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Wednesday Afternoon

The craziest week of my life starts off pretty normal.

My best friend, Fay Parson, is sitting next to me. She twirls her long dark braids around her fingers while chatting about how excited she is for summer. The crowded space of the school cafeteria echoes with the voices of a hundred rowdy students. Chaotic, but in a good way, it's like this everyday. 

Carla Benz, a junior like Fay and I, is sitting at the end of the table in her wheelchair. She blows her short black bangs out of her eyes while furiously scribbling answers in her notebook. She’s super smart, and in several advanced classes. Carla is everyone’s go-to for homework help.

Angela East, my older cousin and friend, is a senior. Angela and I have always been close, we always have lunch together at school. I’ve looked up to her my whole life. She’s smart, pretty, and athletic- a star of the 12th grade. Everyday she does her short caramel hair up in a ponytail with a ribbon. Our school offers three languages and Angela is fluent in all of them. She’s unique, kind, and basically the older sister I never had.

Then there’s Livy Oneill, Angela’s friend, who I don’t know very well. But she’s always nice to us and brings dessert to share from her dad’s bakery, Sugar Coated. (Cookie-Friday is the highlight of my week)

There are about fifteen other tables, we don't have a huge school, there are only about 500 students across four grades. But I love the highschool, especially because they have an excellent girls soccer team (that I’ve been on for three years).

“See you tomorrow, Jizara!”

I turn to see Angela grabbing her backpack, she smiles, then walks out of the cafeteria. 

“Where is she going?” I don’t remember her mentioning that she was leaving early.

Carla shakes her head, “How could you forget? She’s going for her interview at Forever Flowers.”

Angela’s been trying to get an afterschool job for a while, but she really wanted to work with plants. There are only two flower shops in Lake Ramslow: Forever Flowers (on the opposite side of town), and Blissful Blossoms (right near our school).

My mom adores fresh flowers, so I stop at Blissful Blossoms at least once a week after school. The small shop is run by the sweetest women in town, Starlah Carlin. She’s in her thirties, a short, blond woman with hot pink stripes in her hair like strawberry-lemonade. My friends and I all love her. We’ve known her for years, and spend hours talking with her and helping in the shop. She runs fundraisers for pet shelters, invites all her customers to weekend potlucks, and babysits on the weekend whenever parents need her. Every person in town loves her, except Angela.

I love my cousin, but even I can tell she has an issue with pride. In her freshman year, someone sabotaged her group project, leaving her with a D. That person found several cockroaches in their backpack the next day. 

When she was in fifth grade, a girl made fun of the way Angela ran during PE. The whole situation ended in a full on fist fight. Angela is a really nice, respectful girl...until someone insults her. Then she’s a whole different person.

Angela spent weeks preparing to work at Blissful Blossoms, telling everyone how she probably wouldn't even need an interview. But when she went over to the shop, Miss. Carlin told Angela that she’d already hired someone, and couldn’t afford to hire two people. My friends and I know that Miss. Carlin had no idea Angela wanted to work there, but my cousin was mad. She didn’t talk to me or anyone for awhile, then the next day, she applied to interview at Forever Flowers.

I hope she’ll get the job, maybe then she’ll forgive Miss. Carlin (who felt awful about the whole thing). But maybe ‘working for the competition’ will make things even worse. 

I turn back to my friends, who are now arguing over which season was best. As Fay is an avid swimmer, she’s rooting for summer, “You can go to the pool, to the beach, and enjoy ice cream in the sun!”

Carla shakes her head, “You can still do those things in fall, it’s just a little cooler. And all the trees change into beautiful colors.” Carla loves taking photos, and she made us all albums of pictures of fall leaves last year.

“Well, I love spring, because that is when Miss. Carlin has my favorite flowers-” my friends cut me off.

“Columbines!” Carla and Fay say in unison, laughing, “We know!”

Since it’s late spring now, my friends and I are going to meet at Miss. Carlin’s shop tomorrow afternoon to pick up some columbines. They are these beautiful yellow centered flowers, with five white and purple petals in the shape of a star. From spring until they are out of season, those are what I pick up for my mom, who got her pick of flowers the rest of the year.

The bell rings, so we get up and throw away our trash. Well, Fay and I walk over to the trash. Carla makes a three point shot into the can from 10 feet away, she’s talented like that. 

We split up in the hallway, each heading to a different class. I’m anxious for Angela, she’ll be coming to my house after school with good news, or very bad news. She was so mad after not getting the last job, I wasn’t sure she’d try again.

I walk a few doors down from the cafeteria and into my math class. The teacher is sitting at his desk grading our quizzes. The agenda on the board says, “Review Session:   Study for Thursday’s Exam”.

I sit down and pull out my notebook. As I grab my pencil, I realize something. Angela is one of the smartest people I know, and (usually) the most level headed. What happened with her not getting the last job was a pure accident, she’ll definitely get this job. There is no reason for me to worry about it.

***
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When I get home, I notice that Angela’s bike isn’t in the driveway. Since she isn’t here yet, I have a chance to blow up some balloons. I can picture it now: She’ll arrive glowing with joy, balloons will fall from the ceiling, and everything will be right with her again. My parents might even take us all to dinner to celebrate, it will be perfect!

I use my key to open the front door and drop my backpack on the ground. Behind the couch in the living room, stands three shelves with the ‘junk drawers’. The first one I open has everything from birthday candles, to pens, to tape, to a pair of socks! In the back I can see a thick stack of photos Carla had taken of her, Fay, and I. The second drawer I open has the bag of balloons right on top, underneath it is a brochure for a museum my family went to years ago. 

I get to work blowing up her favorite color of balloons, red ones. I keep blowing until ten are inflated and I’m left winded. Leaving the balloons on the couch, I go into the kitchen for a drink. 

I grab a short glass from the cabinet and go over to the fridge to fill it up. As I take my first sip, I hear the front door open and slam shut so loudly I choke on my water. 

Setting my glass down on the counter, I run into the living room. Angela is there, hurling her backpack and bike helmet on the couch so hard six of my balloons pop. Before I can say a word, she storms up the stairs. I hear a door slam and a muffled scream echo through the house.

I’m guessing she didn’t get the job. 

I run upstairs and slowly open my bedroom door. Angela is lying facedown on my bed, having shoved my folded pajamas onto the floor. The room is small, with a twin bed, desk, and closet. She’s drawn the curtains on both my windows and is sobbing loudly.

I’ve never seen her this upset. I don’t even know what to say to her, so I just keep standing awkwardly in the doorway.

Angela says something through sniffles, that I can’t make out. “What did you say?”

She sits bolt upright and faces me, her eyes red and wide, a scowl on her face, “I said that this is all HER fault!”

“Um, who’s fault?” I inch slightly further back in the doorway.

Angela stands and grabs a stack of papers off my desk, “STUPID STARLAH CARLIN!” She throws the papers on the floor and stomps on them. There goes my history essay.

She’s scaring me now, “Miss- Miss. Carlin?” As I watch Angela grabs a pen case off my desk and chucks it at the wall, it leaves a scuff in the mist-colored paint. 

“Who else!? That WITCH obviously told the owners at Forever Flowers not to hire me! They picked a 21 year old boy that doesn’t know a daisy from a rose. Because he had ‘more experience’, more experience stealing highschoolers’ jobs maybe!” Angela is pacing now, her ribbon has come undone and her short brown hair is unkempt and in her face.

“Well,” I start slowly, “maybe you could try for a job elsewhere, there are lots of other places in town.” 

Angela goes over to the tower fan by my bed and starts kicking it, “No,” kick, “all the other seniors have,” harder kick, “jobs at the other places,” even harder kick, “and I would too if it wasn’t for,” extremely hard kick, “THAT woman!” She kicks it four more times until the tower fan falls over and crashes into my desk chair. 

“I’m going to make her pay, she’s going to regret shaming me!” Angela shoves past me.

“Wait! Where are you going?” I scramble after her. By the time I am out of the room, she’s already stomping down the stairs.

“I’m going
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