
Sinking and Rising: A Fictional Story of Two Friends 
 

Take a deep breath, Emma, you’ll be fine.  
 

I tug at the hem of my shirt and walk into class. I’m wearing one of my sister Courtney’s faded t-shirts with a hole on the side. 

It’s all I have right now and my mom is definitely not thinking about buying new clothes. Hand-me-downs are just as good as 

new clothes, Emma. I like to talk to myself when I’m nervous. These days, I’ve been doing it a lot. My mom is sinking in huge 

piles of unpaid bills and credit card notices. She keeps telling us that we’ll be fine, but something is seriously up.  
 

My thoughts were confirmed when a tall man in a suit came up to the door yesterday and handed my mom a letter. After 

reading it, she ran to the window and we saw the man pushing a foreclosure sign into our yard. I wish my dad were here, he 

would know what to do.  
 

As I open my textbook, my best friend Sandie walks toward me. “Hey Emma! Guess what? My mom and dad are taking me on 

a cruise for winter break.”  
 

Great. Just what I wanted to hear. “That’s great Sandie. I hope you have fun.” I grumble. 
 

She looks concerned. “Are you okay? I thought you would be more excited.”  
 

“Yeah, I’m fine. I’m really tired.” The truth is, I’m jealous. Her parents have plenty of money and my mom can’t even afford 

new clothes. What if we end up homeless?  
 

“Hi mom, I’m home!” I yell.  
 

My dog, Ginger, rushes in to greet me. I give her a pat and read the note on the refrigerator. I guess my mom won’t be home 

until later, again. My parents are both doctors, so they usually get home around 6 or 7 on week nights. My mom works in the 

E.R. and sometimes she has to go to the hospital in the middle of the night.  
 

I grab a soda and head up stairs to start on homework. I glance at the picture of Emma on my bulletin board. I couldn’t figure 

out why she was so upset today. She never said a word on the bus ride home, and when I asked her if she was mad about the 

cruise she shook her head and buried her face in her hands. 
 

I hope it’s not because of the cruise. Our family has been to many places but never on a cruise. We decided on the Caribbean, 

since it’s so beautiful this time of year. I’m so excited I can hardly wait!  
 

My thoughts are scattered when I hear my cellphone buzz. It’s a text from Emma! I skim it and burst into tears. Her house is up 

for foreclosure? No wonder she was so upset. Ever since her dad died I knew they were struggling, but I didn’t dream it would 

come to this.  
 

I hear the door close downstairs and see my dad pop his head into my room. “Hey, Sandie! I came home earlier because one of 

my patients had to cancel their appointment. “Are you okay?” he asks.  
 

I tell him everything. After I finish, he puts his hands in his pockets, as he always does when he is thinking. “You know, Sandie, 

sometimes things happen that we don’t understand.” I hear a door open downstairs and my parents talking. Most of the 

conversation is muffled, but I catch two words: “helping” and “house”. What are they up to now? 
 

I look down at my plate and frown. There isn’t anything on it. Courtney looks at her plate uncomfortably. “Mom told me that 

we will have to get something at school.” she says, “It’s easier.”  
 

There’s a sob coming up my throat and I quickly push it down. Why is this happening? The food at school is for people without 

money to bring lunch.  
 

“I’ll just skip breakfast.” I mumble as I head to the bus stop where my bus is waiting. I slide into the seat next to Sandie and she 

gives me a hug.  
 

“What did you eat for breakfast?” she asks, trying to redirect my thoughts. I put my head down. “Oh.” she says, understanding, 

“I’m sorry.”  
 

It’s even worse when I get the free lunch. People from my classes stare as I bring my food to the table. To make matters worse, 

my mom has to sell her car just pay bills.  
 

Tonight is Christmas Eve, which is even more fun than Christmas in our town. On Christmas Eve, my church invites everyone 

in the town to the town square for food, fun, and the lighting of the big tree. Emma’s mom is coming, along with Emma and 

Courtney. Emma is sleeping over at my house tonight and tomorrow the three of them are coming over for Christmas dinner. 

Ever since I told my dad about Emma’s house, my parents have been acting very strange. When I ask them about it, they just 

wink at each other and say, “Don’t worry about it, Sandie. You will find out soon enough.”  
 

When 7:00 comes around, we all pile in the car and head over to the square. Before the lighting, the mayor calls Emma’s family 

over to the tree and hands them a letter. “It was on my desk this morning with a note that said for me to give it to you.”  
 

Emma’s mother carefully opens the letter and reads it, bursting into tears. The crowd watches with curiosity as Emma’s mother 

exclaims, “Someone just gave us enough money to pay off our mortgage!” A tear or two stream down my face. I look up at my 

dad and he winks at me. It feels good to help someone, even if it costs you a trip to the Caribbean!  
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