
Our Club 

Humble Beginnings, part 3 

The National Anthem was a source of pride for so many people in the country, but every time Stella 

heard it, all she could remember was the news of hearing her mother was killed in service overseas in 

Iraq. She stood out of respect, and because when she didn’t stand at first, a few people poked her in the 

back to make her stand for it. Stella didn’t care about national pride or the flag or anything like that. 

Losing her closest family member to it only made her even more bitter about the whole situation. And 

to think, every time she came out to see a soccer game, she had to hear it yet again. The one person in 

her life who tried to teach her that it was important ended up a skid mark in the sand of the Middle 

East. Her father-figure wasn’t going to teach her that, or anything else for that matter.  

I wish I got more from you than your red hair, Stella thought coldly. But no, you had to defend this sorry 

song and made life so much worse than what it could have been. She closed her eyes, trying to hear 

pretty much any other song in her head but this one, but it was impossible. She heard the creaking of 

the screen door, and the solemn steps of a man in uniform walking through the kitchen in her home. 

She heard his words. 

“Sgt. First Class Silverberg died fighting our enemies in Iraq. My condolences.” 

Stella hated hearing that damn Marine’s voice in her head, but when it started, it was like a broken 

record. It echoed through her memories so loudly that she found it hard to sit there and listen to the 

God-forsaken noise one second further. She wasn’t there in front of the man at the time, but she heard 

it from the hallway. After hearing that, Stella made a break for her room, locked her door, and didn’t 

come out until it was time to get ready for school the next morning. Her father-figure didn’t make the 

attempt to even talk to her about it. She found the man passed out in the living room on the couch 

drenched in spilled booze as she left to make the walk she always did every morning. Pretty much every 

aspect of Stella’s life changed. That damn song only made the memories much more potent. It was as if 

the song was teasing her, nagging her. ‘Look, little girl, the feelings this song inspire for people is why 

your mother had to die. This song and these feelings are why your life is the way it is now. Put your hand 

over your heart and shut the fuck up. God fucking bless America, from sea to shining fucking sea.’  

When the song ended, a man on the microphone said, “And that was our school’s very own Naomi 

Gauthier! Everybody give her a nice, big round of applause.” 

Stella opened her eyes again to see the beautifully dressed Naomi walk off of the field and toward the 

stands. She had the body of someone who was all ready an adult, with her cleavage bouncing 

everywhere and her collar so low that everybody in the stands could see it even from that far away. Her 

dress was a lovely red, the same color as that of dripping blood, which is what Stella would have loved 

to see her drip in for singing that damn song. Could have been any other song, but no. The first song she 

had to hear the school’s most popular girl sing with her perfect voice just had to be the song she hated 

more than anything else in the world. Naomi had curly hair that bounced along with every movement 

she made with her eyes in the same brown color to match. She had a few people who looked like they 

were her attendants, accompanying her off the field and sitting with her in the stands. People even 



moved for Naomi to sit right there in front, just a few steps away from where Stella sat. From the field, 

she could see Gareth Flores staring at her, waving. If this was a cartoon, the guy would have had hearts 

coming out from all around him. 

“Gareth, you can’t tease Max for doing it when you do it, too,” Stella said loudly. “Concentrate on the 

game!” 

Naomi looked over at her, cutting her a bit of a glare. At first she seemed angry at the fact that Stella 

was scolding Gareth, but she smiled when she noticed who it was. Naomi could see that Stella was 

sitting there typing madly on her little laptop. That red hair and the pencil behind her ear could only 

mean one thing. “You’re… the paper girl, aren’t you?” she asked, making all of those in her entourage 

look over at Stella, too. 

“That would be me,” Stella answered, trying to be cordial. She had so little interest in speaking to Miss 

Bombshell that it was impossible to believe that she was even saying anything. 

Naomi nodded. “I really liked that interview with Gareth you wrote up a few months ago,” she said. She 

was being so nice that it caught Stella off guard. “It was because of that article that I decided I wanted to 

get to know him.” She smiled widely. “So, inevitably, it’s all your fault that we’re together.” 

Stella just wanted this game to be over. She didn’t want to be here. She didn’t want to deal with anyone 

else. God, just… let the game end all ready. 

For the sake of all things sacred, I am so done with today… 

END CHAPTER ONE 


