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The dream comes true

	 

	The night before my last day of grade four I had a strange, comforting dream. I was sitting at the back of the class, drawing in my notebook, and I heard my teacher say, “Class, I’d like to introduce you to someone.” I lifted my head, and there was a girl standing at the front of the class. She had brown hair just a little lighter than mine, a big warm wide smile, and she was my best friend.

	To be clear, I had never seen her before; I didn’t know her at all. But in the way that dreams sometimes have, I knew she was my best friend. The warmth of that stayed with me for hours after the dream stopped. 

	Things weren’t easy for me back then. I was a little different—I didn’t have many friends. I definitely didn’t have a best friend, one of those people you can talk to about anything at all. So that dream felt like a promise. It made me smile while my mother brushed my long, tangled hair; it kept me grinning in the back of the car while my brother pinched and poked me; it even made me laugh out loud at lunch, while I sat alone in the library reading a book. Imagine if she was real, I thought. Imagine the games that we could play! Imagine...

	Imagine my surprise—my shock, my excitement—when, later that day, my teacher said, “Class, I’d like to introduce you to someone.” I lifted my head, and...there she was. The girl I had dreamed about. The same brown hair. The same colour shirt!! The wide smile wasn’t there—she was shy, I think, and staring at her shoes—but I knew she was the girl from my dream. The teacher told us the street where she lived and asked if anyone lived nearby. I raised my hand and our eyes met across the desks. It was really her!

	She had just moved to Ottawa from British Columbia, all the way across the country, and her name was Amy. It was only a few days until the Christmas holidays so she had come in to meet the teacher. In January, she would join our class for real. She only stayed for a minute and then she was gone. I hadn’t said anything more than hello. I hadn’t told her where I lived, or gotten her phone number. I didn’t even know her address! And I had let her leave.

	I thought about it all day, and all night too. I wasn’t used to making friends. I didn’t really think I needed any. I was fine on my own, with my books and my imagination. But there was the dream. It had to mean something, didn’t it? Fate seemed too big to ignore.

	So the next morning, I poured myself a bowl of cereal and sat down at the kitchen table with my mother and my brother. My father usually got up earlier than us, and he was already gone to work. Mom poured me a big glass of orange juice.

	“Mom, I met a girl at school yesterday, and I think she’s going to be my new best friend.”

	Mom laughed. “Oh really? Did she like the same book as you?”

	“No. We didn’t really talk to each other. But she was in my dream.”

	My brother punched me in the arm. “Why do you have to be so weird all the time?” he said.

	“Don’t hit your sister,” Mom said, but she didn’t sound angry. She was too used to us fighting all the time to take it seriously anymore.

	I kicked Josh under the table. “It’s true! I dreamed about her and then I met her!”

	“That’s sweet, honey,” Mom said, but I could tell she didn’t believe me either.  Josh kicked me back.

	“I know she lives on Webster Avenue. Can we go after school and try to find her?” I asked. I gave Mom my very best ‘sweet youngest child’ face. I don’t think she believed the sweetness, but she laughed.

	“Okay, sure. But you’re going to be late, hurry up with your breakfast.”

	My cereal was starting to get soggy, so I snuck a teaspoon of sugar to add to the healthy oat crunch cereal and ate it as fast as I could.

	“Orange juice!” Mom reminded me. I sighed as loudly and dramatically as possible, but I drank it down in four big gulps.

	“Finished!” I had never been so excited to go to school. Because going to school meant it would be over soon, and when it was over, I would get to see my new best friend.

	 

	
The meeting

	 

	We lived really close to the school, so every morning Josh and I would leave together and walk the ten minutes to school. We’d been allowed to go just the two of us since last year, when Josh was thirteen and I was nine. Before that Mom would walk us, or if it was really snowy and cold she would drive us. That year I was ten, and we only get to go in the car if it was really stormy. Even rain wasn’t a reason for Mom to take us to school! She said she had bought a house that was close to the school just so we could walk there, so we were going to walk no matter what!

	I spent that whole day dreaming about my new best friend. The things we would do, the adventures we would have! I was lucky it was the last day before the holidays started, because I wasn’t paying very much attention to what we were learning. But the teachers were mostly showing us videos, anyway, and Mrs Seagull even let us chew gum in class as a special treat. It was a fun day, but all I could think about was when it would end!

	After school on Fridays Josh had basketball practice, so Mom always came to pick me up. On the way home I kept walking faster and faster, until I was almost running! Mom didn’t like that, and told me to slow down more than once. But finally, we were on the street where the teacher had said Amy lived. 

	“Okay, kiddo. Now what?” Mom asked.

	We were so close to my house! I could throw a baseball off my roof and hit this street. It was only a block long, so I knew our search wouldn’t be too hard. But there wasn’t anything really obvious to give me a clue. There were no ‘for sale’ signs in the front yards, or any piles of moving boxes. The street was lined with big tall trees, looking cold without their leaves. There was a sidewalk on one side of the street, and all the houses had yards. Most of them were just grass, but a few had pretty gardens. One had a basketball hoop sitting in the driveway where the car should go, and a half-melted ice fort in front. I knew that meant they had kids, so I decided to give it a try.

	Mom waited on the sidewalk while I ran up the front path, took a deep breath, and knocked on the door. After a second, the door opened, letting out a really strong smell of cigarettes. I wrinkled my nose and coughed—I didn’t know anyone whose parents smoked cigarettes! Especially not in the house. I didn’t want to hang out in a place that smelled so bad. I hoped Amy would want to spend time at my house, instead.

	Except the girl who opened the door wasn’t Amy after all. She was my age, but she had long blonde hair, and I could tell she didn’t like me right off. “What do you want?” she asked. I didn’t think we went to the same school, but that wasn’t too strange. Our neighbourhood had a French Immersion school, that I went to, and an English school, where they only learned a little bit of French starting in grade four. At my school everything but science and English was taught in French, so I spoke it really well. 

	“Does Amy live here?” I asked.

	“I don’t know anyone named Amy.” The girl turned and yelled at someone I couldn’t see. “Hailey! Do you know anyone named Amy?”
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