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Strawberries and Hot Dogs 
  
 He sat on a hill, the wind billowing softly at his raven hair. His eyes were closed, and his blossom 
lips were slightly parted. He wore a loose tee, the graphics being a small smiley face on his right breast 
pocket. The grass was slightly damp under him. 
  
 The boy looked up to the twinkling stars, which seemed like they were winking back at him. It 
was a spectacular sight to behold; a million balls of fire shining down on Earth in a subtly peaceful 
manner. The boy reached out a hand to the stars, fingers spreading wide apart. 
  
    The boy sitting ought to be happy, for the stars were putting up a show for him; a gleaming, beautiful 
show. Instead, his figure hung with a heavy guilt, maybe even sadness. All he really felt was an empty 
silence, and a heavy tug at his lung. Lung? Heart? He really couldn't tell the difference anymore. 
  
 As his eyes darted, looking at the vast sky full of sparkling light, it reflected the clear sheen of 
tears that was developing in his eyes. His eyes were so tired, so sad from the past few months. The onyx 
eyes reflected the sadness and hopelessness he felt, but he could not care less. 
  
 The wind had picked up, and the boy felt his teeth chattering. He brought his knees up to his 
chest, then sniffled quietly. The air was quiet, and all you could hear was the occasional cricket chirp or 
quiet hum of the grass in the wind. 
  
 He looked down at his bare feet and saw a little black ant crawling on his big toe. He wiggled the 
toe gently, then the ant spiraled into a crazed daze. It danced in frantic circles, not knowing what to do 
with itself. The boy chuckled a bit, then reached to capture the ant on his finger. 
  
 "Come on buddy, that's enough fun for one day." 
  
 The boy, whose name was Park, set down the ant. It scurried across a blade of grass, then 
disappeared into the thick undergrowth. He smiled, then looked back up into the stars. 
  
 He hoped she was finally happy, being in the stars and all. She always told him how sad she 
always was, and he always ignored her. He wished he hadn't ignored her; maybe if he had seen the 
problem with wearing sweaters in hundred degree weather, he could have saved her. 
  
 That's all he could do; wish and hope she was okay. He laughed bitterly, toes kicking the grass. 
He threw his head up, and he made eye contact with one star in particular. He smiled, then reached out his 
hand. 
  
 "I miss you, Ellie." 
  



 The wind brushed his hair, tickling his ear slightly as if telling him his calls were futile. He was 
probably delusional, but he swore he could hear her beautiful voice telling him, "Sorry to leave you so 
soon." He believed in the latter option and shook his head, which let small tears fall. 
  
 She better be sorry, he thought bitterly. After all, it's not every day your best friend decides to 
commit suicide. It's not every day the one person that you love dies. 
  
 That wasn't an everyday thing, and it would never be to Park. 

  
��� 

  
 The annoying clock in the counselor's office wouldn't stop ticking. Park's eyes were locked on the 
minute hand, which twitched impatiently. It never moved from its place, which was comfortably in 
between the eight and nine tick. Park's placid eyes and sunken lips bore into the wiry counselor's eyes, 
which twitched with an air of annoyance. 
  
   “Park, please cooperate with me. Tell me, are you better or worse regarding Eloise’s death.” 
  
   “Ellie.” 
  
   “Pardon?” 
  
   Park was bored. 
  
   “Ellie. She didn’t like to be called Eloise; said it made her sound like a grandma.” 
  
   Park’s eyes never wavered from the clock, and he sucked in his cheek. He really didn’t like talking 
about Eloise anymore; the stares and the pity notes slipped into his locker were enough. Whenever 
someone mentioned Eloise and how she was out of Park’s reach, Park would walk away. 
  
   Park didn’t want to believe those people, but he couldn’t help but feel doubtful. Doubtful? Whatever the 
feeling, he was really tired of the sinking feeling. Was it really a feeling, or was it an epiphany of a 
feeling he wished he could feel? He really wanted to know, because he was so tired. 
  
   “Park? I’m not concerned about that; I’m more concerned about how you’re feeling. How are you 
feeling?” 
  
   Park looked up, his bangs brushing his eyes ever so slightly. He really didn’t want to deal with his 
counseling sessions today. He just wanted to go home and eat a hotdog. 
  
   “I dunno.” 
  
   Lies. 
  



   “Park, your mom isn’t paying thirty dollars per session so you can just tell me ‘I dunno,’ because Park, 
you’re a smart kid; a smart kid who thinks too much about the little things for his own good.” 
  
   Park’s jaw tightened, and he let out a shallow breath. 
  
   “Look, I know you want to help Mr. Killian, but I don’t know what I’m supposed to say.” 
  
   Mr. Killian leaned in, clasping his wrinkled hands together. 
  
   “I’ve been waiting for you to feel something for months now Park! Feel! Be broken and carefree! I’m 
your counselor for crying out loud!” 
  
   Park’s eyes were dry, and his cold gaze never wavered. 
  
   “Then Mr. Killian, we can just sit here for another hour or two, because whatever I feel now isn’t 
anything I can express through words.” 
  
   Mr. Killian sighed, then nodded. 
  
   “If that’s what you want, but Park? Know that Eloise was out of your reach and you couldn’t have done 
anything to help her. You tried your best son….” 
  
   Park’s eyes trailed up to the clock, and he let out a short breath. Mr. Killian never stopped talking, and 
the minutes would never stop passing. Park wished the time would stop, but alas, time doesn’t stop for 
anybody; not even for a boy who was scared of the world and himself. 
  
  

��� 
  
 "Park?" 
  
 Park looked up from his textbook, giving up on the calculus equation. He had heard his mother's 
voice, which sounded monotone and bland to Park. He really didn’t want to hurt his mom anymore. 
  
   Park pretended like he didn’t hear his mom’s crying through the drywall of the apartment. He pretended 
like he couldn’t understand the phone calls his mom made with his aunt. He pretended a lot, but what 
good did it do for him? 
  
   Park pretended to not care, and look where it led him. 
  
 "Mother." 
  



 She held a large cardboard box, and she smiled sadly at him. She walked over to his four-poster 
bed, then set down the box gently. Walking behind his chair, she squeezed his shoulders, to which he 
immediately reacted by slumping over. 
  
 "Park… How are you dealing?" 
  
 "As best as I can deal mom." 
  
 The silence hung in the air, and it was slightly comfortable. The comforting circles of the rubs 
and Park's loud breathing set the mood, and it was serene almost. 
  
            “Did you go to the strawberry field last night?” 
  
             Park tensed, and his mother blew a small raspberry as if to mock Park. 
  
 "My son is too predictable." 
  
 Park laughed. 
  
 "Mom!" 
  
 They were silent, drowning in each other's laughter. Park's mother kissed the top of his head, then 
sighed into his hair. 
  
 "So the strawberry field?" 
  
 Park nodded, smiling slightly less. He opened his mouth, and the words, "They were always her 
favorite," spilled out. 
  
 Park knew that wasn't the reason why he went, and his mother knew too. 
  
 "Okay baby; Hey, Mrs. Kim came by. She gave me a box filled with trinkets of some sort. Said 
she wanted you to have it." 
  
 Park nodded as his mother walked out. He rubbed his temples, and let out a loud sigh. He sat in 
his chair, staring down at the equation. After a minute, he growled slightly, then pushed his chair back. 
He walked slowly to his bed, then sat down on the cushioned mattress. 
  
 He reached into the box, tipping it on its side slightly. He smiled as he pulled out a slick photo. It 
was of Ellie and him. They were in the middle of a strawberry field, sharing a Costco hot dog. He saw the 
green of the relish, the red of the tomato paste, and the yellow of the honey mustard. 
  
             Park closed his eyes, and took a breath out. He was remembering. 
  



 They laid in the strawberry field, and Ellie had picked the plumpest strawberry she could find, its 
tan and green seeds scattered across the red flesh. Park held the hot dog instead, munching the mush of 
food in his mouth-the prominent taste of the processed meat and pickled relish coating his tongue. 
Suddenly, Ellie had leaned on his shoulder. 
  
 He looked down at her and felt his stomach drop. Her eyes were glazed over, a sad expression on 
her face. Her dark, sleek, ebony hair was blown across her face, and Park noticed she was wearing 
strawberry lip balm. 
  
 As Park stared longer, all he saw was sorrow and restlessness in her eyes. Park couldn’t 
understand how such a perfect person could hold so much sadness in just their eyes, but he would know 
soon. 
  
 "Ellie?" 
  
 "Park." 
  
 "I love you." 
  
 Ellie smiled. She tilted her head slightly, digging her forehead into Park’s knitted sweater. 
  
 "Do you really?" 
  
 "Of course I do." 
  
 Ellie reached up to flick a piece of pickle stuck to Park's cheek, but Park held her wrist. Her eyes 
were still sad, and Park felt his blood boil. 
  
             He didn’t like it when Ellie was sad. 
  
 "Park, how much?" 
  
 Park blushed, taken aback slightly. Until this moment, he really didn’t think about how much he 
loved Ellie. For some reason, Park’s thoughts trailed to their junior homecoming dance where instead of 
corsages, they gave each other pins. 
  
            Park was gifted a hotdog pin, for Ellie knew Park loved hot dogs with a passion. Park had gifted 
Ellie a strawberry pin, because Ellie’s obsession with strawberries and strawberry-flavored things was one 
factor about Ellie that was not be ignored. 
  
            How Park wished he didn’t ignore so many other factors about Ellie. 
  
            Park smiled down at his best friend, then pecked her cheek platonically. Ellie smiled, then giggled 
softly. Park wrapped his arms around her waist, and squeezed her tightly. 



  
 "I love you more than strawberries and hot dogs Ellie." 
  
 Ellie smiled, but Park didn't see that she was crying too. 
  
 “You don’t mean that.” 
  
 “Have I ever lied to you Ellie?” 
  
 Park sat on his bed, snapping back to a reality and life without Ellie. Wiping his tears and 
wheezing, his head hurt; pounding even. He should have tried harder; harder to reach out and save her. 
Park thought this over as he looked down at the small photo, and he choked out a small laugh. 
  
  Out of reach? Why was he told so often Ellie was out of reach? She was never out of reach, but 
rather she was within reach. She was within everyone's reach, but everyone was too cowardly to reach out 
to save her. She had reached her hand out, waiting for someone to catch her. Everyone just watched as she 
fell; fell ever so slowly. 
  

            All Park could say was maybe. Maybe if he had noticed sooner, things would be different. Maybe 
if he wasn’t such a coward, he would have helped Ellie instead of watching her fall. Maybe if he had 
peeled back Ellie’s mask of forced happiness and optimism, he would still have her by his side; but Park 
could only say maybe, because he wasn’t sure so sure of it himself. 
  
  The only thing Park believed was true was that he loved Ellie more than strawberries and 
hotdogs; he just wished Ellie could have believed him too. 
  
  
  
   
 


