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​Chapter One - Making A Friend
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It was a hot but windy summer day. Everyone was enjoying it except thirteen-year-old Sam Grey. He was sitting playing a video game in his living room when his mom walked in.

Sam’s mom asked, “Do you want to help the new neighbors with their boxes?”

“No, thanks,” replied Sam, not even taking his eyes off the TV screen.

“Well,” said his mom, “let me rephrase that, go help the neighbors with their boxes.”

“But mom,” he complained.

She didn’t say another word and only pointed in the direction of the house across the street. Sam slowly got up, hoping that his mom would change her mind and let her shy teenage son with no friends stay that way. But no, no change of mind as she stood at their open front door waiting for him to walk out.

“This might be a start of a great friendship,” she told him, watching him leave their front steps.

“Or a disaster,” he said, looking back and watching his mom close the door.

The moment that door closed, he felt like he was heading to prison, where that one had open spaces and a lot of freedom. Well as much as his mom would allow, which was a lot.

He couldn’t help that he was shy. Or maybe I don’t put in much effort to change that, he thought, as he finally made it to the new neighbors’ house. No one was out there. See, even God doesn’t want me to help, he thought, turning around to leave. He was happy that no one was there. But that happiness faded when he heard a noise behind him.

“Bonjour,” a sweet sounding voice said.

Even though he didn’t know French, he knew what bonjour meant. “Hello,” he said, as he turned around and saw a girl with the most beautiful green eyes. “Do you need help with your boxes?” he asked. But noticing that she couldn’t understand him, he did his best to show her what he was asking.

“Avez-vous besoin d’aide?” she asked.

“Huh?” he said.

“No, dear,” a woman said, as she stepped out of the house. “You’re asking if she needs help?” she asked, turning to face Sam.

“Yes,” he said. Turning to her daughter, she translated what was being asked.

“Oui. Merci,” the young girl said, as she watched her mom picked up a box and go back inside. “Mére.”

Assuming she was saying mother, he said, “Okay,” as he picked up a box. “My name is Sam.”

“My name is Eiffel Jeunesse,” she said. “Ee-fel,” she stressed, having him repeat it.

“You do speak English,” he said, sounding relieved.

A black cat with green eyes walked over to Sam’s leg and began to rub against his jeans. “Minuit,” she said, pointing at the cat.

“Huh?” he said.

“Cat. Midnight.”

“Ahh, the cat is called Midnight.”

“Oui. Oui.”

With introductions over, he was about to carry the box into the house when a speeding police car went by. He stopped and watched it until it disappeared. Turning to go into the house once again, another police car went speeding by, leaving its dust spiraling into the air.

For Sam, it was inviting. His curiosity was awakened, and so was hers. Quickly putting the box into the house, he rushed out and was about to leave.

“Où allez-vous?” she asked. “Sorry, where are you going?”

“Investigate. Coming?” he asked.

She rushed inside to get permission from her mom, while he rushed across the street to get permission from his. With both being granted, the two of them set off on their bicycles. Eiffel’s bicycle had a basket and in it sat Midnight, who seemed well-pleased and used to being in it as the rider with her blonde hair dancing in the wind went speeding towards an unknown.

Meanwhile, their parents were getting to know each other and became fast friends. Ms. Grey told Eiffel’s mom that she was surprised when Sam came rushing in to ask if he and her daughter could go on a bicycle ride.

“Why?” asked Eiffel’s mom.

“My son is super shy and never had a friend in his life.”

“Wow!” she said. She knew more English than her daughter.

“And when his dad died three years ago and we moved here, he just went into a deeper shell.”

“If he’s in a shell, Eiffel will bring him out. She’s not shy at all.”

“I wonder what they’re up to,” Ms. Grey said, as she carried a box into the house.

Eiffel and Sam were standing not too far from the Rugards’ townhouse where a crime was committed. She wanted to move closer; he wanted to stay where they were.

“We really can’t hear too much from here,” she said in broken English. “And je ne comprends pas.”

“I don’t understand,” he said.

“See, you know some French,” she said, getting excited.

“No, I don’t understand.”

“That was what I said,” she said.

“This is confusing,” he said.

But no one was nearby to hear what he said. Eiffel and her cat, Midnight, had moved closer to the house. She waved her hand at him, signaling to him to move closer. For a minute, he thought about not moving. But his feet didn’t agree with that, for there they were rushing to where she was standing.

“We can hear better from here,” she told him.

They stayed until the police finished their investigation and until their cars drove away.

“What now?” Sam asked.

“Demain. Sorry. Tomorrow we’ll come back,” she said.

“To do what?” he asked.

“To investigate,” she said, lifting her cat and putting it in her basket. Getting back on their bikes, they went back home. They arrived just in time to carry the four remaining boxes.

Their parents waved goodbye to each other; their children smiled at each other. When the Greys were back home, Ms. Grey looked at her son and then gave him a hug.

“What was that for?” he asked, feeling embarassed.

“Making a friend,” she said, before going upstairs.

Instead of going back to play video games, he also went upstairs and into his room. He pulled an old suitcase from underneath his bed. Opening it, he pulled out a binoculars, a notepad and a pen. Sleep that night was the last thing he did. Eiffel, on the other hand, slept.

But before she went to sleep, she took out a white notebook with her name on it from under her bed. In it she updated the events of the day. Then she turned off the lights and went to sleep.
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