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Sasha Salded was sitting on her couch on Sunday morning 

when her stomach started to grumble. She decided to go to the 
fancy new restaurant a couple of miles away from her apartment. 
With her phone and car keys in her hand, she walked down the 
two flights of stairs to exit the apartment and started the car. 
When she stopped at the red light, she looked at the blue BMW 
next to her and heard things like "Coffee?" "Sure, let's get donuts 
too." That was weird, the radio wasn't on, and she was sure she 
was not on a call.  

 
Sasha decided that she was probably starving and was 

starting to hear things, but just then, she saw the car next to her 
drive to the nearest Dunkin'. This was absolutely insane; maybe 
she could tell the future?! Arriving at the restaurant, Sasha smelt 
the spicy noodles. Wow, she thought, This smells amazing!! In the 
restaurant, she saw all the bowls autographed by chefs from 
around the world hanging up on the front wall. New York was a 
busy place, and since this was a new restaurant, it was crowded.  

 
There wasn't enough room to breathe. Squeezing her way to 

her table, she ordered the spicy noodles she smelled, called the 
Spicy Supreme. While she was waiting for her food, she passed the 
time by people-watching, something she found herself doing a lot. 
Sasha could hear all sorts of things like, "Is the food here yet?" 



"I'm hungry!!" "That sounds good; let's take the offer." Every 
different phrase had a different voice, a kid, a man, and an older 
woman. Then she looked around again and saw those exact people 
a few tables away from her. What is happening? I can't be 
dreaming.  Sasha quickly ate her food despite the hot steam 
emitting from the noodles. Sasha started thinking, Could this be 
something special? Something that makes me better?   

 
Sasha was considered a joke all her life, someone who was 

considered "hopeless" or "won't get anywhere in life." Without 
thinking, she drove all the way to the beach. The beach is where 
Sasha last saw her best friend before she got into a car accident. 
Her best friend was the one person that gave her hope. Paris 
would stick with her no matter what others would say. Sasha and 
Paris met at Duke University, and through their college years, 
Paris had her back. It just reminded Sasha of what her best friend 
used to say. Taking her pointer finger, she dragged it through the 
sand, spelling 'Yes You Can.' Sasha had a choice; she could either 
ignore this so-called 'superpower' or use it to her advantage. She 
decided to sleep on it.  

 
In the morning, she had a sudden urge to go to the pet store. 

She couldn't explain what that felt like. It felt as if she was 
magnetically pulled. Her mind was blank, and she had no control 
over her body. What seemed to be happening here was that the 
trip to the beach unleashed her past emotions. Her best friend, 
Paris, had a puppy named Daisy who was in the car with Paris. 
Getting a dog may heal over some wounds which had been dug 
deep. She walked around the dog cages in the nearby pet store, 



thinking about which one really spoke to her. The metal cages 
surrounded every wall. Then, among all the other dogs, a black 
and white Shih Tzu caught her eye. Sasha went closer and saw the 
bright blue eyes, similar to the ones that Paris had. This dog spoke 
to her on a deeper level. The closing deal was the silky smooth fur. 
That afternoon she went home with Jasmine, her new puppy, who 
was jumping all over the place and licking Sasha's face. Jasmine's 
energy made her smile; nothing had been able to do this for a long 
time. Out loud, she said, "This is gonna be fun."  

 
After four years of dealing with pain from the accident, Sasha 

felt the missing piece of happiness. She fell asleep with Jasmine 
on her lap. As soon as she woke up the following day, she took 
Jasmine on a walk around her apartment. Along the way, she saw 
multiple people doing the same thing. Then, Sasha heard 
something while glancing at a middle-aged woman across the 
street talking on the phone. "Do you have it ready? The deadline is 
coming soon." Sasha just assumed that the woman was talking 
about work, but just then, she heard something that made the hair 
on her neck stand up. "Are more pieces needed? The bomb better 
be perfect."  

 
The woman realized that Sasha was watching her; she waved 

and smiled, Sasha waved back. Sasha was still trying to soak in 
what was happening; she checked her watch and "8:42?!" She was 
late for work. Thoughts were clouding her head; This lady could be 
dangerous; is this where I can use my 'powers'? I guess it's worth a 
try, but what would my boss say? It's only my second month at 
work. Maybe he will think of me as unreliable. Her thoughts 



continued on and on until the lady started to walk back to her 
block. Sasha quickly typed out an apology message to her boss, 
Fred, stating that she would not be able to attend work today 
because of a critical emergency. Half running, half walking toward 
the lady, Sasha felt so tired, but she had to keep going.  
 

What felt like 20 miles later, the lady halted and looked 
behind her to see Sasha panting with her hands on her knees. "Oh 
hi," Sasha said out-of-breath. "Hello, didn't I see you before? Oh 
yes, you were that young lady with the cute little dog, isn't it?" the 
lady stated calmly. "My name is Elizabeth." she said after waiting 
for Sasha to get back to normal. "Well, my name is Sasha, and I 
had a few questions." "Go ahead," Elizabeth replied. Sasha pulled 
at her collar and started to sweat. "I was wondering if you know 
anything about a, um, a…" Sasha stuttered. "What, sweetie, speak 
up a little bit," Elizabeth stated while putting her hand to her ear. 
"A BOMB!" Sasha blurted without thinking.  

 
The lady turned her smile into a sinister glare. "How do you 

know?" "I just overheard." The lady raised her eyebrow. "From 
across the street?" Sasha tried to run away, but Elizabeth grabbed 
her arm and gritted her teeth. "Please cooperate, and no one will 
get hurt." Sasha tried to force Elizabeth's hand off but struggled to 
do so. Sasha hung her head with her eyes tearing up and walked 
with Elizabeth toward the old house at the end of the street. Sasha 
was scared to death; why did I have to open my big mouth? Now 
I'm going to die. What would Paris say about this? Just then 
Jasmine started to bark, and Sasha began to think. Elizabeth 
looked very familiar, too familiar. As if she had seen her and 
talked to her before. Now that she thought of it, Sasha took a look 



around the room she was in. It gave her a shock feeling of deja vu. 
As soon as she saw the fireplace, she knew.  
 

This house is where Paris used to live. In their Sophomore 
year, a forest fire burned up a few homes in Longbeach, California. 
This included the very home she was in at the moment. Elizabeth 
was in the house at the time too, which explains the scars on her 
face. Elizabeth was glaring at her from the kitchen door like she 
could shoot lasers from her eyes.  

 
Walking closer to Sasha, she said, "Well, looks like you 

figured out everything." Sasha didn't realize that she was talking 
out loud. "Now, you may know that I'm her mom," Elizabeth said 
with a tinge of pain in her voice. Sasha immediately knew what 
she meant. Elizabeth sat down in another chair next to her. "It's 
been a long time, hasn't it, Sasha?" Sasha nodded. "I guess I should 
explain everything now; the bomb isn't my fault." Elizabeth looked 
up to see what Sasha's reaction would be. Sasha just leaned in 
closer to listen. "After Paris's accident, I was heartbroken. It was 
hard the first year. Then with all my anger and pain obstructing 
my common sense, I joined a group that hurts people for fun." 
Elizabeth sighed and rubbed her eyes. "It wasn't my proudest 
moment and never will be. I was made leader. I kept telling 
myself, What would Paris say? She must be so mad and ashamed 
of her own mother. I meant to leave, but they threatened me; I had 
no choice but to stay. Now here I am doing the opposite of what 
Paris did, volunteering at stores, planting trees, and donating 
money."  

 



Elizabeth started to cry with both her hands on her eyes. 
Sasha padded her on the back. "I understand Liza, I've been really 
lonely," Sasha stated. Elizabeth held her hand and gave her a 
slight smile. Sasha and Liza talked for hours until the sunset and 
rose again. Their closeness helped Liza send a message to the 
group that the bomb was to be canceled and that she would be 
'retiring.' After that, the two decided that it would be better to stick 
together, with Jasmine, of course. It might not be the happiest of 
endings, but it was the happiest they both had been in for four 
years.       
  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


