B-day


Fact #1: Today is my birthday and I’m so excited that I’m turning 14! I’m also excited that my birthday is on a Saturday this year. My family and I are going out to eat tonight at a Spanish restaurant called El Flamenco. I’m planning to wear the new dress my mom gave me this morning after breakfast. It has a rose-pink color, plus green and brown. The colors are in a design of swirly flowers on the knee-length dress. I love it so much!


Fact #2: It’s 5:45 and we’re getting in the car to go to El Flamenco. This is my favorite restaurant because the inside has small fountains everywhere and tropical plants in elaborate pots. Also, the food is delicious! When we arrive there’s a short line of people. The waitress tells us that we’ll have to wait about fifteen minutes. I can smell all different kinds of spices and food. The aromas make my mouth water. While my family and I sit on the waiting bench, my 11 year old sister pokes me in the side, making me giggle. Then she says “No, Cryss, look at that man over there. Isn’t he weird?” I turn my head to where she’s pointing and see a man sitting at a table by himself near the center of the restaurant. He’s wearing a white button down shirt and black slacks, but the weird thing is that I can’t see his feet or shoes. You’d think that an adult’s feet would reach the floor, but this man’s are nowhere in sight. What’s weirder, is the fact that this guy has a pocketbook strap hanging out of the back of the seat. It almost looks like a tail. The man has a long, pointy nose protruding from between his small, beady, black eyes. The scruffy beard on the man’s chin matches the gray-white color of his eyebrows and wispy hair. His big ears seem to be tinted more pink than the rest of his face and the weirdest detail of all is that his meal is covered in ketchup. I don’t mean just that it has ketchup drizzled everywhere, I mean that this plate of food is drenched in the red stuff so much that I can’t even tell what the food underneath of it might be. This disgusts me enough to turn back to my sister. 

“Maddy, why do you think he has all his food covered in ketchup?” 


“I don’t know, but it’s really gross! I guess he really likes ketchup.” My little sister whispers so the man can’t possibly hear her. 

Fact #3: It’s time for us to go to our table. The waiter sits us about ten feet away from the ketchup mouse. Whoops! I mean man, but that pocketbook strap looks more like a tail every time I glance at it. We order our food and drinks. Then I get up to go to the bathroom. When I’m drying my hands, I notice a little hatch in the wall near the bottom of the sink. It looks almost like a door. Being careful not to rub all over the floor, I bend down and swing the piece of wood open. It’s as if there’s a huge fan on the other side of the wall. The black wind that blows through the door knocks me backwards, slamming me into the wall on the other side of the bathroom. I’m positive someone will have heard the THUD that I made so I stand up and wait for a minute to be sure no one is approaching the lavratory. When I’m sure no one is coming, I go to the side of the  door and brace myself for the wind. Looking through what I thought was a wall, I get so dizzy and lightheaded I’m surprised that I don’t faint.

Fact #4: This restaurant, has a door into another world. On the other side of the door, horrific creatures duel with magic on a barren land with little vegetation. Wherever there is a bush or plant, there’s also some kind of beast hiding behind it, attempting to be unseen. There’s a river to the left of the door and I spot an almost human-like thing lying in the water, obviously trying to hide. Above the ground, a swirling black cloud hovers, swallowing beasts dead or alive, along with the little plant life left. I think all these creatures are demons of sorts. I jump when one demon lands in front of the door and stares at me, malice and hunger darting behind his slightly confused eyes. The demon has talons and fangs that look about as sharp as a butcher’s knife. He seems to decide that it doesn’t matter whether I look like a demon or not and that I’m an enemy either way because his face turns from confusion to ferocity in about two seconds.

I slam the piece of wood back into the wall, freaking out and beginning to think that this is all a dream. The small thumping on the other side of the bathroom wall however, tells me that I’m fully awake. Placing the garbage can in front of the door, I brush myself off and leave the bathroom, trying to stay calm. I have no idea what to do except hope that the door to the other world stays closed.

Fact #5: My family has just begun to eat when I get back to our table. The smell of the warm food that’s been set on the table and the hunger in my stomach washes away my thoughts of the land beyond the bathroom wall. The meal that I ordered is delicious. It’s called El Rosado Flamenco, named because of the pink cream sauce that covers three small enchiladas. As I take my first bite, someone taps me on the shoulder. I almost choke on my food when I turn around to see the mousy ketchup man peering down at me.

“May I speak to you for a moment, miss?” the man asks me. I look at my parents hoping for them to help me out a little, but all they say is, “Sure honey, go ahead. We’ll be here when you’re finished talking.” Okay, that is not like my parents at all. They would never let some stranger pull me aside from anywhere just to “talk”. I stare at them in disbelief for a moment, and then follow the man to the side of the restaurant, against my will. It’s almost as if he just took control of my feet.

“My name is Mr. Rouse,” my new acquaintance informs me. “I just wanted to tell you that there’s something coming out of the restroom you just exited.” I glance at the bathroom door and see wisps of smoke coming out of it. There’s a fire! I think this at first, but then I recognize the smoke as part of the cloud that was hovering above the other world! Turning back to Mr. Rouse, I almost shout at him, “What is that? What have you done to my parents? Please explain!”

“ Please do not shout. In order to warn you of what is happening I’ve put a small charm over your family and the rest of the restaurant. I only used it to ensure that I could talk to you.”

“Wait, wait, wait. A charm? Magic isn’t real, Mr. Rouse. I think you might want to talk to someone else if you’re going to be talking about charms.” I say.

“Oh, why are people so ignorant? First of all, magic is real and you know it. You’ve just witnessed it twice! Secondly, I’ve come to warn you that if that cloud fully enters this world, it will cause the biggest and longest battle you will ever see. You must lock the door between these two worlds before it’s too late! I’ve been doing all I can to stop the cloud, but even ketchup doesn’t help. And yes, ketchup is supposed to be a repellant to evil.”

I’m stunned into silence. Finally, I get a grip and ask, “How am I supposed to lock that door?”

“Your sister has the key. Get it from her and lock the door. It’s as simple as that, but you have only about three minutes to do that before the cloud takes over. It’s already beginning to fill that side of the restaurant.”

Sure enough, the area next to the bathroom is turning gray. “Okay,” I tell Mr. rouse. “I’ll lock the door as soon as you put my family back to normal.”

“I’m on it.” Then I’m standing alone at the side of El Flamenco as if I was hallucinating and following someone unreal. The only evidence that I wasn’t hallucinating is a small mouse with a white top and black bottom hurrying out the restaurant door.

Fact #6: My little sister is very stubborn. When I ask if she has a key of some sort she tells me that yes she does have a key, and that she wouldn’t give it to me if it would save her life. Now it’s my turn to think, “Oh, why are people so ignorant?” Giving Maddy one of my “I mean it” looks, I tell her that it very well could save her life and that if she doesn’t give it to me I’ll get it myself. Maddy doesn’t like that idea, so she hands over her diary key. I don’t know how this will work because the door to the other world isn’t a diary, but I decide to try it anyway.

Rushing to the bathroom I yell back to my mom and dad, “I’ll be right back! I have to save the world!” I’m sure they think I’m going crazy by now but I don’t care. I yank back the bathroom door and realize I’ve forgotten how powerful the other world’s wind is. Rebalancing myself from falling into a table, I try to push through the now black wind. In the bathroom I can’t see a thing. I feel around for the sink and soon find it. Just as I reach the flap of wood, a gush of debris and an impossibly strong wind current shoves me into the table I’ve already fallen into, this time knocking it over. The demon that I saw earlier leaps out of the bathroom yelling as loud as he can in battle cry. And this is the moment that I realize: even though this story is about to end, the battle that is about to begin, will never.
