
It was the final day of fifth grade and the "warmup" for elementary school was over. As my 
best friend and I walked out of the building, a wave of kids poured out behind us, laughing 
and crying over the closing of a monumental chapter. 

I headed toward my mother’s bright red car. My younger sister was already buckled in, and 
my older sister was a few steps behind me, laughing with friends. My father smiled at me 
from the driver's seat. Once we settled into our usual spots my younger sister on the far 
left, my older sister in the middle, and me on the right. I turned to my father and asked him 
a question. “Dad, can we go swimming today?” My sisters jumped at the idea along with 
me. My dad smiled, “Ishi, zarē lemewanyeti inihēdaleni” (Okay, we will go swimming today). 

We erupted in joy. I opened my cup of candy, filled to the rim with what felt like gold: 
Smarties, Twizzlers, and Hershey’s. As we pulled into our apartment complex next to a 
weathered gas station, the scenery shifted. I saw a man lying on the ground, shielded only 
by broken bits of cardboard. He wore a torn black shirt, a cigarette gripped between his 
lips. 

As my dad parked he told us our mom had a surprise waiting, my sisters bolted for the door. 
I stayed behind. I looked at the man, then down at my cup of candy. I knew my parents 
wouldn’t approve of me going toward the gas station alone, but my gut whispered that I had 
to. I dashed toward him before my dad came into view. 

The man looked up with a cold glare. He didn't look at my face; he just looked at my hands. 
I followed his gaze. My hands were soft, smooth, and clean. His were rough, dirty, and 
calloused. The contrast was a vast chasm. I noticed a raw cut on his arm, the blood a deep, 
crimson red. 

“Here!” I stammered, shivering as I handed him my treasure. The coldness in his eyes 
flickered into a glint of warmth. “I have to go now, my dad will get mad. Bye!” I ran home, my 
heart hammering. 

In my room, I stared at my hands. I noticed a hangnail on my thumb and pulled it. A small 
bead of red soaked through. It stung, but it brought a strange clarity. Despite the gap 
between my candy and his cardboard, we were made of the same substance. I realized 
then, that blood is the ink in which every human’s story is written and though our chapters 
look different, we are all written on the same page. 

 


