Chapter Two: I Got a Friend





	I went home after school that day with a smile on my face.  I rode my bike home and locked it up when I got to the porch.  I opened the door and smelled the first-day-of-school cookies that had become a tradition for my family.  My mom had learned to be prepared for the worst.  Each year the story was the same; I had no friends.  So each year, the cookies got better, as a sort of a consolation, I guess.  I was glad Mom was none the wiser.  Those cookies smelled delicious.


	Mom heard the door shut.  She came out into the living room with her dough-covered apron still on.  Ronnie followed her out, chocolate icing all around her mouth.  She’d been “helping” Mom with the cookies again.  I looked up at them and smiled as I put my book bag down by the couch.  Mom’s face was covered with flour and apprehension.  She gave me the “it’s okay hon, I’m listening” look and I kept smiling at her.  She stood there waiting for a moment, for me to cry.  Finally, she broke down and asked me.  “How was school today, honey?”


	I was enjoying this.  I looked at my mom and kept the smile on my face.  Ronnie licked her chocolate-stained lips.  “Oh, not too bad, really.”


	Mom’s face remained unchanged.  “Is your teacher nice?”


	“Yeah, Miss Parker’s an old lady.  But she’s nice I guess.”


	Mom waited for me to tell her about the mean nasty kids who picked on me because they thought I was a vampire.  She was expecting it.  But I didn’t give in.  “So, what all did you do today?”


	“Well, not a whole lot... it was the first day, you know.  We got text books and...”  I stopped a minute and looked at Ronnie.  She was pulling on Mom’s apron, wanting cookies.  Mom didn’t even realize she was there.  I continued.  “Mom?”


	“Yes, dear?”


	“Do you care if I go to a friend’s house tonight?”


	She turned to get me a cookie.  “Oh, it’s okay, hon, I made a whole batch just for-”  She stopped halfway to the kitchen.  Ronnie was way ahead of her.  She paused and turned back towards me, with the strangest look I’ve ever seen on her face.  She was probably trying to figure out if she was hearing things and hallucinating.  I was still looking at her with my patient grin.  Then her expression changed to a thankful smile, and she told me, “That would be lovely, Christina.  What is your friend’s name?”


	“Brittany.  Brittany Bopper.  She’s really cool.”


	“... Bopper?!...”  Mom looked even more perplexed but she kept her smile and handed me the phone so I could call Brittany to get her address.  I called her, and I watched as my mom took an aspirin and ate a cookie.  Brittany answered the phone, I got her address, and rode my bike to her house.  Ronnie waved at me as she and my befuddled mother watched me leave to go to my friend’s house.
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