


The Treehouse
	As I walked home, I thought about my day at school. Once I got home I opened the brown door to our family's small apartment on Park Road. I smelled the sweet aroma of mom cooking and put my backpack down on the dirty doormat. I expected Max, my German short-tailed pointer to jump up and start licking me all over but nothing happened. I couldn't spot his brown and black fur anywhere. 
	“Where's Max?” I said to mom.
	“Oh, on that note come sit down Nico” mom said sounding anxious. I walked over to our small living room and sat down on my favorite green cushion chair. Mom walked in and sat down on the couch. She sighed.
	“Dad took Max for a walk this morning,” she paused. “ He got off the leash and got hit by a blue truck.”
	“Is he okay?" I exclaimed.
	“Dad is at the vet, but I don't think he's going to make it,” she said quickly.
I felt a chill go down my spine, and I was on the verge of tears. 
	“I know how much he meant to you buddy” Mom said soothingly.
I couldn't speak. I just sat there. I barely ate dinner and couldn't sleep.
	The next day I hopped out of our white Subaru and started walking toward the tree my friends always group up at. They all looked over at me and stopped talking. 
	“Something wrong?” Ryan said brown hair flying. He was wearing his usual red coat and sweat pants. He's also in 8th grade. 
	“Ummm, yeah,” I mumbled.
	“Go on,” Maya says. Her thoughtful brown eyes were comforting. I looked at my new white and red sneakers.
	“Max died the other morning,” I said quietly. My short brown hair drooped and my green shirt was on backwards.
	“Oh,” they all say in unison.
	“I’m so sorry man. He was a great dog,” Ryan exclaimed.
	“Yeah he was awesome,” Maya replied.
	I struggled through my first few classes and walked through the old tiled hallways to our small cafeteria. We had P.E and were in our soccer unit. I usually love soccer and I'm really good at it but my passes were sloppy and I couldn't shoot. 
	“What's up,” my P.E teacher asked. 
“Nothing,” I responded.
The next day at school I couldn't spot Ryan, Maya, or Jack. I walked around the playground looking for them, nothing. What happened, did I do something wrong? I thought to myself as I sat alone at the cafeteria. Three more days went by and I didn't have any Idea what was happening. There was no response on group chats or text messages. I tried calling them, but no one picked up. 
Finally I spotted Jack in the hallway. He was wearing his black Led Zeppelin sweatshirt and was wearing a Yankees baseball cap. 
	“Jack over here,”I called. He turned and spotted me over the crowd of people then briskly spun around and walked away.
	I saw Ryan's mom at pickup and ran over.
	“Do you know anything about why Jack, Maya, or Ryan are ignoring me?” I said questioningly.
	“Ryan says it's a secret, sorry I can't be of any help” she said.
	“It's fine,” I said feeling annoyed.
	The next day at school I saw  Ryan, Maya, and Jack grouped up at the tree we meet at, exchanging glances with grins on their faces. I stormed over.
	“WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN!!” I yelled. 
	“Whoa, whoah, take a chill pill brother.”
	“Take a chill pill? You've been avoiding me for like two weeks!” I said 
“What have you been doing anyway!” 
“We're really sorry but we can't tell you until after school. It's a surprise” Maya said. I barely make it through the day plus I've been pretty depressed about Max.
After school I shoved my books in my locker and grabbed my backpack and ran outside to join my friends. They led me past the old factory toward the woods and onto a dirt trail that looked like it hadn't been walked in in years. The fresh air was nice and the woods were dark and damp. I could hear birds chirping and I saw a patch of sunlight in the distance we came into a clearing and it took a while for my eyes to adjust but then I saw a huge oak tree with an awesome tree house.
“Like it” said Maya 
“Like it, it's amazing!”I said
“ We felt sorry for you Nico and your dog, so we made this”
The treehouse had two 
Levels one had a rope swing and there was a rope ladder that led up to a bigger room with a small table and a bean bag chair with cushions all over. 
	“LAST ONE THERE IS A ROTTEN EGG!!!!!”


	



 

