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MY BEST FRIEND 

 

When I was six years old, I found a rickety, tiny building behind my house. The building 

was dusty and small rays of sunlight fell through the roof. I could see dust flying through the 

rays of sunlight. Next to the entrance was a little nest made with dried grass; feathers rested all 

around it. Inside the nest were six, reddish-brown, unhatched baby chicks. This is how I met my 

best friend, a rooster. 

Out of the nest, I picked one of the smallest, perfectly formed eggs. The egg fit perfectly 

on the palm of my six-year-old hand. The shell felt soft and was not as rough as the other eggs. I 

remember being able to see the chick inside the egg just by holding it next to a beam of light. I 

could see the eyes and body form. The chick looked like a baby human fetus with its tail and 

back curling up. I supposed that the difference between the chick and a human fetus was that he 

was in a shell made of calcium instead of a mother’s womb. 

I checked on my egg every day after school. I would rush home right when the bell rang. 

At that age, I lived in El Salvador, a small country in Central America. My school was very far 

from home, but the excitement I had to see the eggs hatch meant that did not matter. 
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I rushed through the woods with my small backpack, dashing through the fallen trees, 

getting stung by nettle leaves on my way. The painful rash and scratches did not matter. I needed 

to be home and nothing was going to stop me. The crunch from the leaves overtook the sound of 

the birds in the trees. I heard the sound of the wind blowing as I kept running. 

One day, I got home just in time to see the eggs hatch. I dropped my backpack on the 

patio and kept running to the backyard of the house. The hen was standing by the side of her 

nest—I guess she also wanted to see what was going to happen next. All the eggs started to 

wiggle, and you could hear muffled peeps coming from inside. I could see their beaks pecking 

through their shells. My eyes widened in amazement. 

After a while, all the chicks came out of their eggs except for one. It was the egg I had 

picked. I watched anxiously as the tiny hatchling struggled to break through the soft shell. The 

egg swayed side to side. Eventually, the peeping from the egg started to fade. I was worried my 

chick was not going to make it. 

Although it did not crack the whole egg open, the chick did make a small hole on the side 

where I could look inside. I decided to help the chick break through. 

“Success!” I yelled after seeing my hatchling crawl out of its shell. 

The chick was just a tad smaller than your normal chick. His soft, yellow feathers 

disappeared in a flash. The next thing I knew, he was all grown up and now a rooster, one taller 

than the two other roosters we had in the past. His feathers were sharp and colorful. 

He would always follow me wherever I went. As I  approached my home after school, I 

would hear what would become a familiar sound—a soft, Spanish, little “coo” that would echo in 

my mind as if he were welcoming me back home. 
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Then on an especially gleaming day after the school day had ended, I noticed a difference 

in the mood when I approached the entrance to my house. My friend was not there; he never 

welcomed me home. The difference was the lack of that comforting and familiar “coo.” 

Usually, I would look up and there he would be, hiding behind the vibrant green leaves of 

the lemon tree in my front yard. I entered the house and rushed to the backyard. There was 

nothing to see. I looked and looked for my rooster, and there was nothing. I was afraid he had 

been eaten by a wildcat. To my shock, that was what had happened to him. 

I walked into the forest, and it wasn't long until I found a pile of bones with the sharp and 

colorful feathers I knew so well. There in front of me was my best companion. Ripped apart—

there were many signs of struggle. At least, he went out with a fight. 

Although the day was bright, the whole world fell apart in my mind; the ache in my heart 

was unbearable. After many hours of weeping, I realized that my best friend would not be there 

with me forever. Nothing would bring him back. 
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