Kathrina Kim

Period 4

November 16, 2005
Enemies to Friends with Eggs. 


Eew. Today, I got a new neighbor. Shotaro, this fob from Japan. My parents thought that now I could finally have a friend close to home, so I wouldn’t always to go out. Yeah right. Our parents, however instantly clicked, and turned into immediate friends. While our parents were babbling about Japan, stuff that happens here in Cherry Town, education and the stress of having a kid, Shotaro was staring at me as if I was some sort of foreign object. I looked right back at him and said, “WHAT?” and he just laughed at me. 


“You dress weird, Yuka”, was his offensive reply. I wouldn’t be talking if I was him. His shirt had nonsensical english written all over it and his hair was swished in contrasting directions all throughout his head. 


For some abstract reason, maybe that he and I aren’t meant to be friends, we argue about everything. Our parents, however can’t get that simple fact through their heads. We’re constantly sent on errands together, I have to tutor him on engish, and in turn, he tutors me on japanese. I try to be a nice, understanding teacher, and explain the grammar to him, repeating it if he doesn’t comprehend the first time. He, on the other hand jumps quickly to agitation and yells at me in exasperation while he’s teaching me. Pass my house, and you’re sure to hear him shouting at me at the top of his lungs, “YUKA, YOU IDIOT! WHEN YOU WRITE WA AFTER THE SUBJECT, YOU WRITE IT HA EVEN THOUGH IT’S PRONOUNCED WA!” And if I happen to make the same mistake more than once, he would sigh, “in one ear, out the other without going through the brain. So hard to teach stupid students.” 


For an errand, my mother sent me to buy some eggs from the market. Everything is going along well, even though there was just one pack of jumbo brown eggs left, until Shotaro showed up, also sent to buy eggs. As soon as our eyes locked, almost involuntarily, we began to quarrel.


“I was here first, so it’s MY eggs.” I informed him.


“You’re so stupid, you probably don’t know what eggs are for, so give them to me,” he retorted. Shotaro tried unsuccessfully to yank the carton of eggs from me but I ran to the cashier, paid for the eggs and proceeded to run out of the store, Shotaro trailing close behind. When I had to stop at a crosswalk, he caught up with me. 

“Hand over the eggs. Now.” he demanded. 


I made a deal with him. Whoever reached my house first would get the eggs. As soon as the walk sign emerged from the little black box that previously read ‘Don’t walk’, Shotaro instinctively sprinted as fast as he could. I, on the other hand deliberately stuck out my foot on which he tripped and fell. Seconds later a thud and a crack could be heard several yards ahead of me, down the slope. 

I ran down and nervously inquired, “haha, oops. You okay?” 

All I got for an answer was a groan and grunt that I took to understand that he was in pain. I helped him up and supported him grudgingly as we walked at a painstakingly slow pace back to my home. When we finally arrived, Shotaro’s parents saw that his arm was bent at an angle that used to be anatomically impossible for him, and they immediately lashed out at me. 

“WHAT DID YOU DO TO OUR PRECIOUS SON? WHY IS HIS ARM BACKWARDS? WHAT DID YOU DO? I DEMAND YOU TO TELL ME NOW!” 

I was in major trouble and at the hospital my parents started to vociferously apologize to his parents, pausing intermittently to whack me hard across the head. In the end, our parents came to an agreement. I was to take care of Shotaro while he was recovering, do his errands, cook and clean for him and make sure that he isn’t bored. I objected loudly, only to receive another crashing blow across my head. I looked to Shotaro, hoping that he, too would protest, but he gave me an insinuating look that read, ‘you really ought to do that. It’s YOUR fault that I’m disabled now, anways.’ 

After having to take care of him for two months, I realized that he wasn’t such a bad person after all. He was very well educated and had a great sense of humor. 
