Forever Your Best Friend
By: Jessica Bartlett
They are my world. My heart. They are who I am. They are the two things that have kept me here. Without them, my life would have ended long ago. They make me strong. They’re the ones I call when I cry. They make me laugh. We are part of each other. Three parts of a whole. If I lost them. What would I be? I would be a lone body with no soul. They are my soul.

It was a beautiful day. Not dark or gloomy. Not a cloud in sight. No sign of catastrophe. No dark omen hanging over our heads.

The three of us laid in the grass, on top of a hill; tops of our heads made a circle. Our hair all tasseled together in the center. We laid there as a wonderful summer day drew to a close. The sun was setting and a million different shades of purple, pink and orange blanketed the sky.

We were giggling. Reminiscing over all the past summers we had spent together. Excitingly discussing the summer, which had just barely begun. Making plans, dreaming that that moment would last forever. 

We were all so different, and yet so the same. We were like three very different shaped and colored puzzle pieces that fit together perfectly to form a beautiful picture. But without one of the pieces, it didn’t seem right or look as beautiful.

We had been through so much together. More then most. We were there for each other. Going through it all together made it worth the tears, heartache and pain. Just because we did it all together. It made us strong. It made our friendship strong. 

They’re the loves of my life. Most people look for that one person that makes them happy, that completes them. Their true love. I’m lucky. I had two.

We had spent the whole day together, running around like we were twelve years old again. We were at my house. It was late and we were bored. No one was home.
We took my dad’s keys to his spare car.  
We knew that if we got caught we would be dead. 

If only we had known how true that statement was.

We drove cautiously; only on back rounds. What could go wrong? We thought. It was only a little joy ride. If only I had know that that little joy ride with would take my heart with it when it was over.

There wasn’t a car insight. We figured nothing would happen. And why would it? I wasn’t doing anything wrong, exactly. My dad would never know that we took his car. 

Then a truck.

We could see its lights in the distance. But still we thought nothing of. It I just slowed down a little and moved over to the side of the road a little so it could pass. No problem. Then we saw that the truck was driving fast. Too fast. Taking up the whole road. I tried to pull out of the way. But it was too late. The truck didn’t even try to stop until it had already hit us.

We were spinning. The brakes were only making the car swerve more. The car flipped on its side. I could hear was sirens in the distance, coming closer. That was the last thing I could remember hearing.
The last thing I could remember feeling was Lily’s scared hand clutching my forearm tightly in the passenger seat next to me. And Lacey in the back seat, holding tightly to the back of my tee-shirt. Then I felt Lily let go of my arm and Lacey let go of my shirt; and I drifted into darkness.

I woke up in a hospital bed. They were gone. I knew it; even before anyone uttered the words to me. I could just tell. My heart wasn’t beating the same way. Like it was just beating to beat. No purpose, no reason.

“Riley!” Screeched my mother with tears streaming down her cheeks, as she saw my eye lids flutter open. Both my parents ran to my side and hugged me. I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t say anything. They told me what had happened. That they were dead. That the truck driver was drunk and lived without even a scratch. What injuries I had. Nothing but a few stitches on my head a couple broken ribs. I still couldn’t talk; my body wouldn’t allow it.
How could I walk away from this and make a full recovery. While Lily died instantly and Lacey didn’t even make it to the hospital. How was it possible? I thought. My body was shaking. I didn’t believe it was all real. I didn’t want to believe it was all real.

It’s just a nightmare. You’ll wake up soon. I kept telling my self over and over again. But each time I pinched my self or slapped my self across my own face to wake my self up. I opened my eyes to find that it was real. My real life nightmare. 

I returned home from the hospital to see Lily’s sweatshirt hanging over my chair just like she left if before we went on our little joy ride. And Lacey’s Tee-shirt strewed across my bed. I picked them up and held them tightly to my chest. Rocking back and forth hoping that when I opened my eyes again they would be standing in front of me saying that it was all just a bad dream. Then I spoke for the first time since they died. “Why” I muttered helplessly. “Why couldn’t I have died too?”
But them my little whisper turned into screams. I couldn’t cry. So screaming was the closest I could get. I knew why I couldn’t cry. My soul was gone. I wasn’t human anymore.

I couldn’t eat, I couldn’t sleep, I couldn’t cry.

At the funeral, people kept telling me that I should be thankful to be alive; and to thank god that I was ok. I wasn’t thankful to be alive. And I most certainly wasn’t thanking god for anything at that moment. Every single person there was crying except me.

How was I going to get through the summer, without them? I hadn’t spent a summer apart from them since I was a little kid and I didn’t know how I was going to do it. Let alone how I was going to make it through the rest of my life without them by my side.

That night the sun set just as it did the night of the accident. The last time Lacey and Lily saw the sun. I sat on a swing in my back yard that we use to play on when we were kids. 

I flashed back to when the three of us were probably about eleven years old. It was pouring outside one morning. And we had a sleepover the night before. The rain was coming down in buckets. And as soon as we woke up we ran outside in our pajamas and bare feet and danced around skipping through the mud. Singing, “April showers bring May flowers!” On the top of our lungs. It was one of the perfect moments. I had only ever had moments like that with the two of them. They’re the some of the best memories of my life.

 I missed them so much. I didn’t think it was possible that I could feel this much pain. I wished so much that I would have died too. Then at least we’d be together. I wanted to die. I didn’t feel any reason why I should still be alive any more.

I remember when we were fourteen and I was struggling with depression. I was hurting myself. “Think of how much we would miss you. Don’t do something like that; think of your family, think of everything ahead.” Lily had once said to me. I remember how she told me how upset and scared Lacey was.  How they didn’t want me to out myself just because I was upset. I remembered when I told them I wouldn’t do it. They made me promise. What would they say if they knew what was passing through my mind at that moment? The little part of me that was left was told me that they would never want me to do what I was thinking of doing.  Even if it did mean I could be with them again.
Every night I went to bed thinking that it would get easier. But each morning I woke up that remember that my best friends had died; and that I was alone. Each day was only worse then the day before.  

I felt so lost. I felt like nothing in my life would ever be right again.  I couldn’t picture my future. Not without them. I still couldn’t cry. But I got mad. Mad that they were gone and that I was stuck here. When I was so frustrated because the tears wouldn’t come, all I could do was scream.
I wanted to talk to them. I wanted them to make me laugh. I wanted not to feel so abandoned. They knew me like no one else did. I missed how when I told something to Lacey, even if she didn’t say anything. I knew she understood. I could always tell because her eyes would be big and wide and I was almost able to see her thoughts running through her head. I missed how Lily would go to bed with two socks on each of her feet and we would wake up and her right sock would be missing; never to be seen again. 

I knew that if it were one of them that had been left alone; they wouldn’t be such a mess as I was.  If it were Lily that was left to be by herself, she would be able to see the good that was left. She would be stronger. Lacey would be the same way. She would cherish me and Lily, and know that we loved her and that she could move on. I longed to be strong like Lily or tough like Lacey. They would know that what ever doesn’t kill you will make you stronger. They would take life as it comes and grow from it. I needed them more then I knew when they were still here; and I was still happy.

There was so much I wanted to tell them. There was so much I missed. I knew that there was never going to be another sleepover where we would stay up all night eating oreos, watching movies, and gushing about what ever came to mind. We would never again nervously wait in line together to go on a big rollercoaster. We would never, laugh together or cry together. 
One night I dreamt of them. Lily was there; with her long bouncy curls. She was pulling me towards something. She was laughing and smiling. It was completely silent. Everything but Lily was blurry. Then Lacey was there to. She was looking at me with her big eager blue eyes. She too was smiling. Then things were becoming clear. There was our hill; the sun was setting like it was the day of the accident and the day of the funeral. We were all sitting there, laughing and acting as we did for years. 
I woke up, I wanted to believe that it wasn’t a dream that really had happened but I knew it wasn’t. We use to always tell each other about our dreams, no matter what they were about. Suddenly I had an idea. I jumped from my bed and went to my desk and began to write a letter. It was long and contained everything I’d been yearning to tell them. Everything I would say to them if they were sitting next to me at that moment. I concluded the letter, forever your best friend, Riley.
The next day, exactly a month since that night of the accident, I went to the hill, the same one from my dream, with my letter and a match. At sunset as a million different shades of purple, pink and orange blanketed the sky. I kicked off my flip-flops and felt the grass between my toes; like Lace, Lily and I had done so many times in our childhood. I felt the breeze across my face. I lit my letter on fire. Letting the ashes fly into the wind as it burned. Tears began to fill my eyes and spill over, racing down my cheeks.
I could cry.

They had gotten my letter. And somehow, someway, something was telling me that I had a soul and I knew it was them. The memories of them were still alive and they were still alive in my heart. As I cried away all the tears that had been bottled inside; I knew that they were with me. They always had been and always will be.
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