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“No tears in the writer, no tears in the reader. No 

surprise in the writer, no surprise in the reader.” 
                                                                           – Robert L. Frost (1874-1963) 
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BALLOONS Lit. Journal (BLJ) is an independent online literary journal of poetry, fiction and 

art primarily for school-aged readers from upper elementary school years onwards. BLJ 

sees it an important mission to bring the art of literature, and the creation of it, to our 

younger generation. The journal is freely accessible to all electronically. BLJ welcomes 

submissions from people anywhere in the world and in all walks of life. We love something 

that is fresh, surprising, unforgettable, extraordinary, mind-blowing, humorous, bold, 

unique, layered, witty, educational, original...etc. In short, we want something 

exceptionally good. For the most updated information about the journal, please visit the 

website of BLJ: 
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The 14th issue of BALLOONS Lit. Journal (BLJ) is here. The first issue was launched in Feb 

2015 and I didn’t expect this non-profit-making project would keep going, let alone receiving 

more and more submissions without much advertising! For that, I thank all my readers and 

contributors and all those who support our effort. 

On unexpectedness, I think, like life itself, work of literary arts shows its value in terms of how 

surprising it gets. I am writing this introduction on Christmas Day after my car got heavily 

bumped early in the morning by a careless taxi driver (what a merry Christmas!)…I can physically 

feel the power of unexpectedness! And easily understood, the bigger the surprise, the more 

powerful the impact is. And that has indeed been how pieces of work are selected for BLJ. 

But it is not necessary that the idea of the work must be so brand-new that we have never seen it 

before. It could be something very ordinary – just that it is viewed in a new perspective. I simply 

love the way Galef, Lime and Kohler see the changing moon, the old red shed and the worthless 

dust respectively, giving them new lives and new values. Wilford and Flowerfield also give lives 

to a T-rex skeleton and a scarecrow respectively in their different but equally skilful ways, while 

Gauss finds the lifelessness of a snail life-nurturing – shockingly philosophical.  

Kwok’s artwork is nothing less than mesmerizing. His work brings out the textures of Hong 

Kong – the denseness, the intricacy, the stillness, the roomlessness against bareness. I actually 

shouldn’t feel surprised seeing these pictures as I grew up in this place. But his whispering of this 

distinctive sensation still haunts me. 

And for the short-stories, I didn’t expect we could personify Earth to the extent that we could 

have a coffee gathering with her (Kintz); I have never thought someone could sacrifice her own 

shadow to save people (Jauffret); I wouldn’t have expected that a young girl’s mischievous acts 

(Fitzpatrick) and an old lady’s stubbornness (Messineo) could help narrate the subtlety of family 

relationships; and last but not least, I would never have guessed that McWater’s “Collision 

Course” was a premonition of my car accident! Well, fortunately, the difference is that I am the 

victim instead of the wrongdoer! 

Christmas is supposed to be a festival of love, family, gratefulness and togetherness. But my 

holiday misfortune reminds me that there are too many people in our world who are still 

deprived of these life qualities. May happiness and fortune go to visit all those who need them 

the most, and may love, care and kindness, as reflected from this humble issue of BLJ, touch 

everybody, particularly you, who are reading this. Have a surprisingly wonderful 2023! 

 

Dr Ho-cheung LEE 

Founding Editor  

BALLOONS Lit. Journal 
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14 is a Magic Number 

Beauty isn’t always tidy – disorder looms 
At pencil tip; but all things rhyme in a poet’s heart, 
Listening when nature scatters dust into art, 
Lifting death onto life, in a footstep of doom. 
One pen can capture all the faces of the moon; 
Old souls spring alive, millions of years apart; 
Nothing’s uncelebrated, even a young lady’s fa*t. 
So we verse to remember, a shed or a room; 
In words we exchange, heads with hay, hearts with clay. 
So we prose to dream, to be without shadow;  
Seek in fright an old lady, wilful to be; 
Unwind our pretexts, to make change today; 
Engross our fears, as the tires screech low... 
14 lines, a sonnet; 1 for each writer, 1 more for me. 

BALLOONS Lit. Journal (BLJ) has always held a special spot in my heart. Good literature is not just about syllables or 
sounds – it summons forth emotions, memories, and hope. There is some intangible magic to it which leaves a distinct 
and long-lasting aftertaste. It explains us, enlightens us, binds us. 

BLJ taught me this. As one of Dr Lee’s former “victims” at the end of my Primary 6 year, I used to be “kidnapped” into a 
narrow room at the end of our corridor every week: the infamous “Enhancement Classroom”. In that dungeon, he would 
teach us Haikus, rhyme, meter, prose, and everything in between, often using these magazines. Somehow, I managed to 
escape with my shadow intact, with a greater capacity to express myself in words, and with the hopes of one day creating 
something as beautiful. These issues are what made me fall in love with poetry. As someone who grew up reading BLJ, I 
can testify that they really are one of the most inspiring collections of poetry, prose, and artwork for children and young 
adults anywhere. I send my deepest gratitude to Dr Lee for putting together yet another brilliant issue, amidst what must 
be hectic times as we move out of COVID and back into the norm. 

So, when Dr Lee asked me to write this foreword, I was pleasantly surprised – and very honoured. It was the first literary 
journal I ever read, and the first literary journal that published me (issue 9, “Like Fireflies”). Reading through this issue, I 
found myself back in the Enhancement Classroom, inspecting the elegance abundant in the world of a 12-year-old. 

I was reminded that art clarifies what is mundane into something charming, like a stairway or a broken pencil. I looked 
through the minds of a mischievous young girl, a stubborn old lady, and a tattered scarecrow. I followed the moon through 
its regenerative cycles and the word-worm as it devoured grammar itself. I discovered the secret joys of dust-gazing and 
ant-talking. I was taken into limbo, unsure whether I was alive or crushed, dreaming or awake… As we step forth from the 
pandemic and embrace our next great challenge, perhaps we can all heed advice from the angry and helpless pleas of 
our Earth. And as long as we dare dream, there is nothing to lose but our shadow. 

Viktor Frankl, an Austrian psychiatrist, once noted humans’ paradoxical self-transcendence: to succeed, you first have to 
aim not to; to be happy, you first have to not try to. So, I guess in order to get anywhere, you have got to begin by slowing 
down – and here’s a great place to start. Grab a cup of chocolate, flip through these pages, and let the words trickle 
through you. Relax…There are gems hidden for everyone.  

BALLOONS Lit. Journal has always been a source of inspiration and delight for me, and I think it will be for you too. Enjoy! 

 

Yiding SONG 

GOLD Award Recipient, 2017/18 Hong Kong Budding Poets (English) Award 

Yiding Song (Yr 12, Harrow School, London) is a collection of mainly hydrogen atoms that 

constantly oscillates between London and Hong Kong. He likes permutating words, thinks in 

binary, tends to climb anything he sees, and above all enjoys writing very bad bios. 
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His bones are made of plastic, 

pinned together, and they rattle 

like loose teeth.  They are yellow 

at the edges, at the joints.  He is bigger  

than a bus and wider than a whale –  

his tail is longer than a lorry  

and his head is higher than a house. 

 

He’s an exact copy of bones  

that once lived inside a dinosaur’s skin –  

moved by his muscles, by tendons, blood  

and brain. Those bones once held up  

his giant jaw, his massive mouth  

chockful of terrifying teeth.   

Eyes once sat in those empty sockets. 

 

The claws on his toes could kill you  

with a single slash. He was once a dragon  

who didn’t need flames or wings.  

I have to bend my head right back  

to see his jutting chin, his spiky overbite,  

thick neck and massive chest.  

And as I stare, I swear  

 

                                      his head moves –  

tilts downwards with a rattling creak.  

He is staring at me through eyeless holes  

in his gigantic skull. And - just for a moment –  

I feel his breath, hot and foul, on my face;  

hear the deep growl of a roar  

beginning in his throat; and I know  

that he has seen me.  

 

                              Then the teacher 

leads us into the next room, and we shuffle away,  

glancing back at the bones of the beast –  

plastic replicas, pinned together, 

rattling slightly like loose teeth. 

 

Seeing a T-Rex 

Skeleton in the 

Natural History 

Museum 

 



9 
 

BALLOONS Lit. Journal ● Issue 14 ● Dec 2022 

 

 

I’m a creature who’ll teach yer ‘bout language, 

all the ghost-verbs that wander about, 

cos I gobble the text that’s rejected – 

all the bits that the smart kids rub out. 

 

I eat up the unneeded adverbs, 

munch on wily waste words tilI I bloat; 

long-winded leftovers tempt me; 

surplus syllables slip down my throat. 

 

I lap up the lazy old letters  

that will never be pegged to a book. 

I steal them from kids who write pages 

and give them to kids who are stuck. 

 

You might call me an alphabet freakoid 

(O, those unwanted words taste so good!) –  

but I see myself more as a hero: 

in my view, I’m the new Robin Hood. 

 

I’ll lick up the spare prepositions; 

I’ll guzzle and dribble and slurp. 

Once I’m full, then I give you fair warning: 

Sometimes a word-worm must burp… 

 

*&>£@}%+#…! 

  

Pardon me! 

 

 

The Word-Worm 

 

Louise Wilford lives and works in Yorkshire, UK. Her work has been widely published, 

most recently in Bandit, English Review, Failbetter, Goats’ Milk, Jaden, Makarelle, New Verse 

News, Parakeet, Punk Noir, River and South, Silver Blade, and The Fieldstone Review.  In 2020, 

she won First Prize in the Arts Quarterly Short Story Competition and the Merefest Poetry 

Competition, and she was awarded a Masters in Creative Writing (Distinction). She is working 

on a fantasy novel. Blog: https://louviewsnewscues.blogspot.com/ 
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The Moons 

Daniel Galef is a student and a teacher and a writer and a reader. His writing for children has 

appeared in Spider, Caterpillar, Crow Toes, BALLOONS Lit. Journal, Orbit, Spaceports and Spidersilk, 

and Light. His first book of poems, “Imaginary Sonnets”, will be published in 2023 by Word Galaxy/ 

Able Muse Press. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

Full Moon, fat and full of silver. 

Gibbous like a crying clown. 

Half Moon hanging in-between 

The filling-up and filing-down. 

Crescent, crackling white with magic. 

New Moon like a hole in space, 

Somber, with a silent secret – 

Then the last leg of the race: 

Crescent creeps back in again, 

Horned and holy. Then the Half 

(The other side now). Then the Gibbous, 

No more frowning – It’s a laugh! 

Bit by bit it billows bigger, 

Brimming like a bright balloon. 

When the circle is completed 

There’s the Full Moon! 
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Elizabeth Kintz has been writing creatively since she was seven years old. She lives in 

Nashville, Tennessee. Currently, she is twelve. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

I was lying on the couch in my pajamas when I got 

the invitation. The doorbell rang, and I peeked out 

of the window by the door, embarrassed by my 

cozy state, to find not a person there waiting for 

me, but a brown box. I grabbed it from the 

placemat and closed the door. 

          I wondered what could be in the package. I 

didn’t remember recently ordering anything. I 

grabbed some scissors from a messy drawer in the 

kitchen to open up the box, but was shocked to 

find no packing tape on the package, so I just 

opened the flimsy cardboard easily with my 

fingers.  

          There was a piece of paper. I almost missed 

it. I reached down. Has the person sending this 

heard of letters? I unfolded the message and  

 

 

found these words: 

 

found these words: 

 

          What: Coffee 

          Who: the Earth 

          Where: In outer space 

          When: July 31, 10:00 a.m. eastern time 

          Why: To discuss significant issues with your 

species 

          Side notes: Bring mugs and a coffee maker 

 

          I hadn’t really done much with my life until 

then. I was almost excited to do something else 

than binge watch Stranger Things by myself on the 

couch. I also felt chosen. Why would the Earth 

choose me, of all people, to have coffee with? 

          I put on a simple sage dress and wore my  

 

hair flowing down my back. I put on a bit of tinted 

gloss and covered my lashes with mascara. I wore 

shimmery silver shoes and diamond studs in my 

ears. I looked flawless, immaculate, appealing, in 

BALLOONS Lit. Journal ● Issue 14 ● Dec 2022 

 

 

 

CCooffffeeee  wwiitthh  

tthhee  EEaarrtthh  
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  hair flowing down my back. I put on a bit of 

tinted gloss and covered my lashes with 

mascara. I wore shimmery silver shoes and 

diamond studs in my ears. I looked flaw-

less, immaculate, appealing, in the mirror, 

my spine straight, the slash that was my 

lips seeming quite productive. I let myself 

smile at my reflection, hoping my appear-

ance was dazzling enough for the Earth. 

          I walked to the train station and sat 

there, tapping my foot expectantly for the 

next train to outer space to roll in. I looked 

to the right at the old-fashioned tracks on 

the solid ground and then at the electro-

magnetic tracks going up into space 

straight in front of me. 

          Finally, the train came in on my left, 

and I hopped on. I buckled my belt that 

was meant for space travel, and the second 

after my stomach flew upward. A few pass-

engers screamed with me, and we all were 

in perfect unison so it sounded like we 

were in a choir. It was rather terrifying, 

feeling the whole world flip upside down, 

my seatbelt the only thing keeping me 

from falling to the ceiling of the train and 

also the only thing keeping me from casual-

ty. 

          After an eternity of near-death 

experience, everything flipped back. 

Breathing heavily, I scrambled out of the 

train to the next stop with the other pass-

engers, where the space merchandise store 

was. I squinted into space through a win-

dow and saw a wooden chair directly in 

front of the Earth.  

          I saw a sign for sight-seeing in the 

corner of the store, and paid fifty dollars to 

borrow a space suit to “view the Earth.” 

Floating from a tube, I swam through the 

emptiness to the wooden chair.  

 

 

emptiness to the wooden chair. 

          The Earth was beautiful. Shining cities 

adorned her round body. Icebergs glowed 

at the North and South Poles. Oceans glim-

mered under the early sunshine. Blankets of 

green and yellow and brown burst from the 

Earth. How could I compare to this breath-

taking beauty? Suddenly, I was filled with 

nerves. It felt like my heart was being flip-

ped inside out, like the whole universe was 

imploding. 

          “Hello,” I said quietly after a long 

pause. Was this whole thing stupid? Was I 

mistaken that the Earth, billions of years 

old, would want to meet with a puny hu-

man like me? Was I – 

          Then, something extremely strange 

happened. A voice that came from every-

where and nowhere all at once boomed. 

Mother Earth. “Your earrings were torn out 

of the broken ground. Your dress was made 

in a factory polluting the air. Your shoes 

were made with the same plastic that fills 

my oceans. Look at your pretty self now? 

Who do you think you are?” 

          My heart tumbled in my chest. I 

coughed up the words, “I don’t know wh – 

who I am.” I pulled the mugs and the coffee 

maker out and smiled innocently. “But I 

brought coffee?” 

          “Tell me, where did you get your 

mugs?” 

          “Amazon.com. The best online order-

ing company in the whole world.” 

          “Tell me, do you know where your 

mugs are from?” 

          “From across the ocean, I’m fairly 

sure.” 

          “Do you know how much gas it takes 

for a boat to travel? How many trees are 

wasted on packaging things that you could 

easily access locally?” 

“No,” I whispered, my voice barely 

audible. 
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            “No,” I whispered, my voice barely 

audible. 

          “What do you think you're here for? 

To get coffee and laugh with me like we’re 

old friends? This is for you to open up your 

blinded eyes and see the way things truly 

are, how much it rips me apart when you 

burn down my forests, pollute the air, warm 

the seas, blow up my mountains, use lights 

that burn my coal. 

          “You will not be around to see the ice 

melt and flood your beloved Florida due to 

global warming. You will not be around to 

see me dug to my very core for oil that does 

not exist. You will not be around to see al-

most every species dead. But others will. I 

will. And it will be your fault.” 

          Her words made me feel like I was 

being flooded inside, like I was being dug to 

my very core, like I was watching everything 

drop dead. Fear bloomed out of my heart 

like a thriving, menacing, flower. I felt the 

blame being thrown toward me. 

          “Well, it’s not just my fault. I’m only 

one person.” 

          The Earth laughed, but I found no 

warmth in it. “See, I have met with thirty 

people already who have sat in that very 

chair, and believe it or not, they have all 

said the same thing. But don’t you under-

stand how things pile up? Person after per-

son takes a toll on the Earth. Each one of 

them does little things that create a hulking 

weight of big things. I am not cold, but how 

would it feel if the people you provide for 

gave nothing back but destruction?” 

          Her words chilled me. I gripped the 

hot coffee, but I still felt frigid from her 

sharp words; they bore into my skin, my 

brain, my heart. “I’m sorry,” I murmured, 

the words floating out of my mouth. 

 

          “You think I want confession? I want 

you to go back down to the ground and 

make a difference. And once you’ve chang-

ed the world, come back up here and let me 

know!” 

          “But I’m just one person.” 

          “Haven’t I taught you how much one 

person can do? How many things they can 

fix? How many things can they destroy? If 

you were able to hurt me, you can also 

undo it, unravel all of your mistakes.” 

          “Why me, though?” 

          “Why anyone? The world needs 

changing. A lot of things need changing on 

me: racial issues, poverty, environmental 

problems. I am not here to talk to people 

who already have solar panels on their 

roofs. I am here to talk to people who don’t. 

Uneducated people. People like you.” 

          I tried to take a sip of my coffee when I 

realized I had a space helmet on. I stared 

idiotically at the wonderful Earth for a few 

minutes, and then said, “Okay.” 

          “Go! Go change the world! It’s not 

going to change itself; it needs you, it needs 

all of you! Go home. Go outside. Go be 

someone who not only has changed the 

world, but fixed it!” 

          On the train home, I sketched a pic-

ture of the Earth. I wrote up on top of the 

page in large letters, Change. 

          And that’s exactly what I did. 

          Change. 
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GGrraannddaadd’’ss  SShheedd  

  

Grandad’s shed is as red 

as a ripe red berry 

it’s as old as he is  

(which he admits is very!). 

 

Grandad’s shed smells of Sundays 

of barbecues and bonfires 

of woodchips and rosehips 

of rusty chicken wire. 

 

Grandad’s shed is as tall 

as the bent oak tree 

it’s chilly in the winter 

but it doesn’t bother me. 

 

Grandad’s shed grows stories 

in the cracks around the door 

fairy tales and scary tales 

stories we adore. 

He snuggles us in flour sacks 

feeds us Custard Creams 

sows imagination seeds 

waters our daydreams. 

 

 

 

 

Grandad’s shed is as long 

as a London bus 

it’s dusty and it’s musty 

but it’s perfect for us. 

 

Grandad’s shed makes music 

when the wind whistles through 

it creaks and it squeaks 

like it’s singing to you. 

 

Grandad’s shed has secrets 

in every nook and cranny 

like chocolate coins and toffees 

but don’t tell Granny! 
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Dreaming 
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Attie Lime likes walking in fields, writing with colourful pens, and making children 

laugh. She has children’s poetry featured in The Caterpillar, Northern Gravy, Little 
Thoughts Press, The Toy, The Dirigible Balloon, and more. Attie’s first collection of 
poems for children will be published in summer 2023. Twitter @AttieLime 

 

 

This dream is so realistic!  

My bedroom looks just right! 

I’m dreaming I’m lying in my bed 

on Saturday, at night. 

It’s just so very detailed, every little bit 

is just the same as in real life 

but my mind’s imagined it! 

My curtains are still yellow 

my bed is blue and spotty 

my monster lamp still glares at me 

the carpet still looks grotty. 

I can hear my mum and dad downstairs  

and all the sounds they make 

I can even smell their dinner.  

Wait!  

Perhaps I’m still awake... 
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Acrylics on canvas, 53 x 72 cm 

 
Watercolour, 8.27 x 11.69 in 
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Watercolour, 8.27 x 11.69 in 
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Watercolour, 8.27 x 11.69 in 
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Watercolour, 8.27 x 11.69 in 
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Watercolour, 8.27 x 11.69 in 

 

 

Tom Kwok is a nerd born in Hong Kong and studies in Tonbridge, UK. He thinks he 

goes to Hogwarts but is really a victim of overpriced education. His pressure complex 

has driven him to pursue Chemistry, clarinet and drawing with varying degrees of 

success. He sends emails to his cat back at home whom he misses dearly.  
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One side of the tip is still 
covered in a peel of wood. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

I blame the machine for not doing its job. 

That crank doesn’t give me the friction 

it has promised. I adjust the front metal shield 

to enhance the feeding. Not helpful though. 

Something must be stuck in the cavity. 

Wait. I find out that the blade unit IS detachable. 

          There is a chance now.  

The screw blade forms a small angle with  

a silvery tube which has eaten something wrong. 

A straightened clip scrapes off crumbs from  

the entrance. But I suspect that a push from the 

other end will do the trick.  

I re-bend the clip and enter the dead end which 

I find alive. An effortless push expels a tiny  

paper cone that has been blocking all. 

Putting back the device together, the soothing roughness 

comes back as I turn the crank again. 

Good. I put the improvised key into my pocket and  

off I go to another room. 

I tell myself, my doctorate does play a key part  

in my solving-real-world-problem here 

while holding in my hand  

yet another 

blunt pencil. 

 

Dr Ho-cheung Lee teaches in Hong Kong. He has won prizes in creative 

writing as well as video-making. He founded BALLOONS Lit. Journal and has 

been enjoying the production of every single issue since 2015. He never fully 

understands how he manages the time to do it. 
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TThhee  GGiirrll  

wwiitthhoouutt  

SShhaaddooww  

For the twelve summers that she lived, Pitchoun 

dreamed of studying at The Odd School. Unlike 

the ochre houses of her town, the school’s grey 

building had no windows. It had only one door 

through which its students would enter and exit in 

a single line. Classes were taught by a half-human 

half-demon who never ventured out. Schooling 

lasted only one year, but when its students left,  

 

 

 

they all lead rich, extraordinary lives. 

          Parents would tighten their belts, living 

meagerly on hard bread and water for years in 

order to save enough money for one tuition. They 

would only send their tallest and strongest sons, 

knowing their children would have to fight to be 

first in line — at school’s end, the last student was 

to remain with the teacher, never to be seen  

again. 
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again. 

          Pitchoun didn’t care about becoming 

rich. All she wanted was to earn enough 

money to fix her hut’s leaky roof, buy 

enough blankets not to freeze in the winter, 

and put enough food on the table for her 

seven siblings and her parents. 

          “If only I could get into the school,” 

said the girl. “I’d change the world.” 

          “You’re so small and skinny,” 

reminded her sister. “You’ll never get out.” 

          “There’s no reward without risk.” She 

was tiny enough to find a hole to crawl 

through, just like mice did.  

          “We can’t pay the tuition,” lamented 

her father. 

          “People may want to pay for me if I 

promise to be the last one to get out.” 

          “But you may never return,” gasped 

her mother. 

          “The risk is as tiny as I am,” stated 

Pitchoun, resolute. Even if there were no 

cracks in the walls, there had to be a chim-

ney. She was used to climbing the tallest 

trees to fetch the remaining fruits that 

farmers thought unreachable. “The reward 

is giant.” 

          After a sleepless night and much rum-

ination, Pitchoun visited the village gossiper. 

“If people are willing to pay my tuition, I’d 

guarantee the safe return of their children 

by taking the last place in line,” said 

Pitchoun. She would escape after all the 

students were safe outside.  

          Pitchoun’s words spread through the 

village like a summer wildfire, reaching 

beyond the town’s walls. A brave little girl. A 

volunteer to exit last. Students wouldn’t 

have to fight their place in line. They would 

all be safe. Even the weakest ones. 

          That year, students from all around  

 

the world enrolled 

 

the world enrolled their children in The Odd 

School. Each contributing a coin to 

Pitchoun’s tuition until it was fully paid. 

          Her seven siblings and parents were all 

in tears as she hugged them goodbye. “Do 

not be sad, but rejoice for me,” said 

Pitchoun. “I’ll be getting the best educa-

tion.” 

          During the day, Pitchoun studied Eng-

lish literature, foreign languages, mathem-

atics, and science. At night, she sneaked out 

of her bedroom and ventured through the 

windowless mansion, searching for her fu-

ture escape, but finding none. 

          When the last day of school arrived, all 

the students lined up in front of the door at 

dawn.  

          “Please, wait until midmorning to exit 

the house before you go,” asked Pitchoun. 

She stood at the end of the line, knowing 

she was to be left behind. But she had an 

idea sprouting in her mind. 

          “Of course,” they all agreed in unison, 

with long faces and guilty eyes. 

          The students stayed with her until the 

village bell tower rang ten and the clamor of 

the waiting parents sounded like a brewing 

storm outside. Then the children lined up 

and started to exit one by one, under the 

watchful eyes of their teacher. 

          “Stay here,” he ordered.  

          But as usual, each student gave the 

same answer: “Keep the one who follows 

me.” 

          When it came to Pitchoun’s turn, the 

sun was shining mid-sky, tracing a bright line 

on the floor. 

          “Stay with me,” commanded the 

teacher. 

          “Keep the one who follows me,” said 

Pitchoun as she pointed at the shadow that  

 

stood tall and strong against the 

wall. 
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  stood tall and strong against the wall. 

          As the teacher jumped forward and 

seized her shadow, Pitchoun bolted outside. 

She ran as fast as she could, scurrying 

through the lavender fields, half-sprinting 

half-carried by the Mistral wind until she 

reached home. Safe at last. 

          After that day, Pitchoun and her family 

never went hungry or cold again. But for the 

rest of her long life, Pitchoun remained 

without a shadow. Some swore seeing it 

slinking along the stonewalls of the win-

dowless school at high noon in the sum-

mers. Others said her shadow helped 

students escape every year by distracting 

the teacher. We would never know.  

          Since that day, no one ever dared cast 

a shadow of doubt on children's dreams of 

the impossible.   

 

Elle Jauffret is a published writer, lawyer, 

and the former chair of the Pediatric Literacy 

Program at the Walter Reed National Military 

Medical Center (the U.S. Presidents’ hospital). 

Her short stories have appeared in anthologies, 

were featured at the annual Kids Euro Festival 

(Washington, D.C.) and at literary workshops at 

the National Children’s Museum. 
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JJoossiiee  GGeettss  aa  WWaakkee--

UUpp  CCaallll  ffrroomm  tthhee  

PPooiinntt  PPlleeaassaanntt  FFiirree  

DDeeppaarrttmmeenntt  

“I don’t want to wear the necklace,” Josie tells her 

son. 

          “You have to wear the necklace!”  

          “You think I’m helpless. I know how to get 

things done.” Josephine’s son got her the Life 

Alert necklace when his mother developed a heart 

condition. She insists on living alone and he 

demanded she swear on St. Joseph she will always 

wear the necklace. 

          “Even in the bath?” 

          “Especially in the bath.” 

          “You think I can’t call the ambulance? They  

 

treat me good in Emergency.” 

          Josie goes to General Hospital on average 

twice a month. She tells her son how well they 

take care of her, how they put her up in a suite on 

the 5th floor where she knows all the nurses. She 

thinks of her Medicare card as Club Med. Her son 

explains to her that Club Med is a conglomerate of 

tourist resorts. “So?” his mother says. 

          “And when you sleep,” the son adds, “make 

sure you take it off and put it on the bed post.” 

          “You treat me like an old lady,” Josie whines. 

“I can do things for myself.” 
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            Josie hates to wear the necklace. And 

most of the times she doesn’t. Most of the 

times she can’t even find it. Evil spirits lurk 

in her home, hiding things on her, the 

necklace, her glasses, her pinking shears, 

the dog’s flea powder. 

          But sometimes she does wear the 

necklace – and she forgets to take it off. 

Like the night she turned in late. It must 

have been after one, because she 

remembered listening to Joe Bender’s talk-

show, Stranger than Fiction. 

          She must have turned over on the Life 

Alert sometime during the night, exciting 

the alarm. Almost immediately, the 

intercom on her bedside crackles to life. 

“Are you okay, Mrs. French?” a voice says. 

          Josie will not have heard him. She has 

her nightly ritual. First, she readies herself 

for bed. Then she reads her St. Joseph’s 

Missal until her eyes droop. Then she takes 

out her teeth and puts them in an old, 

chipped egg-shell coffee cup by the night-

stand. Then she takes out her hearing aids – 

how can she sleep when they whistle like a 

tea kettle? Then she turns up the radio, 

extra loud. 

          Now, Joe Bender’s Stranger than 

Fiction caters to people who’ve been ab-

ducted and probed by bug-eyed extra-

terrestrials or have seen babies sporting 

full-grown Hasidic beards and recite the 

Torah, or Filipino doctors who perform 

delicate surgery at a distance without scal-

pel or forceps. This night Bender has as his 

special guest an author who maintains that 

Solarians are invading Earth – looming 

monstrous creatures who live under the 

fiery mantel of the sun. 

          The radio is blasting so loud, the Life 

Alert attendant cannot hear Josie’s rhy- 

 

 

thmic stentorian snore. He might have 

heard spooky music, someone in an oracu-

thmic stentorian snore. He might have 

heard spooky music, someone in an oracu-

lar voice railing against invading Solarians.  

          The attendant, sensing something 

wrong at the French household, notifies the 

Point Pleasant Fire Department. The fire 

department notifies paramedics. Fire eng-

ines and emergency vehicles are deployed 

to Josie’s house on Lake Shore Blvd. Sirens 

scream in the night.   

          First, the firemen knock on the front 

door. Then they knock on the back door. 

They rap on what they assume is a bedroom 

window. There are no lights on. They can 

hear a dog barking frantically, a radio blar-

ing, but no signs of life. 

          Finally, they break in through the back 

porch door. 

          When the fireman trudges into Josie’s 

bedroom, she is just rousing herself. She 

might have heard her dog barking. She is 

attuned to her eleven-year-old Suzie Q, a 

German shorthair-lab mix. Suzie suffers 

periodic seizures.  

          Josie looks up. She beholds before her 

the very monstrosity Joe Bender has been 

warning listeners about. A looming creature 

stands before her in a shiny black coat with 

greenish iridescent stripes. He holds in his 

hand some sort of death-ray that he trains 

on her face. His huge space mask reflects 

erratic strobing red, blue, and white lights 

coming from her driveway. She turns and 

sees a huge red spaceship. She can feel the 

fierce growl of its engines deep in her bow-

els. 

          Josie cowers, clasps her rosary to her 

breast and screams. 

          The fireman beholds before him a 

toothless old lady, her thinning over-

processed white hair flying away from her  

 

head like Medusa’s deadly snakes. The fire-

man screams. He had been up the previous 

night with his colicky child. He is only a vol-
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head like Medusa’s deadly snakes. The fire-

man screams. He had been up the previous 

night with his colicky child. He is only a vol-

unteer fireman, has a day job at Kodak, 

occasionally pulls an all-night shift at the 

station. He is jagged up on caffeine. 

          Next, Josie hears a voice from the 

mother ship, a crackling staticky voice. 

Something like “This is dispatch, report Hose 

49.” And then another voice, low and raspy. 

This seems to come from just below her. 

“Everything all right?”  

          The first fireman come to his senses, 

finds the light switch. He flicks it on, slips 

back his helmet and asks in a calmer voice, 

“Are you all right, Mrs. French?”Josie, it 

might be mentioned, though old, is 

politically active. She went door to door 

delivering circulars when Ed Shantzie was 

running for town superintendant. She 

belongs to the Kiwanis Club. She knows the 

Head of the Fire Department, Chief 

Morningstar, personally. She knows a fire-

man when she sees one. 

          She beholds before her a melongena, 

an eggplant-complected man, tall, hand-

some, but boyishly young. “What business 

have you waking an old lady in the middle of 

the night,” she snaps. With shaky fingers 

she puts in her hearing aids, first one and 

then the other. This takes time. She has 

severe hand-tremors. She retrieves her 

teeth from a chipped eggshell-brown cup, 

pulls the blanket demurely to her chest. 

“Can’t you see I was sound asleep?” 

          “We received a call from your Life 

Alert service, Mrs. French,” the fireman 

says. 

          “Speak up, young man!” Josie says. 

          “We received a call from your Alert 

service – ” 

 

 

          “You needn’t shout. I heard you the 

first time,” Josie says. 

“You needn’t shout. I heard you the 

first time,” Josie says. 

          During all this, the radio is still playing. 

Josie’s dog barks excitedly, running back and 

forth.  

          “What’s going on,” the squawk box, 

the fire chief outside. 

          “Your Alert button went off,” the first 

fireman says to Josie. 

          “I didn’t alert anyone.” Josie lowers 

the radio. “Maybe you have the wrong 

address.” 

          By now another fireman has walked 

into the bedroom. “Everything all right in 

here?” 

          Suzie Q by now shakes uncontrollably. 

She is frothing at the mouth. 

          “You’ve upset Suzie Q with all your 

noise,” Josie says. “She has epilepsy, you 

know.” 

          The second fireman squats down. He 

lifts his helmet back on his head. He has a 

squarish face, a closely cropped reddish 

beard. “What’s the matter, Suzie?” he says. 

A pet owner himself, he nestles Suzie’s 

snout securely between his arm and chest, 

smoothing down her ruffled shanks. Suzie 

groans with pleasure. Her tail wags, slapping 

rhythmically against Josie’s maple dresser. 

          “Let’s have a look at your Alert but-

ton,” the first fireman says. He sits on the 

edge of Josie’s bed. 

          Josie tries to remove it from her neck. 

Her fingers shake. The necklace had become 

entangled with the scapular, St. Jude medal, 

and the rosary she wears. 

          The first fireman and Josie, together, 

unsnarl each from the other. Their brows 

knit and they move their lips in deep con-

centration, as if they were disarming a 

bomb. 

 

 

          “I keep telling my son the thing 

doesn’t work.” 
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            “I keep telling my son the thing 

doesn’t work.” 

          “It works just fine, ma’am. Otherwise 

we wouldn’t be here.” 

          “But I don’t want you here. Can’t an 

old lady get some rest?” 

          “You probably rolled over on it.” 

          “My son makes me wear it.” 

          “He’s looking out for you,” the fireman 

says. 

          By now, the second fireman has called 

Life Alert on his phone. He paces back and 

forth, tells the Alert people that everything 

is copacetic. 

          The first fireman explains in a gentle 

voice that these alert systems are sensitive. 

“You hit it with your elbow, or drop it in a 

certain way, it goes off.” 

          “How am I to know when it goes off? 

My son doesn’t tell me anything.” 

          And just as she says this, her son 

comes into the bedroom. “Ma. Are you all 

right?” The son is unshaven, his hair dis-

heveled. He wears a shirt improperly tucked 

into his jeans. 

          “The stupid Alert button went off,” she 

says. “But I didn’t do it.” 

          “Perhaps if you didn’t wear it when 

you are sleeping,” The fireman says. 

          “That’s what I told her,” the son says. 

“Always hang it on the bed post, Ma. Where 

you can reach it.” 

          “Like this,” The fireman says, hanging 

it over the bedpost. 

          “See, Ma?” 

          “Don’t talk to me in that tone of voice. 

I raised you,” Josie says. “I’m not an idiot, 

you know. No one cares about a mother 

anymore.” 

          “I got her a smart phone,” the son 

says, “I couldn’t get her to use it. Or she’d 

 

 

 call the butcher at Herriman’s three in the 

morning.” 

          “I needed soup bones,” Josie says. 

call the butcher at Herriman’s three in the 

morning.” 

          “I needed soup bones,” Josie says. 

“For the dog.” 

          The second fireman says that the Life 

Alert attendant wants to talk to her. Josie 

takes the phone into palsied hands. “Hello?” 

she shouts into the phone. Josie believes 

phones not connected to anything demand 

you speak very loud. “Of course, I’m all 

right. Why wouldn’t I be all right?” 

 

* * * 

 

          By now, first light is breaking. Josie 

pulls on her old lavender quilt bathrobe,  

invites the nice firemen to have some pasta 

with her home-cooked sauce. Kind of her, 

they say, but politely decline. 

          “Where am I going at this hour? I’m 

already up.” 

          In the kitchen she brews a fresh pot of 

coffee. Puts water on to boil. She takes from 

the freezer a container of meatballs and 

sauce, puts it in the microwave. 

          “Sounds like you have pet birds,” the 

second fireman says. 

          “Oh, that,” Josie says. “They come 

down the chimney, get trapped in the fire-

place. I can’t get rid of them.” She orders 

her son to go to the supermarket and get 

some cake. “White cake, the kind with the 

cream cheese frosting on top.” 

          They insist she not bother. 

          “No bother,” she says. “My son came 

all the way back from California to take care 

of me.” 

          “Kansas,” the son says. 

 

                                   * * * 

 

 

 

          When the son returns, one fireman is 

picking his teeth and having his third cup of 

coffee. A large net he’s used to rescue the 
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When the son returns, one fireman is pick-

ing his teeth and having his third cup of 

coffee. A large net he’s used to rescue the 

sparrows trapped in the fireplace leans 

against the kitchen table. Another fireman is 

fixing the trim around the back porch door 

they broke through, the third fireman is de-

scending from a ladder that leans against 

the roof. He has just woven some chicken 

wire he’s cut from Josie’s tomato patch unto 

the chimney cap where the birds get in. 

By the time they leave, the sun is 

peaking above the horizon. The Ukrainian 

couple who lives next door are on their back 

stoop, scowling. They were hoping that the 

dog, and maybe old Josie French died during 

the night and they wouldn’t have to listen to 

her loud radio or yelping dog ever again. 

          The newsboy shoots by on his ten-

speed bike. He rifles a newspaper right at 

Josie’s doorstep. Kelly from across the street 

is running with her yellow lab. 

          The firemen hop onto their shiny red 

truck, revving up the big diesel engine. They 

smile, wave at Josie, toot their horn, as they 

back out of the driveway. Josie waves back. 

 

 

Len Messineo has previously published in 

Shenandoah, Tampa Review, Painted Bride 

Quarterly, The New Novel Review, The Sun: 

Journal of Ideas and other magazines. He 

teachers at Writers and Books of Rochester and 

heads up the Artisan Jazz Trio which performs 

throughout Upstate New York.  
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I like dust. It’s a painter,  

forever brushing streets in pinkish tones   

or mixing pixilated scenes:  

  

I like how it glitters in rooms  

and spruces up plain windows  

with a silken, filmy sheen.   

  

I don’t mind that it’s homeless,  

always stealing nooks to rest:  

  

I like its motley cloak 

and the way it carts its ochre paints  

from one place to the next.   

  

I don’t wake   

or send it packing  

the way my father does,  

  

I like it when dust visits,  

I feel like it’s one of us.  

  

You can learn a lot from travellers  

who have seen the world through  

  

but will still take time to sit   

at smudgy windowsills with you.   

 

An Artist  
 

Linda Kohler lives and writes on Kaurna land in South Australia. Her work has been published 
in Bracken Magazine, Blue Bottle Journal, BALLOONS Lit. Journal, The Saltbush Review, and elsewhere.  
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YYoouunngg  LLaaddyy  

Isabella kicked the wall. 

          “Don't push me, young lady,” said her 

mother. 

          “Don't you dare,” said her father. 

          “You will put on your dress,” said her 

mother. 

          “Good little girls do not kick walls,” said her 

father.  

 

 

          Isabella looked at the dress, floral and frilly. 

She looked at her parents. Her mother wore a hat 

          Isabella looked at the dress, floral and frilly. 

She looked at her parents. Her mother wore a hat 

like a fruit bowl. Her father’s stomach arched over 

his waist band. 

          She knew something else Good Little Girls do 

not do. She did it. It smelled. 

          “That is disgusting, Isabella,” said her 

mother. 

 

 

          “That is not how we have brought you up, 

young lady,” said her father. “Now get into this 
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            “That is not how we have brought you 

up, young lady,” said her father. “Now get 

into this dress and stop all this stupid 

fooling around.” 

          “Oh, that stinks,” said her mother, 

then turning on her. “You stink.” 

          “No one would believe a little girl like 

you could make an awful smell like that, 

you know,” said her father. “Little girls 

don’t make those kinds of smells.” 

          Isabella did though. She always had. 

She could do it whenever she wanted to. It 

was like a superpower. 

          She did it again. 

          That broke her parents. Her mother’s 

face turned purple and her fruit-bowl hat 

shook. The buttons on the front of her 

father’s shirt strained. 

          “That’s it,” he said and grabbed her 

shoulder. 

          Several minutes later they were in the 

hotel corridor, waiting for the lift. Isabella’s 

dress fit like a straitjacket. The frilly-topped, 

brilliant white socks were like leg irons and 

the dainty pink strappy shoes felt as heavy 

as concrete blocks, dragging her down and 

drowning her. 

          Her mother, freshly powdered and 

pacific, looked down at her and smiled 

lovingly. “You’re beautiful, sweetheart,” she 

said. 

          Isabella vowed that she would have 

her revenge. It came sooner than she could 

have anticipated. 

          The lift doors opened. 

          “Well hello!” her father beamed at the 

couple inside. They were older, stately. 

They had an air of standing a little off the 

ground, on footstools made of less import-

ant human beings they didn’t know. 

Isabella’s father’s eye shone hungrily. 

 

          “Hello,” the man in the lift said 

benevolently. 

          “What a glorious day for it,” said 

Isabella's mother. 

          “Oh yes,” said the woman in the lift, as 

Isabella and her parents stepped inside and 

the doors slowly shut. 

          “And how is the bride-to-be, this 

morning?” asked Isabella’s mother. “Does 

she look amazing?” 

          “Oh she's stunning,” said the lift lady. 

“I know she’s my daughter, but I must say I 

have never seen a more beautiful bride.” 

          They simpered at each other. “Well 

I’m not biased,” said Isabella’s mother, “And 

I’m sure I’ll agree.” They simpered some 

more. 

          “And who’s this young lady?” said the 

man even more benevolently, leaning down 

slightly and regarding Isabella. 

          “This is our Isabella,” said her father, 

placing a hand lovingly on her shoulder. 

          “Isn’t she lovely,” said the lady. 

          “What a perfect little girl,” said the 

man, patting her head. 

          “So lovely to see you,” said Isabella’s 

mother to the couple, smiling like a 

crumpled tissue. 

          They all simpered at each other and 

fell silent. 

          In the silence, the lift whirred and 

Isabella took her chance. She used her 

superpower. 

          As the stench wafted through the lift, 

the man frowned slightly. 

          The lady sniffed. 

          Isabella’s father looked bemused then 

suddenly shocked. 

          Isabella’s mother’s eyes widened and 

the blusher ran from her cheeks. 

          The older couple looked at each other,  

 

 

disgusted, and back at Isabella's parents. 

Isabella's father looked down at Isabella, 
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 disgusted, and back at Isabella’s parents. 

Isabella’s father looked down at Isabella, 

then back at the couple, panicked. 

          “I didn’t…” he began, before tailing 

off. 

          For good measure, Isabella did ano-

ther one, this time a noisy one. A long, low 

vibrating one. As she did, she looked up at 

each of her parents alongside her, feigning 

confusion. They looked terrified and slightly 

nauseous. The older couple looked a bit 

nauseous too. 

          “But...” her mother stumbled, glancing 

down at Isabella and back up. 

          But the older couple didn’t look at 

Isabella. A beautiful little girl in a beautiful 

little dress couldn’t make a noxious stink 

like that. They looked at her parents, 

aghast. 

          The lift doors opened. The older 

couple strode determinedly out. Isabella’s 

parents gazed after them, mouths open. 

Several people waiting by the lift doors 

stared, confused at the scene, and then 

stared again – at Isabella’s parents – 

because of the wicked odour diffusing 

towards them. 

          “We... We...” Isabella’s father meekly 

protested. 

          “But...” Isabella’s mother chimed in. 

          In between them, their beautiful little 

girl simpered happily and sniffed the 

fragrant scent of revenge. 

 

Ciarán Fitzpatrick is a primary school 

teacher and writer. He wrote lots of plays for 

grown-ups, performed in places like the Dublin 

Festival Fringe, Cork Midsummer Festival and 

Everyman Palace Theatre, Cork. Since becoming 

a teacher, he’s mostly written funny stories for 

children to help them learn how to write but 

mostly just to make them laugh. That’s what he 

likes best of all. 
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I stepped on a snail and heard it go crunch  

But 10 minutes later the ants had their lunch. 

Poor little snail could not have seen  

That my clumsy old self did not want to be mean. 

I was just in a hurry to catch my ride,  

Not seeing the guy, I did not change my stride. 

My heart was broken when I heard the shell crack,  

I wish time went two ways and I could go back. 

But happy, happy as they could be,  

All the dear ants applauded me. 

“I’m no hero,” I said to their gathering throng,  

“Indeed, I feel I did something so wrong.” 

“Do not feel so guilty,” the queen ant said,  

“It’s much better for us that we found this guy dead. 

We’re not into killing or chewing alive,  

We wait for such accidents and on them we thrive. 

You killed one fat snail, and we know how you grieve,  

But please share our joy in this meal we receive.” 

 

The Day the Ants 
Applauded Me 
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  The Scarecrow 

I had a silly scarecrow 

and his heart was made of clay. 

His bones were made of broomsticks 

and his head was made of hay. 

 

His mouth was drawn with coal dust, 

on his back was father’s shirt. 

His nose was just a carrot 

and his eyes were made of dirt. 

 

Many days I’d play with him 

when no children were about. 

I’d tell my secret dreams to him, 

He’d always hear me out. 

 

But alas one day a flock of birds, 

a group of pitch-black crows, 

attacked my friend the scarecrow 

and pulled out his carrot nose. 

 

They tore the shirt from off his back 

and broke his heart of clay. 

They scratched the lumps that were his eyes 

and then they flew away. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My chest was full of anger, 
my head began to ache. 
My eyes were filled with bitter tears, 
I thought my heart would break. 
 
But when the children saw me, 
they thought I'd gone insane. 
For his bones were only broomsticks 
and he could feel no pain. 
 
They didn't understand me, 
nor see why I should cry. 
They couldn't feel my sorrow 
or know the reason why. 
 
For I loved my silly scarecrow 

Dean Flowerfield (aka David Blumenfeld) is an 85-year-old emeritus philosophy professor 

and former associate dean who only recently returned to writing children’s literature, which he 

abandoned in his thirties in order to devote full-time to philosophy. He is happy to have been 

able to return to a road only briefly taken. His poems and stories appear in The Caterpillar, 

Smarty Pants, The Dirigible Balloon, BALLOONS Lit. Journal and many other places. 

 

 

My chest was full of anger, 

my head began to ache. 

My eyes were filled with bitter tears, 

I thought my heart would break. 

 

But when the children saw me, 

they thought I’d gone insane. 

For his bones were only broomsticks 

and he could feel no pain. 

 

They didn’t understand me, 

nor see why I should cry. 

They couldn’t feel my sorrow 

or know the reason why. 

 

For I loved my silly scarecrow 

though his head was made of hay, 

though his bones were made of broomsticks  

and his heart was made of clay. 
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I dreamed last night that I became 

a bouncing rubber ball. 

I bounced across our whole backyard 

and over the garden wall. 

 

I bounced across a crowded street 

down to the village square 

and sprang up to the fountain 

to see the people there. 

 

I bounded from the city 

completely out of town. 

Until I saw a forest, 

I didn't once come down. 

 

Then I bounced above the trees, 

the highest of them all. 

I so enjoyed my bouncing, 

I felt ten miles tall. 

 

And when I next arrived at earth, 

I leaped still higher yet. 

I flew up to the twinkling stars 

to see how high I’d get. 

 

This bouncing was the strangest thrill, 

for I was really roaring 

and when I reached the speed of light, 

well I was really soaring. 

 

On my next bounce, I reached the Sun 

and got a mild burn 

and then I passed that fellow up 

and never did return. 

 

 

 

 

 

I Dreamed  
Last Night 
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CCoolllliissiioonn  
CCoouurrssee  

The car: a blue Toyota sparkling in the sun as it 

cruised down the road, well underneath the speed 

limit. There was no hurry. The street was empty, a 

lazy stretch of tarmac winding through a peaceful 

neighbourhood. The driver: a twenty-or-so young 

girl called Jenna Portman with coffee in her hand. 

Steam from the coffee twirled around the wind-

shield, around her eyes. 

 

          The girl: long, wavy blond hair, blue 

backpack, brown eyes. She was a third grader by 

the name of Emma Melina Stones. Her friends 

called her Em. Her shirt was blue with a unicorn 

sewn into the front, and her shorts were a vibrant 

coral. Her shoes were brand-new white-and-pink 

tennis shoes, her first tie shoes, purchased yester-

day afternoon with her mother. Although her  

 

 

mother nagged her incessantly, she still did not tie 

the laces, preferring to tuck them into  
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  mother. Although her mother nagged her 

incessantly, she still did not tie the laces, 

preferring to tuck them into the sides of the 

shoes. Really, a third grader should know 

how to tie shoes, but she didn’t — not yet. 

She would learn. This was her seventh time 

walking the three blocks to the elementary 

school unescorted by her older brother 

Jacob, who was an eighth grader and very 

proud of it. 

          The car approached the crosswalk. 

The girl approached the crosswalk. The two 

were on a deadly collision course, the driver 

not looking around at the sidewalks. Her 

eyes were fixed firmly ahead of her, at the 

road. The girl was not looking both ways, 

for she was running five minutes late. Yet 

everything would be all right. The driver 

would see the girl as she crossed the street 

and hit the brakes, or the girl would see the 

car — blue, glinting in the still-too-hot Sept-

ember sunshine, a stranger’s frightened 

face staring at her through the front win-

dow — and dash back to the sidewalk, 

relieved. 

          The driver set the coffee into the car’s 

cupholder — or at least she tried to. Hot, 

hot coffee splashed all over her hand, and 

she shrieked with surprise and pain, mo-

mentarily taking her hands off the wheel to 

steer with her knees.  

          Emma tripped over the shoelaces, 

which had slipped free. She fell to the 

ground, pain stinging her palms and her 

knees where she hit the road. 

          Jenna spilled even more coffee as she 

tried reaching for the napkins in the glove 

box, hot liquid seeping through her shorts 

and onto bare skin. She writhed with pain.   

          Groaning, Emma turned over just in 

time to see a car bearing down on her, the  

 

 

wheels—a yard away, a foot away, 

closing the distance quickly. She scrambled 

wheels — a yard away, a foot away, closing 

the distance quickly. She scrambled to her 

feet quickly — but maybe not quick enough.  

          Jenna glanced upwards, towards the 

road, just in time to see the blurry form of a 

girl, directly in front of her. She hit the 

brakes abruptly, jerking her against the 

seatbelt — but maybe not abruptly enough. 

          A squeal of tires as the car tried its 

hardest to stop in time.  

          The scrape Emma’s shoes made as 

they searched desperately for grip.  

          The car came to a stop; Jenna hurled 

herself out of it. She dreaded what she’d 

see. There were two possibilities. Either 

Emma was dead, or she was alive. There 

was no way she’d know before she looked.  

          Two possibilities. Alive or dead.  

          Please be okay, please be okay, please 

be okay. 

          Alive or dead. Alive or dead.  
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