
Kerry Keyes 

Family Story  

Nos Vamos 

At my grandma’s house every summer, we all used to have the best times. Me, 

my sister Patricia, and my two cousins Nelly and Erika, always went everywhere together 

as teenagers. Our grandmother was quite old fashioned and went with us to every place 

we went to. 

It wasn’t like it is today, where parents drop off their kids at some random house 

without even waiting until they get into the place. Back then in Ecuador, people respected 

you if an elder came with you everywhere. That’s just how things were. It was an 

assurance of safety. Unlike today, where parties are drinking and smoking with no 

guarantee that cops won’t catch you in the act. Parents these days are so clueless it’s 

unbelievable. 

We went to this house party, all four of us and grandma. There was this group of 

boys that we would always meet up with at almost every party. It was my grandma’s 

neighbor’s house so we all walked there briskly as we were ecstatic to see these boys. 

Like every party we went to, our grandmother would sit herself in the living room on the 

unoccupied couch and watch over us to make sure that we weren’t doing anything wrong. 

But this wasn’t just any party because the boys we all liked were there. 

My older sister Patricia was talking to this boy named Roberto. We were all 

talking to different boys also. I was talking to Roberto, Nelly was talking to Xavier, and 



Erika was talking to Juan. My grandmother was still watching us especially because she 

didn’t like us talking to boys. To add onto my grandma’s curiosity, Patricia started 

dancing with Roberto. It was Spanish music but I can’t seem to recall the song that was 

playing in which was about to be one of the funniest and most awkward situation that I 

have ever experienced. 

Dancing back then wasn’t as physically intertwined as it is now. But it was 

enough to get my grandmother to take us home. 

 Her reaction was overdramatic as she got up from the couch and yelled “Nos 

vamos!” We all just looked at each other with fear in our eyes but did what we were told. 

I guess you can say that we were infuriated with Patricia, but it was just too 

hilarious of a situation to stay mad about! The walk home was a whole 3 minutes of 

laughter and a clear view of my grandmother with an angry look on her face that just 

made us laugh even more. She yelled at us and ranted on how we were so disrespectful. 

When we look back at it today, we probably were being rude to her. We still 

laugh and talk about it over 30 years later and it never gets old. But it’s a memory that we 

will never forget. And it’s a memory that teenagers today will never have. That’s what 

makes it so special. 

 

 


