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Eve was always an outsider. So different from
everyone else, she never made friends easily - until the day she
met Anna, a totally mysterious girl who seemed almost too good to
be true.

 

A few times over the years they had found each other,
and then Anna would disappear, leading Eve to conclude that she is
an imaginary friend - a perfect girl she had created in her own
mind to help ride the wave of difficult teens and other troubles in
life.

 

But what if Anna is real? Could they still be
friends?

 

On Christmas Eve they might just discover that the
magic and love they've found can be held onto all year round.
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First Meeting

 


My story begins, as many do, a long time
ago. A good twenty-two years into the past, when I was just five
years old and lost in, what seemed at the time, the biggest
playground I had ever set foot in. It was my first day in a large
primary school and I was holding my Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle doll closely to my chest as if it were
bullet-proof. My scuffed-up trainers that still had lights in the
heels were slowly guiding me amidst the huge crowd of kids, running
and shouting and playing in every direction I looked. I had a
feeling then, in the pit of my stomach and working its way up
through my chest and, I’m sure, into my eyes, that I couldn’t put a
name to way back then. Now, however, I know it was loneliness.

I was a very shy kid. I would much rather
have sat at home under a tree in our large garden, reading a
book—or making childish attempts at writing one—than outside with
other children. I had no friends, other than Raphael in my arms,
that is. In that playground, I was the only little girl not running
or skipping with a band of other little girls, and, for the first
time, it bothered me.

As I continued to walk forward and be
continuously bumped into and almost knocked to the floor, I moved
with purpose, toward a group of girls sitting cross-legged on a
patch of grass, with their dolls and what appeared to be a small
tea set. I clutched Raphael even closer to me, tugging at the ends
of the red bandana covering his eyes. As I approached, I saw them
notice me and begin whispering to one another. I stood in front of
the small group and smiled at them all, with their perfectly
plaited hair, knee-high clean white socks and sparkly shoes. No one
smiled in return. They looked at my short, scruffy blonde hair, my
face, which probably had dirt smudges on it, my Batman T-shirt, shorts, and then down to my light-up
trainers. They knew I was different, and obviously that meant I was
not worthy to play with the plastic tea set.

One girl got up. She was in my class, and I
had already noticed on this first day how much influence she held
over the others, who all stood and watched from behind her. Again,
feeling that nervousness set in, I smiled and even offered a small
wave to them. Again, it was not returned.

While my arm was up, the girl in front,
Natalie, grabbed Raphael from me, sniffed him and declared, “He
stinks! He smells like poo!”

Of course, the other girls laughed at me and
pointed. Other kids saw what was going on, and soon a large group
was pouting, and laughing, and began calling me ‘Poo Head’.

I wanted to cry. I wanted to run away and
hide from them all. But for some reason I stood and took it for a
full two minutes, clenching my fists against my legs, and feeling
my eyes narrow at Natalie. Something inside me snapped. I stepped
forward and pushed her as hard as I could, with everything I had.
She fell to the floor on her bum and let out a yelp.

Immediately the laughter stopped, and there
were gasps throughout the playground. I looked around at their
faces and then stepped forward again, bent down and picked up
Raphael. Quickly turning around, I stomped off, away from them all,
knowing even then that I was never going to have any friends other
than Raphael. So I hugged him tighter to me and went in search of a
good hiding place. I could still hear the whispers of shock as I
walked away. I kept my eyes down, concentrating on my shoes so I
didn’t really know where I was going. But I found myself at the
entrance of a small hut at the edge of the play ground, near to the
road the school was on. I looked around. No one was watching me
now, and there wasn’t anyone nearby, so I opened the door and
stepped inside.

It was small, cramped space, with small
chairs stacked one on top of the other, and a few desks along the
wall. The room was dusty, with cobwebs dangling from the ceiling,
and it smelt of pencils and paint, but it had a few windows, so it
wasn’t too dark. As I stepped further in, I could hear someone
whispering—another little girl or boy. I saw someone with their
back to me in the corner, hunched over and muttering very quietly.
I felt scared, though only a little, because I was also very
curious, and even in my meagre five years on this planet, my
curiosity would win out my fear, every time.

“Hello?” I called out as I stepped forward
again.

Whoever it was spun around quickly, and I
saw it was a little girl. She had very long brown hair falling past
her waist, and was wearing a dark shirt with a pattern on it. Her
big brown eyes looked shocked that someone else would be here. She
slowly walked toward me, and I saw in the corner behind her a
blanket, a half-eaten sandwich and some books, one of which was
left open on a page.

She wasn’t looking at me in an angry way for
intruding on what was obviously her private spot. in fact, she
looked a little relieved and inquisitive. She was taller than me,
and while my face was covered in smudges and I had kind of dark
skin, she was very pale, and flawless. She took me in: my outfit,
my face, my hair, my doll, and as I prepared myself for the
onslaught of insults and meanness and steeling myself to push her
over, she suddenly said excitedly, “Hi! My name’s Anna. What’s
yours?”

“Ummm…. I’m Eve,” I replied cautiously.

She had a big smile on her face as she held
her hand out to me. I looked down at the hand and then back at her.
She kept smiling, so I slowly took her hand and we shook.

“It’s nice to meet you, Eve,” she said. She
released my hand and stepped back.

“Who were you talking to?” I asked, setting
down Raphael on a nearby desk.

She looked at me with a frown, but then
recognition seemed to hit her. She giggled and walked over to her
corner, picking up the open book and handing it to me. I looked
down and saw it was one of my favourites, Meg and Mog.

“I’m trying to learn to read,” she said with
a shrug.

“OK… Do you go to school here?”

Anna shook her head and began nervously
twiddling a piece of hair between her fingers. “I don’t go to
school.”

“So why are you in here?”

“I like it here,” she replied cryptically. I
looked around again and thought how much I liked it there too.

Just when I was going to ask her more, the
bell rang, and I saw all the kids from the playground running for
the doors, I looked back at Anna, and said, “I have to go.” She
nodded and I walked to the door, picking up Raphael. As I reached
out to the door handle, I asked, “Will you be here tomorrow?”

She nodded, and I smiled and waved. She
waved back.

I ran into the school with a sense of
happiness. I had made a friend.

The rest of my day in school went rather
slowly, I remember, with no one speaking to me, and Natalie and her
friends continuing to whisper mean things loudly enough for me to
hear. I wanted to tell them I didn’t care and that I had made a
friend named Anna and she was nicer than all of them. But instead,
I avoided them and carried on feeling excited about seeing Anna the
next day. When the final bell rang, I ran outside with
my Ninja Turtles backpack on both of my shoulders and Raphael in
my arms. My dad was at the gates, standing taller than the majority
of mums, and even other dads. I sprinted past the other kids in
order to get to him, and my dad, as he always did, ran toward me.
As soon as I was in reach, he scooped me up and spun me around so
that I felt like I was flying. When we both got dizzy, he set my
feet on the ground and gave me a big grin, which I returned. He had
thick blonde hair combed to the side and green eyes that always
twinkled. I ran a hand down his face to feel his stubble and he
stuck out his tongue at me, crossing his eyes to make me giggle. He
stood again and we left through the gates, hand in hand.

“How was your fist day, kiddo?” he asked, as
we strolled toward home.

I thought back on the whole day and
remembered my one bright spot.

“I made a friend, Daddy. Her name is Anna
and she’s really nice, and she was hiding in a hut in the
playground, and she says she doesn’t go to my school, but she is
learning to read, and she likes Meg and Mog, and she said I can go back
and see her tomorrow, and she’s really tall.”

“Whoa, Evie! Breathe, sweetie!” he joked at
my enthusiasm, which made me giggle again.

“So you made a friend, hey? That’s
wonderful. Did you just meet Anna today?”

My head went down and I shrugged,
remembering the sadness I had felt for a lot of the day. Suddenly
we stopped walking, and my dad knelt down to look at me. Sighing,
he lifted my chin up with his fingers, so I could look him in the
eyes. I felt tears welling up, now that I was with my dad, my
protector, my very own Batman. I let the tears fall, and he
gathered me in his strong arms and held me tight as I cried. We
stood that way for a few minutes, and then he gently pushed me back
so I could look at him again. Retrieving a hanky from his pocket,
he wiped my eyes and under my nose. He smiled at me gently, I
smiled in return to let him know I was OK.

“It’s OK, Evie. You’re very, very special,
and you’re going to make lots and lots of friends. But please
remember, sometimes it’s better to have one really, really good
friend instead of lots of friends who…well, aren’t as good? You
understand?”

I nodded at him. I actually did kind of
understand. He nodded and we continued to make our way home. It was
only a short fifteen minute walk from the school, and my dad
pointed at aeroplanes in the sky. We tried to find fairy tracks in
the grass and on the trees, or Big Foot tracks in the mud. I was
utterly convinced Big Foot lived with fairies and angels at the
bottom of our garden.

When we reached our house, my dad opened our
little gate for me, and I waved to the gnomes that sat in our
little front garden. My dad had spent so long making the garden
look pretty with lots of different coloured flowers and stepping
stones. I stood in front of our bright red door and waited for him
to open it with a key. As soon as he did, I ran through our little
house and into our tiny lounge. It was painted a pretty shade of
red, and Dad had placed twinkle lights around the fireplace, with a
thick colourful rug covering the hardwood floor. In the corner was
a bookcase filled with books my dad would read to me at night, or
he would encourage me to read to him. I was actually pretty good at
it for my age. I stood in front of the bookcase, searching and
quickly found what I was looking for: a few Meg and Mog books, the cover illustrated with the
funny-looking witch and her little cat. I smiled and put them by
the door so I would remember to take them to Anna the next day. My
dad was in the kitchen already making dinner. He made a lot of use
of the worktop space by the window so he could keep an eye on me as
I played outside with Raphael, defeating evil wherever we found it;
namely, Button, the neighbours’ cat.

My dad worked very hard through the day,
doing odd jobs for just about everybody we knew. He was a gardener,
plumber, carpenter, electrician, light bulb changer, personal
shopper and, a few times, a doctor or a vet. He was everything to
everyone and because he was capable of so much and still made sure
he picked me up from school everyday and spent time with me each
night, he was my hero. My very own Batman.

After eating tea with my dad at our little
dining table, with more twinkly lights surrounding us and a candle
on the windowsill, and after my dad helped me have a bath and to
put my favourite Ninja
Turtlespyjamas on, I was tucked up in bed. My room was pale
green—my favourite colour—with only enough room for my bed, a
wardrobe and a tiny desk. But again, it felt special to me. More
twinkle lights were around my bed, my bed sheets had stars and
planets on them, and above me were glow-in-the-dark stars, so I
could look at them as I fell asleep. My dad sat on the edge of my
bed and looked over to a picture I had on my wall in a small wooden
frame. It was of him and my mummy. They had their arms around one
another and they were smiling. They were very different in looks—my
dad, blonde with pale eyes and skin, my mum, almost Spanish
looking, with olive skin and long, flowing dark hair. A look of
sadness came across his eyes, but it only lasted a moment, because
then he smiled at me.
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