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       When Sydney’s father pulls the car around the corner onto Prospect, I begin to recognize my surroundings.
We’re in the heart of Hermosa Beach, not far from my childhood home. I share my discovery with the passengers of
the car.
       “Yep,” Drew replies, “It’s only about two blocks that way.” He gestures with his hand. 
       “Hey, how long has it been since you’ve been back?” Sydney asks.
        I shrug, “A while.” 
        Drew pulls up to the curb. “This is it. I’ll be back to pick you up at 11:30, you can watch the ball drop at
home. Be safe girls.”
        Sydney and I mumble thanks in unison and hop out. She bounds up to the front door of a small white house,
and I follow timidly behind. We walk right in without knocking and are met by a pack of Sydney’s friends. I don't
know anyone, they’re all kids from the local high school and since I moved I’ve lost touch with almost all my friends.
I’m never around to meet anyone new.
        The circle of introductions commences, and once everyone knows who I am (only to forget within minutes), the
crowd disperses and we splay out on the couch. The host, a blond boy whose name I don’t know, approaches us
with two red cups full of something probably alcoholic.  
       “You guys can have some, just be chill. My parents are upstairs.” He hands us the cups and then disappears
into the kitchen. 
       “Yo, what the fuck is this?” I ask Sydney, swishing my cup around.
       “No idea.” She downs its contents. 
        I sniff the beverage. It’s lemony, strong. I place my cup gingerly on the table. Sydney grabs my hand and drags
me to my feet. We make our way to the front room, which vaguely resembles a living room, but can’t be because I
could swear we were just in one. There’s music on and we try to dance, but it isn’t very good and most people are
just gossiping about other kids I don’t know anyways. Sydney lets out a noise that resembles a humph, and positions
herself in criss-cross-applesauce on the floor. I drop down next to her. 
        “This blows,” I whine, “I wanted to go to Cavin’s party.”
        “My parents don’t like him. Anyways, you’ll see him tomorrow and we wouldn’t have been able to stay long
since I have curfew. Doesn’t matter.” 
        “Nothing matters.” I roll onto my back and stretch out on the hardwood.
*** 
         I rolled across the dining room floor into the kitchen, where my mother was searching through the pantry. I
nudged her shoe. 
         She smiled down at me. “Hi baby.”
         “Can I go play on the street? The kids are out there.”
         “That’s fine, but no going in the road unless there’s an adult around.”
         I rolled back out of the kitchen, raced down the stairs, and went out our front door. The house we lived in
was perched on the slope of the steep hill that was 7th street. It was sort of yellowish, tall and skinny, with two
balconies facing the street and a roof-top deck. From the roof, or the top of the hill, you could see the wiggling line
of ocean all those blocks west of us. 
        Ours was a family street and all the kids would assemble at the top of the hill to play games or race down the
incline. As I turned to make my way up to the top, a kid on a wiggle scooter zoomed past me. I turned to watch with
nervous anticipation, wondering if this time a kid might miss the invisible boundary and go veering onto Prospect.



There was always a possibility that our games would go wrong, and we liked that. I walked up the hill and joined the
gaggle of children at the top. I waited my turn to ride the scooter.  
         Finally, it was time. After the last kid lugged the wiggly scooter up the hill, I mounted it and pushed off. I
raced down the hill, wind whipping my hair into a rat’s nest. My mom called out from where she stood on the
balcony. 
        “Amelie! Helmet!” 
         I ignored her. It was too late now, I was almost at the end of the hill. I set my feet down to  graze the
pavement and lower my speed. To my surprise, one pink flip-flop slipped off my right foot. I drew dangerously close
to the intersection. With one flip-flop clad foot dragging on the ground, I wrenched the steering handles of the wiggly
scooter and managed to turn at the last moment up the corner of the sidewalk. I brought myself to a stop. I could
hear my mother shouting to be careful, and the kids at the peak of the hill cheering. I sat for a moment on the
sidewalk, before heading to retrieve my flip-flop, finding that the strap had disconnected from the sole. I took off the
other shoe and trodded barefoot to the wiggle scooter. With a sigh, I  began to drag it back up the hill.
***
          “I have an idea!” Sydney exclaims, “Let’s walk to your old street!”  
          I look around. There are teenagers scattered around the house lounging and chatting. The music still sucks.
Sydney eyes me.
         “Are you sure that’s a good idea? It’s almost eleven. And your dad said not to go anywhere,” I say. 
         “It’s fine. This party is lame anyways.” 
          I let her go off to find the blond boy and tell him we’re leaving for a bit. I sit awkwardly balanced on the edge
of the couch waiting. She makes her way back to me and we slip out the front door. Outside, the air is as cool as it
ever gets in Southern California. We skip along the sidewalk towards the intersection of my old street. We giggle,
our voices echoing on the empty street.
        “You’d think there’d be more people out,” I muse. 
         The normally busy street is quiet, and there’s not a soul in sight. When we reach my street, we discover that
there is no crosswalk. We hold hands instinctively, scurry across the street and up the hill, beeline for my old house.
We stop in the driveway. 
       “You should yell! Announce that you’re here,” Sydney suggests.
        “I don’t want to wake the tenants...”
       “Who cares? It’s New Year’s Eve. It’s your street and your house.” Sydney nudges my shoulder, “Doesn’t
matter, right? We’ll make a run for it.” 
        I cave, tilting my head back to the sky. A series of loud whoops escape me. Sydney joins in, and for a moment
the world is just two girls howling at the moon. We sprint back down the hill, continuing our cries all the way down. I
lift my arms to my sides and feel the wind embrace me. We stop at the corner, panting and laughing, stomachs on
fire. After a few moments, we turn to cross the street. As we take our first step off the curb, a black car appears out
of the darkness, blazing around the corner. We jump back, startled, and then, without so much as a word between
us, dash down the sidewalk to the party. I’m not sure what takes hold of us, fear, perhaps, or a need for some sort
of adventure. But we run as though the car is trailing behind us in pursuit. 
       Even when we reach the safety of the house Sydney turns to me and says, “Did you see that car?” 
       We imagine we are in danger. I think maybe we want to be.
 


