Like a Button
The friendship started when we were young, carefree and immature. We didn’t care or worry about anything except being best friends for the rest of our lives. We had no other friends; it was just the three of us when it came to sleep-overs and sharing engrossing and embarrassing secrets. They helped save me when I thought that I was un-saveable. My father had died the previous year and my best friend had just moved to the United States leaving me vulnerable and alone, until they became my friends. They stopped me from being alone in the worst years of school for teens: junior high. Thanks to them I didn’t have to be terrified about going through the whole school year by myself, I didn’t have to walk through the doors knowing that no one would talk to me. The summer of 2004, after grade seven, we shared a summer of bliss; we were completely and utterly inseparable…

July 2004

“Come on, Dakota!” Delilah encouraged me. “You can do it!”

I glanced up from the ditch that lay in front of me to look at my two best friends: Delilah Roberts and Rory Smith; both of them basking in glory because they had already conquered hopping over it. 
I gave Delilah a grimace, wishing I could just say okay and jump over the small grassy gap like they had, but I was a newbie. Their many years of friendship had contained multiple occasions of crossing the ditch. I had only done it a few times, and practically every time I had taken an extremely long while to do so, with a lot of convincing. 
“Dakota, we really don’t have all day, you know,” Rory said sticking out a hip and placing her hand on it. She used the other hand to swipe a piece of her brown hair out of her green eyes, the same colour eyes as mine, and then proceeded to stare at me. 

I sighed and attempted again with no luck. Rory groaned and turned to walk away. 

Delilah’s blue eyes glanced at her then at me. “Maybe, you can just wait here,” She suggested, also turning to walk away. 

Fear bubbled inside me. “No, wait!” 

Rory turned around and Delilah stood still.

I took a deep breath steadying myself. I was going to do it. I was going to do it. Okay, on the count of three. One… two…three!
One foot left the ground and the other followed close behind, I screamed blissfully as I leaped over the gap. My feet plunked to the grass and immediately I jumped in the air, squealing in glee. Delilah and Rory ran towards me, they clapped and screamed equally happy for my success. Delilah came up next to me and squeezed my hand.

“See, I knew you could do it,” Delilah said grinning broadly.

“Thanks.” I smiled at her.

“Okay, now let’s go pick out a spot,” Rory announced turning towards the clearing that led to the woods. She tightened her ponytail and marched off. I followed close behind. 
Delilah tucked a piece of her sleek blonde hair behind her ear and walked next to me. She bumped my hip, making us both giggle.  “What colour do you think we should paint it?” She asked.

I bit my lip. “Hmm… I don’t know. What do you think?” I scratched my shoulder where a fly had just bitten it and awaited her response.
“I don’t know either, but I think –”
“It doesn’t matter what colour we paint it that can be decided much later. We need to find a spot and save our money first,” Rory told us cutting Delilah off. She whipped around to face us.

Delilah shot her a slightly annoyed look and I just rolled my eyes.

Rory let out an exasperated sigh and said, “I’m serious you guys!”

A laugh came from Delilah. “Okay sergeant major, we’ll stop thinking about colours for the cottage as long as we can have electricity.” Delilah slung an arm over Rory’s shoulder, knowing full well that we could not have electricity. 
“Ugh.” Rory shrugged Delilah’s arm off and continued to walk. 

I smiled and inhaled the scent of the forest’s fresh pine. I had never had a friendship like this one, two best friends who I could tell anything to with them still loving me. As long as I had Delilah and Rory I would be fine.

“I was thinking…”

“Lilah!” Rory complained putting a stop to Delilah’s whispering.
Delilah grinned sheepishly. “Sorry, I mean… How much money do you have saved?”

I giggled at Delilah’s false enthusiasm. “I think around 115 dollars.” I pushed my auburn hair back out my face and snuck a glare at Rory. 
I had only started saving money a month ago but every cent that came my way was dropped into my ice cream tub – it was my makeshift piggy bank. Of course I would have liked to spend a little on myself but Rory said no, and I was slightly afraid of her when it came to money for the cottage. 
“Ooh! Good girl Dakota!” Delilah patted my back, controlling a laugh. I bit my lip controlling my own laughter. 

Rory slowed her walk so she could walk next to us.

“Really? That’s awesome!” Rory said giving me one of her ‘light up the room’ grins. She let out a happy sigh and we walked in silence for a second, except for a low hum coming from Delilah.
“I still don’t have the reason…” Rory started in on the part of Maroon’s Five ‘Makes me Wonder’ that we had sung about a 100 hundred times that summer.
Delilah and I both grinned and joined in on the next part. “And you don’t have the ti-i-i-i-i-me! And it really makes me wonder if I ever gave a –”

“Fuck!” Rory and Delilah belted out the only curse word I wouldn’t say.

I bowed my head but still smiled. 
Giggling we finished the rest. “…about you and I – so this is goodby-i-i-i-e!” 

Five Years Later
May 2009, Present Day
“We thought about putting it there. What do you think, Dakota?” 

I turned my head towards my best friend, Emma Carter, and glanced at the banner that was being held by two boys who stood on ladders. I titled my head from side to side and nodded.

“Yeah, that looks fine.”

Emma turned back around as I turned my gaze back to the other side of the gym where Delilah Roberts stood. Even though I hadn’t spoken to her in a little over three years I still tried to figure out why my old friend’s eyebrows were knitted and why her boyfriend was shaking his head laughing.

“Hey, Emma… I’m going to check out things on the stage,” I called already walking away from the chaos of putting up a single banner. 

“Fine. Leave me here with these two losers,” Emma said looking away from the still slanted banner. 

I chuckled, which brought a grin on Emma’s face. She went back to directing the boys as I slowly walked to the stage, not wanting it to look like I was in a rush. I still craved to know things about Delilah and to hear what she was saying even though almost everyday I talked about her to Emma. There was still a certain curiosity that popped up whenever Delilah’s or Rory Smith’s name was mentioned. 

Delilah shook her head, faking a laugh just as I was close enough to hear what she was saying.

“You can’t be serious,” she said to the brown haired boy standing in front of her. The boy tipped his head towards the ground and then looked up to the ceiling groaning. 

I watched out of the corner of my eye, pretending to check over the to-do list that the grad committee had formulated. 

Delilah’s blue eyes held fire in them as she stared at her current boyfriend, just like they had on the day of the fight.

Mine, Delilah’s and Rory’s friendship was well – a difficult one. The first year had been bliss, just Delilah, Rory and I, but once we entered grade nine things changed. Delilah found a boyfriend and became bitchy and obsessed with herself while Rory had just simply flicked me away like a speck of dust. 

Delilah wanted to crack our friendship, while I wanted to keep it whole. It was like I was the sidewalk that she didn’t even give a second thought to stepping on. She left me completely crumbled but thankfully, with a little help, I was able to pick up the pieces. 
We had been on edge the whole summer before grade nine, being snarky at each other and never agreeing but I never thought it would end our friendship. 

We had made a list that summer of the things we wanted to do. One had been to get a tan so naturally practically everyday Delilah and Rory would come over to my house so we could bake in the sun. Then after we would lounge in pool, letting our skin cool down while we sipped lemonade and joked about how we wouldn’t be able to go out in public looking like lobsters. 

One day, however, Rory stayed home due to a grounding she had brought upon herself by going over her cell phone minutes. So Delilah and I were by our selves. 

Delilah was acting extremely moody that day, remarking nastily about almost everything I said. Finally, after tiffing for a little over two hours Delilah cracked.

June 2005
“What the fuck is your problem, Dakota?”

I stared at her, bewildered. “My problem? What the fuck is yours?”

That was the first time I had ever used that word but, like drugs, I became addicted to the word and used it often when discussing Delilah. 

Delilah looked shocked, but then she smirked. 

“Wow, little Miss Priss’ learned how to curse,” she announced lathering up her leg with more tanner. 

Normally I would have just fixed Delilah with a look and sat silently, like she had expected me to, but I didn’t. My anger was boiling as much as the sun that day and Delilah had unfortunately forgotten her sun block. 

“Well, Delilah where do you think I learned it but from a trash mouth like you?” I knew it wasn’t the best come back but I was hoping it had at least stung. 

Delilah’s eyes turned livid as she placed the lotion next to her. “You know, Dakota, you can be a real bitch.”

“I’m a bitch? Delilah, have you even listened to your self this summer?”

She glared at me and pulled up the straps of her bikini.

“Well I’m sorry we can’t all be Miss Perfect like you.”

“I’m not Miss Perfect. I just know how to act in public.”

“What by being clingy?”

It was my turn to glare.

“That’s all you’ve done since Audrey left for Boston and we became friends. You’ve just clung and I’m really starting to get sick of it. Why can’t you just leave me alone for once? I’m sick of being friends with you, Dakota.”

I could feel the tears starting to make their way down my face.

“Leave,” I told her through gritted teeth.

Delilah’s eyes grew wide in what I knew was realization. “Oh my god. I’m sorry, Kota. It’s just… I want… you know…”

“Leave!” I shouted at her.

Delilah looked bewildered this time. “Dakota, I’m sorry,” she tried.

“Leave! You… you stupid bitch! Just leave. I’m sick of you! I don’t care if I ever see your face again.”

“Dakota…”

“Just leave,” I said weakly. I put my head in my laps and waited for Delilah to gather her things. I could hear the annoyingly loud thwack of foot steps as she walked past me and then slowly down my steps.

After that we were never the same. We did forgive each other but I could never forget the venom in her voice or how hurtful her eyes looked. We were friends again but there was always tension between us, so it didn’t work, we couldn’t really be friends. 

Present 

“Well then, you can just find another date for the prom,” Delilah said loudly enough to make a few people stare, me included.
I glanced at her and her boyfriend again, wondering what the boy had said to set Delilah off. I turned around so I could lean against the stage and so I could have a better view of the fight.

“Lilah,” The boy said.  

Delilah just glared at him. “No, go. You can find someone else; you obviously want some time like you said.”

“Lilah, I meant after the prom. It’s tomorrow. Where else will I find a date?” 

“I don’t know or care, Bryan. You’ll find someone else, since that’s obviously what you want,” Delilah told him taking her cell phone out her purse. She flipped it open, read the tiny screen, and then her fingers started moving over the buttons.

Bryan shook his head. “You’re unbelievable, Delilah,” he commented grabbing his coat. He shoved past her and walked towards the gym door.

I noticed Delilah watching him out of the corner of her eye while she continued to text on her cell phone. Once the click of the gym door issued Delilah threw her phone back into her purse and sighed. She groaned, hopped up on the stage and quickly dug her cell phone out again. I noted how idiotic it was to put her cell phone back in her bag if she knew she was going to need it again.

Delilah jabbed at the numbers and then held the phone to her ear. “Mom? Hi. Can you pick me up after school?” She bit her lip while she awaited her mother’s answer. Her face fell in what I learned many years ago was disappointment.

“Oh, okay,” she said. “Bye.” She groaned angrily and roughly shoved the pink phone back into her purse.

Part of me wished that I could just go over to Delilah and say, “What’s up?” like old times, but the other part wanted to go up, laugh in her face and then walk away. I, however, choose neither.

“Hey, Kota!” Emma shouted from the middle of the gym.

I quickly looked away from Delilah, knowing that her eyes would be on me. I clicked the to-do list back on the clipboard and tucked a stray piece of my hair behind my ear. I met Emma in the middle of the gym; feeling Delilah’s eyes on me as I walked. I was too afraid to turn around though, to actually meet her eyes.

I glared at Emma. “Thank-you, now she knows that I was listening.”

Emma didn’t care; she just shrugged it off, “What’s up with the bitch?” She asked, using the name that I had declared Delilah. She pushed her slightly nerd-like glasses up on her nose and waited for me to respond. 
Emma and I were completely different; I wore ‘preppy’ clothes while she wore stuff like leopard tights paired with a purple top, or vintage clothing. Emma didn’t care what people thought of her while I was always afraid that piercing eyes were judging me. In truth I wished that I could have been more like Emma, I wanted to be able to not care, but no matter how hard I tried, my palms still became sweaty when someone looked my way.

In spite of myself I smiled. 

“Nothing really, she just broke up with that boy Bryan,” I explained.

Emma looked at me, her eyes wide.

“Seriously? With only one day left before prom. Who the fuck is she going to take then?”

“Fuck me if I know,” I muttered to Emma. 

She grinned at me and I could feel my self smiling back. Emma looked back to the stage and when her head turned towards me raised eyebrows showed on it.

“Two bitches in one day! That doesn’t happen often,” Emma said, sarcasm dripping in her tone. 

I assumed Emma was talking about Delilah and one of her friends and was surprised when I saw that it was Rory who was talking to Delilah.

September 2003 


No one was talking to me. I sat at my desk by myself, pretending to read a book while I silently willed myself not to cry, at least not until I was in the safety of a bathroom stall. I was all alone because of my stupid best friend, Audrey Bartlett. The week before she had moved to Boston, forcing me to find someone else to latch onto, except everyone else had all ready found their pair. At the start of the seventh grade everyone found their friend, and instead mine moved away. 

I glanced around the room then stopped my eyes on two girls. I stared at them. They stood over in a corner talking and giggling. I had always felt drawn to the two of them, even when Audrey was by my side. 
The girl named Delilah shot her friend Rory a warning glance then whispered something. Like magical faith, they both walked my way.
“Hey, it’s Dakota, right?” Delilah had questioned.
I nodded my head; afraid to speak, encase it was only a dream. However, with a pinch to my shoulder, I was notified that I was fully awake and, finally, no longer friendless.
Present

Unlike Delilah, Rory had stayed friends with me for a little while, though our friendship did begin to form cracks and soon it too was completely broken. I had honestly thought that out of Delilah and Rory, Delilah and I would have stayed friends longer, considering I was better friends with her but I guess my judgement was pretty off.

It was pitiful really, I threw myself at both of them, hoping that I could cling onto one of them for a least a little longer, but I was only garbage to them. Like grass on the ground, a place where they didn’t think twice about stepping on. For weeks I was friendless, just like back in the seventh grade, but then I found Emma and suddenly them ignoring me didn’t matter.

Even though it did hurt that the whole three years we were friends didn’t matter to Rory or Delilah, I moved on. Thankfully Emma picked me up, dusted me off and we were best friends ever since. Along with being friends with her I made other friends like Leigh Adams, Nina Walsh and Alexa Ryan. I couldn’t call all of them my best friends but when needed them, they were there.
The summer before we went to high school Emma and I became closer and started to share stories and express feelings about our old best friends. Naturally I shared my thoughts about Delilah and Rory, calling them both bitches and other similar names. Embarrassingly, I got into a fit of rage and started screaming and flicking things around my room. My eyes formed tears as a continued to yell how much I would love for them to fall off the face of the earth. Emma stopped me, however, not in the kindest way, but I did stop.
August 2006
“Just shut up, Dakota! Listen, it’s like a button.”

I had stared at her questioningly and she just stuck her finger up to my lips to silence me. While still a bitch Emma was my best friend. 

 “You know how you have a perfectly stable button, and it become’s loose and then it’s just hanging there on your clothes, and then one day it finally falls off, well this is the same thing. You notice the button gone but it won’t matter so much because can always find a new button to put on it. Not quite the same, but another one. Like me for example!” 

I laughed and leaned back against my wall. I wiped my eyes. “You’re full of bullshit, Em.”

Emma shrugged, but smirked. “I may be full of shit, but I’m right. Plus, I’m not the one who just wrecked her room.”

I shot a glare at her and got off my bed to pick the things that I had thrown. Like a good friend, Emma slipped off my bed and helped me.

Although I still believed that Emma was full of shit, she was right. At first it was awkward seeing them in school, but I got use to it; and even though I still missed Delilah visiting my house early in the morning after her tennis training, I got use to that too. My cell phone was hardly ever in use but that gap was filled once Emma’s parents gave in and let her get unlimited texting.

I slowly let go of missing them so much and moved on with my life, but for some reason that day, one day before my senior prom, I felt drawn to my two old best friends.  

Present
“Yeah,” I replied to Emma, feeling just as mystified as she had. As far as I knew Delilah had dropped Rory shortly after she dropped me, so why were Delilah and Rory talking?

Delilah hopped off the stage and followed Rory out the door. I couldn’t explain why but I felt extremely left out. I hadn’t spoken a word to Rory or Delilah, except for the occasional ‘Hi’ or a brief chat about one of the teachers that we shared but we hadn’t talked like we use to in years. The only thing that they knew about my life now was that I had been accepted into Osgoode School of Law; that was only because the principal of our school felt the need to announce it to everyone, because it was “such a huge honour” as he said.

“Hey, Kota. Em.”

I smiled at my friend, Leigh Adams. She pulled a piece of her blond hair with a finger and started to chew on the end of it.

Nina Walsh appeared next to her and groaned while her brown eyes looked at the ceiling. “Leigh, stop chewing on your hair. It’s disgusting.” Her tone of voice was bored, like it normally was. Almost as if life itself was too boring for her. 
An embarrassed flush filled on Leigh’s round face. “Sorry.” She tucked the somewhat wet piece of hair behind her ear and turned to Emma and me. “What’s up?” 

“Just finished putting up the god forsaken banner. How about you?” Emma asked.

“Not much,” Leigh said.

The red haired, billowy Alexa Ryan came towards our little huddle. “Hey girlies.” She smiled.

“Hey.” I smiled back.

Nina moved in closer to Alexa. “So, what’s the gossip?” Alexa was a know gossip mouth.

I watched as Alexa pondered for a moment and realization hit me. “Wait, I have gossip, well not exactly. Delilah broke up with Bryan.” All this came out in an excited tumbling rush.
Nina’s and Alexa’s eyes widened, while Leigh’s mouth simply fell open to expose her pink tongue and row of teeth.
“What?” Nina asked.

All of our heads moved close together and I filled them in on what I heard, including the part about seeing Rory talking to Delilah. My voice was a tad bit bitter when I shared that part however. 

“Hang on, I thought Delilah ditched Rory when she ditched you,” Leigh said.

My eyes narrowed at Leigh, who was so idiotic sometimes, I wondered why I ever associated with her. 

“Delilah didn’t ditch me. We just stopped being friends,” I replied coolly. Irritation leaked on my words like rainwater leaked from the roof of my Aunt’s house. 

Leigh’s gray eyes widened and she glanced at Nina.

Nina sucked in her cheeks and steered the subject in another direction. “Wow, who knew that the ‘perfect couple’ would break up,” she said, throwing in a few air quotes. 
Alexa shrugged. “Well, I guess that means Bryan is up for grabs.” She raised her eyebrows suggestively over her blue eyes.

We all chuckled. 

Leigh pulled on a piece of her hair again and was about to place it in her mouth when Nina grabbed her wrist.
“Leigh, stop it. You have excellent hair. You don’t want to ruin it and get spilt ends like me, do you?” She held out a piece of her brown hair to demonstrate. 

As Leigh shook her head, Alexa chuckled. “We should get going, see you tomorrow, girlies!” 

We all issued ‘Bye’s & See ya’s’ and then Leigh, Nina and Alexa strolled out the door. 

“You ready to go too?” Emma asked, pulling her car keys out of her jean pocket. Emma was the only girl in our school who didn’t carry a purse, she said it made her feel too much like a stuck up snob, like most of the other girls in the school. 

“Yeah, I just have to grab my bag,” I told her and then started to walk towards it.
Emma followed me and after I grabbed my things we headed for the gym door. I looked back, taking one last glance at the decorated walls, and hoped that my classmates would appreciate it. 

“Miss. Carter! Miss. Harris!” A teacher called, just as Emma and I were getting ready to leave.

“Yes?” Emma inquired.
“I just wanted to tell you what an excellent job you and the other girls did on decorating the gym. It looks marvellous,” Mr. Bennett told us. 

“Thanks,” I said.

“Yeah, thanks Mr. Bennett.” Emma smiled.

We turned to leave, feeling pleased with our selves. 

“Oh, and Miss. Harris?” 

I turned back, looking questioningly at Emma’s history teacher.

“Good luck next year in Osgoode.” 

I blushed, feeling slightly annoyed even still. “Thanks.” 

Mr. Bennett nodded as Emma and I both walked into the sunny warmth of outside.  Our school was supplied with air-conditioning so it was actually hotter outside then in, which could really make someone want to stay in school. Ha, yeah right.
“Can you believe that in only three more weeks it will be summer?” Emma asked, stretching her pale arms over her head. Her usually straight black hair was pulled back into a sweaty, messy ponytail on the top of her head. Out of frustration from decorating she had found a rubber band and quickly shoved her hair up out of the way. 

I stared at her in envy because my short auburn hair couldn’t do that anymore. I looked up into the blazing sun and then feeling I had my made an idiot move, shielded my eyes for protection. I let out a sigh. “Yeah, I know.”

Having detected the lack of enthusiasm in my voice Emma pounced on me. “What’s up, Kota?” 

I slid into the passenger seat of Emma’s SUV and buckled up. I was forced – well actually I didn’t mind it that much – to get rides with Emma. And it was only for the simple fact that, my mother wouldn’t let me buy a car. I had offered to pay the bulk of it and to let my younger sister use it when I didn’t need it but she had refused and instead made me put all my hard earned money into a University fund. It reminded me of another situation, the year the cottage had been built. 

July 2004
I stared at the twenty dollar bill in my hand.

“I’ll take that!” Rory announced, swiping my hard earned babysitting money right from my hands.

“Hey!” I reached for my stolen money, but Rory already was tucking it away in her piggy bank. “I was planning on buying a new top with that.”

Rory shrugged. “The top will still be there come September, but by then it will be too late to build the cottage.”

Delilah rolled her eyes. “Oh my god, Rory lighten up a little. Give her some money to buy the top.”

Rory shook her head, her piggy bank still tucked under her arm. “No. After the cottage.

Present

“Nothing really, it’s just going to be all over soon, and well – what if Delilah and Rory don’t show? What will I do then?” I turned to Emma as she pulled the car into drive. 
Emma already knew what I was talking about. A few years back – the Easter of grade eight – Delilah, Rory and I had buried a time capsule by the cottage. I had forgotten some things that I put in it, like what I had said on the notes and about the stolen bottle of wine from my mother’s wine cabinet; but never did I forget the day we had planned to dig it up: May 30, 2009. It just so happens it was the night of our senior prom and the agreed time had been one o’clock; the grad party would still be going on so it was a high chance they wouldn’t show. When we were still BFF’s we had planned on staying at the cottage afterwards, but they didn’t have a reason, and I didn’t have the time and it really made me wonder if they ever gave a fuck about me, so it was good bye. 

I was going to go through with it though and if they didn’t show, I would just forget about the whole fucking thing. The cottage was in the woods around Delilah and Rory’s house but I had no idea if it was still used, my guess was no, since it was probably childlike and petty to them.

Emma rolled her hazel eyes. “So what, is it going to be a whole ‘Cross Roads’ moment?” She asked, referring to the 2002 blockbuster movie.

“Please, they’re total bitches,” I scoffed.

“Then why are you going?” Emma challenged. 


“I want my stuff.”

Emma groaned in annoyance. “That’s bullshit. What could be in that tin box that makes it worth seeing them again? They’re bitches.” 
I sighed, Emma had always hated Delilah and Rory, but I also guessed she didn’t want to feel like she was loosing her best friend. A sticky silence filled the air conditioned car. I didn’t want to say anything back to Emma, because frankly, I had no idea why I was going there either. Wanting to get my stuff was bullshit; I couldn’t even remember what I had put in there.
Emma’s light green SUV rolled into my already occupied driveway. She put it into park, but kept her hands on the steering wheel. 

“I’m guessing Joel is here,” Emma observed, referring to my sister’s jerk of a boyfriend.

I hitched my bag up onto my shoulder. “I’m guessing so too.” My butt was still planted to the seat.

Emma sighed. “Well, call me later.”

“Okay, bye.” 

The SUV door shut with a pop, and I turned to walk up the path that led to my front door. Joel’s muddy shoes lay splayed in front of the door, making my arrival much louder then I had intended.

“Fuck!” I cried as my big toe throbbed. In trying to avoid steeping on the clumps of mud by Joel’s shoes, I had banged into the wooden bench, which caused the pain in my toe and also announced to my younger sister – by two years – that I was home.

I groaned and dropped my purse on the bench then kicked my brown flip-flops to side, so no one else would hurt their toes. Footsteps sounded in the upstairs hallway.

“Hey,” Grace said. Joel was close behind, hovering on the top of the stairs behind her.

He nodded his head at me.

“Hey,” I replied, not to Joel, as I removed my light cardigan off my slightly sweaty arms. 

Grace played with a piece of her hair and rocked up and then down once on the balls of her feet. Like me, Grace had auburn hair, except hers fell in a sheath down her back. Her eyes were a clear blue though, while mine were forest green. We had both inherited our mother’s hair, but I had gotten the shape and colour of my father’s eyes. 

“Mom has to work late so I’m going to Subway with Joel, you want to come?” Grace questioned.

I shook my head, secretly feeling relived. I was really not a fan of Joel or my mother’s cooking. “Nah, I’m going to take a nap, so I guess mom can wake me when she gets home.” 

“Yeah.” Grace disappeared for a second and came back holding her purse. She quickly stepped down the stairs, Joel hot on her heels.

Although quiet while around Grace, Joel was a jerk. I knew this because Rory had dated him and he had treated her like shit, calling her names and making fun of her, and he had also slept with multiple girls at our school, including Alexa and Nina.  He wasn’t graduating until the next year and already he was class whore.

“See ya’,” Grace said, putting her feet into her hot pink flip-flops. The door shut with a slight bang and then it clicked as I turned the lock on it. I always felt slightly nervous being home alone.

 I jogged down the stairs to my bedroom and with a heavy sigh, dropped onto my unmade bed. I undid the zipper of my jean shorts and wriggled out of them. I pitched them on the floor next to my other dirty clothes and exhaled as I pulled a thin sheet over me.

I glanced at my charcoal dress that was hung on a hanger in the middle of my closet, a celery green ribbon was wrapped around the middle of the delicate material; adding detail to the mostly plain dress. I knew it was not as flashy as most girls were, but neither was I, so that’s why I picked it. 
My eyes fluttered open and closed and my dress faded then came back into view, faded then came back into view, faded and came back into view, faded…

Senior Prom

It was the day. The big day and it was finally here. I was going to my prom and in four months I would graduate from high-school and go to Osgoode in September, over 1000 miles away from home living by myself. I was terrified. 
The whole day went by in a blur of random flashes of light as my mom snapped pictures of me getting ready. The words that were spoken between Emma and I didn’t even matter. She came over to my house just as we had planned. 

The scent of hairspray filled my room as Emma applied hairspray to her already hard hair. Lipstick and lip-gloss of different shades of pink and clear were swiped over our lips and nice colour’s of shadow over our eye lids. After our faces were completely done, my dress was secured tightly over my body and the professional pictures were taken it was time to leave.

As valedictorian Emma was to give a speech. I was thankful that she was able to make it short but still admirable, after all the speeches that were given that night I’m sure everyone else was too.

I giggled as a picture flashed of me and Emma, dressed up in goofy hats and wigs for crazy hair day. It was a picture I had insisted on including in the slideshow, which one of the students made, even though Emma cringed at the sight of it. More pictures of me appeared, one with my cheek pressed to Leigh’s, our arms wrapped around each other’s necks and another with Emma, Leigh, Nina and Alexa. 
Mr. Hayes, the principal, gave a short speech on how everyone had turned out to be such ‘fine young men and women.’ As he’s low and hoarse voice came through the microphone, I took the time to glance around at my classmates. Practically every single girl was orange from tanning. I hadn’t bothered with wasting my time in a tanning bed, because I knew that my pale skin would only burn, so it would have been a total waste. Most of the boys looked cleaned up, with no stubble on their jaws, and all dressed up in their tuxes. The result, no one there looked like the classmates that I had known since kindergarten. 
The grand march was simple. I clung to my partner’s arm and strode to the end of our ‘red carpet’ and back, no big deal like girls in my class made it out to be. It was such a huge deal for them to find the perfect partner, but I just said yes to the first person who asked. 

While waiting in the crowded room with everyone else, I got to sneak a peek at Delilah’s and Rory’s dresses. I smiled when I saw Rory’s royal purple one, at least I knew one thing hadn’t changed, Rory still had an obsession with the colour of grape juice. Delilah looked like a movie star in her cherry red one, with her lips painted a bit of a deeper red then her dress she should have walking the run-way not doing a grand march. Both looked flawless and elegant, just like I knew they would.

I was enveloped in a puffy hug when Leigh, Nina and Alexa saw me. They all looked expectedly pretty; Leigh in her pink dress, Nina in her yellow one and Alexa in her green. We chatted for a few minutes and then, with a kiss on my right cheek from each of them, they ran off. 

A spot of orange caught my eye and I turned to see Emma striding towards me in her puffy burnt orange dress. It fit her perfectly and completely complimented her figure. Her black hair was pulled away from her face in a chignon with a rhinestone clip securing the fancy do. She didn’t like fake though, like the rest of the lot. I knew that everyone had thought she would come in some punk style dress but with her princess worthy dress, and royalty hair style, she had made jaw’s drop.  She smiled and hugged me. “It’s finally here,” She whispered. 
By time the limo had arrived my mother’s mascara was running down her face and at least four tissues were balled up in her fist. I quickly said my good-bye and air kissed bother hers and Grace’s cheeks, so my über sticky lip gloss wouldn’t leave a mark on it, and then followed Emma and the others out the door. 

Dresses of all colours and about 300 black tuxedos rushed past me as I stepped into the limo. Leigh, Nina and Alexa, along with their dates and a few others, were already settled into the sleek black car as Emma and I took a seat. Champagne was uncorked and then it was spilled onto the floor of the limo. It was then a challenge to get the fizzing liquid into our mouths before more leaked on the floor. I took a few swigs and handed the bottle to Emma, who drank the last bit, inviting a second bottle to be uncorked. 
My whole prom night was spent on the dance floor with Emma and the other girl’s. My date was just a friend so he wasn’t attached to my hip the whole night but we did get a few dances when the slower songs played. It was blissful, really, even if it wasn’t like I had expected it to be. I had pictured it to be more boring, I never imagined my self to actually get up and dance but obviously the champagne had gotten to my head. Never once did I look around to see where Rory and Delilah were, that was until my cell phone vibrated at ten to one, signally for me to leave. I took it out from between my boobs, I no other place to wedge the thing and I needed to have an alarm for when it was time to leave, and pressed end. 

I had a pair of black leggings; a green top and a sweater stashed in my bag for the digging up of the tin box. I held tightly to my phone in my hand and walked towards the gym door.

“Kota! Where are you going?” Emma called. 
“I’m going to dig up the time capsule,” I told her, not wanting to see her expression, but turned to face her anyways. 
Emma’s face turned sour. “Oh, okay then.” She pivoted on her foot and washed into the sea of colourful dresses.

“Fuck,” I mumbled. “I guess I’ll have to deal with her later.”

Girl’s and guys danced together as I quickly strode by, on my way to what I felt would be a mistake. I went into a room, to retrieve my bag of good’s then rushed into the bathroom. I went to the bigger bathroom though it was off limits but knowing that my big dress wouldn’t fit into the smaller one, I conveniently ignored the sign. With a little bit of difficulty I wiggled my way out of the dress and carefully placed it into its plastic covering. I shoved my jello-like legs into the leggings then pulled the tank top and sweater on over my head.

The cottage was only a short walk from the house where the after party was so I stashed my dress in the master bedroom. My original plan had been to put it in Emma’s SUV, but she clearly would have been pissed with that. Mrs. Carr had seen me coming out of the bathroom with my dress and generously offered her bedroom as a place for me to stow it. 

Only a lip gloss and my cell phone rested in the pocket of my blue sweater, that’s all I felt I would need. I hugged myself because, in spite of the heat, I was shivering from what I realized was nerves. I had no idea if Rory or Delilah would show up and I kind of hoped that they didn’t. I could just dig up the box, take my things and put the rest inside the cottage.

I quickly slinked by Rory’s house and ran the rest of the way. I quickly pulled my cell phone out of my pocket to help me find my way through the long grass. The ditch. It lay in front of me sort of mockingly. I did, after a while, conquer hopping over it with no difficulty, but I hadn’t jumped across it in a few years and I didn’t know if my lead-like legs would allow it. But with a deep breath and my eyes closed I leaped over the little gap and landed on the other side safely. 

November 2005

I’m going to fall, I’m going to die. I will surely fall in this ditch. No, Dakota. Close your eyes and breathe. On the count of three, one…two…three! 
I leaped over it and once I was on the other side I squealed and was caught in a hug by Delilah while Rory jumped up and down. 

“Oh my god, Dakota! You did that in like two seconds!” Rory exclaimed.

I smiled. “I know!” I high fived her stuck out hand and then smiled at my two friends. I had finally hoped the ditch without them forcing me to. I did it on my own.

Present
I smiled to my self and began my few second walk to the cottage. 

It was painted purple; a deep purple with a white door and white shutters. Rory gave the final word on the colour, since Delilah wanted green and I wanted purple Rory had picked between the two. Before Rory had even announced the colour she had chosen I knew that it would be purple, after all purple was Rory’s favourite colour, as well as mine.

In some way Delilah did get her own way though, she insisted on the walls being painted green. Reluctantly Rory had agreed, since she had chosen the color of the outside, which in mine and Rory’s opinion was more important then the stupid walls. Most likely the only people who were going to see it was the three of us.  

August 2004
Rory bit her lip. “Well, I really do like the green, but the purple is prettier…So purple it is.”

I smiled smugly at Delilah who rolled her eyes and walked out of Rory’s room.

“Aw, poor baby didn’t get her way,” I whispered to Rory. We both giggled and stopped our laughing fit just in time to hear the bathroom fan go off, right before Delilah came back into the room.
Present
Delilah and Rory were not there when I arrived. I knew, because if they were in the cottage candles would have been flickering in the window and flash lights would have been shining in my face at that moment. A key was hidden under a rock behind the cottage, so I trudged behind it and shone the light from my cell phone around, trying to locate the plastic rock. I bent, lifted the rock up in my hand and then scooped the key out. While waiting to see if Rory or Delilah would show I decided to poke around in the cottage. 

I stuck the key into the hole of the knob and waited for the click. Once I heard it, I turned the doorknob and steeped inside. 

Things did not look the same. No sheets were on the two cot’s or the mattress that was on the floor, the shelf that once lay scattered with food and books now only held a couple books, the food was obviously removed because of the fear of rodents and the books had been brought back to their owners houses I suspected. A cooler no longer stood against the wall, I guessed Rory had brought it home for other uses, and all the posters that had been on the walls were taken down. I quickly used my cell phone to search around the room for the drawer in which flashlights and candles were held and then placed two of the lit candles on the windowsill.

The cot creaked as I took a seat on it. It was cold and naked looking without the colourful sheets. I laid my cell phone next to me then switched on my flashlight, which I had also taken from the drawer, and grabbed one of the two books off the shelf. It was the first Harry Potter book. I could still remember when I had an obsession with those books; they were the only books I would read.
April 2005
I exhaled and turned the page of my book. An object hit my foot and I opened my mouth in protest, but my words were cut by Delilah.

“Kota, put that stupid book away and talk to us.”
I glared at her. “It’s not stupid, Liah. Well, that is if you know how to read.” I fixed her with a sneer and received a giggle from Rory. 
“You’re such a nerd sometimes,” Delilah said, which I shrugged at. 

“Nah, she’s just a book worm,” Rory said, poking me in the side.

I laughed and said. “Worms aren’t so bad.” 

Rory and I giggled, while Delilah simply sat.
Present

I decided to read while I waited, I had nothing else to do. I was only on the third page when a bright light shone in my face. Curiosity forced me to walk to the door and see who the visitor could be, though I knew that it could only be one of two people, Delilah or Rory. Surprisingly, it was two people. I closed the book and laid it back on the shelf, then looked back out through the window.

Delilah and Rory were paused, their faces turned towards each other and their lips moving. Rory glanced towards the cottage then said something to Delilah, who folded her arms under her chest.

All of our expressions were surprised. I knew for a fact that I didn’t expect either one of them to show up, and they probably thought the same about me. It was quite possible that the seventh grader Delilah would have and possibly the ninth grade Rory, but I defiantly didn’t expect the present day ones to show, nor did I really want them to.
I didn’t actually see it, but I guessed Rory had rolled her eyes, she was very well known for that. Delilah jutted out a hip; her feet still planted firmly to the grass two metres away. 

Rory came up to the door, opened it and stepped inside. The bang was unexpectedly loud, because neither of us made a sound. I stared at Rory and she stared right back, both of us trying to formulate words. We both stared at each other for a few seconds. 

“Hi,” Rory attempted. Not an ‘ever so polite “Hello”’, but not a “we’ve been friends forever “Hey”’. It was just ‘Hi’.

“Hi,” I said back.

I held my self awkwardly as Rory’s careful eyes observed me. I didn’t feel much like observing her; she looked the same I knew. I had changed. When I was friends with Delilah and Rory I had been a little more on the heavy side and my face had been home to a few spots of acne. My acne had been cleared, thanks to the magic of Accutane, and my weight was under control, plus my boobs had grown larger, now a full cup size ahead of Rory. By the looks of hers, they were still the same size they had been three years ago. 
Rory bit her well chewed lip. “So, I guess we should dig it up then.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

We carried shovels; Rory carried one for the stubborn Delilah, and flashlights out to where Delilah stood. Next to the little maple tree is where we had buried it, right where Delilah stood.

Easter 2005
“No, not right next to the cottage, Rory,” I complained. “Let’s put it next to the maple tree.”

“I don’t want to,” Rory said.

Delilah sighed. “Rory, let’s just bury it there.”
With a small bit of protest Rory finally groaned “Fine.”
We trudged over next to the maple tree and sang and talked while we dug up the earth. The hole was not perfect and six feet like we had planned but we placed our beloved treasures into the ground anyhow. 

Placing the dirt over the box was bit more challenging, because we felt slightly regretful about burring our things. At one point I thought I actually saw a tear on Delilah’s cheek, but when I blinked it was gone. We patted and stomped on the dirt, which we had tossed and shovelled back on. Delilah and I held hands while Rory linked my arm, as we walked back inside the cottage for the last blissful night we ever spent there.
Present

“Hi,” I said quietly, more to my feet then Delilah.

“Hi,” Delilah muttered to her feet also.

Rory looked from Delilah to me, then just to me, she glanced down at my feet.

“When did you get a tattoo?” Rory asked. She stared at the small ladybug on my right foot. 

Delilah looked me up and down until she saw the image on my foot. “You haven’t been friends for a while, Rory,” she reminded her.

I looked at my own tattoo and counted the little black specks on its red body, five. Five for daddy, no one knew that but me though.

“Last year, during Easter holidays,” I said.

Rory nodded her head and opened her mouth but no words came out. She clamped it shut. 

We stood silently, staring at the ground, which was home to the only thing forcing us all to be there. Forcing us to look at each other again when we had all tried so hard for so many years to forget.
“Let’s just dig this up and leave,” I told them, glancing down at the ground. 
Both of them looked at me, but didn’t speak.

I reached for my shovel and Delilah did the same but Rory showed no sign of movement.

“What went wrong?” She whispered. I suspected it was more to her self then Delilah or I.

Delilah groaned and muttered so I filled Rory in.

“We just grew apart. It happens.”

“But how? We use to be best friends and now the only words we can say to each other are hi. Hi? Hi is what my mother says to her clients,” Rory said.

I shrugged. “I don’t know it just sort of happened.” I glanced at Delilah but she wasn’t interested in what I had said, and instead picked at her nails. 
“How though? We were inseparable in grade eight,” Rory mused. 

“Just shut up, Rory. We fell apart, it’s over. Okay? Now let’s dig this fucking piece of tin up and leave,” Delilah said.

Rory’s eyes widened. “Jesus, Delilah.”

I glanced at Delilah, but kept my lips together in a thin line.

An uncomfortable silence settled over the muggy night and we all began to shovel. The only sound was the dirt hitting the grass as we tried not to glance in each other’s directions that was until we heard the sound of Rory’s metal shovel hitting the tin box.


Rory smiled to her self and I very desperately tried to keep a grin off my face.


Delilah’s composed face showed no emotion.


Rory crouched down next to the hole and scooped away the remaining dirt with her hands. She unearthed the treasure from the ground. For five years it had been settled into the earth, under-going many weather-beaten years while its ‘owners’ went through many harsh lengthy years. 

Anticipation swelled inside me as Rory dusted off the top and began to remove the cover. A small bottle of wine was wedged into the can and I quickly picked it up before Rory or Delilah could. I ripped the paper off from around the neck of the bottle with my teeth and unscrewed the cap. The wine no longer tasted bitter and gross like it did when I was in grade eight but it now tasted sweet and satisfying. Back then my mother had let me have a mouthful or two, but I was in grade twelve then, and I had drank more than a few mouthful’s. 


“Oh my god!” Rory cried, brining my attention back to the box.


Rory cradled a purple cell phone in her hands and then held it away from her body to examine. “I had completely forgotten about this.” She flipped open the old phone and pressed the end button, trying to switch it on. When it showed no sign of life, she clutched it in her hand as she searched through the box for more things.


I watched as Delilah crouched down on the grass too and picked through the things. I took a swig from the bottle of wine and squat next to them. I found my diary, that I kept the year I had became friend’s with Rory and Delilah; a yearbook from grade seven, a whole stack of notes between the three of us and finally my bracelet. 

We had each decided that we would put in something that we cherished, so I had put in my bracelet; Rory had put in her beloved cell phone and Delilah had put in a copy of her favourite magazine. 
I delicately fingered the white gold of the bracelet, and then slipped it into my pocket. I had considered asking Rory to latch the bracelet around my wrist, but decided on waiting until I was home in the safety of my house.
Delilah picked up the magazine and flipped through it, then kept it in one hand as she looked through the box more. I noticed her pick up a poster of an old celebrity crush, smile then drop it back in the tin can. 

I stood, holding my few things in my hand then bent back down to pick up my forgotten half-full wine bottle.

Rory stood too and glanced at the red wine in my hand. “Can I have some?” She pointed to the green bottle. 

“Sure.” I handed the bottle over and watched as she took a mouthful.

December 2003 

“Lilah! Give it back!” Rory cried as Delilah swigged from the bottle of Root Beer. Rory made a swipe for the two litre bottle and made a groan at no success.

Delilah cackled and took a longer sip. “You want some, Kota?”

I giggled and grabbed the bottle from Delilah’s hands before Rory could. I swigged from the bottle as I kept my eyes on Rory’s angry face.

Rory sighed and with a second glance I pityingly give in. I handed the almost empty bottle to Rory, earning a smile.

“Ugh, you’re no fun, Dakota,” Delilah sighed.

Present

“Do you want some?” Rory offered the bottle to Delilah.

Without saying one word, Delilah took the miniature bottle of wine, took two mouthfuls and handed it back to me.

I finished off the bottle, my eyes on Delilah who kept a steady stare on me as well. I placed the empty bottle next to my feet on the ground and clamped a hand over each arm. 
Another silence filled the air but Rory quickly filled it. “So, what are your plans for the rest of the night?” She asked neither of us in particular.

“Well I was supposed to stay the night at Bryan’s house, but that plan is blown,” Delilah muttered quietly. 

“Yeah” Rory muttered. “I guess it is.”
Once again, a silence filled the night. Something which had never happened back when we told each other everything, and if it did happen it was quickly filled. 
October 2005
“You’re cousin is such a bitch, Rory!” Delilah screamed.

Rory raised her eyebrows. “Hey, he’s not my problem.” 

I looked at Delilah. “So what did he say?”

Delilah flopped onto her unmade bed. “Just that he had more in common with Sarah, that he didn’t think we were a good pair. How he thought it wasn’t going to work out. Stupid shit like that.”

“He’s an ass anyway,” Rory told Delilah.

I nodded my head in agreement.

“Yeah, but that doesn’t make it hurt less,” Delilah whispered.

Present

“Yeah, well I should head home. I’m supposed to be going to Cass’s now instead,” Delilah said speaking of one of her friend’s.  

Rory nodded. “Yeah, okay. Do you want us to walk you home?” 

A memory came flooding back from a late night spent at the cottage, a night, which Delilah had left, because her father wouldn’t let her do anything. This was something occurred often since Delilah’s dad was such a protective ass.
August 2004

“Walk me home! It’s dark out!” Delilah cried, as she came back in through the cottage door. A small bit if fear was on her face. 
Rory sighed. “I’m too lazy to. Get, Kota to.” 

“Kota?” Delilah asked hopefully.

I groaned. “I don’t want to come back through the woods by myself.”
Fear was in Delilah’s eyes and she turned to Rory. “Please, Ror. I don’t want to go alone.”

“Fine. Go.” She pointed to the door, grabbed a flashlight then followed Delilah and I out the door.
Present

Delilah shook her head. “Nah, that’s fine.”

Rory nodded her head. “Okay, see yah.”

“Bye. Bye, Dakota.” She turned to me.

“Bye,” I said.

We both watched Delilah as she walked through the tree filled woods. Once she was no longer visible through the clumps of trees, Rory sat on the bed.

“I should get going too,” I said. 

Rory looked at her feet. “Yeah,”

I hugged myself. “Maybe I’ll see you sometime during the summer,” I suggested.

She nodded. “Bye.”

“Bye.”

I found my way through the inky forest and successfully, again, hopped over the ditch. Lights from Rory’s house came into my view, a TV was blaring inside and I assumed it was her brother; he used to have a lot of difficulties tearing his eyes away from the blinding television screen. The lights to Delilah’s house were also on, and I swore that I could see her silhouette moving around her bedroom. I stuck a hand in my pocket, to fish out my cell phone and tell Emma that I was on my back. She would probably be annoyed and not answer back.

However, I didn’t get to receive the annoying silence because my scratched up phone was no longer in my pocket. I stood still, debating whether to go back to the cottage or leave it for tomorrow. The cottage would be locked up if I went back tomorrow and Rory probably still would be hung over in bed when I went by. I turned around and started back down the road.

Rory’s house still looked the same as it had three years ago. Blue shutters were still placed on both sides of each window on the white house, and the little white fence still wound around it. Rory’s house was always the spot where everything happened, that would never change.

I could see Rory’s outline in the window of the cottage. Her legs tucked under her in Indian style. I approached the door and hesitated before stepping inside. Rory looked up as I entered.

“Dakota?” She asked, clearly confused to why I had come back.

“Hi, yeah. I forgot my cell phone,” I explained walking over to the cot that Rory was not sitting on.

Rory glanced at it. “Oh,”

I picked my cell phone up then placed it into my pocket. For an unknown reason I sat on the cot. “So, what’s up?”

Rory shrugged. “I was just reading some old notes.” She gestured towards the tin box. I reached over, grabbed one and read it to myself.
Hello lover, It read. Tonight is going to be so much fun! Just you and me in the cottage, since stupid Delilah has to go away. I’m joking. Make sure you bring your portable DVD player and make sure it’s charged. Text me later! Love, Rory. 
A smile formed on my face from the bitter sweet memory. That night was fun; Delilah wasn’t there to bitch at us the whole night. “Do you remember this night?” I handed the note over to Rory and picked up a picture that was in the box while she read.
It was of the three of us; our faces pressed together and grinning into the camera. Rory’s chubby cheeks were rosy and plump from her ear splitting grin; Delilah’s hair was curly and unmanageable and she had braces on her teeth; and I had spots of acne on my face and red glasses. It was back when we were happy, carefree and worriless. But, since then things had changed. Summer was no longer a time of bliss, but a time to find a job, and school wasn’t some pointless thing that took up time, but important. When we were younger change was scary and hard to accept but once high school hit, it was common and had to be accepted. Drama about silly and stupid things was petty and hardly every happened and if it did it was frowned upon, unlike back in junior high when drama was so common it happened everyday. We could no longer be Kota and Ror and Lilah, but had to be Dakota, Rory and Delilah. We were no longer us, but had to be three separate wholes.  

Rory smiled then her laugh pinged against the walls. “Yeah, I think that was the best night that I ever spent here.”

Silence filled up the cottage. Being bold, I decided to fill it. “What are you doing tonight?” 

“Going home,” Rory said. She laughed. “You?”

“The same.” I sighed and lay back on the bed. “Everything is so different,” I whispered. My eyes flickered over to Rory.

She leaned against the green walls. “I know. You want to go get something to eat? I for one am starving.”

I sat up. “Sure and maybe, possibly something to drink? Got any coolers?” I chuckled; I had never felt shy around Rory. 

Rory smiled. “I’m kind of thirsty too.”

We left the notes and other things splayed over both cott’s and headed to Rory’s house to get food and drinks that were enemies the next morning. I glanced at the poster that Delilah had put in. Our friendship had not been repaired but I had closure and closure was all I needed.

“I still don’t have the reason…” Rory started in on the part of Maroon’s Five ‘Makes me Wonder’. 
I grinned and sang the next part. “And you don’t have the ti-i-i-i-i-me!” 

“And it really makes me wonder if I ever gave a…”

“Fuck!” Rory and Delilah belted out the only curse word I wouldn’t say.

Giggling we finished the rest. “…about you and I – so this is goodby-i-i-i-e!” 

