
“I honestly don’t care anymore” I snap. 

 “Eric, get back here.” My Aunt yells, but I’m already through my door, hand on 

it to slam it closed. Which I do. It’s an old house I live in so it feels as if with that one 

slam the house shudders and struggles to fall apart but it doesn’t. Obviously. Mist 

comes from my mouth as I angrily breathe, trying to keep calm. Because the house 

is so old, it’s also so cold to. So, so cold. The snow outside isn’t helping the indoor 

climate either, like an anti-blanket keeping everything cool under its layers. 

 I can hear shouting still from downstairs, different obscenities at the top of her 

voice. I go over to my computer, shove on my wireless headphones and turn the 

music up as loud as I can stand. 

 Cross legged on my bed, eyes closed, I just listen to the music until the 

playlist comes to an end. Silence. From the headphones and from the house. By 

now Violet will most likely be texting away to all her friends about how hard done by 

she is. Please. 

 Eventually the silence is broken by the sounds of a large group of people 

going by outside. Looking over at my alarm clock, I see the time is 15:34PM. Oh, 

wait, no sorry, 15:35PM now. Home time. 

 There’s so much noise, so many people. I pull back the curtain and peer out 

and watch everyone go past, kids my ages, kids younger. Almost all of them 

glancing at my house. 

 I notice one lad, Stevey effing Pritchett, bend over and make a snowball, 

crunching it up good and proper and cocking his arm back to launch the white 

missile and throws it right at my bedroom window and there’s a rock inside the ball 

(of course there is) which hits my single glazed window pane causing a huge crack 

to spider web across it. How I’m ever going to explain that Mein Fuhrer Aunt Violet I 

will never know. 

 Stevey and his posse laugh and head off. The glass is cool to the touch as I 

place my hand onto the pane and watch the backs of the kids go out of sight. The 

glass mists up as I let out a sigh, turn round and throw myself on my bed. 

 

# 

 

The following morning is spent much the same way as my day has been for 

the past week and a half now since being pulled out of school. Watching cartoons in 

the morning, watching Jeremy Kyle around lunch time and then sitting playing games 

the rest of the day. 

 I’m living every kid’s dream right? 

 Except…. 

 “Eric! Come here now!” Aunt Violet yells. 

 Here we go. 

 “What do you want!” I yell just as loud. 

 “Here! Now!” 

 I pause my game, throw down the controller and get up. I slowly descend the 

squeaky staircase until I’m in the hallway, towering over midget Aunt Vi. 



 “What?” 

 “You better show some respect for me boy. Why haven’t you done the 

washing up?” 

 “Because they’re not my pots?” I reply. 

 “I’m letting you live under my roof for nothing, not a single penny, the least 

you could do is tidy up whilst I’m at work instead of sitting on your backside all day.” 

 “Yeah, but they’re not my pots.” As far as I can see, this conversation is about 

to go round in circles so I decide to bail on it early, turning round and heading back 

up to my room. 

 “Eric I…” 

 “No Violet. Enough.” I snap, turning round on the first step, towering over her 

even more. “Don’t act like you’re some good Samaritan here. You didn’t have to 

accept me into your home, you could have said no. So don’t give me that. Wash your 

own pots.” I turn back up the stairs and walk up them calmly. 

 I enter my room calmly. 

 I close my door calmly. 

 I press my back against the door, sliding down to the floor. 

 And for the first time since circumstances forced me here, since my… since… 

 I take in a deep breath, and I begin to cry. 
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 I don’t know how long I sit there for, it’s a while either way because when I 

stand up, I do it with a groan that would befit an old man, not a fifteen year old kid 

with his whole life ahead of him. I wipe what’s left of the salty tracks on my cheeks 

away and stretch out, cracking my neck, my fingers. 

 I got to say, having a good cry has helped. A week and half overdue. It’s feels 

like it was years ago, but also only yesterday. I miss her. Mum I mean, Violet’s sister. 

I go over to my desk and pick up a photo frame and stare at it. I’m a baby sat on my 

mum’s knee and I’m smiling a cheesy baby grin, and mums smiling too. It has that 

old picture look, where the colours are kind of fading, bringing a certain warmth to it. 

Eventually all pictures will exist solely on smartphones and Facebook, never 

changing. That’ll be a sad day. 

 

# 

 

 It’s 15:36PM when the school kids come past the following day, I didn’t hear 

them yesterday. They obviously went past during my little breakdown. I keep out of 

sight this time, slowly peeking through a gap in my curtain. Stevey Pritchett is 

nowhere to be seen today, possibly- no, probably, in detention. 

 It’s 15:48PM when the last kid trails by in no apparent rush to get home. I’m 

about to let go of the curtain and shut out the outside world for good when something 

happens. 



 A blonde haired girl comes into view, slowly, but with a strange grace to her 

movement. As if she isn’t walking but flowing along. She’s tall and slender and her 

limbs look slightly longer than should be natural, but it didn’t make her look strange. 

In fact, I couldn’t imagine her looking any other way. 

She stops outside the garden, brushes some snow off the wall and then sits 

down, flattening her skirt under her. She looks towards the ground and her shoulders 

start bobbing up and down. It takes me a few minutes to realise what I’m seeing but 

eventually it clicks that she’s crying. 

I stand there frozen, not knowing what to do. By this point I’ve abandoned my 

silent watching and I’m fully under the curtain in plain sight, watching her. I’m 

watching her cry and I don’t know what to do. 

I don’t know what to do. 

I’m frozen here, and I don’t know what to do. 

The crunch of tyres on snow makes her look up and she shoots to her feet but 

it’s just a random car that keeps going past and then out of sight. She rubs her face 

with both her hands, slender fingers rubbing tears away. 

And I’m just watching her not knowing what to do when she lowers her hands 

and looks around, eventually looking up, right at me. 

We make eye contact. 

My stomach flips. 

She hurries off. 

She’s gone. 

It’s 16:17PM and she’s gone. 
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 I wish I’d knew what to do. I know now of course, instead of standing there 

like a lemon I should have gone outside and asked if she was okay. But- 

 No. No buts. I’m a coward. An idiot, a lemon and a coward. An idiotic, lemon 

flavoured, coward. But next time, I don’t know why I think that there’ll be a next time, 

but there will, I will say something. 

 So the next day 15:35PM exactly kids come pouring round the corner, like a 

flash flood of black blazers rushing to home. By 15:38PM they’ve all gone and I grab 

up my coat and head outside into the blinding whiteness. 

 The bite of the cold air on my skin makes me realise something. This is the 

first time I have been outside in what’s now approaching two weeks. This is a sad 

realisation and it makes Violet’s seem more like a prison than it already felt. I turn 

around and look up at my window, at the spider web crack that goes against one 

pane and I’m almost certain that if there happened to bars across that window no 

one would notice. In fact they’d probably fit quite- 

 “Hello.” 

 The thought dies in my mind and I go still. Taking a deep breath I turn around 

and it’s her. She stands there in front of me. And she said hello. And I have to say 

hello back now, that’s how conversation work, but the words are stuck. 



 I swallow and then manage to compose myself. 

 “Hi.” I manage to squeak out. 

 And there is a few seconds of silence.  

 “Are you okay?” I manage to ask. 

 “Yes thank you.” 

 “Yesterday you…I saw you…were you crying?” 

 The girl looks around, her blonde hair swishing behind her. 

 “Sorry I-” I begin to say but she stops me. 

 “No, it’s okay honestly. Yes I was.” She says. Her voice is so melodic, 

relaxing. You could be in the worst place in the world but if she was to say “it’s okay, 

we’ll be fine”, you’d believe her. 

 “Why? If, uh, you don’t mind me asking?” 

 “I felt so lost.” 

 “But you managed to find your way?” 

 “No.” She says, and she looks down at the pavement. 

 “Are you new round here?” 

 “No.” 

 I don’t what to say to that so I figure I’ll wait, sometimes that works. Prompts 

people to keep going and fill the silence. It took around nine seconds for patience to 

pay off. 

 “I’ve lived here most of my life, but I’m not from here. I’m from-” Her head 

snaps up and she’s looking down the street. The sudden movement makes me jump 

and I look down the street with her but I don’t see anything. “Sorry I’ve got to go.” 

 She takes off down the street, running fast and sure footedly in the snow. 

 “Hey! Wait!” I yell chasing after her down the street but god is she fast. She’s 

about to turn round the corner and suddenly I shout, “Lucy! Wait!”. 

 Arriving at the corner I turn and she’s gone. Nowhere to be seen. 

 How did I know her name? 

 I bend over to catch my breath and oh God I’m wearing my slippers, why am I 

wearing my slippers? 

 And how did I know her name? 
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 It’s like a blizzard outside, thick flakes blown virtually horizontal. A hot water 

bottle sits in my lap and I’m in bed in thick socks, sweat pants, a hoody and a hat. 

The central heating is broken at the moment and with the house being single glazed 

well there’s not much keep the chill at bay outside. 

 After the weird experience with the girl, Lucy, I came inside kicked off my 

ruddy slippers and came upstairs where I’d spent most of the time since sat in this 

position. Thinking. 

 How did I know her name? Maybe it’s not her name you know, maybe she just 

looked like a Lucy so I assumed that was it. No. That just doesn’t feel right. She’s 

definitely called Lucy. But how did I know? 



 And why the hell was I wearing my slippers? Pretty girl outside and I greet her 

in my old man slippers. Not exactly heart throbbing is it. Bloody slippers. I’ll be 

prepared next time, I will.  

 I lie down, pull the covers up and hold the water bottle closer to me. And I fall 

asleep with one word in my head. 

 

Lucy. 
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This time I’m prepared. I’m not watching from my window I’m watching through the 

peephole in my front door. I’m not quite sure what time it is but eventually the kids 

come and they go. 

 I look down, just to confirm that I am indeed wearing my trainers and not my 

slippers. Trainers confirmed, I zip up my jacket and step out into the snow. I walk to 

the edge of the garden and look down the road, to the left where she’s come from 

every time before. I can’t see her. 

 I turn to look to the right and look down the road where only yesterday I was 

chasing her, shouting her name and wearing slippers.  

 “Hello.” 

 I’m not going to lie, it scared me and I jumped. I’m not proud of it but that’s 

just how it is. Recovering and putting on a straight face I turn around and there she 

is. And she’s smiling and laughing. 

 “It’s not funny.” 

 But she just continues to giggle to herself, and I start laughing too and we’re 

both just laughing, the snow dancing around us. A flake lands on her nose and 

slowly melts away. 

 “So your name is Lucy?” I say once we have both regained our composure. 

 She doesn’t look shocked that I know her name. 

 “That’s right.” 

 “How do I know that?” 

 “Maybe I was wearing a name badge.” 

 I rack my brain trying to think of yesterday, of her stood there...nope, no name 

badge. “You weren’t.” 

 “No, I wasn’t was I.” Not a question, more of a statement. 

 “Then how did I know it?” 

 She just smiles at me. And with that smile any curiosity I had to the how and 

why slips away. 

 “And you’re Eric.” Again, a statement. 

 I nod in agreement. 

 Suddenly there’s a crunching noise, of tyre’s on snow again and I know Violet 

was due home early today. 

 “Quick, follow me,” I hurry away down the street and quickly turn the corner, 

Lucy one step behind. Peering back round I was right in confirming that it was Violet. 



“I really don’t wanna go back inside just yet.” The breeze still feels great on my face, 

the cold air filling my lungs with every breath. 

 “Come on then, what are we waiting for?” And she heads off towards town. 
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 “Aren’t you cold?” 

 “No,” she says simply. 

 “You’ve only got a thin coat on. Here, take my scarf.” I unwind the scarf from 

round my neck and pull it out, passing it to her. She doesn’t take it at first so I hold it 

a bit further out until she takes it from my hand and wraps it slowly around her 

slender neck, tucking her chin into it. 

 “Thanks.” 

 I look at her closely as she walks and then I realise something. She’s not 

wearing a school uniform. Just a thin coat, white top, thick leggings and shoes, no 

blazer peeks from under her coat. 

 “How come you’re not in a uniform?” 

 “Why would I be?” 

 “I just thought, y’know, you were one of the students at my… at the school.” 

 “Nope.” 

 “Why aren’t you at school?” 

 “Why aren’t you at school?” 

 “Ah, touché.” I said, because she was right wasn’t she, “you first.” 

 “I’m not from around here Eric.” 

 “What, like, you’re from a different town?” 

 “Sort of.” 

 “Sort of?” This girl, that I’ve only just met properly today is a very confusing 

person. She’s very mysterious, but yet it also feels like I’ve known her a long time. I 

really don’t get it. 

 “It’ll be easier to explain when we get to where we’re going. Then I can show 

you something.” 

 “Where exactly are we going?” 

 “Rosewood National Park,” she kindly informs me. A pretty direct answer 

considering it’s coming from her. “Now you go, why aren’t you at school?” 

 “Well, it’s a difficult one really.” I fall silent and she waits patiently, sensing 

something would come from me eventually. The snow continues to fall, hastily trying 

to fill up the recesses our feet are leaving behind us. Eventually I break the silence. 

“My mother’s no longer with us. Happened around two weeks ago now. My dad 

he…let’s just say he’s the reason as to why she’s no longer with us. The counsellor 

recommended pulling me out of school for the time being, considering it’s so close to 

the end of term.” 

 Lucy suddenly stops. 

 “I’m really sorry to hear that.” And she is, she is really sorry to hear that, I can 

see it in her face. A lump takes place in my throat as this is the only bit of sympathy, 



genuine sympathy, I’ve had from someone since this all happened. Violet put on a 

good show for the newspapers and the police officers and the school and the 

therapist. She loved the attention, the drama. She didn’t love me though, she didn’t 

do this out of the kindness of her heart. 

 I swallow the lump down, “thank you,” I say to her. She looks at me for a 

second, eyes meeting mine, and then turns. 

 “Come on, you’ll love what I’m going to show you!” 

 And off we go, crunch, crunch, crunch, through the snow. 
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Rosewood National Park. Established in 1836. Sir Cornelius Evermore, a 

Rosewoodite born and raised found his fortune as a trader and come back to his 

beloved home town to set up the park. 290 acres of trees, streams and ponds. 

Wildlife consists mainly of squirrels, rabbits and dragonfly’s. 

 Or so the sign says at the entrance. 

 A dirt path leads through an arch way and disappears out of sight into the 

darkness of the forest. Pitch black. With it being winter the sun set about thirty 

minutes ago, a fact which didn’t register until I saw, well, nothing, as I looked into 

those trees. 

 “Errr, Lucy? We can’t go in there.” 

 “Why not?” She asks. 

 “We’ll get lost! How do you expect us to find our way around that?” 

 “I know this place very well…you’re not scared are you?” 

 “I’m not even going to lie, I am a little bit.” 

 “No need to be. We’ll be fine.” 

 This day is just so effing bizzare, national bizzaro day. But obviously I’m going 

to go with her aren’t I? 

 “Alright, but if we get lost and freeze to death I’m so blaming you.” 

 “Fine by me.” 

 We set off down the path, clearly no-one has been here for the past hour or 

two as the snow lies untouched on the ground, not a footprint or paw-print in sight. I 

kind of liked that. 

 We walked for about half an hour, ducking under branches, stepping over 

roots. The only reason I was stepping over the roots and not tripping over them is 

because Lucy seemed to have owl-vision or something. The snow stopped as the 

trees got closer together and the light dropped even lower, the cloud cover stopped 

any moon or stars lighting our way and eventually I got my phone out to turn the 

torch on. 

 I was surprised to see I had thirty-nine missed calls and fifteen text messages. 

‘Wer R u’ was the gist of all of them, with an eclectic mix of swear words thrown in to 

add emphasis. I ignored them all of course and just turned on the flashlight, the 

forest springing to life around me. 



 We walked on like this for another few minutes until up ahead, Lucy called 

back “we’re here” and I exited the trees into a circular clearing. I could see the sky 

again, light pollution from downtown Rosewood illuminating the snow clouds and 

bouncing back to the clearing floor. Snow danced to the ground landing in the circle 

of the clearing. Something about this place made me feel like it was just me and 

Lucy on this planet, no-one else. She walked out into the centre of the clearing. 

 “Can you feel this? This energy.” 

 “What are you…” 

 Wait, there was something. I closed my eyes and concentrated. It’s hard to 

explain but it felt there was almost a buzz, no not a buzz, buzzing is annoying…a 

hum, like the ‘ohmmm’ of a Buddhist perhaps, something relaxing, to the air. The 

more I concentrated the more I could feel it and the hairs on the back of my neck 

started to rise up on end. I could definitely feel something now. Eyes still closed I 

asked what it was but I didn’t get an answer. 

 I opened my eyes and I couldn’t believe what I saw. 

 Lucy was floating in the centre of the clearing, hovering about a meter off the 

ground. Her hair floated around her as if she was in water, moving with the invisible 

currents. 

 I was lost for words; I just couldn’t comprehend what I was seeing. My poor 

brain had been through a lot recently and this was just the top of the colossal, 

metaphorical, iceberg. 

 Her arms opened outwards as little balls of light popped into existence, 

floating all around. They drifted all around, tens of them at first, then hundreds, and 

eventually thousands of little orbs of light blew around on thousands of individual, 

invisible, currents. 

 I watched Lucy floating there. 

 I watched the lights weave in and out. 

 I fell to my knees. 

 I began to sob, great racking cries shook my body. I cried and cried, more 

than the other night back in my room. 

(I’d just like to point out, I’m not usually a cry-er but as I said a minute ago, I’d 

been through a lot) 

And besides, this was different, this was like my very core, my soul, wept with 

sadness, with happiness, with anger and frustration. I felt as if I was being torn apart. 

Salty tears streamed down my face, hanging onto my jaw and chin before falling like 

rain drops to ground below. 

 Can you feel this Eric. 

 I can. 

 Do you want to be a part of this Eric. 

 I do. 

 Come with me Eric. 

 I will. 

 She wasn’t talking using words. She was inside my head. She was inside my 

head. In my head. I heard her words directly placed there. 



 I didn’t know what I was feeling, but I could feel it. 

 I didn’t know what I would be a part of, but I wanted to be a part of it. 

 I didn’t know where I had agreed to go, but I knew I would follow this girl to the 

edge of the earth. 

 It’s okay Eric. This is what I wanted to show you, it’s something that can’t be 

explained, it has to be shown. It had to be here because this is where the connection 

is strongest. 

 Show me. 

 Images shot through my mind, flickering and then disappearing; oceans 

crashing upon a shore, trees swaying in the wind, a dark violet sky stretching in 

every direction, not a single cloud in sight. Two moons, two red orbs, hanging on the 

horizon, one big and one small rising up to start their journey across the night sky, 

drifting heavenwards. From the top of a cliff I saw a large city sprawled out below, 

lights, not street lights, but lanterns, twinkled along the avenues. 

 I realised this was not just an image, I could look around. I turned in a slow 

circle and saw a huge field behind me ending in the cliff from which I looked down 

on. Lucy appeared by my side. 

 This is my home Eric. This is my sky. These are my stars. These are my 

moons. This is my city. This is the land in which I was born. 

 I didn’t say anything, I didn’t feel the need to. 

 Come on. 

 Again, I heard it deep in my mind as the world around me faded to black and 

the clearing came into view, the lights reflecting off the snow. 

 The uncontrollable sobbing had stopped and I was able to slow stand up. I 

looked up towards Lucy as she slowly descended back to the ground. She landed 

gracefully, her arms dropping to her sides, her hair conforming to gravity. 

 One by one the lights begin to blink out of existence, extinguishing 

themselves, until everything was back to normal. I say that as if things would ever be 

normal again. 

 “Lucy, what is this place?” 

 She opens her eyes and looks at me. 

 “This place is where I woke up, lost and alone ten years ago. I’ve come here 

every day since.” 

 “And you’ve found a way back to that place I just saw?” 

 “I didn’t find a way back, it’s just happening. I’ve felt energy gathering here 

over the past couple of months. Stronger each night and soon the energy will peak 

and I’m certain that that will be my way back home.” 

 “When?” 

 “Tomorrow I think, it has to be tomorrow. Ten years I’ve waited for this day 

Eric. Ten years.” 

 “You’ll get home, don’t worry.” 

 And I’ll be going with her. 

 

# 



 

Lucy was stood over by a box of my things, things which I still hadn’t bothered 

unboxing. I didn’t believe I’d be at Violet’s for long, or at least I didn’t want to believe 

it. She bent over and pulled a book from the box, ‘An Idiot’s Guide to Travelling’, and 

leafed through it. 

 “Enjoying having a nosey around my room are you?” 

 “Very much, yes.” Getting up off the bed where I sat cross legged I took the 

book from her and opened it up to page 159. “I’ve always wanted to go here,” I say 

placing the book back into her hands. 

 “The Grand Canyon?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Why?” 

 “Why not? It looks like such a beautiful a place, it’s one of the wonders of the 

world.” 

 “It is beautiful,” Lucy states, “but that’s not what I meant. Why do you want to 

travel?” 

 I didn’t even need to think because I knew the answer, the answer has always 

been the same no matter who asked. “Because the world is much bigger than me, 

than this town, than this country. In physical size it’s huge obviously but it has a 

history, it is a living breathing thing this world I want to experience as much of that as 

possible.” 

 “So my next question is why do you want to come with me?” 

 Now this did make me think. Why did I want to give up everything I knew and 

was familiar with and go to…I don’t even know what too? A different planet, 

dimension, universe, plane or whatever. Come to think of it I had never asked, but at 

the same time I don’t think it matters. Wherever it was I was going. 

 And I was going with her because… 

 Because… 

 “There’s nothing left for me here Lucy. I am alone now.” 

 Now she just looks at me, catches me eye and I want to look away but I can’t. 

Her eyes linger for more than a glance, but not quite a stare. It feels as if she is 

looking not at me, but into me. Whatever she sees though appears to agree with her 

because with a smile she looks away and I take a breath without realising I had even 

missed taking one. 

 “I think you’ll like it where we’re going.” 

 “I’m sure I will.” 

 “Come on, it’s nearly time,” she says. 

 Violet was out working again today and with any luck I’d be gone before she 

even came home. I quickly rushed around my room, I packed one change of clothes, 

some water and the picture of me and my mum. The only thing I have of any 

sentimental value is a picture of me and her. It’s all I needed. 

 Oh and a letter, inside an envelope addressed to the prison. 

 I threw the bag over my shoulder, “I’m ready.” 
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 The snow had stopped falling today and the sun was actually out, albeit on its 

way down quite early as we approached the winter equinox. With no fresh snowfall 

the white ground had become a grey sludge that seeped into your shoes and chilled 

you to the bone. 

 We got across town, slipping and sliding our way to the post office where I 

came to a stop. One of our countries big red pillar post-boxes stood there proud and 

tall, ‘mouth’ agape waiting to eat up the letter that shook in my hand. Once I posted 

the letter, that would be it. In a day or two my dad would be reading this making god 

only knows what of it. Even after everything he did I wish him well, he was my dad 

after all. I loved my dad. 

 I loved a murderer. 

 “Let’s go,” I said to Lucy setting off towards the forest. 
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 “Nearly there, I don’t think we have long. It’s been happening earlier and 

earlier each night.” 

 “We’ll make it,” I assure her. The entrance to the forest was just round the 

corner, but just then, coming around that very same corner was the last person on 

earth I wanted to see right now. The class clown himself, Stevey effing Pritchett and 

his gang. 

 Great. 

 “Oh for crying out loud.” 

 “What is it Eric?” Lucy asks. 

 “Just this idiot from school, just keep walking.” 

 Stevey’s not paying much attention to walking forward, instead looking at his 

mates behind him, showing off trying to make them laugh but just looking like a 

moron. Then one of them nudges him and nods in my direction. Stevey turns around 

and his face lights up like he’s hit the jackpot in Coral Island Arcade. 

 He faces forwards and tries to make himself look taller, puffing out his chest 

thinking he’s hard as nails. He doesn’t say anything as he gets closer and I begin to 

think he’s going to walk past me, maybe just showing off in front of Lucy. 

 But no, what he does instead is purposely clips my shoulder with his and then 

spins round to face me as I walk past him. 

 “What do you think you’re doing, did you not see me walking.” 

 But that was it then wasn’t it. It went downhill from there. 

Stevey threw a punch at me and I managed to move about ninety-five percent 

of my face out of his meaty fists trajectory but unfortunately five percent still 

remained in position. His fist connected with my cheek but carried on and he lost his 

balance falling towards me. 



 I took the opportunity of his loss of balance to move to the side and let him 

tumble a little, then just before he saved himself I kicked him in the back of his 

knees, sending him tumbling to the floor. 

 This seemed to snap his goons out of whatever fairy land their limited brain 

cells were thinking up and all three of them rushed towards me and Stevey. I wasn’t 

sure if they were coming to attack me, or save him. So I slowly circled away to see 

how they’d respond. One ran to Stevey and tried to help him up the other two 

changed direction towards me. 

 All three of them were just shouting swear words at me, at each other, at 

Lucy. She didn’t respond, obviously not thinking they were worth the effort. 

 “Come on Eric,” she was looking towards the forest. “We have to go, we don’t 

have time for this.” 

 I chanced a glance towards her, catching the look of worry on her face, but 

that was all the distraction one of Stevey’s friends, Joe I think he’s called, needed to 

jump at me. I managed to block his punch and get a jab in of my own into his 

stomach, winding him. 

 “Eric, please.” There was real worry, no not worry, fear, in her voice. 

 “Okay Lucy. Okay.” 

 Stevey was up now and coming straight towards us. 

 “How fast can you run Lucy?” 

 “Faster than you.” 

 “Great,” I replied and I turned and I grabbed her hand and we ran. 

 We ran and ran, and Stevey began to run after us. But I didn’t risk looking 

back, navigating the tree line was difficult enough with both eyes forwards. Looking 

behind me would have been a very bad idea. 

 “Lucy, we’re not going to lose them, they’re going to end up coming with us at 

this rate.” I looked over to her, the look of fear had been replaced by concentration. 

 “So let them!” 

 We ran flat out for about five more minutes until one of the other goons, one 

of the two I didn’t know shouted, “it’s not worth it Ste, let ‘em go.” 

 “Shut up!” Stevey yelled back at them. 

 I had to do it, I had to look, I risked a look over my shoulder and got my head 

back forward without ploughing into a tree which I think is mighty lucky considering 

everything that was happening. 

 It’s my pleasure to report that goon number one, goon number two and Joe 

had all stopped following but Mr Steven Pritchett was so very close to having my 

coat in his hands. 

 “We’re going to make it!” Lucy shouted, and she was right. Up ahead I could 

see the tree line thinning. The sun must be just below the horizon now as it had got 

very dark, very quickly. As we came up to the clearing the lights that had appeared 

yesterday started to pop into existence, slow at first but then appearing one after the 

other. 



 Lucy was ahead of me now she had just breached the tree line and burst into 

the clearing, I was a second behind her and as I came to a stop I turned and Stevey 

pummelled into me throwing me to the ground. 

 I felt the ground slam into me, or I slammed into the ground, in the moment I 

wasn’t even sure what was going on. 

 “Eric!” 

 “Little busy,” I managed to reply to Lucy, instantly feeling ashamed for the 

sarcasm. Stevey was on top of me attempting to pin my arms down under his knees 

and eventually succeeding. He pulled back a fist about to deliver it to one hundred 

percent of my face this time but suddenly his gaze shifted up and his jaw dropped, 

I’d like to note his hand didn’t, just his jaw. I managed to look at what he had seen 

and what I saw was Lucy floating in the air again, though from my perspective she 

looked upside down. The whole world looked upside down. 

 She came to a stop and her head snapped back, her arms reaching wide and 

a huge whoosh swept in all directions, originating from her. She suddenly dropped to 

the floor landing on her knees. A crack had appeared in the space she had just 

occupied and began to grow outwards. It shone with the same rainbow colours of oil 

in water. It expanded up, down, left and right, obscuring half the clearing. 

 The ground I was pinned too just ended abruptly, consumed by this colourful 

wall. I managed to snap out of my fixation with the wall way before Stevey did and 

flipped him off me, running towards Lucy. Reaching her, I put my arm around her 

and turned her face up towards me. 

 “Are you okay?” I asked, her eyes fluttering up to meet mine. 

 “It worked, I’m going home. Thank you Eric.” 

 “What the hell is going on.” Stevey croaks out, managing to stumble to his 

feet. “What the hell is this? What is happening! What is it inside my head.” His hands 

go up to his ears, trying to drown out whatever was happening to him, he must be 

getting a blast of information like I had yesterday. 

 “Stevey just leave it. Go home.” 

 I think his brain had begun to shut down or something and return to what he 

knew best, violence and idiocy. Again he dives for me, and I’m beginning to lose 

sight of the reason behind all this. Back we go to the floor and as I try to get away 

from him I see Lucy step forward and disappear through the wall and the wall starts 

to close, I can see it shifting and changing and if it closes I’ll be stuck here. Forever. 

 I manage to kick behind me and clip Stevey with my heel in his forehead 

forcing him to stop for a second and I manage to get my leg away from him. As I try 

to get my legs under me again he slams into my back pitching us both forwards, both 

towards the grey wall, both towards another world. 

 He lands on top of me but I managed to reverse it quickly and this time it’s my 

fist in the air above him. 

 And this time it’s my gaze that drifts up. 

 And my jaw that drops. 

 And my fist that stays where it is. 



 The cliff I saw in Lucy’s vision, the one above the city, well that’s where we 

had landed. But instead of a beautiful city shining in the moonlight of this worlds two 

moons, only ruins remained. 

 I see Lucy take a step forward then another, and managing one more, until 

she collapses back down to her knees and I forget Stevey, and I forget my world, 

and I run to her and I pull her into my arms as she turns and screams into my chest 

and she begins to punch out but I just pin her close to me as she tries to pull away. 

She battles me for a few seconds until eventually just collapsing into a sobbing 

mess. 

 I look again towards the scene below us, the lost city of wherever the hell we 

were. 

 I cast my gaze upon the wasteland. 

  

  

  

 


