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Dedication

 

For Miraya,

I’ve always loved your broad spectrum in making friends. I hope it never changes. In the world of friendship, time is relatively useless. Sometimes friendship grow sweeter over time like a slow baked cake or someone you just met to becomes a best friend in just a bit.

 

 

 

Synopsis

 

Mia is a ten-year-old globetrotter. Her parents are Artists who relocate every year in a new country to stay creative. Adjusting in yet another new school is going to be more fun than she had ever imagined. Just in the first week she is accused of a crime she did not commit. Mia needs to find the real culprit, or she’d be too famous in the school newspaper for the wrong reasons.

She needs help from friends of different clubs. Helping Mia clear her name Rumi, Nix, Dani and Tonya realizes they are perfect as a team.

Trying to investigate the case Mia find her best friends and a new understanding into the world of Friendship.

The silly case of a Cat and her colored tail spirals into the making of the fabulous Snooper squad team.
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1.     Just another First Day!

 

“It is a normal school day like I’ve always had” I said to myself while getting ready for the school. First day jitters are starting to be my second nature. I have had way too many first days in school any normal kid can have.

My parents are artists. So, they believe they need to travel in order to keep being inspired. My mother is a painter. Her life is all around the paintings and having a painting exhibition around the world. My dad is an Astro-photographer. He can name all the stars and constellations in the night sky. He clicks beautiful photographs of interesting nebulae and distant galaxies and contribute to the travel magazines. They believe traveling will keep their inspirations and joy of working alive. I get to tag along!

So, we’ve been on the move for as long as I can remember. We frequently stay at places for more about a whole year for me to get educated. 

Moving to Calgary after living in warm Valencia felt like a drab. It is too cold here. But the beautiful Rocky Mountains, reddish trees and Aurora Borealis here make this city a ‘vision’!

Not something I can say about my hairs. Looking in the mirror, I ran a hand through my messy red hairs. A trait I took from my dad. No matter what I do with them they always look messy. Good I keep them short. Mom says they look best messy on me. But she’s my mom, I bet she’d love me even if I’d looked like a troll. I think the best feature on my face would be my green eyes. They belong to my mom. I hope I grow up to be beautiful like her.

I straightened my t-shirt for the millionth time and got ready. A simple crop tee and jeans attire. Nothing can be more comfortable than this for the first day.  

It’s a Friday. Some logic dad had, about starting new stuff on Friday takes the pressure off the edge. 

This way, my first day would be followed by the weekend to chill the new girl thing off! 

“Excited?” Said mom placing a cereal bowl in front of me.

“Can’t say! Mom.” I should stuff my breakfast and rush out before she makes me any more nervous. 

“Have a happy first day!” Said mom planting a kiss on me. “Dad has wished you too, before he slept at about 5.” 

Being an astronomer, he would often stay up late peering through his telescope. Searching for something beautiful in space to click. 

“Tell him I said thanks. Bye. Cya” I said going out to my bike.

“Love you!” She called out.

I am ten now, almost a teenager. Will it be frowned upon if I yell back ‘love you’?

Not so sure! So, I softly say it back to her “Love you too!” before riding off.

 

* * * * *

Oakleaf Meadows elementary School wasn’t too far from home. The name had a warm feeling to it. Hope the school has it too.

I was to report in Principal’s office, who would introduce me to home-room teacher for my grade. This kind of formality had never happened before. All other schools I’ve been to would throw me directly in the class. Where I'll have to stand in front of them introducing myself, when all the eyes are staring at me. I almost felt too special. So, I sat on the waiting area outside the Principal’s office.

“Good Morning Mia! The principal will see you now,” Said Miss. Anita. A bright smile on her face with a dot in the center of her forehead. 

Her beautiful curly black hairs and her decent Indian attire made her most beautiful person I’ve ever seen. She was the coordinator for my grade. 

“Good Morning and thank you.” I said knocking on the door twice before entering the office. The office had a lot of pictures of the group of kids holding the trophy in the center. Picture of the principal holding an award for something. A table was laid in center with a name board on it ‘Prof. David Lambton’. I was still getting used to the Canadian names. 

Principal Lambdon looked more older than I could have imagined. He was noticeably round in shape, wearing a checkered jacket and his pants felt like were pulled all the way above his waist. Over the scanting hairs, his round nose could be a detectable feature in his face. The lovely lines around his eyes and forehead portrayed him as a lovable personality. 

Across the table was a main office chair where Prof. Lambton was sitting and two visitor chairs on one of which another teacher was seated. He motioned to the chair next to his, insisting for me to sit.

“Hello! How are you, Mia?” Said Principal Lambton looking at me from over a file. He closed it and kept it aside. 

“I was just reading about you.” He said before I could reply.

He has a whole file on me!? 

“You seem to have travelled a lot! I’ve known your dad from a long time before you were born. I am glad he finally came to Calgary. He could not have picked a better year to do so. Our school would be celebrating our 50th anniversary in a few months. We are planning exciting endeavors throughout the year. You will witness the escaped like unearthing of a time capsule. I believe that knowledge would be exciting for you.” Said Principal Lambton in an excited tone.

“That does sound exciting.” I’ve heard and read about founding traditions in schools. Never thought I’d ever be able to experience one.

“I see that you are fond of writing blogs. I like the kind of blogs you have written at such a young age. I guess that comes with experiences you get.” 

I really had nothing to say.

“Thank you for appreciating.” I said plainly.

“This is Mr. Frank Jenkins. Your homeroom teacher.” He said pointing at Mr. Jenkins seated next to me.

“It is just like a class teacher. But with a fancy name.” He added.

That lightened the mood. I smiled at him. I already believed him to be a good teacher. Perfectly groomed black hairs and his square rimmed glasses gave him a friendly look. He could easily pass for Indiana Jones’s alter ego. 

“I’ll introduce you to the class. Hope you have something to tell about yourself. If not, now is the right time to think over it. Wait outside I’ll be right with you.” He said politely.

I thanked both and exited the office. Taking a deep breath, I thought to myself. ‘What am I gonna say?’ The regular! I had a script ready for every first days I had.

I can’t stress enough that the introduction went badly. I think it was too long. 

New classmates don’t like to know where you were born and list of all the places you’ve lived. Most definitely they don’t want to know about your hobbies or talents. 

I should have just said ‘Hi, I am Mia. I’ve traveled enough to write blogs!’

“Thank you, Mia, for introducing yourself so briefly. You can be seated. I believe, in time you will learn the names of your classmates.”

Thankfully the class started before I can think more on it. 

 

First class was English literature taken by Mr. Jenkins. For which I had to read a ‘Where the Mountain Meets the Moon’. Good thing I’ve read it already. We went through some discussions of the details of the story and shared opinions about wishing something for yourself.

At the end of the class Mr. Jenkins called me to his desk. “The classes here have specific classrooms and students walk there. You should also join any of clubs the school offers. We have volleyball club, Art club, theatre club…”

“Cya tomorrow Mr. Jenkins.” Said a girl passing casually with books in her hand to Mr. Jenkins. 

“Miss Tonya, have you met Mia.” Said Mr. Jenkins to her.

Tonya had to stop and be part of the conversation. She didn’t look too happy about it. 

Mr. Jenkins Looking at me now “We also have a journalist club, also known as Newspaper Club. Heedful of your blogging skills you might find it interesting. Tonya will tell you more about it. You can have until the end of next week, to decide where you’d like to join.” He left the class with only Tonya and me facing each other awkwardly.

 

Tonya had the perfect hairs any girl could dream off. She was a brunette with beautiful soft wavy hairs tied low in a neat pony. Adding to her looks was a sharp nose under her Sea blue eyes. Her Printed bow dress with jacket and slacks under them made her intimidating. She could get photographed for the school magazine right now. 

Tonya started as if reciting a rehearsed speech “A newspaper club allows students to experience a variety of journalism types and to gain real experience that not only looks good on a resume but can build confidence for any journalistic career.”

“Oh!” I couldn’t think of any other reply. She made it sound so boring! 

“If you think you can perceive interest in it, let me know.” She said leaving with a smile.

It was oddly hostile. She wants me to stay away from her club, that was very clear.

 She could have just stamped on my feet, that would have felt same!

* * * * *

 

I headed to my new locker. I had to set number lock on it. Thinking of my favorite number for locker, I’ve never done this before. I think I’ll use my luggage lock code. I’ll never forget that.

“Hey! New girl?” said A freckle red haired boy approaching me at my locker. 

“Hi. Call me Mia” I said trying to sound less irritated about the new girl title.

“I am Sherman. I am having a party at my house this weekend. You can come if you like.” He handed me a flyer with some graphics and his address. 

“Sure. I’d like to. Is it your Birthday?” I said with a smile.

“No! Just a pool party” He said looking at me weirdly. Guess people here don’t like being asked about birthdays. 

I dropped all the extra books in the locker. And moved towards the Math class. One of my favorite subjects. 

Teachers here had a very hands-on approach over the topics taught. In math we were revising Area. We were assigned a task to figure out the Area of our Volleyball court. 

The first two kids to get it right, would pick their teammates for the game for the next class, which was Volleyball. 

I wasn’t the first, but thankfully I was second. That’s when the realization hit me. I don’t know anyone’s name! It would be rude calling out with the color of their clothes. Thankfully our Coach Mr. Carson stepped in to help. Coach Carson was a very sporty looking, tall man. But like all the sports teachers I always had, he didn’t have any sign of gym build body.  

 

 “How about you throw the ball at the chosen classmates?” He said passing a ball to me.

‘Cool idea!’ I thought. 

“Dodge the ball back at Mia and yell back your name” He said looking at the class standing in front of us.

This school has the best teachers! 

I was rolling the ball in my hand. I smiled and looked at my opponent who was the first to get the Area assignment right.

“Hi!” I said trying to start a casual interaction.

 “I am Eva!” she said in a friendly way. She was warming up by shifting her weight from one side to another.

Needless to say, my first pick were Tonya and Sherman. 

After a fairly good game our team lost. Eva exactly knew who not to pick! We both laughed about it at the end of the game and shook hand in the good game spirit.

 

Lunchtime always made me nervous! It was the most anxious part of first day in my last school. It was nothing like that here. We were at an Elementary school. That meant that we were the oldest bunch. All other grades were younger classes and grade 5 totally dominated the lunchroom. The atmosphere was loud with everyone talking.

 

I observed that, here people seated in what looked like a club-oriented groups. Walking down with my food tray, I could easily recognize the Theatre group, Volleyball group, Art club, Chess Club. Everyone made a little space on their table as I passed through their tables. 

I was toggling with a different kind of problem here. What if I offend anyone by not sitting with them? 

That’s when Eva called over from a table. “Hey Mia! You can sit here with us.” It would be rude turning down such a friendly invite. “Thanks!” I said setting my tray on the table. She introduced to other teammates from the club. Great more names to remember. We shared casual talk about the school and sports. 
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