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The first thing I noticed was her hair. It was a short curly vibrant pink, flaming with

personality. Quite a contrast from her stoic expression. Her mouth upturned in a deep frown, her

brows harsh. I wondered why. She stood leaned against the bricked wall. As I glanced closer I

saw her ears adorned with many piercings. On her neck stood a golden necklace in the shape of a

small bee. Other than that she seemed to blend into the crowd of the teenage body. I’ve never

seen her before. I don’t  even know her name. Even still, without trying, she pulled me in. As I

progressed her way, the bell rang.

Classes went by quickly, though they were not truly over. The homework piled up over

the course of the day. My friends decided to head to the library to attempt to finish what has not

been done. I grabbed my backpack and hurled it onto my back. It was gloomy and wet outside,

as it had just stopped raining, but not too much to be a hassle. Once we started walking, I started

to lag behind, thinking about the girl with the pink hair. What was so mystifying about her? I

stopped my thoughts when we arrived not much later. With no hesitation we made our way over

to the old withered tables. Ouran was a small and rural town. Not many people came in, not

many people left. Everybody seemed to know everyone, but I guess that is not the case. The

library was a small place that not many wanted to explore. People rarely came in, which made it

the perfect place for a peaceful environment.
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It was here that I saw her again. My friend Aaliya was arguing with Bodie over if the

answer was 21 or 24. Getting a headache I started to tune out their bickering. As I was looking

around, I saw her. She was walking down the graveled street, stepping through puddles. She

walked with purpose, but slow. She looked around taking in her surroundings. Suddenly, her

head turned to the side and looked in my direction. It was hard to tell if she was truly glancing at

me through the fogged window. My blood turned cold. Suddenly, a painful smack snapped me

back to focus. Aaliya and Bodie looked at me with questioning glances. I smiled sheepishly. I

looked back out the window to see her gone. I turned back, and dived back into the conversation.

Once home I asked Mom if she knew of any new residence in the area. She looked at me

curiously, but shook her head no. Soon the night soaked the sky, and I prepared for bed, all the

while thinking of her. I would have to find her tomorrow and ask her name, and where she is

from. Maybe we could be friends, she is interesting. With that final thought, I drifted off to sleep.

The next morning came fast. I jumped out of bed getting ready for the day. Deciding on a

bright pink sweater and jeans, a cozy but friendly outfit, I made my way out the door. My yellow

bike was sitting patiently by our grey fence. Picking it up gently, I hopped on and was on my

way. The day was bright, reflecting my mood and telling me of today's success. Ouran High

came into view, making me decrease my speed. I started to look around, hoping to see a curly

pink afro. There was no luck, but I did not let that hinder my mood. Parking my bike on the rack,

I saw my friends waving at me excitedly. I strolled over quickly, making sure to look as calm as

possible. “Hey Zaria! Let's go grab some snacks really quick!” says Aaliya eagerly with Bodie

nodding. I agree, and just like that we all head to the snack bar. I make sure to keep an eye out

for a certain pink haired person. Still no sign of her. We head to our classes, giving a quick

goodbye. The bell rings and class starts.
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The first couple of classes go by quickly, and soon it is lunch time. Since this town was

small each grade level shared a lunch with other students in that grade. I remember seeing Pinkie

go into Mrs. Andrews class, who is a 9th grade teacher. That means she would be in the same

grade as me. There was no way she could get past me this time. After my friends came from their

respective classes we made our way to the lunch line. Today was Sloppy Joe with fries. Not my

favorite meal, but it would do. I forced us to sit at a table right by the door. This way I could see

everyone who comes in or goes out. I try to stay engaged in our conversation, but my eyes start

to only focus on the door. She wasn’t in the lunchroom, so I know she has to come through these

doors. Another bell rings, alerting us that lunch is over. This disappoints me, as I did not

accomplish my goal. Treading the halls slowly I make my way to my last 3 classes.

School is finished, and I can’t stay any longer. I wanted to wait, but had to let the dogs

out. As I rode off, I sighed. Better luck tomorrow.

Tomorrow turned into the next day, then the next. Days turned into weeks, the weeks

turned into a month. By this time I am beyond frustrated. No one seems to know who I am

referring to when I ask around, and give me weird looks. it ‘s as if she didn’t exist. I even drew

pictures of her, to remember. Pinkie has taken over my life. She took my thoughts and emotions

and left with them. A knock resonates through my room. My mom steps in with weary steps.

“Zaria honey, come downstairs to eat, “ she says with a strained smile. Turning to her I nod, and

she exits the room. The dinner was beef stew, my favorite. Something is wrong. My mom never

makes my favorites unless it's my birthday or she has news. It wasn’t my birthday. “ Honey,

you’re not going to school tomorrow. Okay?” she says with a shaky breath. I didn’t understand

why, but did not want to question it, so I ate in silence. After the awkward dinner I returned to

my room, thinking about where Pinkie went.
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Sometime later I fell into a deep slumber and had to be awoken by my mother. She gently

shook me and told me to get dressed. Sleepily I complied getting ready. She made a light

breakfast of eggs, bacon, and toast. She ushered me toward the car and just like that we were off.

Once we drove out of the town limits, I began to question. “Where are we going?” I ask wearily.

She doesn’t respond. “Mom” I ask again. She looks at me with tears in her eyes. “You are going

to see someone, someone who can help you.”

“What do you mean they can help me?” I question. “ Honey, you are seeing things. It is

not healthy and is taking over your life. I am taking you to a healer, I have heard good things

about him” she replies. How dare she. She thinks I’m seeing things, I know I saw her. Even

though no one else has, I know I saw her. I become filled with rage “how could you. You think I

am lying? You think i’m making all this up!” She doesn’t stir, just keeps driving.

I have to get out of here. “Mom, I have to use the restroom.” I say with desperation. She

looks and tells me to wait 5 more minutes. We start to pull into a rest stop and she lets me out. I

walk into the building. I really didn’t have to go, this is just an opportunity to escape. I steal a

map then look for another route outside. I end up finding a back door. It leads into the woods, but

It will have to do.

Immediately after I walk out the door, I sprint. There should be a town a few miles ahead,

I’ll go there and stay for a while. I had no plan, but it's better than going to some shady miracle

worker. The trees were tall shading me from the intense heat.

I have been walking for a while now, and seem to be lost. I don't know which way I

came from  or which direction to go. I sit on the grass as tears of frustration start to seep from my

eyes. Suddenly a branch snaps.Highly Alerted I guard my body. Out of the corner of my eye I

see a speck of pink. It comes closer, taking small steps, till it stops in front of me.
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It’s her. I lift my head up, and stare at her. Her intense eyes stare into my soul. At first she

glares at me, then she gives me a look of pity. She reaches for her neck and unclasps her butterfly

necklace. She hands it to me silently. With one last look, she waves and says a small “bye”.

“Wait!” I yell desperately, trying to run after her, but she is gone with the wind.

After I believe all hope is lost, the necklace starts to glow. I peak at it, and it starts to

flutter. Frightened, I drop it. As it falls it starts to rise again. A real purple butterfly, stands in its

place and lands on my fingers. It starts to fly off and I take it as my cue to follow. We make it out

of the forest. There a town was in full swing. The butterfly starts glowing again, and turns back

into the necklace. I quickly pick it up and place it around my neck. I walked to what seemed to

be  a supermarket. They immediately allowed me to dial my mom. She started to yell at me, but

this time I didn’t mind. The store clerk talks to my mom and tells me she is on her way. I was

instructed to stay put and wait.

My mom’s red KIA pulls up, and she quickly jumps out. She runs to me and engulfs me

in a warm hug. “I was worried sick!” she exclaims. I respond with, “I know, it won't happen

again. I’m okay now. Let’s head home.”


