Cheerfully, I trotted along the cracked cement path to the forest. One, two, three.. I counted how many steps it took to get to the ancient sycamore tree in the clearing. As I nestled myself in between the moss covered, tangle of gnarled roots, I heard the unmistakable sound of boots stepping on dry leaves. Alarmed, my head snapped up. My heart drummed in my chest. Then black leather boots emerged from the dark, spidery woods followed by a slender body with the face I knew better than my own, sitting on top.
“Elisa?” I spluttered, eyes wide.
Elisa stared and gave me a weak smile. 
“Hey?” she mumbled with a slight wave.
“It’s been thirteen years.”
“I know.”
My fingers fidgeted and Elisa’s eyes looked anywhere but me.
“You’ve changed.” Elisa mused tilting her head.
“I really can recognise you except for your chestnut coloured eyes.”
“So…What have you been up to?”
“Nothing much. You?”
Before answering, Elisa sat down next to me. Just like old times.
“I’ve been married to a nice guy.”
Elisa flashes her diamond ring that glitters like a million stars.
“So.. what made you like him.” 
“He is gentle and super funny.”
“How did you meet him?”
“He was the barista and I was the customer.”
We carried on chatting under the shade of the sycamore tree as the gentle gusts of wind blew our hair into our faces. We smiled. For the first time in thirteen years.
