
 

 

January 26 
Aristotle and Dante Discover the Secrets 

of the Universe by Benjamin Alire Sáenz 

 

Asusena Hernandez 
Seventh grade 

4508 S 38th Street Omaha, NE 68107 

(402) 214-4536 

Beveridge Magnet Middle School 

1616 south 120th street 

(402) 557-4000 
 

 

 

 

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/4841310.Benjamin_Alire_S_enz


"Bye papá!" I yell, while closing the door. 

"Bye, Aristotle!" papá yells back. 

That was the last time I ever saw papá. 

Mamá and I go to El Súper to get the items for the tamales Dante's mamá and my 

mamá want to sell. It gives me an opportunity to talk to Dante's mom more. It also gives 

me some time to be with Dante.  

Most mornings, mamá gets McDonalds. But today she doesn't. Mamá probably 

doesn't have money to buy a coffee because of all the money she spent on buying the 

items for the tamales.  

From a street away, I see a grey Nissan blocking our driveway. Mamá drives 

slowly to our house and I notice the man walking towards us. The word, ICE, was big and 

bold on the man's uniform. He gestured his hand to roll down the passenger window. 

"Are you related to Carlos Mendoza?" he asks. I look at mamá, "Yes," she says, with her 

accent.  

"Carlos has two DUI's and two orders of deportation. We will be taking him." He 

walks back to his car. This can't be happening, I tell myself. It can't be. But it is. I start to 

cry. 

"Don't cry Ari, there is nothing we can do." 

Seven minutes later, mamá gets a phone call. It’s papá. Her tears make her eyes 

shine red with joy hearing papá's voice. He tells mamá what happened. Immigration has 

been watching papá since before Christmas. They were going to take him, but they 

decided to wait until after the holidays so that he could spend Christmas with his family.  

Papá has two choices—spend ten years in prison, or ten years in Mexico. He 

decides to take this opportunity to see his mamá and older sisters.  

Mamá calls my aunt, papá's sister, to go talk to a lawyer. He says the only thing to 

do is to wait the ten years in Mexico. Papá says to pack a suitcase with his nicest clothes 

and shoes. My aunt and I do that while mamá talks to papá. We drive to Immigration 

Services to drop off the suitcase. While taking the suitcase, the man behind the window 

says, "Why don't you try to talk to a lawyer?"  

I hesitate. "We did, sir. The only solution is to wait ten years."  

The man leans forward in his chair, takes off his glasses, and raises his eyebrows. 

"What do you want to be when you grow up?" 

Mamá says, "I'll wait for you in the car.'' I wait for her to walk away before I 

answer the question. "I want to be a speaker for all Mexican-Americans."  



"You are very wise…um, -" waiting for my name. 

"Aristotle Mendoza. But you can call me Ari." I tell him. 

"Well, Ari, I hope you make some really wise decisions in your future." He grins. I 

grin back, just to brighten the moment. ''What's your name, sir?" 

"My name is Nehlin Tryniski."  

"Well, Nehlin I hope I'll see you again."  

"What a wise decision."  

Papá taught me some very important things. When making coffee, always put the 

sugar in first because if you put the coffee in first, the sugar will stick to the spoon. I have 

always done that, ever since he told me to. Always put the handle of the pan toward the 

inside of the stove. Otherwise, you will bump into it and everything will fall on the floor. 

And then, there is the phrase he would always tell me, my older sisters, and my brother 

when we were little kids. "Appreciate the time you have with people because one day, 

they won't be there with you when you need them the most."  

Sometimes you forget the people in your life. The things they have done to help, 

the nice words they told you when you had a frown on your face and a heap of tears in 

your eyes. You start to appreciate them once they are gone. You don't take advantage of 

the moment until you wish you did. You start to think about them once they are gone 

instead of thinking about them when they are with you. We all knew this day would 

come, but I wish January twenty-sixth had come later, rather than sooner. 


