                Taken by the Wind 
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                                        Author: Sara M. Dejesus                                                One very cold night in November while I was sitting on the couch watching TV with my brother my mom got one of those feelings that something dreadful had happened. So as she was doing her work as usually she couldn’t concentrate because she couldn’t get over the feeling, then suddenly the phone ringed. So as she picked up the phone she started to tear up. On the other side of the side of the phone my aunt had just announced that my fifteen year old cousin had died right in front of her. So as we rushed over to her house the ambulance had already taken her away. There my aunt was on the floor curled up in a ball in tears, the floor was drenched in tears. My mom went over to comfort her, she was crying to. My bother and I at the time didn’t know what was happening, until my mom told me that’s when I started to tear up. My brothers on the other hand took like a man and hide his sorrow for my aunt. 
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The day of the funeral as we drove up to the car was dangerously silent like as if we were at a grave, but the funny thing was were going to a grave. So as we arrived I could see my father’s side of the family all there. (It was my father’s niece) We walked out and I was surrounded by family, and then all rapidly hugged me like the ocean to its beach. We inched closer to the funeral home were her body was being showed. I always thought that only god could take away life but in this case I thought that he was in the wind that day and I guess that it was her time to go. When to service was over we went to her burial site we all got a beautiful white and red rose to put with her while she went down. Roses were her favorite flower and mine to. Everyone I mean everyone made a least a puddle with all there crying. 
I don’t think it’s fair that people die but it happens to everyone. So as I walk to my car filled with grief knowing that she’ll never life, a life full of life, happiness, love, instead she is down a grave, I still her he whisper, and I feel her touch on me. I believe she’s not gone, I believe that she’s in the wind, like it’s her wings and she’s here with me. Sometimes I think she was helpless in the middle of the floor, struggling for air but she could never get. Now I live me life to the fullest because you never know when you’re going to be taken by the wind. This is my story.
                                     In Memories of Julianne 1994-2008

                                Love you with my entire Heart Te Amor

