finger to point at me. 
     “This is the new one, right?” she questioned.
     “Yes Sky, meet Violet, she just moved here from Kentucky.” Mrs. N said lightheartedly, “She’s going to follow
you around for the rest of the day, how does that sound?” She said with the bright voice adults usually only use to
talk with small children. 
     “Okay” Sky responded. She looked back at me expectantly, “Follow me”.
     “Oh, alright” I replied weakly. 
     Sky spinned on her heels, her dark cinnamon swirl hair bounced with her. The flamboyant and colorful clips she
had caught the attention of my already feline-like eyes. I followed them up and down as they were animated by her
footsteps. I was following too closely and ended up planting my face into her back when she came to a stop. 
     “Don’t run into me like that” she scolded, upturning her button nose. 
     “Oh, I’m sorry” I managed to squeak, “Your hair is really pretty” I whispered, redirecting my eyes upward from
the ground.  I met hers and she tilted her head reminiscent of a puppy thinking. 
     “Thanks” She said, her copper-ringed burnt sienna eyes met with my timid forest green ones. We stayed there for
a moment, paused in time. The flurry of recess continued on in the background. She grabbed my hand in hers. 
     “Let’s go!” She declared with a euphoric smile. 



     Before I could put up any resistance she jumped into a run; dragging me forward. We ran into the open field filled
with children and the exchange of cheerful chatter filled the extensive space. The trading of warm laughter and bright
faces made me feel snuggly inside. I think I’ll be alright on my first day of school with my very first best friend,
Sky.  
 


