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“Let's go to the beach!” said my father, and that phrase was magical for me 

and my siblings because it was the most awaited moment of the year and the 

beginning of the best adventures of our childhood.

I belong to a big family: my parents, my five siblings, my cats, and I. 

My cats? well, they will not be in this story. Now let me tell you about my 

siblings.

My father was a serious, responsible and hard-working man. Sometimes, 

when he was in a good mood, he behaved like a child making histrionic jokes.

My mother used to be a very devoted woman, dedicated to her house and her 

family, and very much in love with dad.
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Yorka was two years younger than Yery and completely different from her. She 

was somewhat reserved, tall and friendly. She loved to read and learn about 

history. Yorka played the guitar very well.

Samuel was twelve years old. He always had a smile on his face and 

possessed great imagination to create stories about beach monsters in the 

middle of the night. He really knew how to scare us.

Yery, the oldest sister, was sixteen years old. She was somewhat maternal 

with us, she loved to sing and her long, frizzy black hair seemed to move with 

the wind to the rhythm of her melodies... sweet voice.

Nalim, my younger brother, was seven years old. He had prominent cheeks 

and hazel eyes. Sometimes, he was a bit naughty and the most spoiled too.

Katiuska, the thinnest among us, was ten years old and had curly red hair. She 

was strong-willed, always scowling and, at times, a troublemaker —well, to be 

honest, very o�en—. I think every family has such a member, doesn’t it?

Anelim, an eight-year-old girl, was somewhat mischievous and very curious. 

She had dark hair and dark brown eyes, a little chubby too, and eager to feel 

the breeze of every summer... that was me.

The six of us and my parents prepared everything to stay camping on the 

beach for a whole week, actually, it felt like a month. The day before leaving 

home, mom and dad bought the groceries, got ready with the tents, blankets, 

pots, dishes, utensils, and pieces of wood to make a bonfire and to cook. One 

important thing we were taught from a very young age was to keep the beach 

clean. It was forbidden to throw garbage on the sand or in the sea. Our parents 

said it was a gi� from God and keeping it clean was a sign of respect and 

gratitude. That's why we had garbage cans made of recycled boxes around 

the tents to keep our beach clean and beautiful. 
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When everything was ready, mom said, “It's time to sleep”. We couldn't sleep 

thinking about getting up early to get the best seat in my father's old car. It was a 

green Dodge that miraculously fit up to ten people.

Here we were, finally the whole family on our way to our destination: The beach.

As soon as we arrived, the doors were opened and we rushed out to the sea like 

a flock of pigeons. On the meanwhile, mom and dad grumbled and said, “Help 

us take things down! Little demons, come back! Help!” But, we were already 

feeling the freshness of the sea as we were wetting our feet... it was a complete 

paradise for us for a whole week... yes, it was!

“Cock-a-doode-doo!” the rooster crowed announcing that the sun had risen. 

Immediately the house turned upside down; everyone ran around excitedly 

carrying their backpacks, ready for the trip.

Mom, dad, Yery and Yorka used to ride in the front seat. Samuel, Katiuska, 

Nalim and Anelim —me— preferred the back seat, well, we couldn't avoid 

arguing during the trip, either because someone made a strange noise or 

because a song someone was singing was not liked by others...children, 

children...who understands them?

Dad had driven a long way when mom started counting us one by one and 

calling our names, but… oh no! she realized that Katiuska was missing, so dad, 

very upset, had to turn around and go home. There she was! standing at the 

door, crying angrily and saying that nobody loved her and that she must have 

been adopted. She always said the same silly thing when she was angry… Gosh!

Minutes later, we were helping to set up the tents and preparing everything for 

the night.

I remember very well some old lamps that dad used to light. they looked like 

the ones you see in horror movies. Then we would sit around a campfire and 
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Samuel would start with the mysterious stories that always ended up scaring 

more than one of us and keeping us awake at night.

Mom prepared the food, she cooked with wood, and that gave the food a very tasty 

flavor. We had a battery-operated radio that played old songs that mom hummed.

We were the only ones on the beach, everything was going great, when 

suddenly, we saw a car parked a few meters away from our tents. We were 

scared. Samuel said they were night killers and that they were coming to kill us, 

but mom shut him up immediately. Yorka and Yery turned pale with fright. 

Katiuska could only watch and laugh out of nervousness. Nalim and I were 

crying of fear, wondering if they had really come to kill us.

Dad took a knife and asked us to stay in the tent. Mom said, “No, please don't go.” 

But dad kept on walking. In the distance we could see some human shadows 

holding flashlights getting closer and closer to where we were. Dad ordered us to 

turn off all the lamps letting us in a complete darkness. At that moment, we were 

terrified. We could even hear the beating of our hearts accelerated and 

astonished at the same time.  Dad plucked up his courage, shone a light into the 

men’ faces and shouted loudly, “Who is there?” Suddenly one of the mysterious 

men said, “Hello? Don’t panic, please, I’m Mr. Lopez, good evening.” Then, he 

added, “I just wanted to —.” The man looked at my dad straight in the eyes and 

then said, “Oh! I think I've seen you somewhere. Oh yeah! You are my neighbor! 

How are you?” Dad, with a relieved face, started to smile. They both shook hands 

and let out the non-stop laughter. Mom wiped our tears and we hugged each 

other tightly. Then, we lit the lamps, went over to say hello to the neighbors and 

shared some food. That night, our first night at the beach had been amazing. 

What awaited us the next day? To be continued…

By

Milena Lukich Valdivia
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Figure 10. Fishermen celebrating Saint Perter Day in Miguel Grau Port on June 29th
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