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“Our lives can only be defined and redefined by 

all the cycles we’re assigned and our experiences 

are marks tied to everything we leave behind.” 

- Dylan Owen 

 

 

    

  



   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dear Reader,  

 

 For whoever you are and wherever you’ve come from, this is an invitation to 

reflect on where you’ve been, what you’ve done and where you’re going.  It is important, 

however, to keep in mind that these aspects of what make you, you, are miniscule in 

comparison to whom you went with and who’s going with you.  The people you surround 

yourself with make all the difference.  What you’ve got is meaningless if you’ve got no 

one to share it with.  I feel like this is a universal concept that continues to fade as we 

continue into this century and beyond.  With that in mind, I’ve only got one question left: 

What happens when the memories and the bond you share with someone become the 

only things between their life and death?   

 

I’ll let Brielle begin the answer to that question.     

   

  



   

Prologue    

 “What’s your deal against being drunk, though?  It makes high school so much 

fun.  All the memories make everything worthwhile.”  Brielle said.   

I looked at her for a couple seconds.   

“How much of a party do you really remember?”  I asked, honestly.   

“Well, not very much but…”  I cut in.   

“Exactly, but get it straight, I didn’t say I was against drinking.”  The conversation went 

silent.   

“So, what’s your point, Marko?”  She asked, getting a little impatient.  I smiled.   

“What’s the point of having memories if you can’t remember them?  What do you do 

with a DVD that skips entire scenes?”  I asked.   

“Return it and ask for my money back.”  She was starting to catch on, but not quite.  

“Yeah, so if you spend your time getting drunk every weekend?  What are you going to 

do?  Ask for time back?    Sure, it’s fun while it lasts, but after, what are you really left 

with when it’s said and done?”   

“A hangover.”  She replied.   

I smiled. 
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 4 Days.     

 “Some black guy.  Are you kidding me, Brad?”  Allie asked half seriously.  

“Screw that.  How the hell am I supposed to know who Martin Luther King Jr. was?  

He’s not even Canadian.”  Brad responded, with some truth.   

“He almost helped totally get rid of discrimination in the U.S. and the rest of the world.”  

Allie replied.  She wanted to say more, but she knew Brad would only tease her for 

paying attention in class.   

Allie was intelligent and on top of that, pretty, but in her mind, intelligence and looks 

didn’t mix.  

I pulled her away from Brad.   

“It’s all good.  Brad doesn’t care about much for more than a few seconds.”  I said.   

“God, I know.”  She whispered, rolling her eyes.  Allie and I tended to connect well, 

better than most of the other girls.  It was because we had a lot in common.   

As we turned in the main hall, the fifteen minute bell rang.   

“To the cafeteria?”  I asked.   

“Obviously, you dumb ass.”  Brad responded in his typical snappy way.  I didn’t say 

anything and just continued walking without saying a word until we got to the table 

where Summer, John and Alex were already sitting.  Summer DuPont, blonde, usually 

more soft spoken, but, she could be rowdy if she wanted too.  I met her in grade nine and 

we’d been friends ever since.  John White, said the truth and nothing but the truth.  If he 

thought you were an idiot, he’d be the first one to tell you with a megaphone.  Alex 

Courant, the only human being on earth who ran for enjoyment.  I’ll give him the 

endorphin bit of that but, seriously?  Running?   

Anyway, the guy and I went way back.  We’d been friends since we were kids.  Now, 

back to the thing called high school, or, what it’s more commonly referred to as: 

The Zoo.   

   “How are you idiots always here before us?”  Brad asked, aloud.   

Brad Baker.  If you wanted a closed-minded opinion on something, he would’ve been 

your guy.  
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 “Maybe because the English hall is at the other end of the school.”  Alex responded.  

Brad ignored the comment and sat down beside Summer.  I was never exactly sure why 

we treated each other like total crap, but that was how it was.   

“I’m pumped for Friday. It’s gonna be sick.”  John said, excitedly.   

“I’m so excited!”  Summer replied with more excitement.   

“Do you guys have your booze ready?” She asked.   

“I better get on that.”  I said.   

Brad laughed.   

“Good one, Marko. Haven’t you been drunk like, once?”  He asked.   

“Yup, got a problem with me getting drunk off one beer?”  I asked, sarcastically.  I was 

getting a bit defensive despite my sarcasm.   

“No, it just means you’re a loser.”  He said, laughing.   

“And that’s when I go to class.”  I said then got up and left.  Everyone at the table stood 

still.  I was on going in the direction of my locker when I heard Allie.  

 “You’re such an asshole, Brad.”  She yelled as she ran up to me and grabbed my arm.  

“What?”  I asked, impatiently.   

“What’s wrong Marko?  You haven’t been yourself lately at all.”  She said, in a worried 

tone.   

“Can we just talk later?  I’m not in the mood as you can see.”  I replied.   

“Yeah, text me after school.”  She replied.   

Let’s face it though; I probably wasn’t going to and neither was she.   

I nodded and left the caf.  After I went to my locker, I ran into Brielle, Biology books in 

hand.   

“What’s wrong?”  She asked.   

“Let’s just go to bio.” I replied, turning the corner to the science hall. 

 

 

* 
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 Biology went pretty fast considering review for that class was worse than 

watching Walter play baseball.  I spent the entire class; however, talking to Brielle about 

what had happened in the cafeteria prior to second period.  I told her about how I still 

wasn’t used to the fact that I was moving in nine days.  

 “How can San Jose be that bad?”  She asked, quietly.  

 “It’s not San Jose that’s the issue…” I paused.   

“What is it, Marko?”   

“I just can’t believe the fact that I’m leaving.  For good.”  I said, getting a little 

emotional, but nowhere near crying. 

“I’ve never moved in my entire life and I’ve been living in that house since I was born.  

But most importantly, I’m leaving something behind that I know I will never be able to 

replace.” 

“What’s that?  She asked like she didn’t know.   

“You guys.”  I replied.  

She shot a toothless grin at me. 

“Marko, you know we’ll be able to keep in touch on Facebook and all that.”   

“I know that, but it’s not the same.”  I said.  Suddenly the bell rang and just as soon as we 

had entered the class, we were leaving it.   

“Okay, so change the subject for a second,” She said, as we walked slowly down the 

science hall.   

“This thing with Brad, why were you so mad?”   

“The same exact reason we were just talking about not even two seconds ago.”  I replied.  

“Fair enough,” she continued, “what’s your deal against being drunk, though?  It makes 

high school so much fun.  All the memories make everything worthwhile.”  Brielle said.  

I looked at her for a couple seconds.   

“How much of a party do you really remember?”  I asked, honestly.   

“Well, not very much but…”  I cut in.   

“Exactly but get it straight, I didn’t say I was against drinking.”  The conversation went 

silent.    

“So, what’s your point, Marko?”  She asked, being a little impatient.  I smiled.   
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“What’s the point of having memories if you can’t remember them?  What do you do 

with a DVD that skips entire scenes?”   

“Return it and ask for my money back.”  She was starting to catch on, but not quite.  

“Yeah, so if you spend your time getting drunk every weekend, what are you going to 

do?  Ask for time back?    Sure, it’s fun while it lasts, but after, what are you really left 

with when it’s said and done?”   

“A hangover.”  She replied.  I laughed and looked at her with a smile on my face.   

“Yeah, true.  The thing is, I’ve figured it out early and I’m really lucky.”   

“God, what are you talking about now?”  She asked, playfully.   

“Well, I’ve realized that when I look back on my young adulthood when I’m old and 

releasing my bowels everywhere without knowing it, I’ll know that it wasn’t just about 

getting totally nuked and getting laid.”  I said, mocking the typical teenage mantra.  

“Okay, first of all, direct, and second of all, what it is it about?”  She asked, quizzically.  

“Loving someone before completing the latter.”  I replied.   

“Okay, I walked right into that.” 

I laughed. 

“So, after this big speech on why getting drunk isn’t the point of pre-adulthood, are you 

getting messed up Friday?”  

“Yeah, probably.”   

 

 

 

 

 

* 
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 That night after school, I went home thinking about my conversation with Brielle.   

I know she understood what I was saying, but I don’t think it really hit home.  By that I 

mean, hit home in a way that would change her lifestyle.   

I just didn’t want her getting hurt.   

When I got home, I did my English and biology homework and then weirdly, had 

nothing to do.  Ever since hockey ended, my school nights were just that; school nights.  

 I went on Facebook.  I hadn’t been on in a while.  My status read “72.”  I looked 

at it for a second and dwelled on the fact that that number was “9”.  Nine days until I 

moved away from Saanich.  Nine days until I moved away from Lambrick High.  Nine 

days until I got into my parent’s car, to drive eight hundred miles, leaving all my friends 

behind.  I always thought moving wasn’t that big of a deal, but when I was first told the 

news, it felt like I was just hit by a train.   

“Marko, your father’s career is taking off; you need to support him in his decision.”  My 

mom said, three months prior.   

“Oh yeah?  Matt and I?  What are we supposed to do?  I’ll be in that high school for a 

year.  How do you expect me to make any actual friends?”  I pleaded.  “Marko, the 

decision is made, were moving to San Jose.”  She said.   

There was no turning back.   

I sat in front of my computer staring at that 72.  I clicked it.   

The cursor popped up.  I hit and held backspace until the 72 disappeared.   

I inhaled slowly and typed “9.”   

As I finished entering the number of days until June 23rd, my iTunes switched to a song I 

hadn’t heard in a while, probably because it was slow, and a little depressing.   

It was Everything by Lifehouse.         

It wasn’t long ago when Violet and I broke up.  I remembered listening to that 

song on repeat, over and over, and over again.   

It was a mutual thing; we decided that six months was enough, although, deep down, I 

don’t think she really wanted to end things. She wasn’t at the table with us as much as 

usual because of her new boyfriend.  He was a good guy, they were lucky to have each 

other.   

I got over her, but it took a few pep talks from the boys.  
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“Whatever, go drill somebody else.”  Brad told me.   

“Yeah, Brad’s right, dude.  You gotta try a hookup for once in your life.”  Alex agreed.  

Did I do what they told me?  No, but I had recently been stirring up things with another 

girl.  Her name was Sarah, brown hair, hazel eyes.  She didn’t seem to care that I was 

moving in a few weeks.   

We talked and texted a lot, but I was skeptical about anything more than that.   

I guess things change. 

All of the sudden a chat window popped up, it was Allie.  “Thx for texting me.”  

She said.  “My bad, I gotta go study, tho!”  I replied.   

Well, exams were in a few days, but was I actually going to study?   

Doubt it.   

I signed off and ran upstairs. 

 

 

* 

 

 

3 days. 

Class was going to start in fifteen minutes, so as usual; I went to the caf to join 

my friends at the table.   

“Yo, Marko,” Steven shouted to me, “I heard you blew up in the caf yesterday.”  He said, 

laughing a little.   

“Yeah, just a minor explosion, though.”  I said.   

“Yeah, sorry man, I forgot what was up.”  Brad said, slightly less apologetically then I 

would have liked, but hey, it must have taken John or Allie a while to make him 

apologize.   

“Whatever man, it’s cool.”  I replied.   Then for a split second there was awkward silence 

until Francesca broke the ice.   

“Marko, how are things with Sarah?”  She said, in a half-teasing, half-seductive tone.  

Alex cut in.  
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“You know Francesca, whenever you use that tone, morning wood takes on a whole new 

meaning.”  He said, not regretting at all the most random comment that just exited his 

mouth.  Everybody laughed, including the other girls.  Francesca didn’t know who to hit 

first, so she ended up hitting Walter.   

“What?!  I didn’t even do anything!”  He shouted, dumbfounded.  Steven and Alex 

erupted into laughter.  Somehow it was always Walter who got the physical brunt of a 

joke, no matter who or what it was about.   

“Seriously though, do you think anything is gonna happen?”  Bella asked, in a perky 

tone.  Bella Sinclair was always smiling and no matter what, she would never frown.  It 

made my day sometimes when things weren’t going in the right direction.  The only thing 

about her was that we hadn’t talked seriously in two months.   

“I doubt it, like, I’m moving in nine days.  She doesn’t seem to care about that, though.” I 

replied, kind of getting used to the idea of moving, but at the same time, nowhere close.  

“Yeah, I’m sure you’d like to get that down to San Jose, eh?”  Alex said.  This time, we 

all laughed and the girls sat there uncomfortably.  I wasn’t really sure why they got all 

conservative when somebody mentioned Sarah.  To be totally honest, something was to 

be said about her chest.   

“Seriously, she should go head to head with Michelle.”  John said, laughing.  Michelle 

snickered at him.  Yes, she had them too.   

Then somebody tapped me on the shoulder, I turned around to be surprised by Sarah.   

“Want to walk to the English hall with me?”  She asked, with a big smile on her face.  At 

this point, nobody said anything but if another person walked by, they would have seen 

five guys with their mouths dropped to the floor and six girls sitting normally while their 

expressions spelled out ‘jealousy’.   

“You don’t have English though, don’t you have history?”  I replied, stupidly.   

“Go to the English hall before I snap your neck.”  Alex whispered into my ear.   

She stood there, awaiting my answer.   

“Yeah, sure.”  I said, smiling back.  I got up and started walking alongside her.  Just 

before we left the caf, all I heard was: 

 “Ow!  What the fu…”  
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Allie had pinched Brad and simultaneously put her finger on his lips, awaking him from 

his day dream. 

  
 

* 

 

 

Sarah and I were turning the corner to the English hall, a few steps from my 

locker when the five minute bell rang.   

“Have you studied for any exams yet?”  She asked me.   

“No, actually, I haven’t really had the chance to think about them.” I replied, sheepishly.  

“Badass.  Knowing you, you probably would have been studying for a couple weeks 

now.”  She teased.  I’m not sure why I got made fun of for studying for tests and doing 

homework.   

Sure, call me keen.   

“Yeah, well if you were listening to anything I’ve been saying lately, you’d know I was 

moving to California which isn’t that close to B.C.”  I told her, with a hint of playful 

sarcasm.  I wasn’t really focused on school.  I opened my locker as we continued to talk.  

She didn’t have her books and the History hall was a decent walk from where we were.   

I don’t think she cared about being late.   

“Marko,” she said, seeming to detect a little bit of concern in my voice, “you’re going to 

be alright, you know?  Your life isn’t ending; you’re just...turning a chapter.”  She 

finished, trying to sound poetic.   

I laughed.   

“Okay, Shakespeare.”  I replied, knowing fully that it wasn’t Shakespeare who originally 

quoted that.  At that moment in time, however, I don’t think she needed to know that, 

because, at that moment, we locked eyes.   

“Don’t you have to go to History?”  I asked, half-worrying that she’d be late, but our 

faces were getting slowly, but surely, closer to one another.   

“I’ve got three minutes.”  She said, in a soft voice, a split-second before kissing me.  It 

took me a second to clue in to what was happening and I kissed back.  I could tell she 
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hadn’t done this too many times before because I could feel her nervousness through her 

lips.  That comforted me to know that not everybody was losing their virginity at fifteen.  

It seemed like a couple minutes that we had been lip-locked when it was really a few 

seconds.  I don’t know what other high schools played music in the morning, but ours 

did.  We both jumped when Oh! Gravity by Switchfoot started playing on the P.A.  We 

both shared an awkward smile and then she scurried off to her first period History class.  

Apparently, Brad and Allie had been playing Criminal Minds and witnessed the entire 

thing.  When Sarah was out of eye and ear shot, Allie rushed over while Brad came over, 

slightly less enthused.   

“Did you ask her out?!”  She asked, excitedly.   

“No, but thank you for the investigation.”  I said, laughing.  Brad had finally reached us.  

“No problem, man.”  He said, as we walked into English.                

 

 

* 

 

 

 English class was becoming a reminder of how close I was to moving because we 

were reviewing topics we covered and we were preparing for exams.  Dr. Holden was 

extremely laid back, probably because things were coming to an end.  During the year, 

she pushed us extremely hard to get our homework done and to do well on tests.  She 

came down swinging if things were not up to par, and our class average was a good 

example of that, 81.  Dr. Holden seemed to like me a lot, although, I’m not sure why.  I 

guess it was because I didn’t moan when an upcoming assignment was announced.  I was 

working in a group with Allie and Brad when I looked up and caught her glance.  She 

smiled at me, I nodded.  Enough about school, I had just kissed one of the hottest girls in 

grade ten and first period was over.   

“Tell me all about it, Marko!”  Allie demanded in all excitement as we left the class when 

the bell rang.   

“Yeah, Marko, fill us in on the five second peck.”  Brad said, in a half-teasing half- 

jealous tone.   
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“Well, seeing that you guys were scoping out the event, shouldn’t you know all that?  I’m 

surprised you weren’t taking notes.”  I said, almost half seriously.   

“I’m so proud of my little virgin!”  Allie exclaimed in an extremely condescending tone.  

Brad was a virgin, too, and in the next moment Allie went flying into the bank of lockers 

beside us.  She pretty much fell to the ground screaming at us while we kept walking, in 

the process of laughing.   

“You dicks!  I’m gonna kick both of you in the nuts!”  She yelled from halfway down the 

hall.   

“Dude, she’s tearing it down the hallway.”  I said, still half laughing and half worried 

about the fact that I might never be able to have kids.   

“Shit man, book it!”  He said, laughing.  We tore it down the main hall and into the caf, 

sat down with the crew, a little winded.   

“Why the hell are you guys out of breath?”  Alex asked us.   

“Allie had a bit of a spill in the English hall.”  Brad replied, he was still laughing.  

Meanwhile, Allie barreled into the caf and almost simultaneously punched us in the arms.  

“Don’t mess with me.”  Brad said, jokingly.  The guy was relatively huge and pretty 

intimidating.   

Apparently, she got the point, because she wasn’t mad anymore.   

“I’m sorry.”  She said, in a somewhat cute voice.   

“Okay, in light of your three person orgy you just had in the English hall, how are you all 

getting to Francesca’s house?  I don’t have a drive.”  John said.   

“I’ll drive you, dude.   Don’t worry about it.”  I told him.  I was driving Steve and Alex 

and I could fit one more.   

“Alright, sweet.  Are you all prepped with booze?”  He asked me.   

“Not yet.”  I replied.   

“You could have asked me for some, Brad.  I would have sold you some.”  Brielle 

interrupted.   

“Speaking of the, wanna go to Bio?”  I asked her.   

Yeah sure, but you don’t make any sense.”  She replied.   

“Dude, fill us in later on your encounter with the ninth kind.”  Alex called out to me.   

I nodded.   
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“What’s the 9th kind?”  Brielle asked.   

“In gentleman’s terms, a female with very large breasts.” I replied. 

She rolled her eyes. 

 

 

* 

 

 

 Bio went fast as we were doing review in that class, as well.  Brielle and I were 

doing review together and somehow the reproduction of cells forced me to think about 

something else.   In eight days, I’d be gone, probably for good.  We didn’t talk about it 

though because we were talking about a mix of Sarah and the party.   

“Is Sarah going?  I’m sure she wants to go now, eh?”  She asked me.   

“I haven’t talked to her about it.  I didn’t know grade tens were allowed to show their 

faces at Francesca’s.”  I replied.   

“I’m sure she’ll make an exception for the lovebirds.”  She said, smiling, slyly.  I have no 

idea why people were considering us ‘lovebirds’; I was leaving in just under eight days.  

Despite the comment, I laughed.   

“Yeah, well, I’ll talk to her during Chem.”  I replied. 

The bell rang and I kind of left Brielle in the dust, as I went to my locker where I saw 

Francesca.  Apparently news spreads fast as she was already upside-down lipped about 

something.  

“Why did you ditch Brielle in Bio?”  She interrogated.   

“I wouldn’t call it ditching, I’d call it leaving because the bell rang and it was the end of 

class.”  I said, trying to make light of the situation, even though there wasn’t really a 

situation to make light of.   

“Well she said you ditched her without saying bye or anything.” She persisted.  I didn’t 

say it, but why would she need a proper good-bye when I was leaving class?  We weren’t 

dating or anything so what was the issue?   



   

  12 

“Speaking of Walter Marchant, how long until Chem?”  I asked her, desperately trying to 

get her mind off defending Brielle who was pissed for God only knew why.  Francesca 

half-smiled.   

“Six minutes and were gonna spend those six minutes walking and talking about Sarah,” 

She said, with emphasis on the ‘Sarah’ part.  

“Oh, and that reminds me; did you study up on the song were singing in class?”  She 

finished.  Oh no, how could I have ever forgotten?   

“Of course not, why would I? Who do you think I am?”  I asked her.   

“Some decent looking Russian guy.”  She replied with a smile.   

“Ukrainian.”  I corrected her quickly.   

“Whatever, aren’t they the same thing?” She asked.   

Trust me, they’re not.   

“Pretty much.”  I replied.   

“Okay, so, how was the lip lock with Sarah before first?  Allie gave a very damp 

description of the event.”  She teased.   

“Oh yeah, totally damp.  Did Allie tell you about the part where she ate locker?”  I said as 

it was my turn to laugh.   

“As I was saying, how was it?  Do you think you guys will go anywhere?”  She asked.  

“Well, unless we have a long distance relationship, which, in high school is like herding 

ninth graders, I don’t think anything will happen.”  I replied.   

“Okay, true, but how was the kiss?”  She was very persistent.   

“Pretty awesome, if it felt like that, then I wonder how sex feels.”  I said, jokingly.  

“Would you like to find out?” She winked at me.  

“Slut.”  I said, laughing.   

A teacher walked by us in the hall.  

“She’s a what?”  He asked, as he passed us completely without actually assessing the fact 

that I just called a girl a slut to her face.  When the teacher was out of sight, we both 

exploded into a laugh attack as we stumbled into the lab.   

“So, what are we singing?  All I Do Is Win?”  I asked.  She shook her head and pouted.  

“I’m so disappointed in you.”  She replied, dramatically.   
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“Well isn’t that what everyone listens to these days?”  I said, with both my hands up.  

“Do you have a question, Marko?”  Our chemistry teacher asked from his desk.   

We were three minutes early and the class was still empty.   

“Oh, no, sorry, I don’t.”  I replied while my hands remained in the air.   

“Why are both of your hands still up, then?”  He asked, slightly confused.   

“And they stay there?”  Francesca asked before she sighed.  I waved my arms up and 

down in a praising motion.  Mr. D’Entremont looked at us like we had a mental illness. 

He refrained from rolling his eyes, and went back to typing on his keyboard.   

“As I was saying, the song is Only Me When I’m With You by T-Swift!”  She exclaimed, 

excitedly like I would have given a rat’s ass.   

“Would you like to remind me how this ever started?”  I asked her.   

“Well, we’ve been in the same science class since grade nine and I chose to sit beside you 

after I came in seven minutes late and I was listening to my iPod, you asked me what 

song I was listening to and I said...”   

I finished her sentence.   

“Fifteen, by Taylor Swift.  You were scared shitless and that song calmed you down.”  I 

cut in.   

“Yeah, I think it’s hot that you remembered that, to be quite frank with you.”  She said, in 

a joking yet sexually suggestive voice.   

“Okay, come to think of it, every single song we’ve listened to or sang, is by her.”  I said.  

“Well, obviously, dumbass, we don’t sing every day.”   

“True.” I replied.   

The bell finally rang and most of the class had filed in, quietly taking their seats.   

“I just thought we’d sing one more time because you’re leaving soon.”  She said, a bit 

sadly.   

“Fine, I think I might know some of the lyrics.”   

We turned to the door as Walter was walking in a minute late.   

“Walter,” Mr. D’Entremont said, “you look like you were hit by a bus.”   

Every single time Walter walked in late, D’Entremont would always make a comment 

about Walter looking like he had been hit by random inanimate objects.  Last week it was 

a car and a few weeks before that, it was a fridge.  The thing that got me the most is that 
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nobody ever laughed.  It was like it was normal that he would be the one to get nailed by 

a bus before class, survive, and walk in like nothing happened.  Walter shook his head 

and sat at a random desk.  D’Entremont started his review speech and the song started.  

“Friday night beneath the stars, in a field behind your yard, you and I are painting 

pictures in the sky.”  Francesca whisper-sang close to my ear.  I leaned toward her, still in 

tune.   

“And sometimes we don’t say a thing, just listen to Walter sing.”  I replied, screwing the 

lyrics up on purpose.  She nudged my arm.   

“Everything I need is right here by my side and I know everything about you…”  She 

finished, smiling.   

“I don’t want to live without you.”  I replied, but then the music stopped.   

“Walter just tossed a piece of paper at you.” She whispered, showing it to me.  It read  

“I heard u say my name, fagot.”  Of course he spelled ‘faggot’ with one ‘o’.  I flipped the 

scrapped paper and scribbled “Pussy,” and tossed it at his chair.   

“Okay, do you know the chorus?”  She asked.  “Let’s give it a try.”  I replied, daringly.  

She unpaused the song.   

“I’m only up when you’re not down; don’t wanna fly if you’re still on the ground, its like 

no matter what I do… ” she whisper-sang once again.   

“Well you drive me crazy half the time, the other half I’m only trying to let you know 

that what I feel is poo.”  I replied.  She giggled and hit me again.   

“Recover!”  I whispered.   

“And I’m only me, when I’m with you.”  We finished, together.   

“Are you two listening, or do I have to move one of you?”  The teacher asked.   

“No we’re okay,” I replied, “sorry.”   

He went on with his explanation that we weren’t listening too.  I turned to Francesca to 

find her smiling at me.  

I smiled back as a tear ran down her face. 

 

 

* 
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 I’d seen Francesca cry before about breakups with boyfriends and issues with the 

girls, but not once had I seen her cry over something I did, or something I was doing.  I 

made myself available to her for advice, good or bad.   

It made me wonder about what these last couple days in Saanich would be like.   

I opened my locker, put my Chemistry books in, and took my lunch out.  I always 

thought three classes then lunch was weird in grade nine, but by grade ten I was 

completely used to it.   

I was turning into the main hall when I saw Bella a few people in front of me.   

“Bella, slow your roll!”  I yelled up to her.   

She turned and stopped and waited out of the flow.   

“Slow your roll? Nice.”  She said, sarcastically.   

“I thought I was black for a second, don’t ruin it for me.” I replied, jokingly.   

“Okay, Lebron, do you know what’s going on fourth period?”  She asked.   

“Probably just Pre-Summer wrap-up.”  I replied as we walked into the caf.  “ 

Yo, Michelle, sick set, can they hold objects?”  Alex called out, halfway down the grade 

eleven table.   

“Shut up.”  She replied, pulling her phone out.   

Typical lunch conversation while teachers would stroll by from time to time and laugh 

and not even notice the fact that one of the students was being verbally molested.  

“Question, why do you always have to ask her things like that?”  Summer asked, 

sincerely confused.   

“Don’t worry, Bridge, he says it just to tease you.”  I joined in.   

“I’m not a bridge!”  She said, hitting me.  Steven and Alex were laughing.   

“I’ve never heard anybody in their life call her ‘Bridge’.”  Steven said, continuing to 

laugh.   

“Bridge, what are you drinking Friday?”  John sasked, half changing the subject, half 

joining in on tormenting Summer.   

“Something sweet, the usual. What about you?”  She asked John.   

“I’m getting baked then I’ll probably just drink beer.”  He answered.   

“Yeah beer is the way to go, man.”  I said.   
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“I thought you were getting wasted on Friday, ditcher.”  Brielle said, making a bitch-

trance which is bitch and entrance at the same time.  Then for some reason Walter started 

laughing, but despite his laughter, it sounded more like choking.  Francesca ended up 

smacking Walter.   

“What the?!  Why do you always hit me?”  Walter groaned in disbelief.   

“Shut up for a second.”  Francesca replied without looking at him.   

“Nah, I’d prefer to remember my last party in Saanich.  Five beers max.”   

They all looked at me silently.   

“Wow, really? No pussy comments?”  I asked them, sarcastically.   

“Do you really think you’ll never be back?”  Allie asked.   

“The way my dad’s career is going, to be totally honest, no I don’t.”  I replied.  

Everybody went silent, even though our group was the only silent one in the caf.   

“But, hey, I’ve got eight days left and I plan on having some fun.” I said, making light of 

the situation.   

“I’ll get right on that.”  Francesca said, winking at me. 

“Oh baby!”  Alex exclaimed.   

Everybody laughed.   

“Great, I say nothing, I get smacked. Alex announces that he has achieved a metal mallet 

and everybody thinks its gold.”  He said, exasperated.   

“No, actually, you make stupid comments and laugh like a herd of reproducing cat fish.”  

I told him.   

“That doesn’t even make sense. Fish can’t laugh.”  He replied, walking right into a punch 

in the arm from Brad.   

“Case in point.”  I said, simply.   

“So, who else is getting shitfaced beyond the point of memory on Friday?”  Summer 

asked everyone, despite having the same conversation thirteen seconds previous.   

“Ayo.”  John replied.   

A couple others nodded in excitement.   

“I’m going to try and remember my last party in Saanich.”  I replied for the second time.  

Everybody looked at me like they hadn’t heard me first time.   

“Remembering is for faggots.”  Brad said, laughing.   
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“Dude.” John snapped at him. 

I disconnected myself from the conversation and it just then occurred to me that 

One:  

The girls sat at the table and talked for the entire lunch hour without eating anything 

while the guys destroyed lunches they bought or brought from home.  

Two:   

The next day was my last shift at the hockey warehouse.     

Before I knew it, however, it was 12:55 and lunch was just about to conclude.  

Bella and I walked to our lockers together and popped into fourth period to let Mr. Dykes 

know we were headed to the assembly, and not skipping.   

“They did this last year and it was more or less a complete waste of time and a great way 

to miss class.”  I told Bella, trying to break the silence.  She stopped.    

“I’m going to miss you.”  She said, quietly looking up at me.  Then she buried her head in 

my chest and put her arms around me.  It then occurred to me that this was typically 

known as a hug.  I was skeptical about returning the affection.  We had become 

acquaintances over those last two months and I eventually gave up on our friendship like 

she did. 

I ended up hugging her anyway.  

 

* 

 

 “A little more emotional than last year, wouldn’t you agree?”  I asked Bella.  

“Yeah, I’d say.”  She replied.   

The assembly was all about being safe in the summer and not being stupid.  Let’s face it, 

though; teenagers are stupid, and will be forever.   It’s just how things work.   

Wisdom is the product of a mistake.     

Even though it was a minor part of his speech, our principal talked about the 

returning, new and departing students.  This was the most important part to me.   

“To all of you that are returning for grade twelve, it’s a change for you all of you.  It will 

be your final year until you take a leap of faith, becoming adults and making the world a 

better place. Better than our generation left it.  Two years ago, you were in grade nine 
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without a clue about what you were going to do for the next four years, nor did you really 

know who you really were.  Now, I can see it in your faces, the way you’ve developed 

mentally and physically.  You all have flowered into your own personalities and I can 

truly say you are ready to take on the task of continuing our existence as human beings 

on Earth as we know it.”  To me, the power of that message was deep and inspiring. It 

made us seem like we were the missing piece to our big Puzzle.  Once that feeling sunk 

in, I looked around to see people half asleep, yawning and rolling their eyes.  I never 

understood why people that age were made bored by those statements.  I guess they 

didn’t care because they didn’t live for tomorrow, just today.   

To them, tomorrow was a long way off.   

The speech continued.   

“To those leaving us, you have made this school a better place to live in, for yourselves, 

and the countless students that will walk into this doors in grade nine and cross the stage 

in grade twelve.  I wish you all the best of luck in your future endeavors.”  At this point I 

looked around and saw Brielle, Francesca, Bridgette, Alex and Steven all looking in my 

direction, some smiling, and some making ridiculous faces.  I smiled too myself, Bella 

noticed.   

“What’s so funny?”  She asked, quietly.   

“Look behind us.”  I replied, she giggled silently, nudging my arm.  The principal 

concluded his speech, handed the microphone over to the VP and he dismissed us from 

the cafeteria.  

Bella and I walked out side by side, heading to our lockers.  The divide to the 

English and Dance hall was approaching as we walked slowly down the hall.  It was 

more than just two hallways.  

A parting divide.   

We stopped in front of the hallway division and we turned so that we were face to face.  

“So, you’re gonna text me tonight?”  She asked.   

“Yeah, I have to work; will you be up at around nine?”  I replied, trying to show some 

interest.   

“I will be now.”  She said, smiled, and opened the door to the Dance hall and passed 

through it.    
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* 

 

 

I pulled my Bio, Chem, and English books out of my locker and put them in my 

bag.  My exam schedule got skewed because of the moving date.  My exam week looked 

like this: on a schedule from Monday the twentieth to Friday the twenty-forth, I had Bio 

and English on Monday the twenty-first and finished with English and Chem on Tuesday 

the twenty-second.   

I left for San Jose Friday the twenty-fifth.      

That time, though, my parents didn’t care if I did well on my exams because they knew I 

wasn’t specifically focused on school at that moment.  All they wanted were mid-

seventies.  According to my teachers, I didn’t have to worry about anything.   

“Marko, what the hell are you doing?”  Steven asked me, as he and Allie stood next to 

me.   

Turns out I’d been staring at my locker, day-dreaming.   

“I have no idea.”  I replied.  

They laughed.   

“Okay, good to know, let’s go catch the bus.”  Allie prodded.   

We began in silence but Allie broke it.  

 “Do you guys wanna chill tonight, perhaps?”  She asked.   

“I’m in.”  Steven replied.   

“I can’t, sorry.  Gotta start studying for my exams and I have to work.”  I told her.   

“You would study with a ninety-five average.”  She replied.   

“I’m only reviewing what I need too; my parents don’t give a shit this time.”  I replied.  

“Fair enough.”  She said.   

I felt my pocket vibrate; I pulled my phone out of my pocket and saw a missed alert.  

Text message from Sarah.   

“Walter would be losing his mind right now if he saw you pull that out of your pocket.”  

Steven said to me.   
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“No kidding,” I laughed, “he’d be steaming because of his one hundred text message, 

fifteen minute, twenty-five dollar-a-month plan.”   

Allie and Steven both laughed.   

“Is that even legal to charge twenty-five dollars for that piece of crap plan?”  Steven 

asked, sounding more serious than anything.   

“Probably not.  I didn’t even know his service provider existed.”  Allie added in.   

I read the  text: Heyy, do you work tonight?  I replied, typing: Yeah, 5-10, why?  We 

boarded the bus and walked to the back.  That time of year, the seniors were all driving 

their cars to school so the back of the bus was pretty much empty.  Steven and I took the 

back left and Allie sat in front of us.   

“Who’s Marko texting?”  Allie asked, speaking to me in third person.    

“Sarah asked me if I was working tonight, not sure why.”  I replied.   

“She wants your ‘D’ in her ‘V’.”  Steven replied.   

“She wants my dice in her van?  What would be the point of that?”  I asked, childishly.  

Steven then looked behind him, under is bag and out the window then back at me.   

“What the hell are you talking about?”   

Allie was laughing pretty hard.  I’m guessing because Steven looked out the window with 

a crazy facial expression.   

There were a few stops before our stop so we were about fifteen minutes away from 

getting off the bus.   

“Are you actually going to work tonight, or just screw around?  It’s only a five hour 

shift.”  Allie pointed out.   

“I’ll work until about seven, and then probably do nothing.  It’ll only be me and two 

others working in sticks.  They probably won’t care.”   

I’d been there since the start of grade ten and I’d made about three grand.   

Some might’ve called me a hockey stick sales veteran.   

I didn’t spend very much money but if I did-, it would be on a beef fajita at lunch.  

“Seriously, though. Are you gonna hit that?”  Steven asked me.   

“Something might go down Friday night, but I won’t’ let it lead to anything.  It’ll be one 

hell of a night though, that’s all I can say.”  I told them.  They both nodded in excited 

agreement.   
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“Marko, I know Brad’s always a dick about everything but you don’t have to get drunk if 

you don’t want too.”  Allie said, a little sympathetically.   

“Don’t worry,” I laughed, “I’ll drink.  I appreciate that, but why do you drink if you can 

tell me not too?”  I asked, quizzically.   

“Because it’s fun.”  She replied.  Which part is fun?  The part where you can barely stand 

for forty-five minutes or the part where you vomit and feel like the derriere of a cow for 

the entirety of the next day?   

“So why do I get called a faggot because I choose not to drink?”  I asked her again.  

“Well, because everybody does it.”  She replied.   

There, that was the answer, everybody did it.   

If you didn’t drink, you were ‘different’ or ‘weird’.  People went around saying they 

didn’t care about what others thought about them but if they drank because everyone else 

did, they clearly did care.  I would never bring this up in conversation of course because I 

didn’t need too.  What I thought of the matter wouldn’t go down well with my friends.   

“Anyway, what are you two gonna do tonight?” I asked them both.   

“No idea, probably McDonalds?”  Steven replied, asking Allie and answering my 

question at the same time.   

“Sure.”  Allie replied.   

We were five minutes from our stop when my phone vibrated again.   

Sarah responded with Wanna drop by after you work?  It’s on the way. :)   

I typed  Sure, but only cause it’s on the way ;).   

“What did she say?”  Steven asked.  There were no secrets with my friends; we all 

usually knew who was talking to whom.   

“She asked me to go see her after work.”  I replied.  The bus stopped, it was our turn to 

get off.   

“Are you going too?”  Allie asked.   

“You bet.”  I replied, walking towards my house.         

 

 

* 
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 I was about forty-five minutes into review when I realized something about the 

day that had just passed.  Before that day, Bella hadn’t sincerely spoken to me for a 

couple weeks.  At first, it was a little odd and concerning at the start when we stopped 

talking.  We’d been friends since the first grade and we talked almost every day about 

everything.  It was a friends-for-life type of deal back in elementary school but as many 

people know:  

High school changes things.   

It’s just a little unusual that it would change at the end of grade eleven and not 

before.  After a while, I didn’t expect her to talk to me, or text me.  I’d be on Facebook 

late at night on long weekends and I’d stare at her online screen name expecting a 

message to pop up but I’d never get one.   

After a while, I’d forgotten about her, somehow, until these last couple days.  All of the 

sudden she was friendly.  That was good and all, but I stopped caring three weeks prior, 

which is why I wasn’t going to text her after work.   

Was that a little too harsh considering we’d been ‘friends’ for ten or more years?  No, the 

only actually time she talked to me was when she had some kind of problem and needed 

someone to vent too.   

Absolutely not harsh at all.   

Not to take away from her though, she had it pretty tough at one point. 

About six years before, a fifteen-year-old girl named Hannah Blondin was kidnapped by 

two men and eventually murdered in the Victoria area.  At first, they only pleaded to be 

insane which would have sent them to a psychiatric ward.  Bella’s father was the reason 

‘criminally’ was added to the insanity charge.  Her dad, being a lawyer, did some extra 

digging and exposed the fact that the two had been involved in the drug trade.  It went as 

far as discovering that as a result of their trafficking, six people had been killed while 

impaired by substances they supplied.  Instead of going straight to a high security psych 

site, they were to spend seven years in prison.  I’m sure her dad won’t ever forget what 

the German accented one said to him on the way out of the courtroom. 

“Remember us.”   
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* 

 

I looked back at my Chemistry notes then checked the time.  

It was 4:30. 

 I worked thirty minutes later and it took me ten minutes to get there so I put my books 

away.  I went into my basement and flicked on my computer monitor and signed into 

Facebook and updated my status with ‘8’.  A couple seconds later a chat window popped 

up and it was Bella.  “Heyy!:)”  She said.  I considered responding but didn’t.   

I escaped the conversation.   

Sarah was also on.  I double clicked her name and found that she was already typing 

something to me.  “Getting ready for work?:)”  She asked.   

“Yeah, I’ll be leaving shortly.”  I replied.  “Okay, I have to go, see you tonight☺” She 

responded and logged out.   

I signed off, ran upstairs, put my uniform into my bag, turned off all the lights and locked 

the house.  I opened the garage, got on my bike and drove off without noticing the black 

van that was parked down my street.  

It followed me.  

 

* 

 

 

 I was about five minutes away from my work when I finally realized that the van 

had been following me since I left my house.  I decided to take a detour.   Instead of 

continuing straight to my destination, I took a hard right on Hopesmore Drive.  I watched 

the corner behind me to see if the van would take the turn and sure enough it did.  I 

jerked my head forward again to hide that I knew they were following me.  I followed 

Ryerson for thirty seconds until it met with Marcola and I turned right.  This route took 

me longer to get to work but I was really determined to take this van off my back.  Before 

it could take the right turn, I slammed on the brakes, picked my bike up and hid behind a 

bush separating the sidewalk from a bank of houses.  I knelt behind the bush just in time 
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to see the van continue to drive down Marcola.  I waited until the van was far enough 

down the street so I could make a dash towards SlapShot which was in the other 

direction.  When I thought it was safe enough, I jumped on my bike and hustled down 

Cedar Hill road.  

Still two blocks to go until I made it.  I switched to a lower gear and picked up speed.  I 

looked behind me, no van.  I got into the parking lot and got off my bike.  I pulled my 

phone out of my pocket to check the time.  

4:58.   

I made sure there was still no van scoping me out and once the coast was clear, I got off 

my bike and pulled my lock out.  As I was locking my bike, I heard a vehicle scream by, 

going probably 50 Km/h over the speed limit, going down Mackenzie.   

The van.   

I was sure that it saw me but I didn’t have time to linger.  I walked into the front entrance.  

The lights were off. 

  

 

* 

 

 

 

 “Is anybody here?”  I half-shouted into the store.  Suddenly, the lights flicked on 

and Julia and Tom were standing literally five feet in front of me.  Julia had her hand on 

the switch and Tom just stood there.   

“Well, to be totally honest, Marko, we had no idea what to say to you as a surprise 

because, what the does anybody say when somebody is moving away besides…well 

screw it, we’re going to miss you, bro.”  Tom said to me.  Julia said that thing that girls 

say when they think something is cute.  It usually consists of about nine letter ‘a’s, twelve 

‘w’s and a few ‘e’s.  She rushed over and gave me a huge hug and she held on for a 

couple seconds before Tom and I shook hands and bro-hugged.  This came as a little of a 

surprise to me because I wasn’t close friends with either of them but I guess it was okay 
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because I’d been working with both of them for the past two years.  They were also both 

seniors at Lambrick Park High.     

“So, is your family set to get out of B.C?”  Tom asked.  I stood there and took in the 

question.   

“My parents are ready to leave, but man, I don’t want to go.”  I replied.   

“I don’t know what it’s like to be in the situation, but it must be hard, you know, leaving 

friends behind, new territory.”  Julia added in.  Julia was cool, a year older than me, same 

with Tom.  I nodded and changed the subject.   

“What is there to do tonight?”  I asked.   

“There’s an order for three Vapor fourteens and they’re coming in to pick it up tonight, 

but honestly, summer is almost here, everyone is done with hockey, or done with 

shopping.”  Tom replied.   

“True enough, so what are we gonna do?”  I asked.   

“Well, we have nothing really to do so we’ll chill until nine.  You can probably leave 

early if you want; Mark doesn’t really care since it’s your last night.”  Julia said.   

“Oh okay, sounds good, thank you.”  I replied.   

“Don’t thank me.”  She said with a wink.   

 The rest of the night was pretty uneventful.  We mainly sat around, texting and 

talking.  At about 7:30, the guy came to pick up his hockey sticks and it was basically 

coasting from there.  I was texting Sarah pretty much non-stop from when I got into the 

store.   

We’d been talking pretty consistently until she randomly asked if I believed in God.   

I looked at it for a couple seconds.   

I’d been over this before with other people and again, nobody seemed to understand it.  

Religion to me was a belief that quelled the emotional needs of somebody who wanted 

there to be some kind of afterlife, a finish line, if you will.  I mean, if there was no 

promise of an afterlife, I don’t think as many people would believe in Christianity or any 

other type for that matter.  The only logical thing is the Ten Commandments.  If you 

lived your life by those, you would probably be okay.  The only problem with religion is 

that it’s truly flawless.  You can’t disprove it even though it isn’t a physical entity.  Too 

many people try to argue against it when it’s not something that should be argued against.  
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Faith is subjective and has no intention of physical existence.  Unfortunately, the most 

religious take that idea and turn it into an omni-complex.  They use said complex in all of 

their arguments while disregarding all other ideas.  Religion is supposed to be this broad 

entity without borders but people turn it into narrow object to justify themselves versus 

others.   

To me, it just didn’t make sense.  

I didn’t totally know what I believed in until I learned the basic laws regarding 

conservation of energy.     

“Energy cannot be created, nor destroyed, it may only change form.”  

 At first, it was another definition I had to memorize for a test. Then I thought about what 

it meant.  It meant; when I died, my energy would carry on forever, no matter what.  I 

was fascinated by the fact that my death could lead to the life of something else.    

The thought gave me the chills.  I picked up my phone again and typed her a response.  

“haha, don’t ask.”                

 

 

I was fixing the Vapour XX elbow pad rack when I heard the front door bells 

jingling.  I saw that as odd and turned to the main aisle to check it out.  It was Jenna and 

her boyfriend.  He was in often, she came with him sometimes.  Jenna and I used to talk 

all the time and I’d say we were pretty good friends.  We went to the same elementary 

school together and lived in the same area.  Ever since we parted and went to different 

schools, it was downhill from there.  They walked in, passed the cash and approached my 

way.  The next thing that happened can’t be explained by me even until this day.  I stood 

there, half-smiling expecting her to say hi when she walked right by without even taking 

a second to look at me.  I wasn’t all that shocked considering she tended to be a huge 

bitch along with her mom who threatened to kill Alex in the fourth grade.   

“Jenna’s a bitch.”  I whispered quickly.   

“Did you hear that?”  Jenna asked her boyfriend from the next aisle.   

“No, what did you hear?”  He asked.   

“Somebody said my name.”  She responded.   
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“Slut.”  I said loud enough for them to hear but I guess they didn’t and ten minutes later, 

they left the store.   

“Do you know her?”  Julia asked me.   

“I used too.”  I replied.   

She nodded, and went back to the cash.   

Julia was used to me yelling profanity across the store, mostly when nobody was there.  I 

pulled out my phone and read the reply from Sarah.  Well, if it’s interesting enough, I’d 

like to hear all about what you believe in :).  As if I was moving and leaving her behind, 

she was the only girl I knew who ever wanted to talk about things like that.  She wasn’t 

the one to spend all of her time thinking about upcoming parties and nothing else.  I’ll 

make it short just so it doesn’t bore you.  Btw, I’m leaving soon.  Is it okay if I’m early?  

Sent.  

 8:50.  

Ten minutes to go before I could leave the store.  I walked over and joined Tom and Julia 

in mid-conversation.   

“What are doing after work?”  Tom asked Julia.   

“My friend’s having a party, probably going there.”  She said.  That struck me as odd 

seeing as it was a Tuesday. I guess it was because they were almost done high school.   

“I like the sound of that.  Marko, what about you?”  He asked, turning to me.   

“Do you know Sarah Williams?”  I asked him.   

“I think so, she’s in grade ten right?”  He replied asking me.   

“Yeah, her.”  I replied.   

“She’s pretty hot stuff, Marko.”  Julia said.   

“I’ll drink to that, but, isn’t she kind of like, different?”  Tom asked, trying not to sound 

downgrading.   

“She doesn’t hang out with the popular grade tens but her group has less convicts and 

teenage moms, so it’s good with me.”  I replied and we all shared a laugh.  

“Do you guys have a thing?”  Julia asked me.   

“I guess you could say that.”  I told her.  It was always harder to tell that you had a thing 

with somebody then when you were looking at other people who had things.   

“That’s cute!”  Julia said in the voice. 
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 I half-laughed.   

“Is she a virgin?”  Tom asked, winking.  Julia objected.   

“Tom, why would you ask that?”  She said, disgusted.   

I was laughing.   

“Yes, she’s a virgin.”  So was I, so it didn’t really matter to me.   

“Tight.”  He said, winking again.  Julia smacked him.   

My phone vibrated from my pocket.  I unlocked it and read sure, my parents are gone 

until 12 I think ;) I smiled and showed it to Tom.   

“Nice.”  He said as we propped.  Julia rolled her eyes.   

I checked the time.  It was 9:58.   

“Alright guys, it was nice knowing you both, I’m outta here.”  I told them.   

We said our goodbyes and I walked out of the store and into the night.           

     

  

* 

 

 

 On my way.  I sent the text to Sarah.  I left the parking lot and didn’t notice a 

vehicle turn on its lights and quietly follow me.  I went basically the same way I came 

except I had turned down Sundale Avenue to get to Sarah’s house.   

It was quiet at that time of night.   

Only a few cars were on the streets.    

After taking Sundale for a solid two minutes, I turned down Beechfern Road and starting 

approaching my old elementary school, not knowing that the van was still following me.  

I looked at the school and started to think.  Three or four years ago, I walked across the 

stage with my grade eight diploma.  At the time it was a big deal to me.   

“You’re turning the last page of a long chapter and opening to a new one, one that will 

challenge you in every way possible.”  My principle told us as we were sitting in our 

dress clothes, trying not to laugh at John who was most likely saying something hilarious.  

My friends probably all forgot about it seeing that it was only grade eight but, I managed 

to retain most of the scenery from that day.   
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I was abruptly awoken from the day dream when the same black van pulled up in front 

me, forcing me to stop my bike.  I was fighting to not fly over my handlebars when two 

dark figures got out of the driver and passenger seat.  At this point, I have was scared 

shitless, what the hell were they going to do to me?   

All of the sudden, they were in front of me, waving a  photo in my face.   

“What school does she attend?”  The male voice said, very aggressively with no audible 

accent.  I was shaking in my shoes but when I saw Bella’s picture in front of me.  I froze.  

“What school?”  The other person said.  This time it was a women’s voice.   

“Don’t make me escalate this farther than it needs to go.”  The man said, pulling his 

jacket away from his waist, revealing nothing. They weren’t even armed. I was still 

scared, nonetheless.   

“Dover Bay Secondary.”  I said, panicking and also lying at the same time.  They glared 

at me for a couple seconds, with extremely suspicious faces.   

“Get out of here, now.”  The woman told me.  I looked at the license plate quickly, KCK 

9JY, and took off.  I have never biked faster in my life than I did when I was ditching that 

van.  My legs and heart were moving at inhuman speeds.  The van burned a turn in the 

road, went back down Beechfern and turned towards Sundale and it was out of sight.  I 

turned down Bluespring Crescent, still burning a ditch in the pavement.  Sarah’s house 

was thirty-five.  I turned into her driveway, ditched my bike on the front lawn and ran to 

her door.  I rang the doorbell what must have been twenty times before she finally 

answered.   

“You could have just walked in, you’re lucky my parents…” 

 “Let me in!”  I demanded, extremely out of breath.  She woke up and quickly opened the 

door, I jumped into her house.   

“What’s wrong?  What happened?”  She said in almost all in the same sentence.   

“I just played… Hornet’s… Nest in real life.”  I said as I tried to catch my breath. 

“Let me guess; Call of Duty?”  She asked.   

She was getting impatient.  

“Ten-fo…yes.”  I replied almost speaking in game chat.   

“Seriously, Marko, What the hell happened?”  She snapped.   
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“I need to call Bella.”  I replied, taking my phone out of my pocket.  She waited there 

patiently while I searched for Bella’s contact on my phone.  I found it, pressed her name, 

clicked call and it was ringing.  It went to the forth ring when she picked up.   

“Hel-lo?”  She said, half asleep.  “Bella!  Could you explain to me why two people I’ve 

never met before just stopped me on the road, asking to identify a picture of you?”  I 

asked her, not casually, at all.      

 

 

* 

 

 “Should she call the police?”  I asked Sarah, covering the speaker.   

“Well, they weren’t armed, as far as you know, but at the same time, it’s messed up how 

you got stopped by two randoms with a picture of her, asking what school she went too.”  

She finished.   

“Okay, yeah, file a report.  Tonight.  Okay?”  I said, uncovering the speaker.   

“How is that even remotely relevant?” “No, who in the hell in their right minds would do 

that?”  I asked, in a horrified tone.   

“What’s she talking about?”  Sarah asked, anxiously.  I covered the phone again.  

“Apparently Ke$ha is popular.”  I told Sarah, which is weird, because in the midst of 

Bella being in potential danger, all she could think about was a terrible pop artist.   

I continued the off-topic conversation for some reason until Sarah smacked me.  “Marko, 

this is serious!”  She half-yelled at me.   

I covered the phone.  

“You’re significantly more attractive when you yell.” I told her.   

She rolled her eyes at me.   

I uncovered the phone once again.   

“Okay, seriously Bella, you need to file the report right now.”  I said into the receiver.  

She asked me if I got the license plate.   

“Yeah, uh, KCK…9JY.”  I replied, almost sure that that was the correct number.   

“Yes, okay, tonight, not tomorrow.  Good, let me know.  Alright, bye.”  I hung up.  

Earlier that day, I didn’t really want anything to do with Bella.  
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I was worried about her then.    

“Did she say she was going to do it?”  Sarah asked, worriedly.   

“Yeah, she’s going to update me tomorrow on what the cops said.”  I said.   

“Can I have a hug?”  She asked.   

“No.”  I said, hugging her.   

“What’s the deal,” I whispered into her ear. 

 “You’ve never actually asked for a hug before.”   

“I’m a little freaked out by what just happened and you’re comforting me.”  She 

whispered back.  I stepped back with a dumb founded look on my face.   

“Ke$ha can’t be that bad.”  I said, jokingly.   

“No you weirdo, not that, the random creeps with a picture of Bella.”  She replied, half 

giggling.   

“Oh, yeah that,” I replied stupidly, “well, I’m sure everything will be okay, the fuzz will 

get it all solved.”  I told her.  She grabbed my hand and guided me over to the couch.  

The TV was on.  She liked watching hockey and must have been watching  Sportscenter 

before I blitzed her front door.  They were re-airing the Ottawa Senators victory parade 

through downtown Ottawa.   

“I can’t actually believe they won.”  She said.   

“Well, they won sixty-two out of eighty-two games during the regular season. It 

would’ve been hilarious if they didn’t end up winning.”   

We were both Canuck fans and they were out in the semis so we cheered for whoever 

came out of the west for the finals.   

Too bad they got swept, four games in a row.   

“So, am I less ‘attractive’ when I’m not screaming at you?”  She flirted, turning away 

from the TV.   

I put my arm around her.   

“Well, that all depends, but, the general consensus is that you’re attractive all the time.”  I 

replied, hoping she would understand what I had just said.   

I think she did.   

She stared at me for a second while simultaneously turning off the TV.   

“I like the delivery, but, try and add some English in there next time, okay?”  She joked.   
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2 Days. 

I woke up to my alarm the next morning at 6:50 AM probably for the four 

hundredth time in the past three years.  Waking up at that time in the morning sucked and 

I bet if we didn’t have too, people wouldn’t have minded school as much as they did.  

Speaking of waking up, I didn’t really remember going to sleep seeing that I was 

exhausted the night before.  I left Sarah’s at 11:30 PM and biked home.  On the way 

home, I was thinking and having a hard time juggling thoughts about Sarah and the 

encounter with the strangers with a picture of Bella.  I was beginning to like Sarah a lot 

because she wasn’t just about rushing into situations.  After we turned the TV off, we 

turned it back on and we watched TV for half an hour, with her lying on me, of course.  It 

was one of those rare times when I wouldn’t have wanted to be anywhere else but there.   

People are so caught up by labels like ‘dating’, that they actually forget they have 

feelings for the other person.  The best part about Sarah and I was that we were friends, 

we actually liked each other more than anything and that’s why it was working.  Too bad 

I was moving in seven days.  On the other hand, I was worried that the van would be 

lurking in the shadows so I biked home at a decent speed.  When I arrived, I said hey to 

my dad who was watching TV, brushed my teeth and went straight to bed.      

Seeing that my bus came at 7:17AM, I got out of bed and jumped in the shower.  

Well, more like I hauled myself into the shower since it was inhuman to be able to move 
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so rapidly at that hour of the morning.   I finished in the bathroom and went back to my 

room to pick out some clothes.  I checked my phone and I had two notifications.  Sarah 

texted wake up sleepyhead :).  I smiled at the screen.  Ever since we started being 

interested in each other, she would always text me ‘good morning’ or ‘wake up.’  No, she 

wasn’t obsessive, in my opinion at least.  Some people would consider that weird, I 

thought it was funny.  She didn’t always text me in the morning, but when she did, it 

started my day off well.  I checked the other notification; it was from Bella.  “We need to 

talk.”  It was most likely about what the police had told her.   

  I got dressed, put my phone in my pocket and went downstairs.   

Nobody was up yet.   

I checked the clock.  

7:00 AM.   

It took me a couple minutes to walk to the bus stop so I had fourteen minutes to 

get out of the house.  I took the fruit loops and poured about half a cup into a bowl, 

grabbed some milk from the fridge and poured it as well.  I usually watched TSN in the 

morning but since hockey was no longer on, all that was left were the Blue Jays and well, 

let’s face it; they sucked.  It took me five minutes to eat, nine minutes to spare.  I looked 

right outside my window.  My pool, which I only had for seven days, sat in my backyard.  

I was thankful it was June and I could swim in it before we left.  It would get plenty of 

use after baseball the next day, which was a PA day for some reason.   

I looked back at the clock and it was 7:11 AM.   

I put my bowl in the dishwasher, grabbed my bag, put my shoes on and left the house.   

It was a decent temperature for the start of summer.  I turned off my street onto 

Bluehedge Drive where I could see Steven and Allie waiting at the bus stop.   

It took me two minutes to reach my destination.   

“Good morning!”  Allie said with a hint of joy.   

“Ten bucks that’s French for ‘What did you and Sarah do last night?’”  I replied, 

laughing a little.   

“Please, please, please, do tell!”  She said, with slight excitement.   

“Wanna drive us to school tomorrow?”  I asked her.  Steven was too tired to say anything 

so he ended up nodding.   
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“Sure, anything for you.”  She said, winking at me and simultaneously smacking my 

behind.  Steven looked everywhere, slowly.   

“Not human.” He mumbled as we got onto the bus.   

 

* 

 

“That’s really cute, Marko,” Allie continued, “So, you really like her?”   

“Allie, shut up for a second.”  I replied, jokingly.  I started talking to Steven, who was a 

seat behind, continuing with the joke.   

“Yo, Steven,” he turned, “what did you do last night?”  I asked him.   

“I went to McDonalds with Allie.”  He said, clearly not having caught on.  Realizing that 

it had backfired, I turned back to Allie.   

“Good one, faggot.”  Allie snickered.   

“Moving on…wait, what were we moving on from?” I asked, having lost my train of 

thought.   

“Well, you said before that you won’t commit to anything, which makes sense because 

you’re moving.”  Allie responded having her mood swing from two seconds ago when 

she was excited which, I guess was my fault.   

I nodded and the conversation went silent.   

The bus had a good thirty kids on it.  Despite that, we were pretty comfortable.  

There was only one grade twelve on the bus usually, the only one without a car.  Half of 

the kids on my bus were grade nines and the other half were ten, eleven and twelve kids 

yawning at the fact that they’d had been on a bus for the six hundredth time at 7:30AM.  

We were about ten minutes out when the conversation picked up again.   

“Seriously, dickhead, what did you two lovebirds do last night?”  Allie asked again.  

“Well, after being chased by crazy Brazilians, I jumped off a roof and caught a rope 

which was fortunately attached to a helicopter.”  I replied.   

“Hornet’s Nest.”  Steven said from the seat behind.   

“Seriously, Marko.”  Allie demanded, impatiently.   

“Well, in part, that actually happened.  But yeah, we watched TV for half an hour, she 

was on top.”  I said.  Steven’s clutched hand appeared in front of my head, I propped him.  
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My phone vibrated from my pocket, you slept with Sarah?!  It was Brielle.  That woke 

me up, hardcore.  Who the hell said that?  I sent the text and looked over at Allie who had 

a sly smile on her face.   

“Wow!  It was you.”  I pointed out, half laughing.  Allie showed Steven the conversation 

and he started laughing.   

“You know, that’s not that funny if that goes around, we wouldn’t want people calling 

her a slut now, would we?”  I asked Allie.   

“You just called me a slut.”  Allie responded, a little offended.  I knew why; I was just 

baffled by the time it took her to be offended by that.  Steven and I stared at her like she 

was the weirdest thing on the planet for a couple seconds.   

I turned and fake whispered to Steven so that Allie could hear it clearly.   

“Pssst, Steven, I think it might be that time of the month again.”  I said, trying not to 

laugh.   

“Why, what’s the date today?”  He asked, obviously trying to not be mean to her.   

“I love you, Steven!”  Allie said, perking up.   

The bus turned into the loop.  I was about to ask what they both had first period.  

Like I didn’t know the answer to that question.  Allie had English with me and Steven 

had core French.   

“Steven, are you doing review in class, yet?”  I asked him.   

“Its core French, the most work we do in that class is chirp ugly kids.”             

 The bus stopped and the driver let us out one by one.  Steven went directly to the 

caf while Allie and I went to the English hall.  We were always closely late for class so 

we just started bringing our books to the cafeteria in order to make the trip quicker.   

“Do you think we’re going to do review for the last week?”  I asked Allie.   

“What else could she possibly teach us?”  She replied with an easy question to answer.  

“I’m convinced.  What time is it?” I replied yet again with another question.  She looked 

at her phone.  “It’s 7:37.”  She told me.   

“Caf?”  I asked her.   

 

 

 



   

  36 

* 

 

 

 

  

 We all sat together at the table.  Steven, Alex, Walter, Brad, Francesca and Allie 

on one side; me, John, Brielle, Bridgette and Michelle on the other.  The only person we 

were missing was Bella.  She was running late.   

“Where’s Bella?”  Michelle asked.   

“Right there.”  I replied.  She walked into the caf and made a ‘come here’ gesture.  I 

assumed it was to me seeing that she wanted to talk.  After a few normal chirps were sent 

my way about various things such as “gonna get a wheel?”  (A wheel is a hookup)  From 

Walter and “Nice ass!”  From Brielle.  

I walked over to where Bella was standing.   

“Good morning!”  She said with a smile.   

“Morning, what’s the deal?”  I asked anxiously.   

“Well, I called last night and filed the report with my parents and they called back this 

morning saying there was nothing to worry about.”  She said, in her usual perky way.  

“Really?  How did  they arrive at that?”  I asked.   

“You know the plate number you gave me?”  She asked.   

I nodded.   

“They put it through the database and it doesn’t exist.”   

Hold up.  It doesn’t exist.  The words played back in my head three hundred times in ten 

seconds.   

“Doesn’t exist?”  I replied, horrified and probably looking like an idiot.   

“Calm down, Marko, you probably just read the plate wrong!”  She replied laughing, 

“It’s all good.”  I swear to god that’s what the number was.  KCK 9JY.  I was too busy 

thinking about what I was just told that I didn’t notice Bella talking to Sarah right in front 

of me.  Bella walked away, toward the rest of our friends.   

“Wake up sleepy head.”  Sarah whispered into my ear and grabbing my hand 

simultaneously.   
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“What’d I miss?”  I said, looking at her in the eye.   

“Bella just filled me in on what happened.  Good news eh?”  She said, waiting for an 

answer. I looked at my phone.  

There was eight minutes until class. 

“I don’t know what to tell you, Sarah.  I swear that was the right plate number.”  I told 

her, repeating the same thing for maybe the tenth time.  Why the hell was Bella not 

weirded out by the fact that they had a picture of her?   

“Can you not just accept that you were scared shitless and you made a mistake reading 

it?”  She said, becoming a little agitated.   

I sighed and took a deep breath.   

We were holding hands and I didn’t even realize it.   

“I’m sorry,” I said, breaking the quick silence.  

“I’m just really out of it this morning.”   

We turned into the English hall.   

“Yeah, there’s no sense worrying about it.  Just enjoy your last seven days here.”  She 

said, smiling.   

“Okay, I gotta go to history. I got shat on yesterday for being late.”   

“Are you blaming me for that?”  I asked her.  

 “No.”   

She kissed me.   

“I got to kiss you.”   

 

 

* 

 

 

 I walked into English with a smile on my face.  No, not because it was English.  It 

was because of what just happened.  Sarah was making a good case for herself.   

Brad and Allie walked in a couple seconds after I did and we sat down.   

“Did you guys set up cameras today?”  I asked, sarcastically.   

“No, but knowing Allie, she probably had some kind of shit going on.”  Brad said.   
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If Dr. Holden heard that sentence, she’d stop whatever we were doing and break down 

every single thing that could have been possibly wrong with it.  

“Not today, unfortunately.  What did I miss?”  Allie asked.    

“Nothing, just a kiss.”  I replied.  The day before, it was a big deal.  Not the next day.  

“Cute.”  Allie said.  The bell rang.   

“Alright guys, since all of you, well, most of you, have been working so hard on 

reviewing the class material, were going to start with something a little different today.”  

Dr. Holden said as she picked up a piece of paper from her desk.  She cleared her throat: 

I’m locked in a room with no light on the ceiling. 

I’m blind and I can’t help but get this dark feeling. 

I lost them, my blinds were closed, no light through these cracks. 

I tripped over my words leading to the door locking.   

I could hear you before but now you aren’t talking.  

I sit on a bed of lies and sheets of mistrust. 

I finally figured out’ sorry’ wasn’t enough. 

I’m writing this poem with no visible light 

I can only hope the invisible spectrum takes flight. 

 The spectrum of my hope for you to return, 

A leap of faith because the bridges were burned.   

To the dismay of the dark and to the pleasure I seeked, 

The light switch I longed for appeared in front of me 

I flicked the light on and the room lit up. 

The blinds opened, my hair stood up.   

A knock on the door, could it really be? 

My friends I lost, In front of me? 

We could only stare eye to eye, through the dimming mist. 

Don’t ever give up, second chances exist.   

 The poem I wrote in grade ten.  I had Dr. Holden the year before as well.  The 

assignment was to write an informal poem about something going on in our lives, 

something that had a big impact on us.   At that time, things were really rough.  The girls 

were fighting with each other and fighting with the guys at the same time.  Not a second 
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went by without a horrible comment tossed in either direction.  It was getting to the point 

where the girls wanted to fight one another.  It got so bad that our V.P had to get between 

Allie and Brielle before they tore each other’s heads off.  I hate to say it, but I had my 

part in those fights and arguments too. 

When I saw Brielle swing at Allie, I felt sick to my stomach.  Those two were 

supposed to be inseparable, and yet, they were about kill each other.  I couldn’t stand it.  I 

got up and stepped between them.  They both looked at me with vicious glares.   

“Marko, get lost.”  Brielle snapped.   

“No, I won’t.  This ends now.”  I said firmly.  They just stood there, inactive.   

They were waiting for me to continue.    

I started talking again while the guys sat at the caf table, quietly.   

“Look, it’s been rough for everybody.  Including me but…”  

“Your damn right it’s been rough of everybody.  Part of this is your fault too.”  Brielle 

cut in.   

“Would you just let me finish?”  I responded, calmly.   

“I’m all ears.”  Allie said.  I took a deep breath.  

“Brielle, you just took a swing at the person who you’ve shared probably the best 

moments of your life with so far.  I want you to tell me right now if you see a problem 

with that.”  I continued, not really expecting answer.  I just wanted her to consider that 

for a second.  It’s true, they probably had the strongest bond out of all of us and they had 

only known each other for three years.  Brielle looked at Allie and then took off, crying.  

The message had hit home.         

 

 

* 

 

 

 Even after I separated those two from fighting, our situation as a whole hadn’t 

really changed.  I knew it would; they just needed to remember how things were.  They 

needed to stare at themselves in the mirror and forgive themselves before they could 

forgive each other. 
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 About a month after that incident, I wrote that poem.  Partly because of the 

assignment and mostly because of the lesson I learned.   

I didn’t write it for a mark and I didn’t write it for myself.  

 I wrote it for them.      

I’m not saying I single-handedly brought my friends back together but I hated 

watching them tear shreds off one another.   

The class stirred.   

I was a bit uncomfortable but I guess Dr. Holden had a reason to read it.   

“The first time I read that,” Dr. Holden started, “I wasn’t necessarily blown away by the 

quality of the poem.  I was blown away at the fact that this person cared about their 

friends that much.  They did it in an unusual way I’ll admit, however, the passion they 

showed for the people they cared about is immense.  His friends are lucky to have him.  I 

want all of you to know that when Marko wrote this, he wasn’t thinking of anything but 

his friends.  Most of all, I want you all to believe that indeed second chances do exist. ” 

Most of the class looked over at me.  I just sort of sat there.   

“Marko, come get your poem.”  Dr. Holden said.  I got up and walked to her desk.  The 

class was chatting.   

“Marko, this was excellent and probably the most down to earth and honest poem 

anybody’s ever written for me in the fifteen years I’ve taught at Lambrick Park.”  She 

finished.   

“Thanks Doctor.”  I said, not knowing what else to say.   

“I won’t ever forget this poem or notably, you.  You’re a great student and a great young 

man.  Good luck with the move and in San Jose.”  She finished finally.   

“Thanks a lot, Doctor Holden.  That means a lot.”  I replied, unsure if I sounded sincere 

or not.  She handed me my poem and I went back to my seat where Brad and Allie 

waited.  “I won’t lie, that was the gayest thing I’ve ever heard in my entire life.”  Brad 

told me.  I just sat that there and took it.   

“But, thanks for writing that.”   

In a million years, I didn’t think Brad would ever thank anybody for something like that, 

but he did.   

I changed the subject. 
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“Screw review?”  I asked them. 

“Screw review.”     

 

 

* 

 

 

 Instead of going to the cafeteria after first, I went and met up with Sarah.  I texted 

Bella and told her to meet me in Bio.  I split off from Brad and Allie and walked out of 

the English hall, through the business hall and into the history hall where I caught Sarah 

walking out of class later than the others.   

“Hey!”  She said, surprised.   

“Hi.  Why were you in class after the bell?”  I asked her.   

“Well, I took your advice and stayed back to apologize to Mr. Willis.”  She said, 

beaming.  

I laughed.   

“How’d that go?”  

“He said he appreciated my honesty and maturity!”  She said.   

“Uh, you didn’t tell him why you were late, did you?”  I asked her timidly.  

She laughed.   

“Of course not!”  She said.  

She kissed me.    

I thought that was kind of funny.   

“Okay, so, are you coming tomorrow night?”  I asked her.   

“I plan on it, if it’s okay with Francesca of course.”  She replied.   

“Yeah, she said you’re the only tenth grader invited.”  I said.   

“Don’t I feel special!”  She said, jokingly.   

We stopped at her locker.   

While she opened it, I took the time to just look at her.  Reasonable short shorts and a 

tight yellow t-shirt that clung to her hips and other assets, tightly.   

How’s that for a description?   
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Shut up, she was hot.   

“What are you lookin’ at?”  She asked me without even making eye contact.   

“Not your…”  

“Boobs?”  She cut in.   

“Umm, no…”  I said, caught off guard.  She laughed and took her math books out of her 

locker.   

“Didn’t your parents tell you it’s impolite to stare?”  She joked.    

“They did and your parents gave you a solid pair.”  I said, managing to rhyme my 

sentence with hers.   

“Marko!”  She said and smacked me.   

“Hey, you set up me up how could I have not?”  I said, hoping she wasn’t actually mad.  

“Yeah, fair enough.”   

Her math class was above my biology class on the second floor.  We walked 

down the English and business hall without talking or holding hands.  She walked down 

the stairs and turned right through the doors into the stairwell leading to the math wing.  

“I’m really nervous, Marko.”  She broke the silence.   

“About what?”  I wondered, half-worried she’d say something about us.  

“Well, I’ve never written a math exam before.”  She replied.   

Phew.   

“What do you have in the class?”  I asked her.   

“Seventy-Six.” She replied, gingerly.   

I smiled. 

“You can fail and pass the class, just think of it that way.”  I said.   

“Thanks, that helps a…”  I kissed her.   

“…A lot.”  She finished, smiling.   

“Just returning the favour.”  I said as I turned around and walked back to my locker.              

 

* 

 

  I had about four minutes to get back to biology from the English hall, plenty of 

time.  I put the combo into my lock, opened it, took my biology stuff out and locked it 
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again.  I started walking back the exact way I came when my pocket vibrated.  It was 

Sarah laughing at me.  I just lol’d when I realized you walked me to math without 

bringing your bio books.  How was the trip back? :).   

Fantastic.  

I walked in back in the same exact direction I came from but that time I went 

straight into the science hall.  I walked into my biology class exactly when the bell went.  

I went and took a seat beside Brielle.   

“Why didn’t you come to the caf?”  She asked me.   

“I went to meet Sarah and walked her to class.”  I replied.   

“Cute.”  She said.   

“So, what’s goin’ on with Bella?”   

“She told me a bit about it but nothing much.”  She admitted.   

“Long story, but we’ve got seventy-five minutes so I’ll tell you.”   

I told her about how I was biking to her house.   

“Why didn’t you drive to work?”  She asked.   

“My parents didn’t get home before I had to leave so I couldn’t use their cars.”  I said.   

I told her the part where the van passed me then stopped in front of me as well as the part 

where they got out and stuck me up but with no guns or anything.   

“What about the picture of Bella?”  She asked again.  I flipped my textbook to a random 

page to make it look like I was doing something.   

“She was younger in the picture but still easily recognizable.  Maybe grade eight or 

nine.”  I said, estimating the age of Bella in the picture.   

“So, they didn’t even ask you for her name?  Just the school she went too?”  Brielle asked 

skeptically.   

“Yeah, that was the really weird part.  I told them Dover Bay.”  I replied to her.   

“So then they took off?  I assume you tore shit to get out of there?”   

I laughed.  

“Yeah, then I slept with Sarah.”  I said, sarcastically.   

She laughed.   

“So Bella called the cops and they said the plate number didn’t exist, right?”  She said, 

looking for confirmation.   
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“Yeah, I’m just not sure why she’s not still worried about it.”   

“Why would she be?”  

“Brielle, they had a picture of her.”  I told her like it was really obvious.   

“Oh!  She said the cops said it was most likely from a newspaper from 2006.  She was on 

the front page for soccer that year.”  She told me.  Now that I thought about it, the picture 

did look slightly ragged and newspaper thin.   

Maybe there was nothing to worry about.   

It was still highly unusual that they followed me around all night.   

“I guess everything is good then.”  I started.   

“So, we’ve spent a lot of time talking about me.  How is everything at home?”   

“I really don’t know right know.  One minute, they want to be together, the next minute 

they can’t stand the other.  It doesn’t make any sense, you know?”  She said with a little 

frustration.  Her parents had been going through separation talks for a while but they 

were on and off like a switch.  I talked her through it most of the time, but really, I didn’t 

know much about how it felt.   

I just told her to stay optimistic.   

“Yeah, I can see how that’s irritating.”  I replied.   

“I just hope they can remember what they had before all this happened.”  She said as the 

bell rang. 

 I said goodbye to Brielle and walked back toward the English hall.  I met 

Francesca walking back to her locker.   

“What up?”  I asked her.   

“Same old boring review.”  She said.    

“Oh yeah, I forget to ask you.  Is it still okay if Sarah comes to the party?”  I asked.   

She laughed.   

“Of course, Marko.”  She said.   

“Okay, so, instead of singing, let’s do some review in Chem today.  Deal?”  I proposed.  

“Damm, molar mass, C2H2, I don’t even remember what any of those things are.”  She 

complained.  I thought of every answer to her questions in half a second.   

“Yeah me neither, guess we should get down there.”  I said.   

We walked down the hall together quietly.                   
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 Chemistry was as usual.  Review, review and more review.   

Seven days and my exams were done.  Not to mention my time in Saanich.     

In grade ten, Francesca never really tried and she got a sixty-four.  That year, she 

did most of her homework, studied, partied just a bit less and wound up with an eighty-

three, prior to exams that was.  She was proud of herself to say the least.   

A little effort goes a long way.   

Everybody thought I was such a genius and all I ever did was study and do homework.  If 

the course was coloured enough, I took interest.  When a few others got their report 

cards, they complained for two days about how their marks were too low and then they 

did nothing about it.  Trust me, if they took a quarter the effort from partying and put it 

into school, an eighty would be no problem.  On top of that, parties would feel just that 

much better knowing you’re partying because of your hard work.   

But hey, I’m just one person with an opinion. 

 “Wanna go to my locker?”  Francesca asked.   

“Yeah sure.”  I replied, which was two words for “my locker too after then caf.”  Her 

locker was in the tech hall so it was pretty much on the way to mine.   

“How’s Josh?”  I asked her.   

She laughed quietly.   

“Not bad I guess.  We fight off and on but it’s alright.”  She replied.   

“What’s that now?   Eight months?”  I asked, guessing.   

“No, nine.”  She corrected.   

“That’s still a long time to be with one person.  That takes a lot patience and trust.”  I 

said.   

“Yeah but it’s a bit hard, you know?  With all the fights, it’s a little tough to keep that in 

mind.”  She said.   

We left the tech hall walked through business and turned in the English hall.   

“You and Sarah are really cute together.  How do you guys do it all the time?”  She 

asked.   

I laughed.   

“What do you mean?”  I asked, sincerely confused.   

“You guys never fight and you always look really happy.”  She replied.   
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“Hold on, let me pull out my list to explain.” I said, trying to get a rise out of her.  

“Okay well, for one thing, it’s only been a little more than three months so it’s still in the 

honeymoon phase and we’re not even dating.”  I said.   

We stopped at my locker.   

“Well, do you think it would change if you made it official?”  She asked again.   

“Yes, absolutely. That’s usually the beginning of the end, unless you waited long enough.  

As soon as that relationship status goes up on Facebook, you’ve now made your 

relationship worth nothing besides a few thumbs up.  That’s just my opinion, though.”   

She looked at me for a second.   

“I never really thought of it like that before.  You could be right, I guess.”  She admitted.    

I nodded.   

“Glad I could be of use.”   

   

 

* 

 

  

 I walked into the caf with Francesca and went to the table where we usually sat.  

Bridgette, Michelle, Steven, Alex, Allie and Walter were already there.   

“Where’s Brielle?”  I asked them.   

“In math for extra help.”  Allie was the one to reply.   

“Actually, she wanted us to go get her at 12:20; do you two wanna go get her with me?”  

She was asking Bridgette and Michelle.  They nodded, got up and left toward upstairs.  

That left Steven, Alex, Walter and me.   

So much for talking to Summer.  

“Yo, Marko I hear you do Sarah before every class, confirm or deny.”  Walter inquired.   

“Judging by the percentage of you that is mass, I’d say probably not.  Because, you’re 

thin right?”  I said.   

The guys laughed.   
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It’s true; he was in pretty decent shape.  The only negative thing about that, though, is 

that you can’t walk up to somebody, flex your bicep and expect them to say anything to 

you.   

“Yeah, I’d smack that around like it was my job.”  Alex said with no hesitation.   

You’d think I would’ve gotten defensive but Alex referenced to anything with two legs 

like that.   

I laughed.   

“It’s a pretty good paying job.”  I said, slyly.    

“Francesca, when can we start hitting up your house tomorrow night?”  Steven asked.  

“8:30 is when I told people.”  She responded.  For us, that meant around nine pm.   

“How many people are going?”  Walter asked.  “Around fifteen, most of our good friends 

and some exceptions.”  She said, winking at me.   

I ignored it.    

“Where are Brad and John and are they still coming to play baseball tomorrow?”  I asked.  

“I’m pretty sure they are and God only knows what they’re doing together right now.”  

We all laughed.  Especially Walter, who cried laughing one time when he heard stuff 

about the two.    

We won’t get into it, though.   

“Alright, fair enough.  Be there for one, alright?”  I told them.   

They nodded.   

We’d been playing baseball since grade nine during the summer and the first time 

we played, we had a copious amount of fun.  The funniest thing ever was when everyone 

was laughing at Walter because he couldn’t catch.  So, he whipped the ball at Alex 

thinking he wouldn’t catch it, but, he did and we all collapsed, laughing.  We played five 

times a month last summer, but, the one we were about to play was my last.   

Did I expect them to keep playing without me?  Of course I did, but they likely wouldn’t, 

because let’s face it; planning ahead was not a focus.    

My phone vibrated from my pocket.  Sarah texted you guys are still playing 

‘extras’ tomorrow right?  I wrote back haha, yeah, why?  It occurred to me that when I 

texted I always wrote ‘haha’.   

Haha.  
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“Who wants to come to my house early so we can pick up chase for tomorrow night and 

Gatorades for extras?”  I asked.   

“I will.”  Alex responded.   

“I’ll come too.”  Steven said.   

“Sweet.”  I said.  My phone vibrated again.  Sarah.  Cuuute.  I could probably kick all 

your asses if you let me come!   

Guys only ;).  I responded.   

 

* 

 

The remainder of lunch wasn’t all that exciting.  John, Brad and the girls 

eventually showed up and we just talked about the party and baseball for the last twenty 

minutes.  The teams were the same ever since we first played.  The first year, my team 

loaded the opposition.  In grade ten, it was closer considering that we played seven 

innings.  The final score was fourteen to eleven for the other guys.  We were up eleven to 

ten going into the bottom of the seventh.  They loaded the bases and the count was one 

ball and two strikes.  Dan, who went to the same elementary school as Walter, Alex and 

Brad but ended up going to Dover Bay Secondary, was pitching for the close.  He got 

into the stretch, which surprised me because only a few of the guys had played organized 

baseball before.  He threw pretty hard even though he wasn’t supposed too.  That was too 

bad, because Alex, who already had an inside of the park homerun, put all of his weight 

into the swing and pulled the ball.  It took off like a rocket toward left field.  He would’ve 

usually taken off running but this time, he walked towards first base staring down the ball 

he just hit.  He knew it was gone.   

John tried to track the ball but he ran into the fence and the ball was lost in the 

forest.  Walk-off grand slam.   

Good times. 

When there was five minutes left in lunch, Bella, who showed up late in lunch 

from the soccer team farewell party, and I, decided to go to my locker which also meant 

hers as well, which was in the History hall.  We walked quietly; I hadn’t spoken since we 

left the caf.   
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“Stop talking so much.”  She said, playfully.   

“Sorry, I zoned out.”  I said, playing it off.   

“Lighten up bud, our presentations are done.  It’s smooth sailing from here.”  She said, 

smiling.   

True. After grade nine, exams were pretty much easy, except for the math exam in grade 

eleven.   

We went to her locker first because it was closest.  She opened it and took out all 

her books.   

We were either reviewing in that class, or having a game day.   

It was a general-level course after all.   

“If were playing games, we should defiantly play the trivia one.” I suggested.   

“Pfft, we’re clearly going to play Survivor.”  I laughed.  The one time we played that, I 

finished in third out of twenty two.   

“Excited for tomorrow night?”  I asked her.   

“Yes!  I’m so excited,” she replied, “Are you drinking?”   

“I am.”  I told her.   

“Good!  Smoking is so bad for you and it’s gross.”  She said with distaste.   

I nodded.   

They’re both horrible for your body.   Think of it as poisoning yourself for forty five 

minutes of not being able to stand.  Well, that didn’t apply to everybody.   

Just the people who were puking it back up.   

I never really understood why adults tried to get teenagers to stop drinking.  

Telling us the negatives just bores us to death and makes us wonder when the next party 

is.  The only way any of us would actually stop is if something absolutely terrible 

happened because of it.   

Even that didn’t stop some people.   

Call me a terrible person, but when a Jane Richards, drunk, was walking on the side of a 

two-lane highway, walked out into the middle of the road and got tanked by a van going 

eighty, I didn’t so much as mourn her death but instead, I thought of why it happened, 

partly because I didn’t know her.  What’s going through somebody’s head that would 

make them walk into the middle of a highway?   
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You probably know the answer. 

We had gone to my locker, picked my books up and were then headed to business 

hall for marketing.  I was about to go into the class when guess who tugged on my hand.  

“Hi.”  I said.   

“Hey.”  Sarah said back.   

“Is everything okay?”  I asked her.   

“Yup, I just wanted to say bye before you went to class.”  She said, with a small smile.  I 

wouldn’t see her until tomorrow night so it was fitting.    

“Bye.”  I said, hugging her.   

She whispered in my ear.   

“See you tomorrow night.”  Then she kissed me, on the cheek.   

Somebody boo’d from inside the class.  I laughed.   

She was halfway down the hall when she revealed that she had been laughing too.    

Anyway, do any of you know that Wiser’s whisky commercial what there’s five guys in a 

corner always clapping slowly for the main character of the commercial?  Well, when I 

walked into the class and that’s exactly what happened.  The guys in the back of the class 

were clapping, completely out of sync.  Sean, who was in twelfth grade, tipped his coke 

bottle in my direction while the others continued to clap.   

“Welcome to the Wiserhood.”  Mr. Dykes said, walking into the class.        

  

  

* 

         

 

 We ended up having to review, which, in marketing, was more like talk for the 

period.  Mr. Dykes didn’t have a problem with that.  He knew we both had good marks in 

his class.  I didn’t normally sit beside Bella, but, there were people absent that day so she 

came and sat with me.  We talked at the start of class but it went silent after a while.   

“Are you still worried about what happened last night?”  She said, bringing up what I 

hoped she would.   
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“I just find it a little bit odd that two random people interrogated me with your picture 

and followed me around in a van.”  I said, putting it simply.   

“First of all, keep it down; I don’t want to draw any more attention to it.”  She said. 

I said nothing. 

“Look, my parents have been in touch with the police all day and they’re still saying 

there is nothing to worry about.”  She finished.    

“I know, but still.”  I said, not convinced.   

“Marko, relax, okay?  There’s no sense worrying about something that’s not realistic.”  

She attempted to be reassuring. 

I accidently eavesdropped on what Mr. Dykes was listening to on his computer.  He was 

listening to the news.   

“A prison breach…” 

 “Marko?”  She asked.   

I snapped out of my daydream.   

“Sorry, I was thinking about dinner.”     

She laughed.    

 We talked about random stuff for the rest of the period.  Okay, so, seven days 

until I moved and four days until I had to write exams.  I had my substance for the next 

night so it looked like my night was pretty well free.  I texted and asked Sarah if she 

wanted to hang out but she said she was going shopping with her mom.  That meant I was 

probably going to end up studying then playing xbox.   

Unless somebody else was free. 

 When the final bell went I said bye to Bella and walked to the English hall to go 

to my locker.  I opened my locker when Alex walked up to me.   

“Yo, what are you doing tonight?”  He asked.   

“Nothing.  Wanna do something?”   

“Yeah, we’ll get whatever you need at Macs then we can do whatever then sleep at my 

house.”  He said.   

“Ayo.  Let’s do it.”  I replied.   

“Can we go back to my house first?  I need to drop some stuff off.”   
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“Yeah, your bus then?”  He asked.  It didn’t really make a difference because our houses 

were five minutes away from each other but my bus dropped me off closer to my house.  

“Sure.”  I said.  I closed my locker, picked up my bag and we started to walk toward the 

buses.   

“Text Steven and Walter and ask them if they want to come too.”   He suggested. 

I typed: 

Snap some necks, tonight?  

 

“Time is free, but it's priceless. You can't 

own it, but you can use it. You can't keep 

it, but you can spend it. Once you've lost it 

you can never get it back.” 

- 

Harvey Mack 

 

 We walked to the bus stop quietly, walking past hundreds of kids talking about 

how excited they were for school to be done with.  It was really hot outside for June, 

probably closer to thirty Celsius.   

Alex and I were pretty well known around the school because a lot of kids waved to us 

and said bye.   

We waved back.   

I heard my name from a group of girls about twenty feet away.  I turned around and it 

was a few of Sarah’s friend.  All good-looking.   

“You’re so popular, Marko!”  Brianna Destine yelled, sarcastically.   

I laughed.   

“Where’s Sarah?”  I yelled back.  She wasn’t among the group.   

“She already went to her bus!”  She scream-plied.  My phone then vibrated from my 

pocket.  I was expecting responses from Alex and Walter but to my surprise, it was 

Sarah.  Turn to the right about 120 degrees and stop.  Okay, so I did that and of course, 

she was waving to me from her bus a few buses back from where I was standing.  I 

smiled and waved back.  Good thing I carry a pocket protractor for that very reason.   
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 We got on the bus just as the driver started the engine.  There was a rule that 

people couldn’t bus hop meaning that only people on each bus list could  go on their  

respective buses and nobody else’s, but, nobody really followed that rule.  Some drivers 

didn’t care either, and mine was one of them.  We walked to the back of the bus where 

Allie and Steven were already sitting.   

“Did you get my text?”  I said, sitting down in the seat in front of Allie but I was asking 

Steven.   

“Yeah, but breaking peoples’ necks is illegal. Why would you ever want to do that?”  He 

asked, making me sound like the weirdest person in the world.   

“What did you say?”  Alex asked, a little bit worried.   

“If he wanted to snap some necks.”  I said.   

“Wow!”  Alex said.   

Steven laughed.   

“What are you boys doing tonight?”  Allie asked us.   

“Apparently no longer breaking necks.”  I said with a hint of sarcasm.   

“Why did I even ask?  You’re obviously going to be gaming like usual.”  She said.  It 

was half true but that night would be different, trust me.   

“I’m sure we will when we get back to my house.”  Alex said.   

“Don’t you guys ever hang out with girls?”  She asked us, half making fun of us, half-

actually serious.   

“What the hell are ‘girls’?”  Steven asked.   

“Never heard of them.”  Alex played along.  The three of us laughed.  

She rolled her eyes.   

The bus turned into the subdivision with the first few stops.  The ride home felt fast but it 

was actually about twenty minutes from school to my stop.   

I guess now would be a good time to explain Saanich and where a few of us lived.  

To start, Lambrick Park was probably one of the smallest schools in the greater Victoria 

area; about seven hundred students went there at the time.  Lambrick Park was a decently 

large subdivision that was reasonably close to our subdivision, Cadboro Bay.  The only 

reason Cadboro was decently known was because of the lake at the center of the town 
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and because the University of Victoria was just east of us.  Well, the lake was known 

because ‘legend’ has it that a sea monster named Caborosaurus lived in it.   

Back to the location part.   

Besides our school, the only other high school that was reasonably close to Lambrick was 

Dover Bay which was almost two hours north of Saanich.  I mean, there were other 

schools around, but not as big as Dover.  Dan, who went to elementary school with a 

bunch of us, moved before grade nine to Nanaimo and he now went to Dover.   

 That brings us back to where a few of us lived.  I lived on Orelton Place, Allie and 

Steven lived on Hopesmore Drive and Alex lived on Arrow Road along with Walter.  We 

all lived just off of Cedar Hill road.  The rest of the crew wasn’t really worth talking 

about because they lived about ten minutes northwest of us in Royal Oak.  Sarah, on the 

other hand, lived on Morningside Place just east of where I worked.   

 The bus turned onto Hopesmore and our stop was coming up.   It occurred to me 

more than once that we could walk to school but, the rule was that if the bus drove for 

more than three kilometers from the school to the stop, you were offered a bus.   

We hadn’t been talking much since the debate on what a girl was.  We reached 

our stop on the corner of Orelton and Hopesmore, got off the bus, said bye to Allie and 

began the short walk to my house.   

“It’s getting hot out, are you guys going to be making any beach visits this summer?”  I 

asked Steven.   

“The question should be ‘are we road tripping to San Jose to sit on a real beach?’”  

Steven redirected.   

“Clover Point is a real beach.”  I replied.   

We walked onto my driveway.    

“It’s only hot two months of the year, though.  In Cali, it’s always hot.” Steven went on.  

“It’s not the same.”   

Our trips to CPB (Clover Point Beach) were always the best.  We’d pick a Friday night or 

weekend to go down to swim or just play around on the beach.   Shallow ball; body 

contact allowed school yard BS with females.  Basically, we’d throw the ball back and 

forth until somebody got tackled into the water.  It would be the other team’s ball after 

that.   
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When it got dark, we’d walk out to the point itself and watch the sun set to the 

West.  When it wasn’t cloudy, the view was simply stunning.   We usually jumped off the 

jetty and sat together on the rocks that littered the point.   

Unless I was coming back to visit from SJ, I wasn’t expecting to be back at 

Clover Point anytime soon.   

 

* 

 

 We got to my house and as usual, the first thing to happen was fridge and pantry 

destruction.  Once the food was selected, we made our way to the basement where laughs 

totaling of up to hours and hours used to occur.  Again, Walter was usually the source of 

the laughter and he barely had to do anything in order to make us tear apart at the seams.   

“Has Walter texted you back yet?”  Alex asked me.   

“He’s probably out of minutes.”   

“He probably has the worst phone in the history of mankind.  I would not at all be 

surprised if he hasn’t gotten the text.”  Alex said.   

We shared a laugh.   

“What exams do you guys have again?”  I asked them.   

“French, math and English.”  Alex replied with his answer.   

“Throwing things at Melvins and math.”  Steven also responded.  A Melvin or the female 

equivalent, Judy, is someone of low social standing for one reason or another (obviously 

it was based on our very shallow opinion.)   

“English, bio and chem.”  I said.   

“Science is for people who can’t throw things at Melvins.”  Steven said.   

“Oh, so that’s why Walter took chem last semester.”  I said.   

“Why?”  Alex inquired, not having caught on.   

“Well, remember that really ugly kid he tried to nail with a baseball but ended up tossing 

it right into his glove?”  Steven asked, jokingly.   

“Sick.”  Alex replied having figured out that Steven had just called him ugly and a 

Melvin.   

“COD anyone?”  I asked.   
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“Shotgun.”  Alex replied quickly.   

“Thank god.  I wouldn’t want my ratio going down any farther than it already has.”  I 

said, subtly calling Steven bad, which he was.   

“Guess that means I’m taking the computer.”  He said, as he logged into the PC.   

“Want anything to drink, guys?”  I asked them.   

They both nodded.  

They drank anything that was in my basement but there wasn’t much besides diet Sprite.  

I closed the fridge and started to walk out of the unfinished side of the basement but I 

stopped.  Steven came into the room.   

“What are you doing?”  He asked.  Then he saw that I was looking at about close to a 

hundred packed boxes.   

Steven patted me on the shoulder.   

“Man, you’re not there yet.  You’ve still a week left.”   

“Yeah I guess.”  I replied.  I knew it was close to happening which was the problem.   

We heard Alex yelling at the TV from the other room.   

“I want to punch every person who uses Danger Close in the face.”  He yelled, frustrated.   

“I hate to tell you but there isn’t danger close in Black Ops.”  I said after.  

“Whatever, second chance, same thing.”  He said.    

“Not even close.”  Steven told him.   

My phone vibrated.  It was Walter.   

Meat me at fairway, im getting an energy drink.   

I laughed and showed them the text.   

“Of course he spells everything wrong and continues to be a caffeine addict.”   Alex said 

in the process of laughing.   

“Well, that’s convenient.    

“Let’s go meet him.”  Steven said.   

“Do you guys know if Dan is still coming tomorrow?”  I asked them.   

“Yeah, he’s staying for the party too.”  Alex replied.   

“Alright, let’s go.”  I said.  We walked out of my house.             

 

 



   

  57 

“As soon as there is life, there is danger.”   

- 

Ralph Waldo Emerson 

 

It was about a ten minute walk from my house to Fairway.  We were going to 

meet Walter where Arrow met Cedar Hill road.    

“What should we get for tomorrow?”  I asked.   

“A few bags of chips, Gatorade and water.”  Alex replied.  

 “Sounds good.  Three bags of chips, twelve pack of gatos and a two-four of water.  What 

would that be?  Eighteen smacks?”  I asked.   

“Something like that.”  Steven replied.   

We had been walking for a bit without saying anything.  I remembered Bella 

telling me that she had told a few people about what happened the previous night and she 

told Alex.  They had been good friends for a long time.   

I broke the ongoing silence.   

“Do you guys know about what happened last night?”  I asked them, expecting a ‘yes’ 

from Alex and ‘no’ from Steven.  Alex nodded.   

“No, what happened?”  Steven asked.   

I spent the rest of the walk explaining the story to Steven and, Walter, who had just 

joined us.  I left out the part of where the van had followed me before work.  I told them 

about how they had stopped abruptly in front of me and how both of the concealed-faced 

people exited their van at the same time.  I told them how they got really close to me and 

held up the picture, first without saying anything and then just short of yelling, asked me 

which school the person in the photo went too.  I mentioned how I lied and said Dover 

Bay, which seemed to work because they left me alone.   

I couldn’t have been more wrong.   

I finished with the part where I tore a strip to Sarah’s house.   

“You must have been sweating so much.”  Walter said, trying to make the other two 

laugh.   

“No, doughboy, I was perfectly dry.”  I came back.   

That made them laugh.   
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“I can’t say the same for Sarah, though.” I said in a ronchy, joking manner.   

They laughed again.   

“I don’t get it, did you sweat on her?”  Walter chuckled to himself. 

They laughed even harder and I joined in.   

“Is going further in the cards?”  Alex asked me once he caught his breath after laughing 

at the spectacle that was Walter Marchant.  

“What happens, happens.”  I replied.   

“She’s a virgin, right?”  Steven asked.   

“Yeah, she is.”  I responded.   

“Is that going to change before you leave?”  Alex asked.     

“I doubt it.  If anything, it might tomorrow but I’m not expecting it.”  I answered.   

I had no intention on it.  I really just wanted them to stop talking about the subject. 

“Pussy.”  Walter said, quickly.   

“Okay Walt, since you’re so experienced, you hookup Sarah.”  I said, sarcastically.   

To be totally honest, I hadn’t been that much farther than him but he lacked some social 

qualities.   

It wasn’t really his fault but he just didn’t have them.   

If anyone watched Walter and I interact for five minutes, at least one insult would fly 

either way and then ten minutes later we’d argue over who started it the most.  You 

would think we hated each other but, really, we were good friends.  

We reached the Mackenzie intersection and there was almost no traffic.  That was 

really weird.  We waited for the crosswalk to signal us to go with a white figure in a 

walking stance.  The light to our right turned yellow, delayed and finally turned red.  We 

started to walk, silently.  I looked right, nothing.   

To this day, I’m thankful I looked left.   

A white van was speeding down the middle lane, going over what must have been eighty.  

It was going to hit one of us.  Alex and Steven were walking a little bit ahead of Walter, 

who was a few steps in front of me.  They were out of danger.  

 I couldn’t say the same for us.   

The van was within fifty feet and would collide with one of us in seconds.  There was no 

sense in yelling at Walter; there was no time.   
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The next few seconds happened in a blur.  I took three quick strides and with all my 

weight I jumped forward and tackled Walter into the grass covered median.   

For a second, I wasn’t sure if I was alive or dead but then I heard Alex and Steven 

screaming from the other side of the intersection.  There were a few cars stopped at the 

opposite intersection whose doors flew open.  The drivers came rushing toward us, 

yelling “Are you hurt?” and “Are you okay?”   

They finally reached us.   

“Yeah we’re f…”   

I was interrupted by a massive flash followed by an ear-drum shattering noise.   

The van had crashed into a lamp post and was leaking gas.  The sparks must have come 

into contact with the fumes and ignited.  I wasn’t sure if there was anybody in the vehicle 

but they would’ve been dead for sure.  The van was on fire and beyond recognition. 

A couple kilometers down the road, a figure clutched a remote in his hands.  

He cursed under his breath and began to quickly walk in the opposite direction of the 

accident.   

 

* 

                             

It felt like as soon the crash happened, there were authorities everywhere.  There 

must have been close to five fire trucks and a few police cruisers.  The fire went out 

pretty quickly but the scene was still buzzing.  I was told I was going to be questioned by 

somebody and that I shouldn’t leave.   

I listened.   

One of the detectives approached me a few minutes later.   

“Hi Marko, my name is detective Joyce Richards.”  She said.   

“Hi Joyce.”  I said, a little bit shyly, you know, from the shell shock.  I wasn’t hurt or 

anything, just that, a little bit shocked.   

“So, you claim that this van followed you around last night?”  She asked me.  I wasn’t 

sure of that but I had to say something.  I also tried to avoid misleading the police.   

“Yes, it didn’t seem like it at first but it followed me to work and then it found me again 

on the way to my friend’s house.”  I said.   
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“Okay.  You were told that the plate number didn’t exist, correct?”  She asked again.  

“Yes.”  I replied, gingerly.   

“Well that is actually true.  We have no match on our database for that specific number.”  

She said.   

“Okay, do I need to answer anything else?”  I asked.   

“Yes, you said the driver and passenger also interrogated you with a newspaper clipping.  

Did you see the people’s faces?” She asked with a little more edginess.   

“No, they were pretty well concealed.  It was dark out, too.  I couldn’t see very well to 

start with.”  I finished.   

“Okay, that’s all I need to know.  If I have any more questions, I’ll call you so keep your 

phone on.”  She said.   

“Okay.  Will do.”   I replied.   

“One more thing, Mr. Szpenova.”  She said before I was about to walk away.   

“Yes?”  I said turning around.   

“When the incendiary team opened the doors of the van, there was no sign of any bodies 

in either the passenger seat or the driver’s seat.”  She continued.   

“It isn’t possible that the bodies were incinerated, either. The fire wasn’t hot enough.”  

Then how the hell was that thing moving, then?   

“We did a brief sweep for an antenna or anything that could have been linked to a remote 

controlled device but we found nothing.  Most of the van has been destroyed anyway.”  

She finished.   

I was allowed to go back to my friends.   

We didn’t say anything to each other for a long time.   

How could we have?   

Somebody had just tried to kill us. 
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31 hours.   

 He held on to his phone tightly as he swiftly walked into the abandoned parking 

lot.  His phone vibrated in his hand.    

He answered it immediately.  A man was on the other end but his voice was scrambled, 

making himself sound almost alien.  “Haben Sie ihn beenden?”  He said, robotically.  

“Negative.”  The man replied, in a thick Russian accent.   

“Return, now.”  The menacing but scrambled voice said on the other end.   

There was a dial tone.   

The man cursed under his breath.   

If you looked away for even a second and looked back, you would have found nobody in 

the parking lot.   
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* 

 

“That was messed up.”  Steven said, putting it mildly.   

“Yeah, no kidding.”  I replied.   

“Well, I don’t know about you guys, but, I was almost killed today!”  Walter exclaimed 

in a rock-on manner.  The three of us laughed at the fact that he thought that it was 

badass.  In a way, it was.    

It only occurred to me then that I had sort of saved his life.   

He had no idea what was going on and I drilled him out of the way of oncoming death.   

“I don’t know, man, that van looked like it was going for Marko.”  Alex said.   

“Don’t you guys think it’s a little weird that there was no driver and no sign of remote 

control equipment?”  I asked them.   

“It’s possible that the driver lost control of the van and ditched.”  Steven added.   

That was a possibility, but there was nobody on the road from what I saw.   

Maybe it was a run and hit.   

Really, I had no idea but the pizza we were eating was way too good to be real.  Even 

though we got the same thing every time from the same place, it never came to 

disappoint.  We ordered a large pizza, eight slices, with three toppings; pepperoni, bacon 

and Italian sausage, four root beers and twenty wings all for $28.  All that for seven 

bucks each per person?  Don’t even tell me that wasn’t amazing.   

I usually ended up eating the majority of the wings as Bambi and the two hummingbirds 

were usually stuffed after a piece of pizza.   

 On a more serious but a significantly tasteless note, I had talked to my parents, 

Bella and Sarah about the exact same thing three hours earlier.   

First it was my mom, in person.    

Before anything, she ran up and hugged me, right in front of the cops.   

“Marko!  Are you okay?!”  She demanded. 

“Yeah mom, I’m fine.”  I replied as confidently as possible.   

“Your son saved somebody’s life today, Mrs. Szpenova, let alone his.” Detective 

Richards told her.   

You’ve already heard this story once.   
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The only thing that changed was that Walter’s mom called my house to thank me and to 

tell me that I was in their family’s debt.   

What the hell do you say to that?   

Well, Debby, I was tempted to push him into the path of the van.   

Jokes could have been arranged for later. 

Then it was Bella via phone call.   

“Are you alright?”  She asked.   

I could hear the worry in her voice.   

“Yeah, I’m fine.”  I replied, clutching the phone reasonably tight in my right hand.    

“Do you think it was the same exact van from last night?”  She asked.   

“No.” I said, “They’re calling my house tomorrow with the results of the search.”   

“Okay, call me when you find out.”  She said.   

“I will.”  I said back.   

“Goodnight Marko.”   

“Goodnight Bella.”   

Last but, certainly not least was Sarah.  That was a heavy hearted conversation 

again, via phone.   

“Are you okay, bud?”  She asked.   

She called me bud when she was worried about me.   .   

“Yeah, I’m okay.”  I said, trying to sound convincing.   

“Did they figure out the license plate deal yet?”  She asked.   

“They’re letting me know the results tomorrow.”  I responded.   

“Okay, I gotta go.  I’ll text you.”  She said, reassuringly.   

“Okay, goodnight Sar.”  I said.  She blew a kiss into the phone, loud enough for me to 

hear.   

I laughed.   

“Gross, that was wet!”  I said, playfully.    

She giggled.   

“Goodnight Marko.”   
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A few hours had passed since we had talked about the incident that happened 

earlier that evening.  We had been doing a mix of gaming, Facebook, iTunes and 

YouTube.   

It was time to watch a movie.   

Not just any movie, a bad movie.  Why?  Because we released our bowels laughing at 

how bad they truly were.  Notable mentions such as My Bloody Valentine 3D and Blair 

Witch Project: Book of Myths where there’s no actual book and the main characters just 

kill each other after doing crack.  

We picked the movie; I dozed off at about 10:30.  I was usually the first one to 

fall asleep anyway.   

I woke up and realized the TV was off and that everyone was fast asleep.   

The clock read 12:00AM.   

It was twenty-four hours away. 

           

 

* 

 

14 Hours. 

 “Do you still have the bat and gloves from last year?”  I asked Alex.   

“Yeah, they’re still in my garage somewhere.”  He said back to me.   

 “Who’s all coming again?”  Steven asked.   

“We’ve got the four of us, Dan, Brad, John and I think Brady, Connor and Keith (laugh) 

are coming.”  I said.   Brady, Connor and Keith were guys from school that we 

sometimes hung out with but not all that much.   

They only started playing with us in tenth grade when we were recruiting more 

players.  They knew the date because we set it last year and no, it never changed.  

Anyway, we were all meeting there at noon.   

It was a twenty minute walk from Alex’s so we had some time to kill.   

We walked upstairs into the kitchen.   

“Cereal anyone?”  Alex asked.   

“Whatch’ya got?”  I asked.   
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“Whole Wheat crunches, oats with twenty five different types of wheat, honey roasted 

Wheaties and frosted flakes.”  He said, rummaging through his pantry.   

I cringed.   

“Is it even possible to have twenty five different types of wheat in one cereal?”  I asked.  

“Apparently.”  Walter said.   

“Yeah, those all sound really good but I think I’ll go with the frosted flakes.”  Steven 

said.   

“All the milk in the world could not make that cereal moist.”  I said.   

“That’s what she said.”  Walter said, waiting for us to laugh.   

Alex made a grunting noise. 

Steven smacked Walter out of nowhere.   

We ate breakfast then went into the garage to start looking for (and hopefully 

finding) all the baseball stuff.   

“You have things from the sixteen-hundreds in this garage, I swear.”  I told Alex.   

The garage wasn’t a mess or anything; there were just ridiculously old random items in 

there.  Walter moved a wooden table over a few feet and there was a big bag.   

He unzipped it and looked inside.   

“Guys, it’s right here.”  He relayed.   

“Count the gloves.”  I told him.   

He took a second.    

“There are five in here.”  Walter said.   

“Perfect.”  I replied.   

“Shotty not carrying water.”  Alex, Steven and Walter pretty much all said at the same 

time.   

“I wonder who will then.”  I said, obviously pointing to myself.   

“I’ll carry the equipment.”  Alex said.   

“Do you have a bag?  I’ll carry the Gatorades if you do.”  Steven said.   

“Yeah hold, I’ll grab one.”  He said, dropping the equipment and going back into his 

house.   

“I’ll carry the chips, then.”  Walter said.   

“Fata…” I interrupted Steven.   
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“Fantastic.”  I said.   

Walter laughed.   

“Somebody get a car please.”  Steven said.   

“It’s not my fault; I have to get one in California.”  I said.      

Steven came back out with a bag and handed it to Steven.    

“Alright, let’s go.”  Steven said.   

We walked off the driveway and started out towards Lambrick.  The trip started off quiet 

but after a while, we were deep into conversation.  We talked about the previous night, 

and the night that was upon us. 

 

 

* 

 

 

We had been there early to put bases down since there was a home plate and 

mound already in place.  We decided we were going to change up the teams from the 

previous time to make sure it didn’t get stale.    

“Brad says he’ll be here in a couple minutes.”  Alex said.   

“Aright, that just leaves four more.”  I said.   

“I think John said he’d be a little late and to start without him.”  Steven said looking up 

from his phone.   

A car pulled up in the parking lot.   

“That’s probably Brady, Connor and Keith.”  Dan said, starting to laugh.    

“What are you laughing at?”  Alex asked him.   

“Keith is such an ugly name.”  He replied, laughing harder.   

We all started laughing.   

They walked up to us and we all shook hands.   

“What’s good, guys?”  Keith asked us.   

“All good.”  I replied, shaking his hand.   

“Yo, Keith,” Dan said, “long time no see.”   

“Yeah, it’s been a while.  How’s Dover?”  Keith asked him.   
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“Pretty good, I’m excited for eleven to be done with though.”  Dan replied. 

We talked for a couple minutes then Brad showed up in his 2001 Civic.   

He walked up.   

“What’s up, boys?”  He asked.   

We all responded.   

“Who are we missing?  He asked.  

“John, he’s gonna be late, though, so we’re starting without him.”  Steven said.   

“Wasn’t Walter supposed to come?”  Brad asked, confused.   

“Yeah he’s right th…”  I said and stopped, having realized he was no longer there.   

“What?  Where the hell is he?”  Steven asked in major confusion.   

My phone vibrated on and off in my pocket.  I picked it out while everyone listened.  

“Hello.”  I said.   

“Yo, don’t start without me, I’m almost there.”  The voice said.   

It was Walter.   

“Where the hell did you go?”  I asked him.   

I heard a sipping noise.   

“I went to Tim Hortons.  I’ll be there in two minutes.”  He said and hung up.   

I started laughing while everyone else looked at me.   

“So, where is he?”  Dan asked.  I told him how I heard a sipping noise and that he went to 

Tim Hortons.   

They all burst out laughing.   

“How did he manage to go without us noticing?”  Steven asked.   

“He probably separated when we walked onto Mackenzie.”  Alex said, logically.   

We continued to laugh.   

“If that’s not passion, I don’t know what is.”  Dan said.    

Walter walked onto the field.   

“Welcome back.  All you’re missing is a Leaf’s jersey and a name change and you’re all 

set.”   I said.   

Only a few of the guys got it and laughed a bit.   

“Let’s get this show on the road!”   Somebody said from behind us.   

It was John.   
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“Nice of you to show up on this professional activity day.”  I said.   

“I wouldn’t miss this shit for the world.  What are the teams?”  He asked.   

“We were just about to make them.”   

“Special request to not be on Keith’s team.”  Dan said.   

We laughed. 

 

 

* 

 

 

10 hours 

After the teams were set up, we flipped a coin to see who got home and who got 

away.  In grade nine, I tricked the guys into playing defense because they didn’t know the 

away team batted first.  Once they caught on, we decided to do a coin toss.   

My team ended up being: Dan, Keith, John and Alex pitching first and their team; 

Walter, Connor, Brady, Steven and Brad got to bat.   

I pitched for my team and the other four took the field.   

Connor was up first and I struck him out in four pitches.   

Next was Brad.    

We decided that there were no balls and just strikes.   

So, either the batter whiffed three times or he hit the ball.   

Brad hit a solid line drive to left field and took off running to first base.   

John, who was in left field, picked up the ball and fired to me at second base.   

I turned around to put the tag down but Brad had already slid in.   

I was surprised; everyone was pretty good considering they’d never played organized ball 

before.   

Man on second, one out with Walter up to bat.   

I couldn’t believe what happened next.   

I motioned John to come into shortstop because Walter wasn’t a heavy hitter.  On the first 

pitch, he swung and drove it right to John.  He fielded it and tagged Brad who was on his 
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way to third.  Walter was fast, but not fast enough.  I sprinted to first base and John threw 

me a frozen rope a half step before Walter hit the bag.   

Double play.  

Top of the first inning complete.  

 

“One’s courage is measured by the strength to be one’s self in the face of conformity.” 

- 

Author 

 

8 hours, 30 minutes  

 Bottom of the third and we were up to bat.  We decided after being shutout in the 

first two innings that we would change our order.   It was now Dan batting leadoff, John 

batting follow-up, then Alex, then me batting cleanup followed by Keith.    

Brad was pitching for their team and he was actually decent.   

He struck Dan out but not the following batter.  John went first pitch swinging and belted 

one into right field.  Brady picked it up and threw it to second but John was there with a 

standup double.    

Next up was Alex.   

Brad decided to throw outside  for the first pitch and with a lack of patience, Alex 

whiffed, hard.   

Brad wasn’t so lucky the second time.   

He threw inside to confuse Alex but Alex turned on the ball and pulled it to right field.  

The ball had some serious flight on it but not enough power.   

Meanwhile, Walter was chasing the fly ball but it landed a couple feet in front of 

him and rolled up to the fence.   John was already halfway to home plate while the 

speedy Alex had already rounded second.   

John touched home plate to tie it at one.   

Steven relayed Walter’s throw, turned around to throw but Alex was already safe with a 

standup triple.  With the score tied at one and one out, I walked up to the dish.   

“Weak hitter!  Move in!”  Brad said, jokingly.   

I chuckled. 
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Alex had a pretty big lead off third base and he was ready to go home.   

Brad threw the first pitch and I held up.   

John threw the ball back to Brad.   

“Try and swing this time!”  Alex said sarcastically from third.   

Fair enough.   

I stood up facing the mound and bent my knees.   

Brad threw it in.   

Apparently my eight years of baseball experience paid off.   

I lifted my left foot a little and as the ball came in I shifted my weight back to my 

left foot and stepped into it.   

Before I could even start to run, the ball took off into center field.   

Walter, Brady and Steven all sprinted towards the fence but the ball landed just a few feet 

behind it.   

I had just hit a home run.   

I trotted around second while the defense just stood there watching except for Walter who 

was laughing for some reason.   

Three-one us after three innings.       

 

 

 

 

 

 

* 
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“I always turn to the sports section first.  The sports page records people's 

accomplishments; the front page has nothing but man's failures.” 

– 

Earl Warren 

 

7 hours. 

 The score was three to two going into the last inning.   

Before we started the sixth inning, we had a fifth inning stretch which mostly consisted of 

eating and drinking what we brought.   

“What are you guys doing tonight?”  Connor asked me.   

No, Connor, Keith and Brady weren’t invited to Francesca’s, but we never really lied to 

each other about going to parties.   

Francesca’s was more like a hangout then a party, anyway.   

There were fourteen people going.   

“Hanging out at Francesca’s.  What about you guys?”  I asked them.   

“Were probably gonna get baked then head to a movie or something.”  Connor replied.  

“It’s gonna be so trippy.”  Keith added.   

We laughed. 

 I got up and started walking toward the mound.   

“Let’s finish this, boys.”   

They each yelled something profane involving getting nasty with each other’s mothers 

and doing their sons (don’t ask).   

It was time to get back to work. 

John offered me to take his spot in left field but I said I wanted to finish it.   

Brady was up first.   

I offered him up a pitch.   

He swung and missed, strike one.   

I threw another but it was right down the middle.   
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He topped it and the ball bounced twice, heading toward first base.  Keith sprinted in 

from right field, grabbed the ball and lobbed the ball to me at first base beating a 

reasonably-fast Brady to the bag.   

One down, two to go. 

Next up was Walter.   

I signaled John to move in from left as I was going to try to get Walter to groundout to 

shortstop.   

I threw him the first pitch and he held up.   

I got the ball back and decided to put a curveball fingering on it even though I wasn’t 

throwing it hard enough to get a real dropping movement.  I threw it anyway and 

surprisingly it went twelve to six but Walter actually hit it.   

The ball one-hopped to John and I had already taken off for first from the mound.   

John fielded the ball but he was off balance.  He threw it but it was way off the mark.   

I had to leave the bag to catch it and prevent Walter from gaining extra bases.   

Walter was safe at first with one out.   

Their team cheered from the dugout. Some screaming at Walter to take second and some 

screamed out comments about how bad I was at baseball. 

 Having Walter on first gave us a double play opportunity so I called in my 

fielders to discuss how it was going to work.   

Dan, Keith, John and Alex met me at second base.  I put my glove to my mouth to make 

it seem more intense.   

“Here’s the deal,” I started quietly, “I’m going to try and get Steven to ground out 

between first and second so we can pull a double play.”   

“How the hell do we do that?”  Alex asked.   

“Okay, Alex, you play between first and second and field the ball and toss it quickly to 

second.  John, I want you playing between second and third but closer to second in case 

the ball goes that way.  Dan and Keith, I want you backing these two up if they miss the 

ball.  It’s not a big deal if we don’t get the double play here.”  I said.   

“Any questions?”   

“Let’s finish it.”  Dan said.   

We went to our positions while they yelled at us to get the game going.   
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“Okay okay, keep your pants on!”  I yelled at them.   I got into the stretch and looked 

toward first base.   

I saw two things.  

One: Walter had a decent lead and two: there would be nobody covering me if I missed 

the ball.  It was okay though; as long as we got at least Walter at second.   

I looked back toward the plate and took a deep breath.  I pitched and Steven was first-

pitch-swinging but he fouled it back.   

I was glad to see my team on their toes.   

They had all reacted to the foul ball.  

I got the ball back, got into the stretch and I pitched but Steven held up.   

“Come on.”  I said under my breath.  I put my index and middle finger together between 

the stiches.  I had only thrown one slider in my life and I struck somebody out to get my 

first career save when I used to play organized ball. 

I pitched the ball and Steven made contact.   

The ball was hit directly toward me and on reflex; I turned my head and put my glove 

out.  I felt the ball bounce off my glove and fly towards John.  Meanwhile, Walter had 

been slightly confused by what had happened and took off late but that didn’t stop him. 

John grabbed the ball with his bare hand and tossed it to Alex who was going for second 

but he didn’t make it.  Instead, to our dismay and their pleasure, Walter rounded second 

and headed toward third.  I was faster than Walter so I ran towards third, calling for the 

ball.  Alex turned in my direction, raised his throwing hand but held up.  He knew if he 

threw it, Walter would have rounded third base and gone home.  Walter ran through third 

anyway but I outsmarted him.  I ran towards home plate, again calling for the ball and 

that time it came.  I got the ball before Walter could reach home and I chased him back to 

the bag.  The sprinting got to him and he was winded.  I saw it and turned on whatever I 

had left.  I tagged him just before he could slide back into third.   

Out.   

The guys on my team cheered, fist pumped and jumped in celebration.   

It wasn’t over, though.  

Steven had made it to second and Brad was on deck with two outs.  
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6 hours, 57 minutes  

 As always, the game was shaping up to be a classic.  Top of the sixth, a man on 

second and a score of three-two with two out.  I called for another meeting but that time, 

they all came to the mound.   

“I’ll make this quick.  Brad swings as hard as he can at everything so I’m going to make 

him hit it deep.  If none of you are able to catch it, you’re throwing as hard as you can to 

home plate because you know Steven will be on his way there.”  I said.   

“Let’s do it.” 

 We got back to our positions and I got into the stretch.  I looked backwards to 

second to see a focused Steven with a small lead off second.   

Brad was in the box, ready to go.   

He let the first pitch by and I got the ball back.  I threw the second pitch behind him to 

throw him off a bit.   

“Rush the mound!”  Walter yelled from the dugout.  I laughed and got back into the 

stretch. 

“Burn or be burned.”  Brad said as he dug into the batter’s box.   

This one was going right down the middle because, after all, I wanted him to hit it and he 

did just that.  He hit a line drive along the left field line and took off running, as did 

Steven.  Alex was the first to the ball; he picked it up and relayed it to John.  I watched 

this happen while paying close attention to where Steven was on the base path.  He was 

halfway between third base and home and charging while I was already at home.   

John threw a laser right to my glove.   

I turned to see that Steven had started to slide away from me to avoid the tag.  In the 

blink of an eye I reached back and tagged Steven on the head a split second before his 

right leg could make contact with the plate.   

I held my glove up and turned back for confirmation of the tag.   

“You got him.”  Brady said in disgust.  
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4 hours, 30 minutes  

 The feeling of victory was pretty awesome but it was short-lived because as 

ninety-five percent of high school kids like to say: 

 Party time.      

 After the game was over, we all shook hands and went our separate ways.  Steven, 

Alex and John came back to my house to eat before we left for the party.  They already 

had everything so there was nothing else to do besides eat dinner, game and wait for the 

time to leave.   

While sitting there playing Call of Duty, I was thinking about grade nine when we 

used to all be texting in anticipation of a party.  The guys would be setting themselves up 

with hookups by chatting up the girls who they wanted to hook up with and their friends.  

After we’d all become good friends, we did our own things and we knew the fun would 

start when we walked into the door.  The occasional hookup between good friends would 

happen but it was laughed off the following day.   

When I wasn’t playing COD, I was texting Sarah who was asking how the 

baseball game went.  Did you guys win?:o.  I responded with: Haha, yeah, it was really 

close though.  You’ve got a ride for tonight, right?  

 Sent.   

That’s when I saw something that devastated me.   

“Steven, what the hell are you doing?”  I asked him.  

He started laughing.   

“Damnit, I look at my phone for ten seconds and you’re killing yourself with grenades.”  

No wonder they were so quiet.   

I took the controller from Steven and gave it to John, the proud owner of a four point 

two-seven kill/death ratio.   

“So what’s the deal?  Getting laid tonight, Marko?”  John asked me.   

“Not planning on it.”   I replied.   

I really wasn’t and I don’t think Sarah was either.   

We were going to have a good time.  That’s all I knew.    

“What time did Francesca say?”  I said, trying to shift the conversation.  Alex picked his 

phone up off the coffee table.   
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“Eight…but, seriously.  Sarah…hot.”  Alex said in a fragmented sentence.    

Steven and John laughed.   

I sat there knowing it was a good thing that my friends thought the girl I was seeing was 

good looking.   

“Seriously though, she’s cool.”  He said, trying not to offend me.   

“Alright, it’s ten to and it’ll take us fifteen minutes to get there.  Marko, get your dad 

ready to drive.”  John said.   

“Remind me why you’re not driving, Marko.”  Steven said.   

“My dad needs the car tomorrow morning to run some errands.”  I replied.  

 I wasn’t even sure if that was true or not but I didn’t want to get anywhere close to 

drinking and driving.   

John turned the Xbox off and we readied up.   

I checked my bag.   

Change of clothes. Check.  

 Beer.  Check.   

Anticipating a good night.   

Check.                               

 

 

* 

 

 

 “Are you guys sure you can sleep at her house?”  My dad asked us as we turned 

onto Caselton Place.   

“Yeah, we’ve worked out all the specs.”  I told him.   

We turned into Francesca’s driveway.   

“Okay kids, be safe tonight.  This is a chip and pop party right?”  My dad asked like he 

was the world’s number one comedian.   

My friends laughed.   

“Sick, dad.”  I said as I got out of the car.   

“Thanks for the ride, Dom.”  Steven said and the other thank-yous followed.   
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He pulled out of the driveway and began his drive home.   

Friday the eighteenth of June, we were ready. 

Or so we thought.    

“Lawl at chip and pop parties.”  Alex said as we walked up to the front door.    

I rang the doorbell.   

“Alex?”  John said, impatiently.   

“Yo.”    

“Actually laugh next time when you think it’s funny.”  John finished.   

We laughed.   

Alex was a bit caught off guard by it but it didn’t bother him too much.   

Allie answered the door.   

The next four hours that I’m about to describe to you are the most important part 

of what I’ve been telling you all along.  I’m going to break it down as best I can but it 

won’t be perfect because of the fact that I was drinking.  I spent the majority of it with 

Sarah and I was alone with her when it happened.  We all have our theories about what 

exactly had gone down that night but none of us could put every piece together.  They left 

no fingerprints, no boot impressions in the carpet and absolutely no sign that they had 

been in the house.  The police did what they could, but, in the end, it was up to us.   

Well, that’s not entirely true but you’ll understand more of this soon. 

The night was just about to begin.   

 

 

3 hours, 10 minutes  

I’m going to refer to specific parts of the house like the basement, kitchen and 

basement and guestroom because those were the places I have the clearest memory of.  

Let’s get real, though:  If you wake up the morning after a party and remember nothing, 

you must have had a lot to drink.   

For every party I’d been to, I remembered everything give or take a few minor 

details.   

Regardless, let’s get it started.   
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  I was half-done my fifth beer when Sarah arrived (fun fact: if it takes you ten 

beers to feel drunk, something is wrong with your liver).   

I was tipsy for sure, but definitely not falling everywhere like some of the girls use to 

back in grade nine.   I say girls because I never saw too many guys lying passed out on 

the floor after an hour of a party.  Since then, there were worse and more annoying things 

that had risen and one of those things was the dreaded five letter word.   

D-R-A-M-A.   

Yes, Shakespeare had invaded the place where everyone just wanted to let loose.  

There was a notable few who were professional actors in the sarcastic sense, but, there 

was two who had it completely mastered.   

Brielle and Alex.   

Even to that day, there was still tension between them.  Teenage intimacy never really 

turned out for the best.  You got way too attached emotionally and then you started 

regretting everything.  I was a virgin then and still completely understood the dynamics 

or “didn’t understand anything” as Brielle liked to put it.  They dated for about seven 

months and then everything turned to shit.  (A reminder to all kids taking high school 

English:  Leave your playbooks at school.)   

That night, however, things were a bit different.  It was calm between them but, as 

you or most of you all know, there is always calm before the storm.   

That storm though; it hit without making a sound or leaving a clue. 

Everyone had arrived pretty much by quarter to ten, including Sarah.  Of course, 

the song that was blasting when she came to meet me was E.T. by Katy Perry.  

It didn’t take a genius to know the song was screaming HAVE SEX for duration of four 

minutes.   

 “Hi.”  She said with a shy smile.   

“Hey.” I said smiling back.   

“Did you get here alright?   

“We had a bit of trouble finding the right house but other than that, it was pretty smooth.”  

Before I could say anything else, Francesca came over to greet Sarah.   

“Hi!  I’m so glad you could make it.”  Francesca said, sounding mildly excited.   
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“Aw, well thanks for inviting me!”  Sarah replied.  I could tell she was a bit nervous 

because her groups of friends weren’t big party goers, especially to more senior parties.  

Again, it wasn’t really a party.   

Francesca was deep into conversation with Sarah so I excused myself and winked at her.   

 I took a sip out of my cup and joined the guys who were arguing about something 

around the TV.   

“Are you retarded?”  Alex asked.   

He was talking to Walter.   

“No, buddy, are you?”   Walter replied.   

They weren’t actually fighting, just playing around.   

“Guys, let’s get real here.  We all know Walter can out bench press weight itself.”  Dan 

said.  A few people laughed.   

“Sick, you fatass.”  Walter said to Dan, half-jokingly.   

Dan wasn’t fat, just extremely lazy.   

“Walter, you’re a truck.”  I said, finally joining in.   

They laughed.   

Walter was about to choke laughing before I interrupted him.   

“Before you say anything, remember what happened today.”  I said, looking for the boom 

moment.   

They went silent except for Dan who was having none of that.   

“Marko’s such a hero.”  Dan said, sarcastically.   

It was in sort of good taste.   

He started doing his best damsel-in-distress impression.   

“Oh, Marko, please, save me!”  He said, pretending he was sinking into quicksand.   

I laughed pretty hard at that.   

Brielle spun me around.  Summer and Michelle were behind her looking at their phones 

with confused faces.   

“Did you get my text?”  She asked me, while the guys continued their conversation.   

I looked at my phone.  I had nothing in my inbox and I had no service.   

That was unusual.   
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We were in a basement, but the area was reasonably populated so there was definitely 

cell towers nearby.  Plus I’d been there a bunch of times and had decent service.   

“No, but I also don’t have any service.  Do you?”  I asked her.   

“No.  I don’t think anyone does.”  She said.   

“They might be doing some maintenance on the towers.  I’m sure it’s nothing.”  I 

reassured.   

I couldn’t have been more wrong.       

 

 

* 

 

 

2 hours, 15 minutes 

 The ‘party’ had gone pretty well up to that point.  Good music, lots of laughs, lots 

of fun.  Even though I was a little bit intoxicated, I was still thinking about the cell 

service.  Why wouldn’t there be any mobile cell service in such a populated area?  That’s 

when I got the idea to check the LAN line to see if it was still up.  That would have 

confirmed my suspicions of something more than just tower maintenance.  I left the 

conversation I was in with Alex, John, Bella and Michelle and ran upstairs.  I walked into 

the kitchen and grabbed the phone but before I could listen for the dial tone, I got spun 

around.   

“You alright, Tiger?”   

It was Sarah.   

Really?  Tiger?   

“Tiger?  That’s a new one.”  I said to her.  She tilted her head and puckered her lips.   

It was more of a pout than anything.   

 “Yes, I’m good.  What about you?”  I said.   

“You’re up here all by yourself and the party is downstairs.”  She said in her cute-but-

drunk voice.   

“You’re rather new to this, aren’t you?”  I asked her.   

She grabbed my hands and kissed me.   



   

  81 

“You’re damn right I am, now come back downstairs.” 

 I walked down the stairs feeling a little bit guilty.  I felt like I was supposed to 

stop something from happening even though I didn’t know what.  Not being able to check 

for the dial tone didn’t help that much but I guess I just had to relax.  Nobody could 

blame me, though.   

I had a pretty rough day by most people’s standards.   

Sarah brought me to the beer pong table where a very intense game had 

apparently begun.  It was Alex and Bella on one side and Summer and Brad on the other.  

Alex and Bella had three cups left while Summer and Brad only had two.   

“Playing doubles are we?”  I asked them.   

“Yaaap, game two of three!”  Bella said.   

I laughed.  She was having a great time.   

Brad threw the ball and rimmed out on one of the cups.  Everyone was watching minus 

Allie and Francesca who were chatting on the side lines.   

“Story of your life, eh, Brad?”  Alex taunted.    

“Screw that.  Watch yourself.”  Brad replied.   

We all laughed.   

It was Bella’s shot.   

She lined it up as best as she could despite her mild inebriation.  The crowd was silent as 

the ball travelled through the air in almost slow-motion.  Our eyes watched it fall right 

into the beer filled cup.   

There was instant cheering.   

“Yes!”  Bella exhaled with a huge smile on her face.   

She high-fived Alex.   

Brad was shaking his head and Summer was speechless.  I knew Alex and Bella would 

win so I turned around to talk to Sarah but before I was able to, Alex hollered in my 

direction.   

“Winner plays Marko and Sarah!”  He said and again, the crowd went wild.  I looked 

over at her; she nodded with a confident expression.   

“We accept your challenge.”  She said.    

They cheered again.   
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The game went back into action and Sarah ushered me over to her.   

“Check this out.”  She said, giggling.  I followed her to a door that had a piece of paper 

hanging off it.   

It read “Marko+Sarah only” inside a big heart.   

I looked at her.   

“Open the door.”  She said, sort of laughing still.  I turned the knob and pushed the door 

in to reveal the guest bedroom.   

I laughed.   

“The only thing that’s missing is rose pedals lying on the bed.”   

She looked at me; her tone had gone from flirty to anxious in a split-second.   

“What’s in your pockets?”  She asked, nervously.  I took my wallet and phone out, which 

I had turned off.  I pulled the pockets out to show her that I had nothing else in them.   

She walked back to the table without looking at me.   

“You guys ready?”  Alex called out to us.   

“You bet.”  Sarah replied. 

 

 

* 

 

 

45 minutes.  

 At this point, you might ask “Why did you just skip an hour and twenty minutes 

of the story?” or “I thought all this was important, why are you leaving it out?”   

Well, you’re right but, unfortunately, the effects of abusing alcohol affect your 

short-term memory.  I’ll be honest though; I remember generally everything but when 

you’ve been drinking, nothing matters and you don’t care about anything.  So when the 

doorbell rang and Francesca went to get it, I chose to disregard it.   

When the lights went out for a split second, I chose to disregard that as well.   

In my right mind, I would have known all those things weren’t adding up.  The cell 

service being down, the stranger at the door asking for her neighbor then supposedly 

realizing he had the wrong house when he knew he had the right one.   
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All these things were red flags but I chose to ignore them.  People say to let loose once 

and a while and I agree, but this time, it was the beginning of a period of time where 

nobody would be letting loose.  

 We sat around the TV watching some random show.   

To me, those were the best parts.   

You’re sobering up and everything is essentially the funniest thing you’ve ever seen or 

heard.  It makes me wonder whether drinking is actually necessary.  It’s just unfortunate 

that few leave their comfort zone without a liquid excuse.  

You’d think we would have begun to put two and two together at that point but 

since we were intoxicated at the point of which they happened, we weren’t thinking about 

them. 

 We came close to beating Alex and Bella but they ended up beating us with two 

cups left.  It was fun and it sort of reassured Sarah that there was no pressure.  Like I said 

earlier, I expected nothing out of her like that and I didn’t even want to myself.  We sat 

on the couch together.   We weren’t cuddling or anything, though, because the couch had 

to fit four people.   

“When are your parents coming home, again?”  John asked Francesca.   

“Two or something.  Don’t worry about it.”  She replied.   

“I can safely say I wasn’t worried about it.”  John said back.   

We laughed quietly.   

“Does anybody have service yet?”  Bella asked us.   

“Nope.”  Brielle replied to her.  Nods of agreement went around the room.   

Could we have clued in there?   

Apparently not.   

“So, who is sleeping here?”  Francesca asked.   

I looked at Sarah.   

“Do you have a ride home?”   

“Well, I told my dad that if I didn’t call him that I was sleeping over.  I can’t reach him 

now anyway.  Is it okay with you if I crash here?”  Sarah asked Francesca.   

“We didn’t make the sign for nothing did we?”  Francesca replied sharing a ‘we made a 

funny’ look with Allie.  Sarah looked at me and winked.   
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Whoever was watching her went nuts.   

“Oh, baby!”  Steven said.  Walter and Dan laughed. 

“Who’s all sleeping over?”  Francesca asked while still giggling slightly.     

Now, the answer to Francesca was important so I’ll be very specific in telling you who 

stayed over.  Me, Steven, John, Alex, Bella, Bridgette, Brielle, Sarah, Allie and all stayed 

over which meant that Dan, Brad, Walter, Summer and Michelle were the ones who went 

home.  Brad drove Walter back to his house and Dan was going to stay at Brads.  Brad 

had a beer at eight so he was fine to drive but we made sure he was perfectly sober before 

he left.   

It was 11:30 when he left the house.   

You’d think he would have noticed the black BMW that was parked in the trees a couple 

hundred feet from the house.   

 

“Why?  Good question.”   

- 

Author  

 

5 Minutes. 

 Francesca’s house was plenty big for nine people to sleep over.  There were three 

couches and one other bedroom.  Since Francesca mentioned the sign, it had changed to 

‘Sarah+Marko Alex’ inside the heart.    

That gave me a good laugh; it gave Sarah a good one too.   

 As I read some of these words back to myself, I find that it doesn’t come off as if 

we were really good friends.   

All of us.   

The truth is that we really were.  As we watched the final scene of whatever it is was that 

we were watching, I looked around at everyone.   

Heads were on shoulders and laps and some even holding hands.  It makes me smile 

thinking back on it, even today.  It didn’t really show all the time, but, we all shared a 

pretty strong bond.   
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Just before I went back to the TV, I caught Brielle’s glance.  She nodded toward John 

who was holding hands with Francesca.   

That made me laugh.  

No, they didn’t have a thing.  It was just what I had explained before.   

I looked back at her and we smiled at each other.  It was one of those times where 

everything seemed perfect.  Similar to when you feel safe and nothing can you bring you 

down.   

But, if anybody knew how one of those moments can be halted, it was those sitting in that 

basement.   

I was getting sort of drowsy so I decided to go to the bed.   

“I’m tired guys, goodnight.”  I said as I got up to go the bedroom.   

“Second that.”  Alex said.   

“Weak!”  John said, like his comment would make us stay up.   

 I walked into the room and turned on the side table lamp.  I actually considered 

keeping my clothes on but then I figured it wouldn’t matter so I stripped down into my 

boxers and jumped in the bed.   

I heard somebody walking toward the door.   

“Goodnight, everyone!”  Sarah said.   

She closed the door.   

“You’re not commando under there are you?”  She said in childlike disgust.   

“Not entirely.”  I said.   

She laughed awkwardly.   

“Well, I guess that makes two of us.”  She said, as she slowly removed her top.   

“I’m going to take my pants off now.  You’ll get to stare for five seconds while I put my 

shorts on.”  She said thinking she was hilarious.   

I was too tired to look.   

She jumped into the bed.   

 “Did you enjoy my five seconds of fame?”  She asked me like she wanted me to look.   

We were face to face. 

“Define fame.”  I said.    
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“So you didn’t look, eh?  Well then, maybe you’re not just after it, are you?”  She 

whispered, jokingly.   

“Okay, let’s not get ahead of ourselves here.”  I whispered back.   

There were a few seconds of silence.   

“Turn the light off.”  She said.   

I reached over flicked the switch.   

“Did you have fun tonight?”  I asked her as I put my arm around her waist.   

“Watch it tiger,” she said jokingly, “yes, I had a blast.  How’d I do?”  I assumed she was 

asking how she acted around my friends.  Before I could answer, I felt her lips on mine.  

“On second thought, don’t answer that until tomorrow.  I want your complete non-drunk, 

non-biased opinion.” She demanded.   

“I didn’t take any notes.”  I said, sarcastically.   

She exhaled sharply from her nose signifying a nasal laugh.   

The moonlight was barely shining through the room’s basement window but it was 

enough to shed light on Sarah’s pretty face.   

We made eye contact again and we both smiled.   

It was silent but I decided to break that with a question I’d been pondering for a long 

time.   

“Why can’t guys be friends with girls?”  I asked simply.   

“What do you mean?”  She asked. 

Too many times, I had seen guys end up the “Friend Zone.”  They would be a little too 

supportive or a little too nice and the girl would end up reading their intentions as 

something they weren’t.       

“Well, girls find it so much easier to be friend guys and accept it while guys have a really 

hard time accepting friendship with girls.”  And I added “guys tend to always want it to 

be more.”  Her eyes were closed but I knew she was thinking about it.  

“Are we friends?”  She asked after a couple more seconds.   

I thought about that.  

“Of course.”  I responded.   

She opened her eyes and look into mine. 

“Well, you and I are a first for me.  I don’t even know what to call this.” 



   

  87 

“Is it going well because of how good of friends we are?”  I asked.   

She beamed.   

“I’m glad you think it’s going well,” she smiled, insinuating that she thought it was too, 

“Think of it this way: wouldn’t you want the person you marry to be your best friend?”  

She put forward.   

I think I might’ve fallen in love with her right then and there.   

My smile was immense.   

I thought all of the ridiculous things I believed in were exclusive to me but there I was, 

sharing them. And a bed.  With that girl.   

“What? What are you thinking about?”  She asked, seemingly trying to recover from 

what she thought was a preposterous preposition.  There was only one answer.   

“You.”        

 John, Steven and Alex were asleep on the ground outside our room while Brielle 

was still up watching TV.  Nobody saw the white cloth cover her face.   

Nobody even heard her being dragged away.                

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   

  88 

 

 

Saturday June 19
th

, 2011 – 2:32AM 

 Greeneley’s Blackberry vibrated against the bed side table.  He removed himself 

from the bed sheet and carefully left so he wouldn’t wake his wife.  He walked over to 

the bathroom, opened the door, walked in and closed it behind him.  He flicked the light 

on and pressed the lit-up green phone button and put the device to his ear.   

“Greeneley.”  He whispered.   

“Sinclaire doesn’t attend Dover Bay.  The kid lied to us.”  The female voice said at the 

other end of the line.   

Greeneley stared at the shower curtain in disbelief.   

He knew the plan would backfire and surely enough it did.   

He just didn’t know how badly.   

He was in disbelief, not because of the fact that Szpenova lied, but because of what that 

the lie meant.   

“Where does he go?”  Greeneley asked the only question he could think of.   

“Get down here; we don’t have time for this.  Tomlinson is already en-route.”  The voice 

said.   

“On my way.”  Greeneley replied silently.   

“Greeneley!”  The voice said with edginess.   

“What?”  He replied.   

“They may have already been at the house.”  He heard the dial tone.    

He swore under his breath.   

Whatever happened, it couldn’t have been good. 

Detective Richards didn’t tend to call at two-thirty in the morning for nothing.  

 

 

 

 

* 
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2:57AM 

 Sirens and yelling flooded the basement.  Even behind a closed door, I was woken 

up instantly.  I quickly threw my shorts and t-shirt on and bolted through the door despite 

being groggy and slightly hungover.    

Here’s an interesting question:  

Why was there a SWAT team moving in a calculated formation into the Stortini 

basement?   

Before I could answer that, the lead member pointed his rifle at me.   

My hands shot up.   

The guy behind him tapped his shoulder, I guess to signify that I was a friendly.   

He put his gun down and held out his hand in a ‘stay there and be quiet’ motion.   

I slowly dropped to my knees and put my hands over my head.   

The SWAT team moved into the basement and began checking rooms.   

“Clear!”  One of them shouted.  

Steven and John slept on the ground so they were already down with their hands on their 

heads.  I tried to make eye contact with one of them but they wouldn’t look up.  One of 

the officers raised their left hand into one of the other rooms similar to hand signal he 

gave me.  I know for a fact that Summer, Bella and Allie slept in that room because I saw 

them go into it before I left the TV room.  My mind was racing to account for everyone 

who slept over.  I was still mildly inebriated and that didn’t make it any easier.  

 Sarah popped her head out of the room and I immediately signaled her to get 

down like I was and she did.  I thought Francesca slept in her room but I wasn’t certain.  

That left Brielle and Alex unaccounted for.   

“Basement is clear!”  A SWAT member announced.   

He took off his helmet.   

“Everybody get up!”  He instructed.   

We all got up in a split second.   

Alex came out of the washroom swearing at one of the officers.   

“Next time I’m taking a shit, don’t just walk in, and knock first.”  Alex exclaimed 

feverishly.   
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I don’t know if he was kidding to be honest.   

The cop tossed him out of the bathroom regardless.   

“What is going on?”  I asked to pretty much everyone in the room all at once.   

“Ask him.”  The cop said, as a man I didn’t recognize walked down the stairs.  The 

offensive left the basement as quickly as they had come in.  It was just John, Steven, 

Sarah, Bella, Summer and Allie left in the basement with detective Richards.   

“Where’s Brielle?”  I asked the room, finally remembering who was un-accounted for.  

The detective looked at me with a solemn expression.   

“What?”  I said.   

Everybody stared at the cop waiting for an answer.   

“Richards, Tomlinson, get down here.”  She called up the stairs.  They walked down into 

the basement and suddenly, I figured it out.   

“At approximately 12:00AM this morning, Brielle was kidnapped.”   The man said.   

Richards.   

Tomlinson.   

The ones with the picture of Bella.        

 

 

* 

 

 

3:03 AM  

 All the signs were flashing through my head after I absorbed what the detective 

had just reported.  The the non-existent cell service and the stranger who came to the 

door looking for another house.  Of course, as a teenage boy, the left hemisphere of my 

brain hadn’t totally developed yet so I did what any other person thinking with their right 

brain would do.  My hands splintered and began to bleed after I punched the door I came 

out of.  I felt the anger of a thousand men until I was brought back down to nothing by 

detective Richards’ voice.   

“Marko,” she said calmly but assertively, “please calm down.”   
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I took a deep breath and looked around.  Half of the room looked at me with close to 

horrified expressions and the others were in plain shock.  Everything was happening at a 

million miles an hour and nobody was even moving.  I had an exponential amount of 

questions of which some were answered that night and some that remain unanswered to 

this day.  Richards waited for everyone to be at least listening and then she started the 

explanation.   

“Before I start, I want all of you to know that your parents have been alerted and that we 

have asked them to be calm and patient.”  She said, trying to make every word as clear as 

possible.   

Summer jumped on her right away.   

“Shouldn’t they be rushing over here right now?”   

Greeneley took over.   

“No, for two reasons.  One, we’re still not positive that the area is secure.  And two, well, 

based on what we’re dealing with, you may not see very much of them over the next few 

days.”  We all looked at him with the same question on the tip of our tongues but Alex 

was the one to vocalize it.  

“What are we dealing with?” He asked, doing his best to sound collected but he was truly 

petrified.   

The detectives simultaneously turned to Bella.   

She knew why instantly but she was too shocked to explain it.   

“But, why Brielle?”  

That was all she could get out.   

We still hadn’t totally processed why they turned to Bella so quickly.   

Tomlinson responded next.   

“We think it was an act of diversion along with what transpired yesterday.”   

Walter.  The accident on Mackenzie Avenue.   

Some of it was beginning to make sense but as a group, we were still New York 

to Berlin with the story that was beginning to unfold.  I was so focused on trying to figure 

out what was going on that I hadn’t even noticed that Sarah had been calculating ever 

since the detectives entered the basement.   
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“The car accident makes sense as a diversion, but what does Brielle have anything to do 

with Bella other than them being friends?”  Sarah asked, logically.  She barely knew 

these people, so, I wasn’t all that surprised that she was able to think this clearly when the 

rest of us really just wanted to curl up in a ball on the floor.   

The detectives said nothing and were turned towards Bella again.   

“When did they escape?”  Bella asked them, staring blankly in the direction of the police.  

“Three days ago.”  Greeneley responded.   

I was getting frustrated again.   

“What do you mean when did they escape?  Who escaped?”  I asked, twisted in mangle 

of questions and emotions.   

“Hannah Blondin.”  Bella replied to me.   

We all understood at once.      

                      

 

 

3:20 AM  

 In just a few minutes, Francesca’s basement had turned into a makeshift 

boardroom.  A small whiteboard had been setup and was now leaning on the T.V.  The 

detectives were having a conversation with Francesca’s parents at the other side of the 

room, far enough that they weren’t audible.  The eight of us were squished together on 

one couch.  Usually that would have provoked some agitation resulting in poking and 

play fighting but, when your best friend gets kidnapped by who knows how many hell-

bent, recent jail escapee-killer criminals, you tend to forget about playing.  All we could 

do was sit and wait silently for instruction from the detectives.  Francesca’s parents 

looked at us mid-conversation then they walked upstairs.  Her mom was still in tears and 

was still being consoled by her dad.   

The detectives walked toward us.   

John spoke up for the first time.   

“Why are we just sitting here and not chasing those bastards?”  John demanded.   
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“Quite frankly, John, these men are capable of things that would make you sob 

uncontrollably if we told you what they were.  The last thing we need to do is waste 

time.”  Richards said.   

“Would it be a waste of time then for you to explain why we’re sitting here?”  John 

responded.   

“No and it’s a good thing you asked so now we can get started.”   Greeneley said, 

removing the cap from a sharpie.   

“Why aren’t you detectives, doing anything?  Shouldn’t you be analyzing evidence?” 

Allie asked, anxiously.   

“There is none.”  Tomlinson told her.   

We all looked at them with chins on the floor.   

“What do you mean none?”  Summer asked what we were all thinking.   

The detectives all nodded at one another. 

Richards was the one who spoke up again.   

“Sarah, before I get into the details, we’ve advised your parents that you’re here and that 

you don’t have to be.  They said it was up to you.”  She said.   

All eyes were on her.   

She looked around then looked at me.   

I nodded at her.   

“I don’t know much about Brielle but I do want to help.”   

Detective Richards nodded.   

“Fair enough.  As of now, all eight of you are the only evidence we have on this case.  

With this brings a huge amount of responsibility.  As ‘evidence’, you may not share any 

of the information related to this case with anyone.  Not even your parents.”   Richards 

finished.    

She looked at us trying to determine if we understood.    

It was Steven’s turn to speak up.   

“How are we evidence?”  He asked.   

Greeneley took over.   

“When we first dealt with these men, they had a habit of leaving clues to the victim’s 

whereabouts at sites that were held close by the Blondin family.  You are evidence 
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because we have reason to believe that the suspects know a good deal of information 

about every single one of you.”  He said.   

We all looked at him in dismay.   

“What do they know?”  Alex asked like he had just been violated.   

Tomlinson was quick to jump in.    

“What school you go to, where you’ve spent your time together with Brielle, maybe even 

where you live.”   

That scared all of us.   

Summer even gasped.   

Bella, who had been quiet since she uttered Hannah Blondin’s name spoke up 

again.   

 “They won’t want anything to do with any of you.” She said, reassuring us.   

We all exhaled.   

That wasn’t the end of her sentence, though, and, I wish it had been.  What she said next 

was the reason she had been so quiet for the past twenty minutes.    

“It’s me they want.”    

 

 

* 

           

 

4:02 AM 

 Over the next half hour we discussed everything.  When Bella first said what she 

did, we were all shocked.  We thought she knew she was going to be next which wasn’t 

the case, but, her explanation of her words almost sounded worse.  She said that when her 

dad had been handling the case a few years earlier, the people responsible for Hannah’s 

death made a game out of leaving clues of her whereabouts displaying places the Blondin 

family held close to them.  This meant that these people wanted to revenge on the man 

responsible for their jail sentence:  

Her father.   
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She assured us that, in order to get that revenge, they were going to torture her 

family with the fact that Brielle’s potential death was their fault.   I remembered my 

parents describing Hannah Blondin’s situation but they couldn’t tell me about it in detail.  

Being ten years old at the time, all they were worried about was making sure I was safe 

and that I was kept as far away from all of it to keep me as innocent as possible.  Of 

course, I didn’t see it that way seven years ago; I was still seeing life with butterflies and 

rainbows everywhere.  It’s interesting how over a period of several years, your 

perspective on everything can change so dramatically.  Do I want to go back to that time 

periodically?  Yes, but, there’s one thing I realized and that one thing is the fact that 

things that don’t seem fair are going to come around and ruin your day and that’s putting 

it mildly.  How you stand up to it and deal with it is what separates a child from an adult 

and we were going to have to be adults in that situation in order to get Brielle back.  

However scared or unsure we were, we needed to throw all of that behind us and focus on 

the task at hand. 

 I had also been really pressed to know why the detectives had been following me 

two nights previous.   

My question was directed at Greenly and Tomlison.   

“What was the point in following and interrogating me at 10:30 at night?”  The detectives 

looked at each other as if to try and see if they were on the same page.   

“The two main suspects escaped the night earlier and it was purposely kept from the 

media because it would start a provincial panic and we were fairly certain that they’d be 

targeting solely Bella or her family,” Tomlison took a breath and Greenley took over, 

“We predicted that they’d have your means of communication compromised,” this was 

directed at Bella, “If we had called you to warn you, we feared that they’d do something 

drastic and more immediate,” I cut in.   

“What could be more drastic and immediate then kidnapping either of them three days 

later?”  I asked.   

It seemed obvious though as soon as I had finished speaking.  

“Like detective Richards said, these men are capable of brutality.  Had we gone directly 

after either Bella or Brielle to protect them, there could have already been casualties by 

tonight.”  Tomlinson exclaimed.   
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This made everybody quiet.   

The complexity of the situation had just hit us and I’m certain that some in the room 

wanted to give up right there and then.   

At that point, it seemed hopeless.   

The cops were outsmarted, the bad guys ahead by too many steps to count and what was 

left?   

Us, struggling for air in the dust trail that they had so quickly created.   

Time was running out already.   

Everyone else was writing their exams in the last week of June while I had to 

write them the next week.  I was supposed to be out of Saanich in six days.   

No, time wasn’t just running out for Brielle, it was also running out for me. 

   

 

* 

    

 

4:12AM  

 Brad, Walter and Michelle walked down the stairs, looking extremely groggy.   

I half-hoped that they were already told what happened on their phone briefing because 

despite the fact that everyone had their right to be shocked about what had transpired that 

night, I was getting sort of sick of all the horrified reactions.  When they sat down on the 

ground beside the couch silently, it confirmed that they had already been told the news.   

Richards continued where she had left off.   

“We’re almost finished here.  There are just a few more details that need to be 

understood.”  She said.   

We said nothing, ready for her to continue speaking.   

“I’m aware all of you have exams in the next two weeks and we are working on 

arrangements to have you excused from them.” She stopped to let it sink in.   

That caught a couple of us off guard.   

“Will our marks be maintained?”  Brad, of all people, asked.   

“Details are being hammered out as we speak.”  Richards replied.   
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Hearing this lightened the mood but only fractionally.   

“We need all of you available at all times for this case and we’ll do whatever it takes to 

make that happen,” Richards continued, “as of now, we have no lead on where they 

might be taking Brielle and we don’t want to be going around blindly predicting where 

they might be.  We’d ask that all of you go home to get some rest and we’ll be in contact 

with you as soon as we find a lead.”  Richards finished.   

Greenely continued.   

“We have arranged civil transport to avoid awarding you unnecessary attention.”  

Greenley paused.   

“You all may leave.  Get some sleep, take some painkillers, do whatever you need to 

recover.  We need all of you thinking sharply.”   

Everyone was slow to get up.   

I could tell the shock was wearing off and they were all starting to feel hung over.  While 

the rest were filing out of the basement, Richards waved me over discretely.   I walked 

over to her.   

“Marko, we’re trying to get in touch with California Immigration as we speak but we’re 

doubtful that you’ll be able to stay past your moving date.”  She said, remaining serious 

despite the solemn information.   

“Why not?” I responded inquisitively, staring into nothing behind her.  I should have 

been infuriated, disgusted, in disbelief, in total dismay but I was just too tired to feel any 

of those things.   

“The Americans are extremely stiff with their regulations.  Since the case doesn’t pose a 

threat to them, their immigration laws will force you to be in the country according to 

your moving time.  They’ll make an exception for you to come back but there’s a period 

of time where you must remain in California.”  She said.   

I thought about what that meant and came up with the only question that made sense.  

“How long will they make us stay?”   

She responded quickly. 

“Weeks, maybe months, we’re not sure yet.  We don’t expect this case to drag on forever, 

either.  Fleisher and Drozdov have a bone to pick with Bella’s father and they’ll do 
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whatever it takes to break him.  This will be over soon, but after you’re gone.”  She said, 

regretfully.   

I looked at her helplessly, silently asking: 

 What can I do to get her back? 

 

 

* 

 

 

4:22 AM 

 I picked up my bag from the room Sarah and I had been in and made sure 

everything I brought was in it.   

I walked out of room and observed the basement.   

Empty bottles everywhere, red solo cups littering the ping pong table and the couch 

where Brielle had been sitting.  It didn’t help that Francesca’s parents weren’t home but 

these guys knew it would be like taking candy from a baby and now that baby was 

crying, the baby being all of us. 

 I reached into my pocket and fumbled around my wallet until I felt my cellphone.  

I checked it as I walked up the stairs.   

Twelve notifications, four text messages and eight missed calls.   

That told me two things:   

One, the fugitive ass holes jammed the cell signal from outside and now that they had 

left, it was back to normal.   

Two, my parents were definitely worried sick about me.  I scrolled through all the texts 

that read: is everything okay? And progressed to the ones that were, putting it mildly, 

more urgent.  Texts like CALL NOW and WE NEED TO KNOW YOU’RE SAFE – CALL!  

Then as I reached the last few inbox messages they turned into we were just told what’s 

going on, see you when you get home.    

I heard somebody calling me from the floor above.   

“Marko,” it was Francesca’s mom, “I don’t mean to rush you but Steven and Allie are 

waiting in the taxi to go home.”  She said.   
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I could tell she was still a little bit shocked by the way she spoke.  She sounded empty, 

like she had no confidence.  I had been slowly walking up the stairs and I responded to 

her when I got to the top.   

“Sorry, I - ,” she interrupted me, not with words but with an embrace.  Jen had hugged 

me before so I wasn’t startled.  It felt like a ton of bricks had just been lifted off my 

shoulders and I knew they’d fall right back on but it was good to have them off for a 

moment.   

“Mom, that’s long enough.”  Francesca said, teary eyed and embarrassed.  Her dad, who 

was standing in the kitchen, laughed for a split-second.   

Jennifer let go of me.   

“Be strong, Marko.  You’ll get her back.”  She told me.   

“I know.”  I replied. 

I couldn’t have sounded more doubtful. 

 

- 

* 

 

 

4:25AM  

 Francesca walked me to the door.  The taxi was waiting outside.  Steven and Allie 

were inside waiting for me.  Well, I don’t know if they were actually waiting because 

they were both asleep.   

I turned to Francesca.   

We exchanged a glum glance.  

“Do you think she’s right?”  She asked me.   

She was referring to what her mom had just said.    

I looked out into the street then to the sky.   

The sun hadn’t risen yet and it wouldn’t until closer to 7:30AM.  It was still dark.   

That’s the BC coast for you.    

I turned back to Francesca who waited patiently for an answer.   

I could have said a million things but I knew what she wanted to hear.   
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“Yes, we will.”  I said as confidently as I could.   

She buried her face in my chest.   

I could hear her sobbing.   

“Promise?”  She asked, looking up at me.  It felt like at first that I had no say in 

promising such a thing but her question lit a candle size fire inside of me.  If we truly 

were going to get her back, we had to start thinking like we had control, like it was us in 

power and not them.  That fire was going to take a beating, I was sure of it, but with the 

promise I owed Francesca, I promised myself that I wasn’t about to let that flame go out 

without a fight.   

I met her glance with a defiant expression.   

“I promise.”        

 

 

* 

 

 

4:35AM 

 We were five minutes out of our neighborhood when news about the night was 

being broadcast over the radio.  I don’t know who was up at that time but I assumed it 

would be broadcasting all day.  I also wondered if they would use our names or not.    

The anchor began: 

Good morning Victoria, it’s Saturday, June nineteenth.  I’m Brian Sweeney and this is 

EMV.   

I think I’d only heard the Early Morning Victoria edition once or twice in my 

entire life and for good reason.  Who else was up at 4:37AM?  Night shift workers and 

kids whose friends were kidnapped, apparently.   

The typical bell-ringing followed by the ad music of 550 Victoria.   

The anchor continued: 

Breaking News: At approximately 1:30AM this morning, a 17-year old girl was 

kidnapped from a Royal Oak home in North West Saanich.  Not much is known about the 

victim or assailants at this point in time.  We will be covering the VPD press conference 
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which has been scheduled for 8AM.  Stay tuned, we’ll be updating you as more news 

comes in.  

 “Do you want that off?”  The taxi driver asked me.   

I nodded.   

So far, the detectives were handling it well.  Legally, they could have told the station 

Brielle’s name was but they didn’t.  Obviously they said nothing about Fleisher and 

Drozdov as that would have caused a provincial, if not national, panic very quickly.   

These men seemed ruthless and dangerous and I’m sure everyone was scared of them; at 

least, those who wertr aware of what had happened.  But, as the seconds passed in that 

taxi, I became aware of the reality.  These men were probably somewhat psychopathic 

but at the heart of their act was a simple reflex of nature.  When an animal feels like its 

existence is threatened, it defends itself, violently.  Humans are animals after all and 

unfortunately, we are very similar to them.  The only thing is that animals rarely kill their 

own species because they know when the fight is over. 

We don’t.   

 

 

 

 

 

* 
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“Revenge is a confession of pain.” 

- 

Latin Proverb 

 

 

3:41AM 

 The taxi dropped me off first.  I groggily thanked the driver and the car sped of 

down the street.  I walked up to my front door, put my hand on the knob, and tried to turn 

it but it wouldn’t budge.  I thought it was locked but it was my parents holding it on the 

other side.   

I let go and they opened it.   

For a few seconds, I felt safe.  Like there was nothing that could get me.   

My parents, home, all of it was comforting.   

I looked at them for a few seconds.   

I could tell my mom had been crying because her eyes were bloodshot.   

Without saying anything, we all shared an embrace.   

 I took my shoes off and put my bag down beside the dining room table.  I was 

going in the direction of my room when I noticed that my brother was asleep on the 

family room couch.   

He probably never went to bed.   

That’s what I wanted to do.   

Just to sleep.   

I ignored my mom’s pleas to speak to her, opened my door and closed it behind me.  I 

took my phone out my pocket and checked for notifications.   

Sixteen since I last cleared them.   

None from the number detective Richards gave us. That’s how we were supposed to 

communicate, through text.  Who would’ve known the thing you do late at night with 

your best friend or girlfriend would be used in the process of saving one of their lives.   

 All the texts were from friends and Sarah but I didn’t want to respond, not then.  I 

was sure they would know more by morning.   

I locked my phone and plugged it into my charger.   
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I didn’t bother taking any clothes off.  Usually, I would have set my alarm for 6:45AM to 

wake up for school.   

That night, I set it for never.   

I was out when my head hit the pillow. 

   

 

* 

 

 

6.21 Uhr 

 The black BMW had just turned off the city road and was driving uphill on a dirt 

road.  There were two men in the front seat of the car but that’s all Brielle knew because 

they had been conversing in a language she didn’t know.  She felt as if she hadn’t slept in 

days and all she could smell was something sweet and the aroma wouldn’t go away.   

She figured it was a hangover, but, it was no normal hangover.   

“She’s awake.”  The man on what must have been the passenger seat said.   

“Her timing is perfect.”  The driver responded in a thick Russian accent.   

Brielle made a low groaning noise.   

She was in discomfort and she couldn’t see.  They had attached what looked like a black 

bag to her wrists and it was secured over her head.   

Two birds with one stone.   

Shock was starting to set in as she was becoming more aware.   

“Where – am I?”  She gulped like it was the hardest question she’d ever asked.   

“All questions you have will be answered shortly.”  The driver answered without 

expression.   

Brielle kicked the back of the passenger seat and began to flail.   

“Close the seal.”  The man in the passenger urged.  Brielle couldn’t pinpoint his accent, 

partially because she was screaming and struggling.   

She heard something shut and the voices became muffled.   

Something blew like a soft whistle in her right ear.  As she breathed, she became drowsy.  

Every breath was one step closer to unconsciousness.  She fought to stay awake but 
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rebelling against the gaseous drug in her bloodstream only made every breath harder.  

She fell unconscious.   

 

 

* 

 

 

3:43PM Saturday 

 

 No, SWAT didn’t come storming through my door that Saturday afternoon, I 

woke up by myself.   

I looked over at the digital clock on my dresser.   

It was almost four PM.  I guess I hadn’t missed anything regarding the press-conference 

because my parents hadn’t bothered to wake me up.  Next thing was to check if I had a 

headache from the drinking I’d been doing.  I shrugged the covers and sheets and I was 

standing up straight in one smooth motion.   

Nothing.  I quickly went into pushup position.   

Nothing again.   

I got back up.   

Woah, light-headed.   

Okay, so although I was about to fall, I wasn’t hung over.  Great, I was in perfect shape 

to deal with the situation of my kidnapped friend.   

First order of business, check my phone.   

I jumped over my bed and yanked my phone from the charger then unlocked it.   

I pulled down the notification bar from the top of the screen and my lower jaw hit the 

floor.   

Thirty-three notifications.   

Popular, but, of course, only in a crisis.   

I began shuffling through the messages.   
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I had one from almost everyone in the group.  I looked for some that had something to do 

with the press conference and I landed on Alex’s thread.   

They couldn’t have been vaguer about that.  I guess it’s good tho, they’d cause a panic if 

they released info right away about who did it.   

Were we even a hundred percent certain that was Drozdov and Fleisher?  I guessed so.  

There must have been accomplices, too.  We definitely weren’t dealing with just two 

people.  

Alex had sent that at 9:31AM.   

I scrolled through again and landed on Allie’s thread.   

This is bullshit, Marko.  All we can do is sit here and wait while they have her way with 

her.   

 Sent at 1:30PM.   

I got around to responding to all the texts messages but I had to respond to Allie’s first.   

I know.  Just hope the detectives get back to us quickly.  If they were right about those 

pricks using memoires of the victims as backdrops, we’ve gotta pull together everything 

we can remember about where we’ve hung out.  The beach, Douglas, all of it.  We have 

to assume they’re going there.  

 I sent it.    

Speaking of getting back to us, I checked for messages from the contact number 

detective Richards gave us.   

Nothing.   

I decided to send it a message myself.  Not sure if I should be sending this but, do you 

have any leads yet? I know were the evidence but there must be something you can tell 

us.  

 Sent that, too.   

Next was to look at Sarah’s thread, which had seven new messages in it.  Did you watch 

that? And Nvm, Francesca told me you were sleeping.  Text me when you’re up.   

I responded.   

Up, Alex said the pc sounded really unclear as to what happened beyond a kidnapping. 

They didn’t use her name did they?  Sent.   
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I began responding to the other messages.  It took me around ten minutes to send detailed 

texts to everyone.  Bella was the only one who hadn’t sent anything to me.   

I wondered why.   

Could it have been because she thought we were going to blame her for what happened?  

We weren’t stupid.  Her dad did his job and it wasn’t the first time feces had escaped the 

toilet and hit the fan.  

 I just hoped the rest of Victoria was going to see it that way.                     

    Once all the texts had been sent, I decided to clean up.   I figured that I’d need to 

be ready to go at a moment’s notice if the detectives needed any of us.   

I undressed and tossed my clothes in the hamper.   

I opened the door of my room and walked into the bathroom. I turned the shower on and 

rotated the dial so that the water would be moderately hot.  I looked in the mirror while I 

waited for the water to warm up.  I’d done that routinely ever since I began to care about 

how I looked and nine times out of ten, I looked like Alfalfa.   

Hair sticking up in all ridiculous directions and grease-galore.   

It occurred to me that that was why people showered.   

It’s funny.  When I was twelve, I still had no idea what anybody thought of how I 

acted or how I looked and I didn’t care.  The following year, it’s like some light went on 

in my brain that said “People are watching you.”   

All of the sudden, I was wearing deodorant, fixing my hair in the mirror and showering 

every day.  All this came along with my sudden urge to make friends and fit into a group.  

I’m pretty sure I didn’t even know what a girl was until I was at least eleven.   

Up until then, they were these ‘boys’ that had long hair and tended to wear pink and play 

with Barbies.  It was as if as soon as the clock struck 8:56AM on April seventh, marking 

my thirteenth birthday when I started noticing girls.  I had even run into things while I 

was stuck staring at what seemed like a whole new type of human being.  It was like they 

had this glow, this aura about them.   

But like a three minute-old giraffe, I was awkward.   

I’d say or do really stupid things and they’d laugh at me.  For about two years, they all 

continued to laugh until I met Autumn in grade nine.   



   

  107 

If I remember correctly, I was sitting in science class and my teacher was 

discussing astronomy.  We were talking about our Sun and how it was created.  When the 

teacher had finished speaking briefly, I put my hand up.  She chose me and I asked, 

trying to joke:  

“Do stars ask where babies come from, too?”   

I immediately retreated into my shell.  I was pretty sure I’d just asked the stupidest 

question known to any human (including Neanderthals) that ever existed.   

I scanned the room and everyone was laughing, except Autumn.   

She turned around and we made eye contact.   

She smiled at me and I responded with something comparable to a smile.   

She giggled.   

All of the sudden I had this urge to hold her hand.  I could at least control myself to that 

extent and I restrained from getting up and grabbing it.  Instead, I just sat there staring at 

the back of her blonde head, again, probably looking like an idiot.  The teacher began to 

speak again but none of her words made it to my ears.  The glow and the aura were there, 

but, they were brighter.  I had to talk to her, look at her, do something involving her after 

that class.  She ended up being my first girlfriend, but of course, there was still much to 

be learned and once the conflicts began to come around, we ‘broke-up’.   

Basically one day she came to school and said it wasn’t working.   

After staring at myself in that bathroom mirror over and over again, I realized that 

Autumn was purely an infatuation.  There was no other connection beyond physical 

attraction, yet, it took me a month to get over her.   

It’s funny now, but I was a wreck.  I had no idea how much more complicated things 

would get.   

I checked the heat of the water and stepped into the shower. 
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“Man must evolve for all human conflict a method which rejects revenge, aggression 

and retaliation. The foundation of such a method is love.” 

 -  

Martin Luther King Jr. 

 

4:14PM 

 When I was discussing the previous night’s events with my parents (disregarding 

the police order to stay confidential), they didn’t know how to react and I didn’t blame 

them.  They wondered at first why I was still myself and not upset.  The question was; 

what was I supposed to be like in that situation?  I had no previous benchmark to 

compare the circumstances too.  The only thing I can say is that it was like having the 

carpet taken out from underneath my feet resulting in a painful spill and getting up was 

like trying to run on butter.   

 “What do the detectives need to know?” My mom asked.   

I answered with certainty.   

“According to Richards, when these guys went after Hannah Blondin, they used 

backdrops that the family held close to them.”   

My dad looked at me quizzically.   

“Like what?” He asked.   

“I think they might’ve used their family cottage in one of the videos they posted on the 

internet.  It was during the winter and the Blondins didn’t have it winterized.”   

My mom put two and two together.   

“You need to tell them where you guys have spent time together.  Everywhere you can 

think of.”  She said, calmly.   

“I know.  I’m just waiting on a text message from the number they gave us.”  I 

responded.   

They let me pull out my phone.   

My phone continued to flood with text messages.  I scrolled through the barrage of 

notifications until I saw the message from the cops.   

I looked at it, horrified.   
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Black BMW intercepted 10 KM from Douglas Provincial with nobody in it.  I stared into 

my parent’s faces blankly.  They looked at me like I had seen a ghost.  I continued 

reading despite their pleas for me to read it aloud.  

 The vehicle combusted when bomb squad was within 10 meters.  Traces of a Russian 

military grade knockout gas were found in the air surrounding the vehicle.  We believe it 

to be kolokol-1 which is capable of incapacitating a fully grown human being for up to 6 

hours in less than 5 seconds.  I showed my parents and continued by shakily reciting 

what information remained.   

“We have notified all of Group 1 of these events and seek information regarding the 

purpose of their location.  Time is of the essence.”  I finished.   

I assumed our group of friends was code named Group 1.   

A message came up on the screen:  

Warning, message self-destruct, please wait for further instruction.  

 I thought about the phone exploding in five seconds and I thought about sprinting to the 

back door to launch it into the trees but when the clock hit zero, another message popped 

up saying: Respond.  I typed:   

we hang out sometimes at Douglas Provincial Park.  I sent it.  I knew my friends would 

be sending a similar message and I didn’t worry about the detail I provided.  It was all 

they really needed.    

Another avalanche of text messages came streaming in from not just friends, but 

acquaintances too.   

I wondered if a rumour was going around about Brielle.   

Unless a member of our group leaked some information, it was impossible.   

“Can I go downstairs for a second?”  I asked my parents.   

They nodded.   

I got up from the table and went downstairs.  I signed into my account and pulled up 

Facebook.  I searched the news feed for anything regarding Brielle.  The closest thing 

was one of Sarah’s friends posting thoughts and prayers go out to the family and their 

kidnapped daughter.  <3.  I just hoped Sarah hadn’t said anything to her friends.  I picked 

my phone up off the desk and opened my conversation with her.  Did you respond to the 
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message?  She asked.  Yeah, did you?  Btw, you didn’t tell Ryanne about any of this 

right?  Her FB status doesn’t say much but I’m just wondering anyway.   

I thought about her for a second.  The urge to be right next to her hit me.   

I wanted to see her.   

Are you okay?  I texted.  Right after I sent it, I got an incoming call notification.   

I answered it.   

“Hello?”  I said into the phone.   

“Nice rock you used to spend your time at,” The voice on the other end said with a thick 

accent, “What did you call it?  Dougie, right?”   

The fire inside of me was an inferno.   

I hoped the police were tracking that call.   

“We’re coming after you, you piece of shit.  Don’t think for a second that we won’t.”  I 

yelled into the phone. 

“I’ll be waiting, wo das wasser trifft erde.”  Fleisher said half in English half in German.   

Before I could ask what he meant, the line went dead.  

 

  

* 

 

 

16.30 Uhr  

 Brielle was awake again, but barely.  She was still groggy from the gas she 

ingested.  She was being carried on the shoulder of a man whose face she couldn’t make 

out as her face was buried in his midsection.   

“She’s awake again.”  Drozdov said.   

“Perfect,” Fleisher responded, “just in time to say hello to the camera.”  Brielle struggled 

to find her bearings.  She saw trees and rocks everywhere but she didn’t have a clue about 

their location.   

“The rock is just around this bend.”  Fleisher said.  Brielle managed to clue in after she 

recognized the tree with the carvings in it.   

“Where are you taking me?”  She gulped.   
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Flashbacks snapped across her mind. 

She could barely discern John’s signature that had been engraved into the trunk of the 

tree.   

Images of Summer’s smile after her first kiss flooded Brielle’s blurred vision.       

 “Don’t you know where you are?  Dougie is just around the corner.”  Drozdov 

responded in a menacing, but friendly voice.   

Brielle wanted to struggle but her head still wasn’t connected to her body because of the 

drugs.   

The men stopped around the corner.   

“Lay her next to the rock while I place the camera.”  Fleisher ordered.   

Drozdov did as he was told.   

Fleisher looked up at the sky.   

There was four hours left of solid sun light, he figured.   

“Is the satellite interceptor operational?”  Drozdov asked while trying to stabilize Brielle 

so she wouldn’t look strung out against the rock.   Fleisher turned to his bag and grabbed 

an instrument with a control panel and a small antenna.  He pressed three buttons and the 

thing lit up like a mechanical Christmas tree.   He placed it on the ground and connected 

a protruding cord to the camera.  Carefully, he placed the camera on the mini tripod and 

opened the preview screen.   

“We’re ready.”  Fleisher said.  Drozdov walked over to the same bag that Fleisher had 

just been picking out of and opened a silver case.  He pulled out a black pistol and 

walked over to Brielle’s lethargic body.  

 

 

 

* 
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4:57PM  

 “Do you know if they’re tracking your cellphones?”  My dad anxiously asked me.  

“I hope so.  If they are, they could figure out where they are.”  I said, doubtfully.   

They probably had their own signals too scrambled for them to be tracked.   

Hearing that man’s voice made me want to smash something.   

He was calm enough to make me want to puke.   

That phone call confirmed that they knew everything about us.  How would they have 

even known about Dougie?  We were sure that we were the only ones who knew it even 

existed.   

Douglas was a huge park.   

I learned at that point that I should’ve expected anything and everything going forward. 

 It was getting close to five o’clock and the evening news was about to air.  I 

walked over to the couch where my parents were already both sitting with my brother.  

The intro and music came on while flashing the ‘5 at 5’ slogan.   

Amelia Benn took over from the Channel 5 desk.   

“Tonight on ‘5 at 5’.”  She said.  The screen flashed to Francesca’s house while Benn 

continued speaking.   

“A 17-year-old Saanich native was kidnapped early this morning.  Details are still being 

hammered…” The screen cut to a burning car on a hill.  The camera was observing the 

car from behind leaves.  The picture cut back to Francesca’s house and with the anchor 

attempting to recover.   

“My apologies, we had some minor satellite interference but a full connection has been 

reestabli…”   

This time the screen completely cut to black.   

A few moments passed before a man’s voice filled the speakers.  

“Citizens of Victoria,” The accented voice said.   

“No.”  I said under my breath.   

I was paralyzed and all I could do was listen to the broadcast.  The screen switched to a 

valley view of a city scape.   

“Your city is quite beautiful, isn’t it?”  The man continued with a German accent.   
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“For years, we were locked behind its bars, unable to fully appreciate the beauty it 

holds.”  He said calmly with a diluted nostalgia.    

I was sure the entire southern part of the province was watching and recognizing the sick 

man that had stolen the air at the same time.   

“We are, as Mr. Sinclair put it, criminally insane.”  He paused a moment then continued.   

“A fellow countryman of das fatherland once said that insanity can be defined by 

repeating a method without alterations and expecting different results from the previous 

attempt.”   

He stopped to let it sink in.   

“Tell us, Victoria, if we have never attempted this,” the camera spun quickly toward 

Dougie and my heart sank into the floor.   

Drozdoz had a gun to Brielle’s head.  She wasn’t tied up but she appeared to be 

chemically subdued.   

Fleisher began finishing his sentence.   

“Are we, by definition, insane?”  A moment after his last word, there was a sharp 

explosion.   

Drozdoz had pulled the trigger. 
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17.07 Uhr  

 “Destroy the equipment.” Fleischer said.   

Drozdov poured a vial of a clear liquid onto the pile of electronics.   

He pulled a match from his pocket, lit it on a nearby tree and tossed it onto the mound.   

Whatever was there lit up like a mini inferno.   

Everything burning was destroyed and unidentifiable within seconds.   

“They’ll know where we are now, Drozdov.  We need to leave.”  Fleischer said, retaining 

his cool.   

The sun wouldn’t have settled for another four hours so they couldn’t afford to 

stay out in the open any longer.  They knew the authorities would be on to them, because, 

after all, they had just staged an execution on camera in front of hundreds of thousands of 

people on live television.   

Drozdov picked up an unconscious Brielle from the ground.   

She must have passed out before he pulled the trigger.  Fleischer cut the video feed but 

intentionally recorded the audio exactly when Drozdov fired the blank at Brielle’s head.  

All of Victoria and Saanich would be in a panic and Fleischer knew he had achieved step 

one in making Pat Sinclair the scape goat.   

“Rache ist süß.”  He said, under his breath. 

 

 

* 

 

 

5:10 PM 

 As convincing as the video feed was, it was obvious that Brielle hadn’t been 

executed.  Their cause wouldn’t have been avenged and they would have been man-

hunted for the rest of their breathing lives.  The only thing was, for the first four minutes 

after the feed was cut, almost everybody thought she was dead.   

For those four minutes I sat at the edge of the couch, staring blankly into the black 

screen.   

Shock had begun to set in.   
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I didn’t believe it.   

No, Brielle was still at home with her parents.  She would text me the next day and ask 

me a question about the biology exam.  She was still breathing.   

Her heart was still beating.    

 I snapped out of it somehow and I reached for my phone, expecting it to be going 

off the hook.   

It wasn’t.   

Surely I would be getting a text from the police to clarify what had just happened.  

Every second I waited felt like a year had gone by.   

My heart was pounding in my throat.   

My parents and brother were still in the same state.   

I don’t think they believed it, either.   

“There’s no way.”  My mouth moved but the rest of me didn’t budge.   

My phone was clenched tightly in my hand so the vibration scared the living feces out of 

me.   

 

I opened the notification.   

The text was from Sarah.   

If you’re freaking out now, don’t.  Come over, I’ll explain it.  I think it was a blank.   

That caught me off guard.   

I hadn’t really had the chance to think logically until that point.   

I guess shock does that to people.   

The real question was: why would they kill her now?   

If they wanted revenge on Bella’s father, they would make him suffer for longer than a 

day.   

It started adding up.   

I picked up my phone and began the process of calling Sarah.   

As I was opening her contact up, all the texts from my friends began floating in.   

I could only imagine the Facebook status updates.   

“R.I.P Brielle, you were taken ahead of your time.”   
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 I was going to look at the tidal wave of text messages but I wanted to confirm 

Sarah’s thoughts before I did.   

I clicked the green phone button under her name.   

After a second, the ringtone chimed in.   

She answered just after the first ring.   

“Marko?”  She must have had caller ID, or, she just knew it was me.   

“Who are you calling, Marko?”  My mom asked me, probably wondering why I wasn’t 

doing my best representation of the Niagara Falls.   

“Give me one second.”  I responded, continuing toward the front door.   

“Doing what you’re doing isn’t going to bring her back.”   

I opened the door.   

The spark was explosive at that moment.   

I looked at my parents and brother from the front door.   

Before I closed the door behind me, I let them know. 

“She’s not dead.” 

 

 

* 

 

 

5:22 PM 

 The team approached the rock with careful and efficient strides, rifles pointing in 

all directions, ready for any threat.   

They split up into a vigilant formation.   

Confirmations began to flow.   

“Clear right!”  A female SWAT officer yelled.  Once a perimeter was established, the 

lead officer called out for the detectives to enter the scene.   

Detective Richards and Tomlinson walked up behind the officers.  They were still heavily 

reinforced by Kevlar vests even though the risk of an attack was extremely low.   

They stopped in front of the rock.   

“What did they call this?  Dougie?” Tomlinson asked.   
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“Yes, a nickname for Douglas National park, I’m assuming.”  Richards responded.   

She picked up her cellphone and dialed a number.   

“Yes, get ballistics up here as soon as possible.”  She said.   

She listened for a response.   

“No, she’s not here.  Just have them notify me of their ETA.”   

She hung up.   

“Who’s not here?”  Tomlinson asked.   

“Donnelly.” Tomlinson looked at her in slight confusion.   

“You mean the body?”  He asked.   Richards looked at him like he had just started his job 

the previous day.   

“She isn’t dead, Scott,” she replied, looking into his face, “think for a second.”   

He turned away from the rock and her to take in a view of Victoria in the distance.   

After a few moments, he turned back.   

“It’s too early.”   

She patted him on the back.   

“So, now that we’ve established that you didn’t start your job twenty-four hours ago and 

maybe the day before, look for any type of ballistic residue around the outer face of the 

rock.”  She instructed.   

He did as he was told.   

They got to work quickly.   

Group 1 needed to be contacted immediately after they had confirmed Richards’ pre-

conceived theory of what happened on that video feed when the screen cut to black.  All 

she needed to do was prove it and they could move on.   

She realized everything must have been out of control with her witnesses.   

“Let’s hope some of them are using the left side of their brains right now.”  Richards 

uttered under her breath.  She was casually scanning the rock face when her phone rang.  

“Richards.”  She said into the receiver.   

“Perfect, send them up.”  She hung up her phone.   

She needed analysis of the rock face corresponding to the trajectory of the non-existent 

bullet path.  She assumed they would quickly scan the designated area that she pointed it 

out, and, by scan, look for traces of white powder.   
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If they found none, they could move on.   

She was ninety-nine percent sure they would find none.   

“Richards!  You should see this!”  Tomlinson said from the left side of the rock.  She 

took three quick strides and was around the bend.  Tomlinson was pointing to the piece of 

paper.   

There was a typed message on it. 

 

Guys, go like my status.   

  

“Facebook?”  Tomlison asked aloud.  Richards pondered it for a moment then it 

came to her.  She began walking back toward the approaching analysis unit.  Tomlinson 

feverishly followed, still looking for an answer.   

“Joyce!”  He called, jogging after her. 

“You guys saw the feed, right?”  Richards asked the two investigators.   

They nodded.   

“You know what you’re looking for?”   

“Drozdov was standing on the right pointing the gun at her head.  Means, the bullet, if 

there was a clean exit wound, would have been in the ground to her right or left 

depending on the perspective.  If there wasn’t a bullet, there would be a flash spray of 

barrel residue on the rock.”  He finished.   

Richards nodded and began walking back to where their unmarked patrol car was sitting.  

“Richards, are you going to answer the question, or should I wait for the memo?”  

Tomlinson asked, sarcastically.   

She unlocked the car and opened the driver door.   

Before she got into the car, she pulled her phone out while Tomlinson managed to wait 

patiently.  

She dialed Greeneley’s number.   

“They’re going to use her Facebook to get a message out.  They think they have the 

adults of the community believing them, they’re going after the kids now.”  She said.   

Tomlison understood at once.   
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“Greeneley,” she said into the phone, “start monitoring Facebook, do periodic checks on 

all of 1’s pages but pay special attention to Donnelly’s.”  She got into the car and started 

it.   

“If you see the account log in, allow it. I’ll explain when we get back,” she said while 

putting the car into drive, “one more thing.”   

Greenley responded, now on speaker phone.   

“What is it?”  He asked.  

“Tell them their exams are cancelled.”           

 

 

* 

         

5:38 PM  

 Once I was able to explain our theory to my parents, I borrowed the car and drove 

to Sarah’s.  My heart was still racing during the drive despite my confidence in Sarah’s 

explanation.  Maybe it was because I still didn’t know all the details.  She had to be right.  

Other than hope, what other option did we have?  

 I realized after I passed over the main street that I had been speeding.  Eighty in a fifty?  

Slow down.  I needed Sarah explain it, it had to be concrete.  I wanted to see her, too.   

 I pulled up to the curb and turned the car off.  I clicked the lock button on the key 

nub and the familiar robotic-two-note chime signified that the lock was secure.   

I paced up to her door where her mom was waiting.   

“She’s in the basement.”  Her mom told me.   

“Thanks Lisa.”   

Before I could open the basement door, a hand gently grabbed my shoulder.   

I turned around to find Sarah’s dad.   

I had met both parents when Sarah had invited me over for dinner for the first time.   

I was extremely nervous when I greeted them.   

I remembered what my dad had told me before my first job interview.   

“Shake with conviction and you’ve won half the battle.”  He told me.   

I shook her mom’s hand with care while the shake with her dad was firm.   
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I assumed he’d be playing the “she’s my daughter” card and as a matter of fact, he was.   

I did my best to look confident and not like I was hiding something.   

I was practically under siege with every question he asked me.   

They weren’t direct, but they were specific.   

“What do you want to do?”   

Things like that.   

Once I started talking about UCLA and San Jose, he began to loosen up.  Parents 

liked kids who were sure of what they wanted to do.   

I assumed because it meant they weren’t screwing around.   

Her dad, Ryan and I, actually hit it off, once the parent and boy-threat hostility was over, 

of course.  We both liked the Canucks and we equally agreed how ridiculous it was that 

the Senators had done as well as they did.   

We weren’t best friends or anything but we basically saw eye to eye.   

It was no different when he turned me around.   

“You’re lucky Sarah isn’t best friends with Brielle or else you’d need an empty concrete 

pool down there.”  He said.   

I sort of laughed.   

“Yeah, well, she’s just about the only thing holding me from getting to that point.”  I 

said, honestly.   

He patted me on the shoulder and nodded toward the basement.   

It felt like Autumn all over again as I walked down the stairs.   

Before that point, I used to the think the heart-skipping beats thing was just in movies.  

Turns out it wasn’t.   

I hit the last step and saw her sitting on the couch.   

She was concentrated on her phone.   

“Did you hear the doorbell?”  I asked her, jokingly.   

She looked up from her phone and smiled the smile.   

“Good try, my mom was waiting at the door.”   

Damn, she’s good.  I thought.   

I sat down beside her, but at a safe distance.   

“Okay, left-brain lady, let’s hear it.”  I said, impatiently awaiting her logic.   
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“Save your clever psychology jokes.”  She responded.   

“Okay, sorry, I’ll go check with your secretary because I think I’m early for my 

appointment.”  I said, sarcastically.   

“Shut up.”  She said, and kissed me on the cheek.   

“I’m waiting…”   

I couldn’t help but smile.  

“It’s pretty simple actually,” she said, looking up from her phone, “why would they kill 

her if it was Bella’s dad that they really wanted?”  She asked me like it was a grade four 

math question.   

“Like you said, it’s too early.”  I responded.   

“Exactly, so, chances are that that gun didn’t actually have anything in it.”  She 

concluded.   

“See, you’d be a good lawyer or con-artist, but, I need to hear straight facts here,” I said, 

“When do you think they’re going to text us next?”   

She considered it quickly.   

“Soon, I’m sure.”  I looked away into the dark corner of the basement.   

There was nothing on that was a source of light and I wondered why she was down there 

alone in the first place.   

To think, maybe?   

“This sucks.”  She said, resting her head on my shoulder.   

“What do you mean?”  I asked her, turning back.   

Stupid question.   

She answered it regardless.   

“All we can do is sit here and take shots in the dark while they…”  She stopped.   

I turned to her to find a single tear running down her face.  She was a rock up until that 

point and I was really taken with her resilience, but, after all, we’re human.   

Sometimes our pesky emotions break through.   

It’s not a question of weakness but a symptom of being imperfect.     

I gently wiped the tear off her face with my thumb.  Meanwhile, my phone was 

vibrating off the hook.  I picked it up and pulled the notification bar.   
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Several new messages including one from the detectives, the other ones were all from my 

friends.   

“Is it them?”  Sarah asked me.   

I nodded.   

She was rubbing her eyes.   

I knew what I had to do next.  I looked at Sarah then around the room again.   

The basement was bright then, even in the darkness. 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

6:33PM 

 “When are Steven and Walter coming?”  I asked as I walked into through Alex’s 

front door.   

“Steven should be here in a few minutes.  Walter tends to vary.”  He replied.   

I couldn’t help but laugh.   

My mood at that point was better.   

I felt like I had some control, well, that and the fact that our exams were all cancelled.   

I pictured the conversation in my head.   

Oh yeah?  I’m sorry, were your exams cancelled?  No?  Sorry to hear that.   

Obviously they’d respond with No, how’s Bri…oh… 

 After talking to Alex’s parents about the most recent details including the 

Facebook broadcast and exam cancellations, we went to the basement.   

“That felt weird.”  Alex said.   

“What did?”  I asked.    

“I don’t know, they just kind of stood there and listened.”  I looked at him, still slightly 

baffled.   
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“Man, all they could do was listen to us explain.  They didn’t even respond with any 

advice.  They just listened.”   

We’re growing up, I thought. 

“Oh, I see what you mean.  You think it’s weird that you had some type of authority or 

control.”  I proposed.   

He looked in my direction as we sat on different couches.   

“Although this is one of your damn scientific psychology moments, I’ll let it slide, but 

only because it makes sense.”  He admitted.   

“Just think, in another two years, WAM, college…”  I stopped.   

I hadn’t thought about leaving since the day previous and there it was again, brought on 

by a single word.   

“Or, university in your case.”  I saved.  At that moment, nothing was about me or anyone 

else with the exception of Brielle.   

I intended to keep it that way until we had her back.   

“Go get your laptop.  We need to get on Facebook.”  I told him.   

“Good point, I’ll go get it.”  He said, and then ran up the stairs.   

I fired up the Xbox.   

It seemed like gaming was becoming a rarity.   

Besides the night previous, I hadn’t played for a couple weeks.   

The whole lot of us used to be on every single night playing Call of Duty together.  My 

parents told me I was anti-social, but, I didn’t get that.  I had a headset on, talking to five 

or more people, laughing my ass off, periodically.  In fact, some of the funniest times I’d 

experienced were while gaming.   

The only problem was that I was friends with closet gamers.   

If someone mentioned anything gaming-related at school, it was “Man, gaming is so gay.  

Why are you talking about it here?”  

To me, it was the same thing as drinking at a party.  They were both fun and both 

social but one just involved technology and lacked face to face interaction and the other, 

well, involved vomit.   

I chalked it up as one of the things I would never understand, second in line to kidnapped 

friends.   
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 I heard the dog bark upstairs.   

It was probably Steven at the door with a chance of Walter.   

I wondered what everyone else was doing.  I had an idea because all of the texting I’d be 

doing but it was tough because we couldn’t all be in the same place.   

I promised myself it was would be soon before long. 

 I heard thumping on the stairs and a few seconds later the three of them turned the 

corner into the main part of the basement.   

“I still don’t get how are marks are going to work.”  Steven said, continuing a 

conversation they must’ve been having on the way down.   

“I’m sure our teachers will figure it out.  It’s grade eleven, they’ll just make whatever we 

have now the final mark.” Walter said.   

If that was the case, I was walking into ‘senior’ year with an 89% average.   

Nice.   

“Okay, so, since summer has unofficially started, can we sleep here tonight?”  I asked.   

“Sure.  We’re probably better off in the same place anyway in case something comes up 

and they need us mobilized.”  Alex said, jokingly.   

We laughed.   

“Oh man, what a great time for Brielle to be kidnapped.”  I said, still laughing a little.  I 

could have been crying after saying that and it wouldn’t have felt that much different than 

laughing. 

Alex signed into his Facebook.   

“Check who’s on.”  I said.   

I went and looked at the online screen myself.   

Everyone was on, waiting.   

Bella, John, Allie, Summer, Brad, Michelle, Francesca and of course, Sarah.   

A chat window from Michelle popped up.   

When do you think they’ll post?  I read aloud.   

“I think we should just expect it anytime.” Steven said.   

I hadn’t even occurred to me what they’d even say.   

Hey, having a blast over here with your girl @BrielleDonnelly. Come join us!  Shout-out 

to the VPD.  



   

  125 

 I laughed at the thought and I had to say it: 

“Watch for hash-tags.” 

 

 

* 

 

 

18.53 Uhr 

 The sun was in the process of setting and the rays of light shining through the 

windows of the basement were beginning to fade.  Besides natural light and the weak 

house lights that were scattered around the room, it was pretty dark.   

Brielle was gaining most of her senses back.  She had tried screaming for a while but, the 

men did nothing about it.  She figured it would be futile and her voiced barely even left 

the room.   

They weren’t stupid enough to hide anywhere near densely populated areas, were they? 

She had been tied up for several hours and she was extremely hungry.   

She was surprised they actually gave her water.  She had to drink it like a dog, but 

surprised nonetheless.   

Where was she?  Was she still anywhere close to Saanich? 

The two men in the next room had been working at a computer screen for what seemed 

like two hours but what did she know?  She felt like she had skipped two weeks of her 

life.   

Unconsciousness, she thought sarcastically, classic.    

Fright was an after-thought.  She had woken up scared but quickly realized it 

would do nothing but make things worse.  Investigation proved to be useless, too.  Trying 

to ask them what they wanted with her only entailed responses like “Shut up!” or “One 

more word, and this knife will drip with your blood.”  She thought it was an empty threat 

until the German one came over and jabbed a blade into her throat while she immediately 

began sobbing.  That had been a while ago so she figured keeping her mouth shut was the 

best policy.  She tried to strain her neck to see what they were doing but all that was 

viewable was the white glow from the monitor.   
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“Is the jamming script functioning?”  The German one asked.   

She heard keys being hit followed by a double-click.   

“Operational.”  The one she figured was Russian, responded.   

Drozdov didn’t say anything about missing a key sequence.   

“Display it on the wall.”  It was the German one bossing around the Russian.   

Marko would have found that amusing, she thought.  

 She was blinded by the wall opposite to her and it took some time before her eyes 

adjusted.  The first thing she saw was the Facebook insignia in the top-left corner of the 

screen, surrounded by the familiar Facebook blue.  She didn’t want to look at the other 

side of the screen because she already knew what was there.   

They were doing something with her Facebook account.   

She got a quick glimpse of her wall.  It was littered with messages ranging from “Where 

are you?” to more recent Rest In Peace messages.   

“What the…” She said out loud before being interrupted by the German man.   

“I presume you don’t remember being shot.”  He said in his disgusting, the-only-place-

I’d-heard-it-before-was-history class, World War II accent.  Before she had to a chance to 

respond, he cut in again.  

“Understandable seeing that you were under the influence.”  

She wanted to throw up.   

Everything he was saying or doing was making her sick to her stomach.  She was about 

to ask what they were doing with her Facebook but it was obvious.   

Beside the projection on the wall, there was a decimal number with three letters beside it.  

It read: 

 

18.59 Uhr 

 

Her mind raced through what it could have possibly meant.  Uhr, she thought.  It 

sounded familiar but she couldn’t connect it to anything.  Uhr, uhr, heure…heure!  

“What the hell does that mean?” She asked herself, quietly.   

The number changed to 19.00 and she knew at once.   

German international time?   
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Before she could do a time conversion, the status had been posted.  Even though the end 

wasn’t spelt out for her, her hope began to dwindle more and more as she read. 

If only she had heard the approaching sirens over the humming of the computer 

equipment.       

 

7:00PM 

 “It’s up!”  Alex announced.   

We all rushed over to where he was sitting.  He refreshed the page to make sure nothing 

new was added then scrolled up to the status. 

 

For lack of an end, dead I am not, but, death will take its place in this plot.  

 

“The guy’s a real poet.”  Walter said.   

“You’d think they’d be able to track their IP address.”  Steven suggested. 

“These guys broke into a secure government-controlled TV News broadcast and held the 

air for a minute.  The only reason anybody knew where they were was because of the 

video feed.  They’re jamming more signals than a peanut butter sandwich.”  I responded.   

“Always with the food, eh?”  Alex asked me.   

Walter enjoyed that one.   

“Not so fast.”  Steven said, looking at his phone.  I looked down at my phone and read 

along as he recited it.   

“An unregistered IP address was detected 150 feet from the Oakville Police department.  

The home containing the signal was infiltrated but empty.  A blockade was established 

within a 300 foot radius but was a failed attempt.  The computer was still on but we 

believe a magnet was taken to the hard drive.  On the desktop, a message was left:  

The communist idiot made a typo. – B” 

“Damnit!”  I grunted.  That was the first time they’d screwed up and we were that close.  

A door was just asking to be punched but I took a deep breath.   

“Ask them for the address of the house.”  Alex said.   

I turned to him, puzzled, but I figured it out. 
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“Good thinking.”  I responded and after the message self-destruct prompt, I typed my 

message.   

What was the address of the house?   

Sent.   

Not more than a few seconds later, another message came in.  I read it aloud.  “7 

Woodlawn Crescent.  Significant?”   

“Woodlawn!”  Steven said, mocking the street name.   

The street name was extremely familiar.   

“Didn’t Michelle live down there before she moved?”  Walter asked.   

When the detectives said these guys knew a lot about us, they weren’t kidding. 

Alex was already typing a message to Michelle.   

“I’m asking her if a family was supposed to move in after her.”  We waited for her 

answer.    

Alex pulled up the conversation.   

“In 4 days, I think, why?”  The message said.  

 “Have you guys ever had to break bad news to anybody?”  I asked.    

Alex finished typing. 

“Yup.”        

7:07PM 

“Yeah, come over.”  Alex said into his phone.  He had to pause a few times to 

allow Michelle to let out a few sobs.   

“Alright, see you in a bit.”  He said and hung up.   

“Have they responded about her old house yet?”  Steven asked. 

“No, but I’m sure they’ll want to know where we think they’ll take her next.”  I replied.    

“If that’s the case, shouldn’t we get as many people over here as possible?”  Walter 

asked.   

I assumed his logic was such that we’d be able to bring more ideas to the table with more 

heads.   

“Alright, let’s work the phones,” I said, “I’ll get Brad and John, you guys split the rest 

among you.”  

We began calling.  
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 There were all on their way except for Bella who wasn’t answering her phone.   

“I’ll call her house phone.”  I said.   

I pressed on her contact and hit mobile.   

After a few seconds, it began to ring.  Somebody answered who wasn’t apart of Bella’s 

family but I recognized the voice.   

“Detective Richards?”  I asked into the receiver.  Steven, Alex and Walter’s eyes 

squinted.   

Mine did the same.   

“Uh, okay, that’s random.”  I said, waiting for an explanation.   

Why was the Sinclair home phone now the police’s?   

“I apologize, Marko.” she said.   

They had some type of ridiculous caller ID.   

“We’re having all calls to this number re-directed and filtered through our headquarters.  

It’s to monitor any activity that could be seen as a threat.  Normally we play the 

answering machine for the majority of domestic calls but your number came up so we 

thought it would be a good idea to explain.”   

I made a face.   

She took the pause as an opportunity to discuss.   

“Do you understand what these guys can do now?”  She asked without her formal 

vocabulary.   

I did but I also knew that they could screw up.   

“I never doubted it but we know they’re sweating now.”  I said, scanning my friends’ 

faces to see if they were smirking but they were still concentrated on the one-way 

conversation. 

“Yes, they’re capable of making mistakes but don’t let it get to your head.   

This is far from over.”  She said.   

There was a pause again.   

“What was the intention of your call?”  She asked me almost like a secretary would.   

“We’re all going to meet up at Alex’s to discuss where we think they may be going next.” 

“Okay.  Do you have any theories that you could send our way, now?”   

“No, we haven’t really had a…”  



   

  130 

She interrupted.   

“Patching you through.”   

It rang twice before Bella’s dad picked up. 

“Hello?”   

“Hi, Pat.  Is Bella around?”   I asked.   

What a stupid question.   

Actually, no, she’s out gallivanting with a neon target painted on her back.  Can I take a 

message?   

“Yes, she’s here Marko.  Hold on.”   

The thought of it being his fault slipped into my mind for a split second but I shook my 

head quickly.     

The phone was put down.   

A couple moments later it was picked up.   

“Marko?”  She asked.  She was scared.  I could hear it. 

“Yeah, do you want to come over to Alex’s?”   

“Uh…Sure, I need to get an escort but that shouldn’t be an issue.”  I heard the doorbell 

through the phone.   

My heart rate spiked.   

“Who is it?”  I asked, anxiously.   

There was a decent pause.  I thought the line had gone dead.   

Her voice appeared at the other end.       

“My ride.  See you in a couple minutes.”  She hung up. 

Richards.   

 

 

* 
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“No love, no friendship, can cross the path of our destiny without leaving some 

mark on it forever."  

- 

Francois Mocuriac  

 

8:02PM 

 And then there were eleven.  John was the last one there but we had been talking 

for close to half-an hour.  Describing the mood was like mixing different colours of paint.  

Add a bit of yellow to red and you’d get orange.  Add a bit of black to brown and you’d 

get something comparable to a vomit-diarrhea combination.  At first, there had been 

some of that odd colour mix and every time Brad spoke like Brad, somebody else would 

get upset.   

“Did anybody else think Brielle was being a dyke before she got ‘napped?”  He asked.   

Although the first of July was approaching, we weren’t quite there.  Nor were we near a 

waterfall but Brad’s question made the water fall and the fires work for lack of better 

college-rap-THC-ridden play on words.  After a while, the tears subsided and I think the 

lack of sleep some of them got the night previous was going to their heads because we 

were getting into the ‘heartwarming’ zone which was rare territory since the ninth grade.  

Some were still more shocked then others, but, as a group, the trauma was subsiding.   

“Whose dumb idea was it to go out for dinner with fake IDs in grade ten?”  John asked. 

“With twelve people.”  Summer added. 

“Brielle, obviously.”  Francesca grimaced. 

“Okay, let’s not rag on the kidnapped chick, here.”  Alex said in Brielle’s defense; 

something he didn’t do much since what must have been the first three months of their 

relationship. 

“Come on.  We all learned valuable lessons that night.”  I said.   

They laughed. 

The truth is: none of us drank the evening we were referring to.   

The waitress sort of blew it for us when she asked us for our drink orders. 
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“First of all, she called them soft drinks.  Who the hell does that?  I was pissed more at 

the fact that she said something so stupid than our age-cover being blown.”  Brad said.  

We laughed again.   

“Do any of you remember the look on Walt’s face when she asked him for his drink 

order?”  Michelle asked.   

We all nodded with smiles on our faces.  Not big smiles, but smiles all the same.   

Allie did her best flirty-waitress impression.   

“Hi,” she said with a squawky voice.  She attempted to push her boobs together despite 

having worn a sweater.   

Point is, the waitress was hot.   

“My name’s Tracey and I’ll be your server today,” Allie continued, “what would you like 

to drink?  A soft drink, maybe?”  She mocked.   

We were all still laughing minus Walter who was busy shaking his head back and forth in 

disgust. 

“Okay, well, we all know Alex would have been eye-humping her if he wasn’t so busy 

laughing at Brad who was busy being angry at the slur.”  Bella said.   

Even she was beginning to lighten up.   

“Pop would have worked just as well as soft drink.  It also takes less time to say.”  Steven 

added.   

The laziness of the comment was outstanding.     

Brad laughed.  

“Suck it, Tracey!” 

There was a brief pause in conversation.  Some were trying to catch their breath, some 

simply pondering.   

One thing about us is that nothing was awkward.  An uncomfortable situation 

hadn’t arisen since the first time we met back when we were zoo animals/in ninth grade.  

I don’t even think I’d even heard the word awkward come out of one of their mouths in 

the three-plus years I’d known them.  As far I’m concerned, somebody could have 

unbuttoned their pants in the middle of the circle and dropped them for no reason, and 

we’d: 

1. Look passed it like nothing happened.   
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or 

2. Develop a whole discussion around it.  

 

Stick that in your awkward pipe and smoke it.   

I bridged the conversation. 

“If only those idiots had fallen into your old pool on their way out of the house.  Would 

have bought the cops some time.”  I said.   

Michelle kind of laughed. 

“Oh my god, remember when you pushed Walter into the pool when it was all green?”  

Bella asked John.  

He exploded into laughter.   

“Yes!  When was that, anyway?  Summer of tenth?”   

Laughter broke up his question. 

“Yes.”  Walter responded while he remained in disgust. 

“Of course, the trendsetter that is Brielle had to jump in right after him.”  Summer added.     

It stopped laughing and just recalled that day.  It was like I was on pause.   

I was in the room, but I wasn’t.   

The picture of Brielle throwing off her clothes and making the plunge into the 

swamp equivalent was vivid.  She might as well have been in the room with us.   

I was snapped out of it by Summer. 

“Just so you boys know; that was the cutest thing you’ve ever done with us.” She said. 

Feel-good-family moment over courtesy of Brad Braker, in one, two and…three. 

He smirked.   

“Sick.”  

 

 

* 
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Sunday, June 20
th

, 2011 – 2:30PM 

 We spent the rest of the night talking about times passed and Brielle.  My friends 

and I left Alex’s house with a concluding feeling:  something was missing. 

That was fairly obvious but we hadn’t spent time like that together for a long time and it 

was a blast, but we were missing a piece of the puzzle, a piece of ourselves, if you will.   

“Should I be going to school tomorrow?”  I asked my parents as I was helping with the 

boxes.   

“Have the police not told you to?”  My mom asked me. 

“No, why would they?”  I responded with another question. 

“Well, I think it would be a little suspicious if eleven kids that socialize in the same group 

didn’t decide to show up.  Especially if someone who was recently kidnapped.”  She 

pointed out.   

My mom was a clinical psychologist.  Clearly she’d been analyzing everyones’s potential 

reactions already.  Everybody would already know Brielle was missing because of the 

Facebook post.   

I sent out some quick texts to confirm that others would be attending school the next day.  

“Marko,” my dad called from the basement, “come down and help me!”   

“Go help him.”  My mom said.   

“Coming!”  I yelled down to him. 

 I walked down the stairs into my basement.   

My dad was packing a box labeled basement.   

“Where’s Matt?”  I asked. 

“At a friend’s house studying.”   

Normally I’d complain that he got to do nothing but one, he was studying already and 

two, my exams were completely cancelled.   

“Take this box and label it basement toys, and put your mini-sticks and Xbox in it.”  My 

dad instructed. 

“’Basement toys’ sounds mildly juvenile but okay.”  I responded and got to work.   

I began by untangling all the wires so I could organize everything in the box.  Removing 

each section of wire from the tangle was like a timeline, every few centimeters, becoming 

clearer and clearer.   
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The nights where I’d cried due to severity of laughter while gaming with the guys.   

The nights where I sat alone on the very couch I was kneeling next to, playing by myself, 

wishing I had been invited to the party happening that night.   

As I took a second to observe the motionless furniture, I began to ponder what 

hindsight really meant.  I looked at the couch and I didn’t see a piece of furniture that you 

sat on.   

I saw a collection of memories.  

Since the dawn of humanity, we’d been creating tools to make our lives easier.  This will 

sound ridiculous, but, that couch meant so much more than its identity of a means of 

relaxation.  It was an accessory to my celebrations of life and also the misunderstandings 

of it.   

It held up my enjoyment and supported me when nobody else would. 

I began dismantling the mini-stick nets.  My brother and I, when we were younger, took 

these things to town.   

It was fair to say that they’d be used extensively.   

Chunks of plastic out of the posts, sticks that were taped halfway down the shaft because, 

when you’re in the heat of battle, you forget that plastic has a breaking point.  

Once I finished breaking the nets down, I proceeded to place then in the box 

marked basement toys.  I grabbed the scotch tape from the table next to the couch.   

I closed the box and taped it at the center seam.   

I took a Sharpie and checked off the generic basement section written on the cardboard 

then I figured it out.   

We tend to leave marks behind on things without recollection.   

Only in hindsight we realize they too have left their marks on us. 

 

 

* 
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3:10PM 

 Once I finished helping my dad getting the boxes organized, I walked upstairs and 

sat on the couch.  Based on the text messages I’d received, everyone would be at school 

the following day.  We all knew nothing would be done in class; we just needed to show 

up and be placeholders.   

How was your night?  Sarah texted.   

A reminder.  I responded.  

 I sat in front of the blank TV and the nostalgia began to flood in all at once.  Once 

people get to high school, they complain and whine about how much work everything is 

and how they wished they were seven years old again.  

 That’s not nostalgia.  That’s reality.  

 I think I speak for a lot of people when I say that one of the first signs of maturity 

is the ability to experience nostalgia and not only longing for the past, but appreciating it.  

There’s wishing you were a kid again and then there’s the short story we read in ninth 

grade English.  On the first day in that classroom, no words could describe how chaotic it 

was.  It seemed like there was no hope in that class until we were about half way through 

the reading.   

 The story was titled The Soccer Game, and like other short stories, was 

completely random until the last line was reached.  It started out by introducing a seven-

year old boy during the warm-up at his soccer game.  You’d think it would be hard for 

forty-something year old adult to write from the perspective of a child but the author did 

it with a smooth precision without sounding too creepy.  The boy was frolicking like a 

typical seven-year old with no aspirations or worries until he saw her.   

On the opposing team, there was this girl he had never seen before.  It was his 

second season playing and he couldn’t recall whether he’d played against her before.  (Of 

course, the competition was low at that age so boys and girls played together.)  Anyway, 

they made eye contact and they both stepped aside from their drill to avoid getting run 

over by other team mates.   

Obviously it wasn’t anything arousing.  

They were seven.   
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There are just some things that are pleasing to the human eye and for the boy; this 

girl was one of them.  They both ended up walking towards the center circle.  They 

looked at each other for a few moments then the girl smiled at him and he couldn’t 

handle it.  At this point, the class was mesmerized and completely quiet.   

This teacher knew what she was doing after all.   

 After not being able to maintain eye contact with the girl, the boy quickly looked 

at the ground to hide his embarrassment.  Upon looking down, he saw something in the 

grass.  He walked a few steps forward and bent down to investigate.   

The girl came over to join him.   

“What are you looking at?”  She asked him.   

She talks like she looks, he thought.   

“Does that look like an ‘I and ‘L’ to you?”  The boy asked.  He was referring to the 

unusual plant and moss formation in the turf.  The two weirdly shaped plant-letters were 

side by side.  They both went to examine the growth further by touching it.  Their hands 

met, his on top of hers.  They looked up at each other in surprise, girl smiling again, boy 

turning bright red.  She was about to say something but her coach called her in. 

“Taylor!  Come get ready for the game.”  He hollered.   

The two shared a glance then she ran off.   

 For the rest of the season, the boy looked forward to playing her team.  He learned 

to smile at her while they were playing but neither of them let up during the games.  They 

battled for the ball with intensity but laughed together if one fell, or made a bad pass.  

The last game before she stopped showing up, she had fallen and he kicked the ball out of 

bounds so he could help her up.  

 There were only four teams in the league so he noticed when her absences began 

increasing.  One game, he noticed parents on the other team crying and holding each 

other.  Our teacher had to prod us toward the inference that she had been diagnosed with 

cancer.  The boy’s parents or coach never told him the truth as to why she hadn’t been 

playing.  They just said “She’s sick, but she’ll be better.”   

 The girl had passed away the morning of the final game in late August.  (This 

event in the story later fueled a gigantic debate on how to explain death to a seven-year 

old.)   
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 All the boy was told was that she was in a better place and all he asked was if he 

could go see her there.  The parents avoided the question so he began thinking about the 

growth in the center of the field.  The author was vague about what happened between 

seasons but it was made apparent that the boy’s thoughts were dominated by that growth.  

He determined some rudimentary definition of death on his own and at first, he was hurt 

but he came to terms with it.   

His thought process was never totally revealed but I think what he did during the 

first game of the next season is a true indication of the unique ability we’ve been given, 

and that ladies and gentlemen, is to love - no matter what age you are. 

  

The boy went to the side of the field and picked the most appealing dandelion out 

of the ground.  He walked slowly toward the center circle and knelt down where the 

growth was rooted to the earth, untouched.  He carefully ripped the dandelion a little 

more than half way up the stem and placed the pieces beside the unusual growth. 

The torn dandelion formed a ‘Y’ in the grass.   

 

             

   

* 

      

 

 

3.51 Uhr 

“We’ve got one move left.”  Brielle overheard the men talking in another room.  

She didn’t even bother trying to determine where she was.  In fact, she thought it was 

becoming more of a joke than anything.  The botched status update, the lack of any 

physical destruction of anything or anybody.  She was getting bored, but, that feeling 

evaporated quickly.   

“Two days is all we have.” Fleisher said with the first tone of desperation Brielle had 

heard in his voice.   

Brielle assumed that didn’t include that Sunday.   
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Something was going to happen Wednesday and she was about to find out what. 

“What about the rest of the plan?”  Drozdov asked in dismay.   

“We’ve made too many errors and they’re learning quicker than we can recover.”  

Fleisher responded.   

Brielle still wanted to throw up when he spoke.   

“Will Sinclair still be under police surveillance?”  Drozdov asked. 

“Yes, you will have to compensate for that inconvenience.”  Fleisher responded coldly.   

Brielle wanted to know why Bella’s father’s name was mentioned.   

She spoke up.  

“What do you want with her dad?”  She asked aloud as confident as possible.   

She heard footsteps.   

Fleisher appeared in the door.   

He studied her carefully then began making his way into the room. 

“Brielle, do you by chance know what a PTRS-41 is?”  He asked her. 

She said nothing. 

“It’s a rifle, Brielle.  During the Second World War, they were capable of destroying tank 

armour.”   

She didn’t budge. 

“In fifty-two hours from now, Drozdov here is going to send a bullet travelling at 3,700 

feet per second through the body of Mr. Sinclair. His body will be unrecognizable after 

the fact.”   

Brielle’s face was pale.   

She shook her head without blinking her eyes.   

“As for you, you, Miss Donnelly, will learn temporarily that to a blade, beauty is truly 

skin deep.” 

 

 

* 

 

 

 



   

  140 

 

5:02PM 

 The line had been dead for close to seven hours as far as the police were 

concerned.  The last I heard was that they had concluded their investigation of Michelle’s 

old house and of course it turned up nothing.  They concluded that the next position 

wouldn’t be as easy to locate.   

They wouldn’t make the same mistake twice. 

 I sat on the deck quietly, phone in hand, watching the squirrels chasing one 

another from branch to branch.  It amazed me how their life never got more complex than 

survive.  Eat, sleep, procreate and survive.  I guess you could argue that it was the same 

for humans.  

If only it wasn’t for the contradiction between our logic and emotion.   

The thing about squirrels is that they didn’t have to think, they just had to react, mostly 

based off instinct.  Every single moment of their existence was life or death.  And to 

think, when I was a kid, I thought they were playing.   

Here’s a question: 

If there is no straight-up underlined purpose for our existence, why were we even given 

survival instincts?   

Better yet, why were we given the will to live if there was no point to life?   

The only answer that I have for that is that maybe, just maybe, there is a point.  Maybe all 

the stardust inside of us that made life possible has its own purpose and the sum of all our 

existence has a perpetual finish-line.   

Talk about oxymorons.     

   My phone lit up in my lap but its light was no match for the sun despite having 

begun its journey toward the horizon.   

It was Sarah.   

What are you up too?  

Watching squirrels screw around in the trees.  Care to join?  I responded. 

I got up and opened the back door.   

“Mom, can Sarah come over after dinner?”  I hollered into the house. 

My brother whistled the sexy whistle.   
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“I’m telling her you did that.”  I called to my brother. 

“Yes, Marko, but why doesn’t she come over for dinner?”  My mom responded. 

“I think I’d rather put the feast down with one set of X-chromosomes, tonight.”  I 

responded. 

“Faggot.”  My brother called again. 

My dad joined in. 

“All you had to say was ‘no.’” 

 

 

* 

 

 

7:29PM 

 I did what I set out to do in annihilating the remains of a cow in the form of a 

steak.  If you didn’t know me, you’d have thought I’d been waging World War Three at 

the dinner table from the way I described it. 

Of course, I saw her walk up to the door through the reflection of a painting and 

she rang the doorbell when she could have easily just opened the screened-door and 

walked in.   

“Hello.”  She called from the front door. 

My mom got excited like she usually did. 

“Sarah!”  She said while walking to the front door.   

I followed sheepishly. 

Don’t hug her, don’t hug her, don’t hug her.   

She hugged her.   

Sarah giggled.   

“He hasn’t been dragging you through this Brielle business too much, has he?”  My mom 

asked.  She liked Brielle but she asked the question as if the situation was a burden.   

Not too much of an oversight, actually.   

“Brenda, that’s enough.”  I said.   

Brenda = my mom. 
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“Oh, Marko.  Give it a rest.  I refuse to respond to you when you refer to me by my first 

name.  This is a matriarchal house!”  She said as she walked back toward the living room.   

Dom laughed. 

“What’s matriarchal mean?”  Sarah whispered to me. 

“In the context she just used it in, a joke.”  I whispered back. 

“Heard that.  Marko, what did I say about releasing your inner radical feminist?”  My 

mom asked from the living room.   

She thought she was hilarious.   

We walked through the door to the backyard.   

I closed the sliding door behind me. 

“She’s funny!”  She said.   

Then she laid one on me.   

I backed up.   

“Don’t ever refer to my mom then kiss me post-reference, ever again.”  I said in quite 

obvious disgust.   

“Mommy!”  She said, and then puckered up.   

“Stop…”  I said.  

 I walked over to the deck chair and lay down.  

“Fell free to join me after you’re done with Incest Theatre.”  I said. 

She tippy-toed over to the deck chair and stood still.  

“Any time, lady.  The sun is in the process of setting.”  I taunted.   

“I’m looking for the squirrels you were talking about.  I was promised squirrels.”  She 

replied. 

“You’ll hear the branches rustle in the dark and you’ll regret ever asking about squirrels.”  

I said.   

She was revolted.   

“Ew, Marko.”  She uttered.  

“You’ve got your dirty incest jokes and I’ve got squirrel sex.  Are we even?”   

“I guess so.”  She sat down and then snuggled up next to me. 

The sun was behind the trees but golden rays still managed to force themselves through 

the cracks.  My nose was in Sarah’s hair.   
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It was a heartwarming smell.  

“Are you purposely smelling my hair?”  She asked me.  She was facing away from me. 

“Maybe.”  I responded.  

I passed my fingers over her arm.  Goosebumps were scattered all over them.   

It was getting cold. 

“Cold?”  I asked her.   

She nodded.   

The squirrel continued chasing the other without faltering.   

“The things I do for you.”  I said while getting up.   

I walked over to the yard box and pulled out a blanket big enough for both of us to fit 

under it. 

I laid it on her and then got under it myself. 

“Better?”  I asked. 

She turned over slightly and kissed me on the forehead. 

“Thank you.”  She said.  

A few minutes later after being quiet, she asked the question that had been hanging over 

my head. 

“Where will they go next?” 

I had been thinking about it already. 

“I’d say Clover Point.”  I responded. 

“The beach?  Why there?” 

“We’ve spent a lot of time there together.”   

“It’s kind of open for them to do anything important, don’t you think?”  She asked. 

“Yeah, I’ve been considering that.”   

She said nothing. 

“There’s the baseball field, too, but, I don’t they’ll go there.”  I said.   

It was a gut-feeling. 

Again, she said nothing.   

I didn’t invite her over to talk about Brielle.   

I invited her to talk.  

“Too bad we can’t be at a beach right now.”  I said after a minute.  
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“Why’s that?”  She enquired. 

“The sunset would be unreal.”  I told her.   

She giggled.   

“What?”  I wondered out loud. 

“You managed to turn something semi-romantic into unreal.”  She responded, still 

giggling a little.   

It ended up turning into a full-scale laugh. 

“I don’t know how you do it.”  She said, catching her breath. 

“Do what?”  

“Make me so happy.”  She responded.   

I smiled.   

I was going to respond but she continued. 

“Remember when I made the first move?”  She asked.   

I was baffled at first.   

“What do you mean?  First Move?”  I asked.   

I had an idea of what she was talking about.  It was about week two into our relationship 

when she spun me around and kissed me at my locker.   

Pre-mature?   

She turned and waited for the smile to spread across my face. 

“And how I told you that I liked you?  You can’t forget that either.”  She said.   

She was glowing. 

“Yeah, despite the fact that you sat down at our table, took my hand and whispered it into 

my ear like a five-year-old, it was cute.”  I said.   

It finally occurred to me.  I had never told her in three words that I liked her back.  

It was always implied. 

She turned to me and she waited it for it.  The Sun’s light reflected off her eyes.   

I didn’t stand a chance.  The squirrel had finally caught the other one that it had been 

chasing.  They sat calmly side by side on a thick branch.   

“I like you, too.”     

I guess that’s four words. 
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8:31PM 

 “When do you have to be home?”  I asked her.   

The Sun was largely out of sight and darkness was beginning to take the air.     

“Well, if I listened to my mom, ten, but if not, never.”  She said.   

I laughed. 

She took out her phone to ask her mom if she could stay over. 

“What if everything was ‘never’?”  I asked.  The question wasn’t directed at her but; it 

may as well have been seeing that she was the only one within earshot.  

“We’d still live in caves, rub sticks together for fire and tenth grade math would be non-

existent.”  She replied.   

She seemed adverse to the first two things but clearly okay with the last one. 

“What would be so bad about the first two things?  I mean, obviously you’d periodically 

freeze your ass off and have a shorter life, but, what if you didn’t know any better?”   

She thought about it.   

It was getting a bit colder but there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. 

“You got me.  What are you getting at?”   

“It was so simple being a caveman.  The goal was to survive and that was it.  Now we do 

all this ‘developing’ and ‘evolving’ stuff.”  I prodded. 

“You think we know too much?”   

As you can probably tell, this was no ordinary sixteen-year old.   

“Bingo, but, what we know is too much for us to handle.”  I said.  

“We’re so smart, we’re dumb?”  She simplified it.   

“More like the opposite.  I like to think of humanity as handing an eight-month-old baby 

the detonation switch for a nuke, humanity being the baby.” I said.   

That made her laugh. 

“Okay, anti-humanist, what do you propose we do?”  She asked me. 

“Find out a way to handle what we’ve gotten ourselves into, or get stupid, quickly.”   

“You think?  Should we forget about going up there, too?”  Her eyes pointed toward the 

sky which, despite light pollution, was marked with stars.   

“No, but knowing us, we’d be going up for resources.”  I said, shedding light on the 

human tendency to be extremely selfish.   
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Sure, there are individuals who are altruistic, but there were also people who are self-

centered and the problem is: 

 Everybody wants a piece of the cake.   

“I don’t know if I agree with you, but hey, I’m still supposed to see stuff through rose 

colored goggles.”  She said, absolutely sure that she had used the expression correctly.   

I laughed. 

“Glasses?”  I corrected, sarcastically. 

“What did I say?”  She asked, caught off guard. 

“Goggles.”   

“What’s the difference?”  She asked, a little offended.   

“Fine.  They’re both related to vision so I’ll give it to you.”   

Another kiss. 

“Thank you.”  She said, smiling.   

“As I was saying, remember that ninety-four you got on that science test?”  I asked. 

“Of course!  I’m amazing.”  

“And, the sixty-two you got in the next unit?” 

“Yes.”  She grunted 

 “So, basically, you’re amazing and slightly less amazing at the same time.” 

“Average, you mean?”  She was bang-on.   

“Yes!  Basically, the amazing is out in front but the slightly less amazing hinders its 

progress.”  I explained. 

She must have thought I was calling her average so I told her the truth. 

“I don’t think I’ve ever had a hundred.”  

She frowned, tilted her head and bit her lip and waited for me to finish speaking. 

 “Until I met you.”   

 

 

* 
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10:22PM  

 Realizing Dom was asleep on the couch; Brenda turned the TV off and went over 

to check on Marko and Sarah.  She opened the deck door and found them asleep on the 

one of the lawn chairs, her head on his chest.  With Matt, Brenda would be more 

suspicious of shenanigans.   

Marko was a different story. 

She checked the thermometer.   

Sixteen, she thought.  If they got cold, they’d go in. 

She went over to pull the blanket over their feet.  She took one more look at the two kids 

before she walked inside, leaving the door unlocked.  
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Monday, June 21
st
, 2011 – 7:35AM 

 I woke up with the Sun beating down on my face, bright and hot.  There was also 

a girl still breathing heavily with her head on my chest so I started playing with her hair.   

She giggled. 

“We have to go to school, don’t we?”  She mumbled. 

“Rise and shine!”  I said with a massive amount of sarcasm.   

She groaned. 

“My first sleepover with a boy and I’m sixteen. I’m out of control.”  She joked as she 

pulled the blanket off.   

She sat up and looked at her phone. 

“You’re not in trouble are you?”  I asked, suddenly feeling like a pedophile.  

“Nope, but let’s get going.  Forget showers.”  She said.   

“Dirtbag, but agreed.”  I responded. 

 We walked into the house and were greeted by my mom. 

“Good morning, children.”  She said.   

No expression of sarcasm/suspicion/angst was on her face.          

“Good morning!”  Sarah said in her, perky parent-pleasing tone. 

“Was your mom okay with your sleeping arrangement last night, Sarah?”  My mom 

asked.  I had won some serious trust points from that girl’s parents and I wasn’t below 

respecting it. 

“Of course.”  She said without looking at me. 

“Okay, I’m assuming you two need a drive to school?”  She asked/offered. 

“Please.”  I accepted. 

“Before that happens, Marko, please do something with your hair.”  She said at me, 

beginning to laugh.   

Sarah looked up at my head and started laughing too.  

I travelled swiftly to the washroom and looked in the mirror. 

Damnit.   
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7:57AM 

I walked into the front door of the school with only minutes to spare.  I figured 

that it was a do-nothing week but I still had the built-in urgency to get to class on time.   

I was so focused on getting to class that I didn’t even realize that I had kissed Sarah 

goodbye.   I turned into the English hall when the bell went.   

Great. 

I walked into the class just before the anthem began.  Dr. Holden looked at me and 

somehow I took her expression as I’m aware of the situation and there’s no need to bring 

attention to it.  By the way, good morning.  

 Theoretically, the anthem in the morning was supposed to be a reminder of why 

we were able to stand where we were and who created that opportunity but all I could 

think about was the situation.  It was my first chance to look around to see if anybody 

was on edge or suspicious.  It seemed like a normal morning but, then again, anthem time 

was a no-talking affair.  As soon as the anthem was over, the conversation started. 

“Are they going to kill her?” was the mantra going around the class.   

+I guessed everyone was aware of the basic details   

Dr. Holden spoke up.   

“Seeing that it seems like everybody would like to discuss the same thing, let’s discuss.” 

Six or seven all started talking at once.  

“Woah, woah, woah!  One at a time and I’m only accepting comments and questions 

from those with their arms extended vertically.”  She said as she literally put her hand up. 

I assumed to model the correct procedure.  

The same six or seven raised their hands.  

“Laura.”  Dr. Holden chose. 

“Are they going to kill her?”  She asked, anxiously.  

“Just because I have a PhD does not mean I am capable of reading the mind of a 

psychopath.”   The teacher responded.  

I looked over at Allie and Brad and saw that they were being as timid as I was.  Everyone 

else was engaged besides us, meaning that we were about to draw some attention.  

Laura looked back at us.   

Shit. 
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“Aren’t you guys worried about this?”  She asked in our direction.   

Allie and I looked down at ours desks.   

Brad had other plans.   

“I want to know that every adult in this city isn’t buying into their shit.” 

The class, including Allie and I stared him in something compared to surprise.   

Not because he swore, but because he spoke up.   

Brad didn’t stand up for something unless it truly meant something to him.  My look 

changed smoothly from surprised to content.   

Before I knew it, Allie was sporting a toothless grin. 

Dr. Holden responded by putting her hand up which she did sometimes when she felt the 

authority was appropriately flipped.   

Brad loosened up. 

“Yes, Doctor.”   

“As an adult in this community, I have listened to and read their claims and I can assure 

you that I know that this is not Mr. Sinclair’s fault.  I would be ludicrous to believe that.”  

She finished. 

“Good.”  He said.   

Slowly the attention was drawn away from us.   

Anything English-related was postponed until the next day.  

 

 

* 

 

 

9:19AM 

 After class ended, Brad and Allie went to their locker which is something they 

rarely did after first period.   

Clearly, they didn’t want to go to the caf.    

Neither did I, but I went anyway.   

I took the back route to avoid as much attention as possible.  I met Michelle who was 

about to attempt the same thing.  She laughed when she saw me. 
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“I’m shitting my pants.”  She said. 

“Disgusting.”  I replied.   

She lazily rolled her eyes. 

“Do you think they’re going to notice us?”   

“Let’s test that out.  Avoid eye contact.”   

I wasn’t even sure if people would even pay attention.   

We were about to find out in twenty steps.  

Once I was visible, the talking began and heads turned.   

“Look, Michelle and Marko.” Or “They know stuff.”  Were the only two things I heard 

from the gaggle.  I avoided making eye contact with anybody looked at the place where 

we usually sat.  There were other eleventh graders there but none from our group.   

Michelle’s glance in my direction asked: do we sit down?  I nodded toward the table, 

doing my best without adding facial expression.   

We walked over and sat down. 

“Where is everyone?”  I asked her.   

She showed me her phone.   

All the text messages were related to being unsure about going to the caf.   

“Tell them to come.”  I said.   

She got busy texting. 

I looked over Michelle’s shoulder toward the tenth grade table and caught Sarah’s eye.   

I nodded at her to sit with us.   

She got up and walked over.  

“What’s the deal at your table?”  Michelle asked her as she sat down. 

“They have a million questions for me and even more for you guys.”  She said.   

I caught her eyes. 

“Do you think you could tell them that we don’t know more than they do?”  I asked. 

She nodded and started to get up but Michelle stopped her. 

“Sarah, stay with us.”  She said. 

“Yeah, kid,” I agreed, “you’re one of us now.”   

She smiled. 

Thanks to her body language, we were losing some of the unwanted attention.   
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“If you think about it, though, we really don’t know much more than them.  Giving them 

anything would just make them ask more questions.”  I said.   

Sarah was about to say something when they began to timidly file in. 

“Don’t come in all at once or anything.”  I whispered sarcastically under my breath.  

There was more head turning.   

Under the table, my hand was grabbed and fingers slipped between mine.   

How did she always know?   

Everybody except Bella sat down at the table.  I asked where she was. 

“She’s at home.”  Francesca answered.   

“Did the cops tell her to stay?”  Alex asked. 

She didn’t know. 

To kill awkward time (about 150 people staring and talking about us while we said 

nothing), here’s how a normal conversation would have fused with our then current 

situation. 

“Yo, did anybody see Brielle get ‘napped on Saturday morning?” 

“No, what happened?” 

“I was passed out, but apparently it was so sick!”   

I kissed Sarah on the cheek and hopped off to Biology. 

Without Brielle. 

 

 

* 

 

 

12:06PM 

 Biology and Chemistry went smoothly with little to no interruption or grilling on 

what I knew about Brielle.   

I was with Francesca at my locker when I was called to the office. 

“Marko Szpenova to the office, please.  Marko Szpenova to the office.  Thank you.” 

Francesca looked at me suddenly. 

“Think it’s something bad?”  She asked me. 
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“We would’ve gotten texts if it was serious.”  I said without looking her in the eye. 

She nodded in agreement.  I walked her to the entrance of the cafeteria, told her I’d be at 

the table soon and walked toward the office.  After turning the corner to the main 

entrance hallway, I saw the unmarked police cruiser parked in front of the school and 

soon enough, I saw Detective Richards casually sitting in the waiting room.  I walked 

into the office and the secretary recognized me right away. 

“Detective Richards is in the waiting room.”  She whispered to me.   

The school was doing a great job of keeping things subtle.  Too bad subtly had already 

been blown out by the explosion of a blank from a handgun.    

The detective addressed me at the entrance way.   

She was dressed extremely casually, comparable to what my mom wore on Saturdays.   

“Good afternoon, Marko.  How is school?”  She asked.   

That annoyed me. 

“Great, how’s Brielle?”  I said with some edge.   

I wanted it to be to the point.  

“We’re at just as much of a stalemate as you are.”  She defended, quietly.   

“Okay, so why are you here?”  I questioned, once again attempting to get to the point.   

“We’ve got agents sweeping the school as we speak.”  She said matter-of-factly.   

That caught me, but, my sarcastic side was dominant. 

“We already have janitors.”   

She laughed then brought the hammer down. 

“Nice chat you and Francesca had at your locker which is number 202, might I add.  You 

seemed a little too confident when you explained to her that the paging wasn’t a serious 

issue.”  She listed. 

“What’s your point?”  I asked her.   

“Your fly was down, and it still is.”  

I wouldn’t be surprised if my face was a tomato.  

“The beach or baseball diamond, correct?”  She attempted to confirm.   

“You got it.” I said, still trying to act confident.   

She concluded the meeting by proving the weakness of the male ego in the face of female 

intuition.   
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She got up.  As she walked toward the door, I saw a paint company’s van drive slowly by 

the school. 

“I’ve got it.  You don’t.”  She said, pointing to my crotch.   

The door closed behind her. 

 

     

* 

 

 

12.08 Uhr  

 Brielle’s mouth had been taped shut for twenty minutes.  Fleisher finally removed 

her blindfold.   

She was still tied at the wrists and ankles.    

It was dark everywhere in the vehicle except for a ten by five inch opening paned 

by glass in the interior.   

She was squealing but the thick duct tape apprehended the tongue mechanic necessary to 

speak.   

“Have we reached the school?”  Fleisher asked from the bench he was sitting on.   

The vehicle slowed.   

“We’re in front of the sign now.”  Drozdov proclaimed. 

Fleisher aggressively relocated Brielle so that she could peer through the glass in the 

metal frame.   

“Make all the wide-eyed grimaces your heart desires.”  Fleischer said.  Brielle assumed 

that was German-Prick for “It is one way glass.” 

She peered out the window and tears began to fall down to her face.   

They were pouring when she saw the Lambrick Park Secondary sign.   

She had been in deep pain when Fleisher had previously discussed her fate.   

She was numb sitting in that van.   

She didn’t even feel the tears crossing her cheeks. 

They were passing the main bulk of the building when she caught a glance of 

what must have been the waiting room of the main office.  Through her tears, she 
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observed a brown-haired woman leave the room, leaving a brown-haired boy by himself, 

facing outside.    

She began sobbing behind her sealed lips.  Even though the van with Painted Inc on its 

exterior was no longer in sight of the school, Brielle was still sure of whom she had seen.  

Marko’s features were very clear through the opacity of her tears.      

 

 

 

* 

 

 

12:59PM 

 After my awkward encounter with the detective, I joined my friends at the table 

and we enjoyed an unofficial question period instead of a lunch.   

We couldn’t answer much without giving away valuable information.   

Conclusion: 

Being in the spotlight in that type of situation isn’t where you want to be. 

  I was at my locker alone and I remembered that Bella, who was supposed to be in 

my Business class, was at home.   

I decided to text her. 

What’s up, truant? ;)  

I tried to keep it as light as possible.  I slipped my phone back into my pocket, closed my 

locker, locket it, then began my forty second stroll to my final class and the last one 

you’re going to hear about.   

 I turned into the hall where my class was located and my right pocket vibrated.   

I pulled the phone out and read Bella’s response. 

Nervous.  Aren’t you?  I mean you were almost murdered two days ago.     

I almost laughed in the middle of the hallway.  A recap of the past three days would have 

given anybody a heart attack that was over the age of sixty-five. 

I responded. 
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I’m still walking and so are you.  Seriously, what do you think could possibly happen?  

Your house is under heavy surveillance and there are agents all over the place.  If my 

own ass walked within a thousand feet of your property, I’d be an ass short. 

She responded quickly. 

Lol.  I just miss my dad and I’m worried about him.  He doesn’t come home with the 

convoy until 7.   

If I rolled my eyes any slower, I would’ve walked right into the closed door of my 

business class. 

There was a note on the door. 

Supervised study period.   

 

* 

 

9:41PM 

 The rest of the day was essentially a write-off seeing that homework or studying 

were no longer pertinent until the following September.   

Essentially a write-off, minus the mass text we received that evening from the police: 

 Agents swept Lambrick Park High School today and the results were clean.  Due 

to the little action and negative leads, we have reason to believe this thing might go on 

for an extended period of time, passed the date of which one of our constituents leaves 

the country.  We’re continuing our effort to sway American Immigration to possibly 

extend the notice period but it seems futile at this point and time.  We ask that you keep 

your phones charged as we need to be in constant contact with all of you at all times.   

Hang in there, 

R. 

It was the first time Richards signed her initials at the end of a caution message. 

It was also the last.   

 

 

* 
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Tuesday, June 21
st
, 2011 – 3:02PM 

 The following day was essentially the usual only less people were asking us 

questions and it seemed like panic had plateaued.  Something happens, there’s a freak-out 

period then things slowly start to die down while maintaining some type of edginess.   

We were still on our toes, anyway. 

 The only thing that was different about the bus ride home was that there was an 

unmarked patrol car following the bus.  Allie, Steven and I were the only grade eleven 

students on the bus and we sat silently.  The rest of what summed up the student body 

was making up for the silence, either commenting on the police escort or discussing the 

badass aspect of being in the same bus as people who were involved in a serious police 

investigation. 

“Marko’s been famous before, but, I feel a bit like Ke$ha right now.”  Allie pointed out. 

She was one, referring to the video I made that got over 500,000 views on YouTube and 

second, that significant other that shouldn’t be significant.  

“You’re not Ke$ha.”  Steven replied sort of rolling his eyes.  

“Hold on a tick.  She might have a point.”  I rescinded. 

“I’m not saying you’re good at singing or anything but you’re Ke$ha minus the bad 

singing part and a few other things that probably shouldn’t be said.”  Steven said.   

“That and the fact that both us and Ke$ha are ‘famous’ for the wrong reasons.”  I said. 

They laughed quietly at the irony.   

“Hopefully this doesn’t take as long as they’re saying.  I know there’s no for-sure 

timetable because these guys are sick bastards but I’d like to be on a beach somewhere in 

San Jose soon.”  Steven said.  

“Brielle in a bikini.”  Allie said.   

Yes, but…  

“ALLIE – in a bikini.”  I said. 

“Oh baby!”  Steven agreed.     

“Shut up!”  She said while laughing.   

We all broke into laughter.   

“Well,” I said,   

“a beach isn’t a beach without Brielle.”  
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* 

 

 

9:57PM  

 I couldn’t help but feel plateau myself.  While sitting in front of my computer 

screen, the adrenaline that had begun pumping just days ago was now a dripping faucet.  

 I was physically and mentally tired.   

Scrolling through Facebook wasn’t helping my cause, either.  Over those few 

days, I had been on Brielle’s profile more times then I think I’d ever been.   

The support messages were staggering.  Thousands of them lined her profile.   

 As I grew increasingly tired, I longed proportionately for Brielle’s presence and 

I’m sure that’s how the others felt, too.   

My ability to cope was waning.  

I looked at my phone and the text logs I had with my friends.  Some had reached 

thousands of accumulated messages, sent and received.  

I was about to read a message from Walter when my phone vibrated for a call. 

I clicked the answer key.   

“Hello?”  I asked/said into phone. 

“Marko, Its Detective Tomlinson.”   

Finally, a male cop. 

“Hi Detective.” I responded, waiting on an explanation for the call. 

“We’ve asked your parents’ permission to go through your utility phone log and while we 

were doing that, we noticed an incoming call to your cellphone from an unknown 

number, meaning it wasn’t on your contact list or from this area.  Do you know who you 

spoke with?”  He finished with the question. 

“It was Fleisher.”  I responded.   

How did I not think to inform them of that earlier?   

“What was the nature of the conversation?”  Tomlinson asked while maintaining an even 

tone. 
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“He mostly just taunted me but…”  

I remembered he had said something in his native tongue.   

It was pretty blurry but I managed to draw the remainder of the conversation. 

“He said, “I’ll be waiting,” then he spoke in what I think was German.  He hung up after 

that.” 

The other side of the line was silent for a brief moment. 

“Marko, do I have your consent to listen to the recording of the conversation?”  He asked. 

“Go for it.”  I responded.   

“I’m patching the audio through to you.”   

A second later, Fleisher’s voice pulsated through the receiver almost exactly like it had 

three evenings previous.  

After some ten seconds, it finished with: 

“I’ll be waiting,” then the German part that I didn’t understand ended the sentence.  

Tomlinson voice was back on the other end. 

“Was that the correct conversation?”  He asked. 

“Yes.”  

“Okay, since this isn’t CSI: Miami, we need to get a translator and the earliest one can be 

contacted is six AM tomorrow morning.  If the translation is important, you will be 

notified immediately.”  He finished. 

“Okay, but…” I tried to respond.  

The line was already dead. 

 

 

 

 

* 
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Wednesday, June 21
st
, 2011 – 12 hours, 57 minutes 

 I woke up that Wednesday at quarter after six in the morning with a start due to 

my phone going practically off the hook, even though it was a cellphone.   

It was Tomlinson again.   

“Good morning.”  I said with a large amount of sarcasm.   

He ignored that and got to the point.   

Speaking of getting to the point. 

“You said Clover Point was one of the locations that you spent time with your friends, 

right?”  

Shit. 

“Yes.”  I said.   

My heart steadily began to up its pace.  

“The translation was historic German for “Where earth meets water.”  The entire 

sentence reads: “I’ll be waiting where earth meets water.” He finished. 

Two million thoughts tore through my brain in a split second.  

A seizure probably would have helped because I had no idea what to say. 

Tomlinson kept things rolling. 

“Does it make sense that they would take her there?”  He asked. 

Then I remembered. 

Before the party the Friday previous, the last time we had been together as a group 

outside of school was at the Point two or three weeks before.   

Brielle had stormed off after an argument with Alex.  

I recited the story to him. 

“Okay, we have reason to believe these men had previous intelligence on you before they 

escaped from prison.”  He said. 

“What do you mean previous intelligence?”  

“You were being watched for an extended period of time.” 

That somehow didn’t surprise me; Fleisher and Drozdov were the epitome of insane. 

I said nothing. 

“Would taking her there be symbolic in any way?  Would it be significant?”  

I thought about it.  It was our last full time together and Brielle had taken off.   
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I could almost picture Fleisher’s logic: 

She’s left you behind before, but this time, she won’t be coming back. 

I shuddered at the thought.   

“Yes.”  I said finally.   

“Can you place a timeframe on when Brielle could have left the group that day?”  

“It was getting dark so just after seven.”  I did my best.   

The beach closed at six on Wednesday’s and he pointed it out. 

“Well, if they did take her, it would be a standoff between him and us.   

Nobody else would be there.”  He said. 

“What’s your plan?”  I asked.  

“We’ll send a team there at roughly five PM to stakeout.  We’ll make sure we have long-

distance rifle capabilities if the situation becomes aquatic.”   

Basically the Little Mermaid plotline minus a SWAT team.   

“What should we do?”  I asked. 

“Sit tight and be available.  We’re notifying your school of your absences as we speak.” 

Before I could agree to the order, he spoke up. 

“If your symbol theory is correct, it ends tonight.  You’ll be plus-one by eight PM.” 

Call terminated. 

The All-American Rejects had let me down before. 

 

 

* 

 

 

12 Stunden, 56 Minuten 

Through his scope, Drozdov watched the agents escort Mr. Sinclair to his car.   

The rising Sun marks the beginning of day.  

 A bullet will mark the end of one, he thought.   

 Drozdov was perched in a thick pine tree, fifteen-plus feet off the ground.   

He was dressed in a semi-full ghillie suit, virtually invisible in the thick of the pine. 
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He adjusted the safety of the rifle to on as Fleisher’s voice came to life on his headset.  

“Did you get a visual on Sinclair exiting the house?”  He asked. 

“Da.”  Drozdov responded. 

“Have you done your calculations?”  He asked again. 

“They are in the making.”  Drozdov’s accent maintained its density despite speaking 

English. 

“Finish them, Drozdov.” 

“I will, Fleisher.”   

There was a pause. 

“How does it feel to know you’re hours away from dying?”  Fleisher asked. 

“Death is a side-effect of the cause.”  Drozdov responded, nobly. 

“Für Deutschland.”  Fleisher said.   

“Для России.” Drozdov replied.  

 

 

 

 

 

“Reality, although usually predictable, is deceptive.” 

- 

Author 

  

11 Hours, 30 minutes 

 Pat Sinclair took a deep breath as he was looking out of his office window a little 

after seven-thirty that Wednesday morning.  As a member of the Crown’s prosecution 

and a practicing lawyer, he’d been in high pressure situations before.  His personal case 

record was very respectable at eighteen convictions to three cases in which the defense 

succeeded.  One conviction, it seemed, was returning to haunt him.  His wife told him not 

to think that way but he couldn’t help it.  Ever since his daughter’s friend was kidnapped, 

he had somehow come to the conclusion that it was his fault.  There was a ping pong 

game going on in his head, one side would smash the ball saying her life was in danger 
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because of him and the other side would dive to make a return saying that the thought 

was ludicrous.  The reality was that nobody in Victoria had bought what those criminals 

were selling and he had to remind himself of that on a frequent basis. 

The thing about human reality, though, is that it tends to end. 

 

 

* 

 

 

9 hours  

 Waking up with a decent looking girl hanging over your bed is nice.   

Waking up with the most beautiful one in the world is nicer.   

We both smiled.   

“How’d you sleep?”  Sarah asked, pointing to her phone.   

She knew about the six AM call. 

“The VIP life calls early, but well, thank you.”  I responded, extending my arms to 

stretch. 

“May I?”  She asked.   

As in, enter my bed?  Sure.  

 I nodded. 

 She closed the door before hopping in. 

“My entire adult life just flashed before my eyes.  It began with a baby at eighteen and 

continued with a lack of a university degree.  Did I mention that I don’t have a condom?”  

I finished with a question.   

She slowly shook her head. 

“Can we please just cuddle?”  She joked. 

“Who let you in my house?”  I rebutted.   

She put her arms around my neck.  

“Matt.”  

“Oh, how’s he doing?”   

“I don’t know.  He’s your brother.”   
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Matt raised his voice from the living room. 

“I can’t hear anything you’re saying.  Talk louder.”  He said, sarcastically. 

We laughed.   

I squinted at the light coming in from a crack in the curtains. 

“Why didn’t you ever tell me about the phone call?”  She asked. 

“Which?”   

“Fleisher called you, didn’t he?”   

I made the connection. 

“I didn’t think twice about it until one of the detectives called.  My parents were the only 

ones that knew.  A bit of an oversight, I know” I said, lacking complacency. 

She kissed me.   

“It’s okay, bud.  I’m nervous too.”   

I nodded slowly.   

“I haven’t read the latest message.  Did they say anything about bringing us to the 

Point?” 

“They think it’s a theory that’s possible so once they conclude that it’s legitimate; they 

said they’d bring us there.”  Sarah said. 

“Thanks, detective Richards.”  

She pouted.   

“What other girl would have stuck through this?”  She asked, a bit defensively. 

“Well, there’s this one girl I know that’s been all over the news recently that probably 

would have.”  I said. 

Sarah smiled proudly.  Not because she thought I was about to give her credit, but 

because of what was in store.  

“How would you like to meet a famous person?”   

“I’d love to!”  She responded. 

I did too.  

 

 

* 
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7 Stunden, 21 Minuten  

“What did you feel that day on the beach?”  Fleisher asked. 

Brielle’s face was red and a bit blotchy from crying spells.  Accepting your death is one 

thing, but, having to accept it at sixteen is totally another.   

It was like giving up at the start of a race she was winning.   

She would be non-existent to her family and friends in less than eight hours.  The same 

went for everything else, for that matter.   

She ignored his question and substituted it with one of her own. 

“Why 7:12?”  She asked, staring blankly into the blackness.   

“You left the parking lot at that exact time.”  He responded matter-of-factly.   

Brielle shuddered.   

“I know you think we are despicable but if only you could see it from where we do.”   

She saw that as a bad attempt at changing her perspective. 

“Do you honestly think killing me is going to get you anywhere?  I haven’t done 

anything.”  She said, defeated one hundred times over.   

Fleisher knew it was time to unveil the rest of the plan.   

“Does the Cold War mean anything to you?”  He asked her. 

“One mark on a tenth grade history test, why?”  She responded with sharpness. 

One flash of the serrated blade and her rebellion was over once again, hope waning. 

“Well, what your tenth grade teacher failed to tell you was that the Soviet Army had a 

secret weapon.”  He said. 

“Of course.  Nukes.”  She said, like she knew the answer. 

He shook his head. 

“The bombs were no secret, Brielle.  You’re all just very lucky you never invaded Russia 

during that War.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?”  She asked. 

“Was it giant vodka cannon that gave all approaching soldiers alcohol poisoning?”   

She laughed through her tears at her own joke. 

She clenched her subdued fists at the sight of his smile in the dark of the van.   

“The Strelka were the best kept secret in Russian history.”  He continued. 
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“Remember that rifle I was talking about two days ago?” 

“How could I forget?”   

“The Soviet Union was in possession of ballistic physics unthinkable by other countries.”  

Brielle said nothing.   

He went on. 

“Typical NATO snipers have effective distance capability of just over two thousand 

yards.  Can you guess what the Strelka was capable of?” 

“Two thousand and one?”  Brielle responded.   

She took it that Drozdov was a member of the Strelka.   

Fleisher laughed out loud. 

“Over twelve thousand yards.  Limited bullet drop and five hundred percent of NATO’s 

muzzle velocity on their best rifle.”  He finished.   

“You should have been my history teacher.”  She considered what she had just said.   

“The thing is: history kills fascists.”   

He glared at her.   

“And Russians kill fathers.”   

   

* 

 

5 hours, 4 minutes 

 Detective Richards stood in front of twenty-three chairs filled with the same 

number of people.  Some in police uniform, some in full tactical gear, face paint 

included.   

She was about to lead a pre-op.   

“Have you all done your homework?”  She asked the group. 

The entire room nodded.   

“Good.  I’m aware that some of you helped put these bastards away the first time.” 

Again, not CSI: Miami. 

She carried on. 
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“If the kid’s theory is correct, lives will be lost tonight and if we aren’t sharp, it will be 

the wrong ones.”  She paused to let it sink in.  

“We do not have any exact times but this is the best lead we’ve got.  This is a dangerous 

operation, people.  If you don’t want to take the risk, now is the time to back out.”   

Nobody budged. 

“That’s what I like to see.  Questions?”   

Silence. 

“Delta, where is your post?”  She tested. 

The man dressed in faux-foliage cleared his throat and spoke up.   

“Two hundred and twenty-five meters east of the Point in prone position.”  

She looked around the rest of the room.  

“We seem ready.  Prove it.  We depart at approximately 17:00 hours.”   

The room was immediately vacated. 

 

 

* 

  

 

3 Hours, 54 minutes 

“You guys have a million boxes for the size of your family.”  Michelle pointed 

out.  There was barely enough room for twelve of us in that basement.   

“I know, so do you guys want to help load the truck?”  I asked. 

“You’re joking, right?”  Allie asked. 

“Nope, the only person who gets excused is the one making an appearance tonight.”  I 

said. 

“We better get one bad-ass beach vacation.”  John said.   

That was directed at me. 

It was good that morale was up but I was worried that it was built on false hope.   

What I’d proposed about Clover was essentially a guess.   

If Fleisher was as smart as he made us all believe, his ‘earth meeting water’ comment 

could have been as good as a sack of cow dung.   
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It would have worked great as a red herring.   

 The other part of me was wondering if they wanted to be caught, to be martyrs for 

their completely irrational cause.   

He could just as well have stopped at “I’ll be waiting.” 

He didn’t.   

“A beach is one thing; Walter in a bathing suit is another.”  Francesca said, winking at 

him. 

The room erupted with laughter.  Walter directed his middle fingers in all directions.   

I had completely forgotten about everything in California besides the fact that I 

was moving in two days.  Before Brielle was taken, my mom told me that we were five 

minutes away from a ‘pretty’ beach.  My parents had gone down to scope out the 

property a few weeks before that Friday and they took some pictures of the house, but 

none of the beach.  I was modest, but my family had above average wealth, mom having 

been a psych and dad, a bio-chemist.   

Take it from modest-me: the house was nice.             

“Has anybody actually been on their Facebook in the last week?”  Alex asked. 

Surprisingly, not one of us nodded.   

I had only been on Brielle’s.  Not my own.    

“I’ve been getting notifications like you wouldn’t believe.  There’s no point in reading 

them.”  Bella said.   

Her dad was supposed to be public enemy number one, but thankfully, nobody was really 

that stupid. 

After a while, the room broke up into several conversations.   

I ended up with Francesca, Brad and Summer.   

“I feel really violated.”  Summer said. 

Brad and I put our hands in the air. 

“No.  Not now.  Just knowing that they were watching us is disgusting.  They saw me in a 

bathing suit.” 

Brad smirked. 

“More importantly, they saw Walter in a bathing suit.”  He said. 

We laughed.   
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Walter flipped us the bird without turning his head from his conversation.   

“Seriously, though.  Like, do you think they’ve done anything to her?”  Francesca asked 

us. 

“I don’t think so.  It’s not really in their motivation to do that.  They could be threatening 

her but she’s not their target.”  I said. 

“So, they won’t kill her either?”  Francesca asked.     

“We might know soon enough.” Brad took the words out of my mouth.  

At that point, I was impressed with Brad’s change in perspective.  He kept his 

comments to a minimum and when he felt he had to say something, it was still mildly 

respectful.   

Just goes to show that we can all shine; it’s just a question of how long it takes the clouds 

to dissipate.   

 I switched couches to sit beside Sarah. The multiple conversations had fused back 

into one.  

“Marko, I’m wondering why I didn’t stumble upon Sarah before you did.”  Alex said. 

A WTF look hit my face. 

“She’s all yours when I’m gone.”  I said. 

Sarah turned and shot me a glare.  

“No thanks.”  Sarah said.   

I think she was joking.   

The others were laughing despite the weird moment.  

“Once Bella’s dad is no longer a terrorist target, I’m filing for a restraining order.”  She 

said.   

Yup, joking.   

More laughter. 

“When did they say the stakeout was starting?”  Michelle asked. 

“Approximately 17:00 hours.”  Bella said in a mocking of Detective Richards’ voice. 

“A little more than an hour and half.”  Steve said, looking at his phone.   

“Boys, how cool would it be if we got to take part in the operation?”  John asked us.   

“Totally imaginable in COD but I’d have to actually control my own bowels in real life.”  

I said.   
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Brad laughed. 

“That would be sick but we would have to avoid letting Steven anywhere near the 

hostage.”  That was true; Steven did tend to kill us while we were on the same team.   

“Good call.”  Alex said.   

The girls rolled their eyes. 

“Not the time to be talking about killing each other in video games.”  Summer pointed 

out. 

Walter aced it despite lacking sensitivity for the females in the room. 

“Fine, let’s talk about Call of Kitchen: Black Pots.”  

 

 

* 

 

 

3 Stunden, 22 Minuten 

 Any normal human being who spent hours in a tree without moving would have 

succumbed to starvation or thirst.   

Drozdov was not a normal human being.  

 He spent seven years in the secret marksman organization of the Strelka, the most 

conditioned and precise scouts the world never saw.   

He also escaped prison.   

All of these situation where the will to live was engraved into his conscious, his 

existence, yet, he consented to spending the remaining hours of his life focused on ending 

someone else’s.   

The cause.   

He kept reminding himself of it.   

 A car pulled up to the driveway followed by two other black vehicles.  He pulled 

the bolt out, slid it forward then back, loading a round just in case.  His PTRS-7 was no 

ordinary World War II rifle.  It had a 4 by 2 inch touch screen and a digital scope.   

He placed his eye in the scope and several readings came up at once.  The GPS system 

had picked up six heat signatures, including the Sinclair mother.  The crosshair was on 
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her.  He could have taken her life right then and there but she was not the target.  He 

checked the time on the display.  15:59. 

Thirteen minutes short of three hours. 

 

 

* 

 

 

2 hours, 41 minutes 

 Pat Sinclair was reviewing a case when Bella called him on his cell. 

“Hi, Bella.”  He said. 

“When do you think you’ll be home tonight?”  She asked him. 

“Just a little bit after seven.”  He said. 

He heard voices in the background. 

“Where are you right now?” 

“At Marko’s.  Did they tell you about the broadcast they sent out?”  She responded. 

He brought up his email on is laptop.   

Text messages were configured into his email so he saw the message he had read a 

couple hours prior.   

“They’ll be using a decent amount of man-power at the Point tonight.  I think two of the 

agents have to leave guard of your mom to help with the effort.”  He said.   

That fact concerned him.  

“Will she be okay?”  He heard her ask. 

“Two agents will still be on hand.”   

He wasn’t totally convinced of her daughter’s friend’s theory but it was all the police had.   

“I hope Marko is right, Bell.”  He said. 

She let the comment pass.   

“When will you be heading home?”  He heard a bit of unease in his daughter’s voice   

“Just after seven.  Don’t worry kiddo.  This will all be over soon.”  

“Okay.  If it falls through, they want us at the Point so I might not be home when you get 

there.”  She said.   
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“Be careful.  They’ll take care of you.  Just don’t go running off into the middle of a 

firefight.”  He joked but she didn’t laugh. 

“I love you, dad.”   

“I love you, too.” 

He smiled slightly alone in his office.   

“Good luck.”  He said, just before she hung up. 

 

 

* 

 

 

2 hours, 40 minutes 

 Bella hung her phone up and put it back in her pocket. 

“What did he say?”  Allie asked.  

“He’ll be home just after seven.  I won’t be around to see him.”  Bella said confidently.  

A confidence that did not take any unknowns into account.  We can’t even find any other 

complex life anywhere such as ourselves, yet, we’re willing to risk everything.  We’re 

alone and we act like the spotlight is on us.   

 My mom came downstairs to ask about the piano.   

“Marko, are you going to play that thing today?  It needs to be taken apart and packed.”   

She said.   

I looked at all my friends, who, for the most part, stared blankly back. 

With a sinister look on my face, I let go of Sarah’s hand and walked over to the piano and 

sat down on the stool.  I flicked it on and pretended to crack my knuckles.  My fingers 

rested softly on the top of the keys.  I took a deep breath and played the first four entry 

chords of the song.   

“Did you guys know that Jupiter is the largest planet in our solar system?” I asked them 

before I repeated the same four notes.   

They laughed.  My mom was looking at me like I was actually from Jupiter. 
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“Yeah, I went there once and when I came back, there were drops of it in my hair.  So I 

came back to our atmosphere.”  By that time, I had finished playing the intro and they 

had caught on.   

By the third time, they were all in, singing the song that brought us together four years 

previous.   

I took my fingers off of the piano and looked outside.   

Clouds were rolling in.   

 

 

* 

 

 

 

2 Stunden, 19 Minuten  

 Even though they had left the parking garage, the interior of the van was still 

dark.  Fleisher was now in the front seat, driving.  Brielle’s expression was blank.  Any 

attempt she made to erase the onset depression of her end was smothered by the darkness 

that engulfed her.  The only thing that interrupted the silent onslaught was the tiny eye 

hole in the frame of the van.   

She felt the van make a left turn.     

“We’re very close.”  Fleisher said from the driver’s seat. 

Brielle made no attempt to respond. 

“It’s cruel, isn’t it?”  He said.   

She sensed some sincere despair for the first time. 

“What’s cruel?”  She asked. 

“Life.”  He responded.   

“No, actually, you’re cruel and surround yourself with cruelty because of it.”  

It was the first statement of any consideration she’d said in a few hours.   

He played with the idea. 

“My environment is a product of my own being.”   

She didn’t understand.   



   

  174 

“Your statement contradicts our history as a race.  Everything we’ve created.  Everything 

we’ve thought of, everything we’ve envisioned.  All annihilated in one sentence.”  He 

said. 

“What are you talking about?”  Her voice was impatient but she felt nothing.   

“I’m talking about your false perception of our significance.”   

She had nowhere to go, nothing to say.  The floor was his. 

“Do you know what you’re made of, Brielle?  Dust.  Better yet, dirt.  Your muscles, your 

bones, your thoughts.  All made possible by the very thing you walk all over every single 

day.”  He said as he made another turn.   

She was so far gone that his words were positive.   

At least dirt exists. She thought.   

“The chances of that very dirt coming together in precisely the correct combination for us 

to eventually be are alongside none.  It did you the most significant favor just so you 

could walk over it, kick it, and pollute it.”  He was getting closer to human every word 

despite their inhumane quality.  

There was a brief pause. 

“Do you ever feel punished by your own thoughts?”  He asked. 

“Recently, yes.”  She whispered back.   

“Even our thoughts are at war.  Our animal brain is in constant conflict with our logic.  

When logic prevails, we become depressed.  When logic fails, we kill each other.”  He 

said.  “As long as the war is waged inside, it will continue on the outside.”   

He kept talking but she tuned him out.   

She could hear seagulls outside.  

 All her concentration was shifted to the gaggle on the other side of the van wall.   

That tiny slot of light had become Brielle’s own personal Sun.     

  

 

 

* 
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2 Hours, 17 minutes 

Detective Richards was watching officers enter their respective transportation 

vehicles when she heard the thunder. 

“We might be in for a wet affair.”  She said to Greeneley who was standing next to her. 

“I’m married.”  Greeneley responded. 

“Don’t flatter yourself.”  She said. 

Tomlinson came around from one of the armored vehicles.   

“Everybody is strapped in.  What’s our ETD?”   

“Six minutes.  We’ll be in our positions by five PM.”  Richards responded as she adjusted 

her Kevlar vest.   

“On time and we’re about to get shit on.  Perfect.”  Tomlinson complained.   

“We’re about to take out the top guys on the most wanted list and you’re worried about 

rain?”  Richards asked.  

“Keep your head up, Richards.  This is a lead given to us by some seventeen-year-old 

kid.”  Greeneley, who was clearly skeptical, said.   

Richards walked over to the passenger side of one of the idling trucks and opened the 

door.  

“Let’s just hope she’s still alive, okay?” 

 

 

* 

 

 

2 Stunden, 4 minuten 

 Sipping from his water canteen for the first time, Drozdov was relieved of his 

thirst.  The temperature had dropped slightly and he was beginning to notice clouds 

rolling in but there was no wind.   

Not that it would matter. 

 That had been little action around the Sinclair house since the man’s wife had 

arrived home.  Drozdov thought she was a pretty woman and he felt a mild empathy for 

her, a concept that, if he thought of critically, wouldn’t make sense.  Hatred had been 
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carved into his existence.  His freedom was taken away but he failed to understand why.  

No, he refused to understand and now that entire refusal complex had kindled a structure 

that only needed the trigger of his rifle to ignite it. 

Fleisher’s voice went live in Drozdov’s ear.   

“Any activity around the house?”  He asked.   

“Negative.”  Drozdov promptly responded.  

“Fair.  I’m inflating the boat now.”  Fleisher stated. 

“Are you going to communicate with the police before you finish it?”  Drozdov asked. 

“They need to know we are in no need of material collateral but that our intentions are 

purely about redemption for what was taken from us.” 

Brielle’s blood was boiling and he was going to set her off if he said any more of his 

pretentious philosophical bullshit.  

“Killing me isn’t going to change anything!” 

“Change something?”  Fleisher laughed and lifted his eyes off the air pressure gauge.  

Brielle questioned silently. 

“Of course it’ll change nothing.  Nobody ever changes anything.  Change is meaningless.  

Footsteps in sand are erased by the tide as quickly as they are made.   But, for a time, the 

impressions were left.”  He finished.   

Brielle could only look on. 

“The death of one child isn’t much in the Grand Scheme, however...”  He stopped. 

Brielle cringed again. 

“It’ll leave a mark.”  He said.   

Something caught his eye.   

Brielle studied him very carefully as he scouted the distance off to his left.   

A smile slowly crept onto his face.   

He quickly hopped into the back of the van and locked the swinging doors behind him. 

 

 

* 
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2 Hours 

 They had parked their trucks five hundred meters from the parking lot and trotted 

the rest of their journey.  They were now posted up behind the cover of trees and bushes.  

The elevation they were on was about seventy feet higher than the parking lot, giving 

them the height advantage.   

Richards heard the voice in her Blue-Tooth.  

“Our guy just jumped into the back of what must be a stolen paint truck with an inflated 

dingy sitting behind it.”  The scout said into her ear.  He was looking through his scope. 

Richards took out a pair of binoculars.  

“Positive on the van and dingy.  Remember, you don’t have clearance to fire unless he 

becomes a threat.  A clear visual of belligerent behavior is necessary.”  She said into her 

mic. 

“You got it, tiger.”  She heard.   

Jesus Christ, the kid was right.  She thought.   

Greeneley put his hand out in Richards’ direction, a silent signal to pass the binoculars. 

She handed them over. 

“What are they going to do with the dingy?  Go on a booze cruise?”  Tomlinson asked. 

 “We’ll find out soon enough, I guess.”  Greeneley answered.   

 Tomlinson smirked. 

“Why eat a steak when you can have a stakeout?”   

Greeneley and a few of the other tacticians chuckled. 

 

 

* 

 

 

1 Stunden, 54 Minuten  

“They’re here.”   Fleisher said as he pressed his ear piece to the side of his head.   

Drozdov’s concentration was broken by the voice.  He looked at the time.  

5:18. 

“On time like we expected.”  He responded. 
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It had begun to sprinkle where he was but he remained unaffected. 

Fleisher looked through the windshield.  Vehicles continued to drive by the parking lot 

which meant that the road hadn’t yet been shut down.   

Fleisher still had some time.      

“In fifty-two minutes, I will slowly exit the van with the girl over my shoulder.  I will get 

the boat waterborne then I will drive out roughly fifty feet.  From there, the standoff will 

take place.” Fleisher explained.   

Drozdov looked through his scope at the house.  One cruiser remained in the driveway.  

His infra-red told him that there were two people standing on either side of the front door.  

He expected two more agents to arrive with Sinclair.   

“Same plan?”  He asked into his mic.   

“Same plan.”  Fleisher responded.   

 

 

* 

 

 

1 Hour, 39 minutes 

The room was essentially silent until we all received the broadcast.   

All our phones were pulled out with speed.  It read: 

We are currently watching over the beach parking lot and there is a painting company’s 

van with a dingy sitting behind it.  Our scout observed a man jump into the back and 

confirmed his identity to be that of Anton Fleisher.  A visual was not made on Drozdov 

or Donnelly but we have reason to believe they are both in the van.  We will be shutting 

down the street adjacent to the parking lot within the next 38 minutes.  We will notify 

you when your transportation is within 5 minutes of your current position.   

I looked up and noticed that everyone was still reading. 

Bella was the first one to react. 

“Marko, you were right!”  She exclaimed, excitedly. 

“I wasn’t right about anything.  He could have called any one of you and said what he 

did.”  I responded.   The rest began looking up from their phones.  
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“Unreal!”  Alex said.   

“Nice!  My first police standoff.”  John said.   

“Who knew you’d end up on the right side of it?”  Allie retorted.  We laughed.   

“I doubt we’ll be allowed anywhere near what’s actually happening.  They’ll keep us 

back until they’re sure our heads won’t be blown off.”  Brad said. 

“Thank you, Brad.”  John responded, insinuating that Brad ruined it for him. 

“This isn’t about your weird-ass fetishes, it’s about Brielle.”  Summer pointed out.   

John nodded as if he hadn’t thought of that before.   

My mom walked down the stairs. 

“What’s up, guys?”  She asked. 

“Not much, you?”  Brad said.  We all gave him dirty looks. 

“Apologies in advance if it says anything stupid again.”  Allie said. 

“You’re all terrible to each other. Anyway, you were making racket about something 

down here.  What is it?”  She asked from the stairs. 

We all managed to fill her in.   

“They’re gonna let us know when they’re coming, soon.”  Sarah finished the story.   

“That’s excellent!  I’ll go tell your father.”  She said to me.  She went back up the stairs. 

“You’re about to go to a police standoff with two of the most dangerous criminals in 

Canada and she says that.”  Michelle said.   

“Well, you know what they say…”  Walter came in but Brad punched him in the arm.   

We laughed.    

 

 

 

 

* 
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“Forethought we may have, undoubtedly, but not foresight.” 

- 

Napoleon Bonaparte 

 

1 Hour, 17 minutes 

“This situation is sketching me out.”  Francesca said.   

“What’s Josh saying about it?”  Steven asked.  Steven always had a crush on Francesca 

but he wouldn’t ever admit it.   

“Just to be careful.”  She answered. 

“What?  Does he think you’re going to be on the front lines?”  Walter asked.  

“Wouldn’t that be something?”  Alex said, winking at Francesca.   

The guys laughed. 

Francesca leaned over Brad to punch Walter but she just made him flinch instead. 

More laughter.   

The enthusiasm was great but I couldn’t help looking over at Allie, who had only 

said a few words up to that point.  When we made eye contact, she moved her eyes, 

signaling me to go upstairs.  

“I’m going to the washroom.”  She said.   

Conveniently, I didn’t have one in the basement. 

She ran up the stairs.  

“Does anybody want anything to eat or drink?” I asked. 

“A high-profile police arrest and seeing your friend alive for the first time in five days?  

On an empty stomach?  Bring some chips down.”  John said.   

“Coming right up.”  I said as I got up.  Sarah’s look questioned me.  I avoided answering 

to draw attention to what I was going to do. 

I ran up the stairs and Allie was on the couch with my mom.   

“Are you okay?”  My mom asked quietly. 

“I’m fine.  But, I think we’re celebrating too early.”  She whispered.   

“What do you mean?”  I asked her. 

“All they saw was Fleisher get into the van.  They can speculate as much as they want 

about Brielle and Drozdov but it doesn’t mean they’re there.”   



   

  181 

I began to see what she was saying.  

“Where else would they be?”  I asked, trying to dig deeper.   

“I don’t know.  Maybe it’s a distraction.  Maybe they’ve already killed her and they’re 

dragging this out.”   

My mom jumped in. 

“Allie, the police know what they’re doing.  They’ve got what they can under control.” 

That was a pretty naïve statement for a woman whose job it was to read people.   

Allie agreed with her. 

“I guess you’re right.”  She said.   

My mom smiled but Allie didn’t return it. 

I got up and walked into the kitchen for the chips while Allie went back downstairs.   

If Allie’s hunch was right at all, we would have found out the hard way.  

 

 

* 

 

 

1 Hour, 6 minutes 

The task force was still even though it had begun to rain slightly.  Richards 

decided that it was time. 

“Block the intersection lanes for eastbound and westbound traffic on Dallas road.  Divert 

all traffic heading south on St. Charles to Ross Street.”  She said into her mic.   

The blockade took a few moments to set up.   

She used the time to gather her troops.   

“Everybody in.”  She said into her mic.  Bushes began moving and suddenly over twenty 

faint-paint-covered and camouflaged officers emerged from their hiding spots.   

Most of them carried automatic rifles.   

Greeneley and Tomlinson looked like children amongst hardened soldiers with only their 

police vests on.   They took their spot on either side of Richards when she began issuing 

directions.  
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“In roughly three minutes, east-west traffic and vice versa will be shutdown.  When 

we’ve confirmed that the last vehicle has been removed from road, the armored cars will 

move up and form a barricade facing the water.  We have no idea whether that van is 

rigged with explosives or not so the barricade will be set up twenty-five feet from its  

current position.  Once our barricade is established, the negotiation will begin.  

Questions?”   

Tomlinson had one. 

“What about the kids?”  He asked.   

“They’ll be brought to a safe distance when the bomb threat no longer exists.”  She 

responded. 

“Anything else?”  She waited.   

Nobody had any further inquiries.  She looked around her squad, making quick eye 

contact with each one of them.  She looked toward the van. 

“Let’s get their girl back.”  

 

 

* 

 

 

1 Stunden, 2 Minuten 

 Fleisher looked through the windshield of the van and noticed the traffic volume 

beginning to decrease.   

He chuckled. 

“Good thinking on their part.  Too bad this van isn’t armed with explosives.”  He 

mumbled to himself. 

That didn’t warrant a response from the subdued girl in the rear of the vehicle. 

The man shimmied his way from the front seat to the back of the van.  He drew duct tape 

from a box and tore a piece roughly eight inches in length. 

“Breathe in, and breathe out.”  He instructed.   

She inhaled, but instead of exhaling, she spat as close as she could to his face. 

He didn’t flinch. 



   

  183 

“I presume spitting is one thing you’ll never do again; along with breathing out of your 

mouth, of course.”  He said.   

As he moved toward her as she let out a scream.   

The van walls and distance were enough to muffle the noise for anyone nearby. 

 

 

* 

 

 

60 Minutes 

 Richards was about to issue the barricade squad toward the parking lot but the 

paint van’s doors opened.   

She immediately pulled out her binoculars.  She saw Fleisher exit the rear of the van with 

a girl on his shoulders.  She heard the scout in her ear. 

“I’ve got a positive on Brielle Donnelly.  She’s tied at the ankles and wrists.  Her mouth 

is also duct tapped.”  He said.   

Richards almost let out a sigh of relief but she quickly remembered that one was still 

unaccounted for.   

“Uh,” she hesitated, “that’s great news.  No sign of Drozdov?”  She asked. 

“Negative.”  He responded. 

Shit.  She thought. 

“Okay, stay tuned.”  She said.  She switched the frequency to that of the armored car 

operators. 

“This is detective Richards.   Slowly proceed toward parking lot.”   

“Copy-that.  Proceeding to the lot now.”  The driver responded.   

She held her hand up to keep all the officers behind her halted.   Looking through the 

binoculars, she saw Fleisher dragging the dingy behind him by a rope while Brielle 

remained over his shoulder, squirming as much as she could.  The barricade cars turned 

cautiously into the parking lot.   

She radioed the bomb squad. 

“B-Squad, move in.”  She said into her mic. 
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“Roger.”   

Three robotic-looking figures exited the first vehicle and slowly made their way toward 

the van.   

58 Stunden 

Fleisher was at the point where he could no longer hold the flailing girl on his 

shoulder.  He was about twenty feet from the water when he tossed her into the dingy.  

He looked back and saw heavily fortified bodies examining the van.  It wouldn’t take 

them long to figure out that the van was clean but it gave him some time to get 

waterborne.     

He looked up.  

The sky was darkening. 

56 Minutes 

 “All ground units, make your way to the barricade.”  Richards said into her mic.    

Without hesitation, they quickly trotted down the embankment.  Once they reached the 

flat ground of the pavement, they broke out into a full-on sprint toward the armored cars.  

Richards wanted to make sure they were in position before her three-man unit followed. 

She fumbled with her headset as she watched the man enter the dingy.  He began yanking 

at the engine cord when she radioed headquarters.  

“Richards to base.  Could you try and trace Fleisher’s phone and obtain a connection 

between mine and his?”  She asked. 

There was a slight delay. 

“If the phone is active, we can certainly try.”  A women responded.   

Another pause. 

“We’ve established a link.  Press ‘talk’ on your phone to begin the call.”  The voice said. 

“Thank you.”  Richards responded as she pulled her phone out of her pocket.  

“Adjust your headsets to this frequency.”  She said.   

“One step of ahead of you.”  Tomlinson responded.   

Richards pressed talk.    

“Send them a broadcast.  Tell them their transport is picking up them in five.”   
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51 Minutes 

We were talking quietly when we received the final message.   

“She’s alive!”  Summer said with explosive excitement.   

There was cheering from all of us.  Allie played the part but she wasn’t convinced.  

“Let’s do this!”  John said.   

Some got up with intent and others were plainly mortified but we were all getting up 

regardless. 

 I lead the way up my own stairs.   

“Mom, dad, they’re on their way.”  I said. 

They both dropped what they were doing and rushed into the living room.  I received a 

group hug from them. 

“Be careful, Marko.”  My dad said.   

“We love you.”  My mom said.   

“I’d love to stay chat, but, uh, duty calls.”  I said.  I didn’t ever tell them that I loved them 

but they knew.   

“Classic!”  John commented. 

Summer rolled her eyes.   

“Let’s go!”  Alex said.   

I left the grasp of my parents and followed my friends to the door.  Sarah was behind me. 

“Wow!”  Brad hollered, laughing from the front hallway. 

When the rest caught up to him, they started laughing as well. 

“Damnit, Steven.”  Alex said in mid-laugh.  

I walked into the hallway where the front door was and found every single shoe with its 

opposite foot jammed into each ankle. 

50 Minutes 

We’re in for some rain, Pat Sinclair thought as he looked out his office window.  

He had been trying to get work done all day but he couldn’t focus.  The latest was that 

Brielle was still alive and that the police were moving in on the kidnapper’s position.  

That meant his daughter would be in the potential line of fire, shortly.   

He told her to be careful via text.   

She responded with three words: 
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You too, dad.  

48 Minutes 

 Fleisher answered on the second ring.  Richards muffled the receiver. 

“Dispatch,” she mic’ed “broadcast this conversation to all units.”   

“They’re all yours.”  The woman responded. 

“Detective, I know you’re there.”  Fleisher said into everyone’s ear piece.   

“Good evening Anton.  How are you, tonight?”  Richards asked.  

“I’ve become slightly damp.”  He said, breathing heavily.   

She watched him finally start the motor. 

Greeneley winked at Richards.     

“How far are you taking her?”  She said, ignoring his delay tactics.   

“To a distance where all you can do is observe.”  He said again.  She could hear the 

background noise of the motor very clearly. 

Richards motioned her unit to move up to the barricade.  Greeneley and Tomlinson 

followed her down the hill. 

“Well, I’d love to chat with you but I’m going to hand you over to one of my guys.”  She 

said.   

“Interesting.  Usually women like to talk extensively.”  He said, apathetically. 

Richards bit her tongue and signaled at Tomlinson to take over.   

 “Mr. Fleisher.  Unfortunate weather we’re having, wouldn’t you say?”  

Richards continued to look out onto the water.  Brielle was on two knees while Fleisher 

was standing up.   

He had cut the engine.  With no wind, the dingy wouldn’t drift.   

The rain continued to sprinkle. 

“It’s very fitting, actually but I appreciate your concern for something which we have no 

control over.”  He said.   

“Well, to me, rain is refreshing.  It has this forgiving quality that nothing else does.  

Some would call it the liquid of second-chance.”  Tomlinson hinted. 

“That may be true, but, a surplus of rain erodes anything in its path and I’m afraid that we 

already have a flood.”   

He wasn’t biting.   
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Tomlinson quickly played back. 

“We can contain that surplus if you’re willing to help build the dam.” 

Fleisher created some false hope by pondering the proposition.   

“I’m sure you’re aware that blood runs thicker than water.  Am I correct?”  He asked.   

“That’s correct.  What is natural should be more appealing than something that was 

otherwise developed.”  Tomlinson confirmed. 

“Perfect.  So you must also know how blood runs in water?”  Fleisher said very carefully. 

Even the barricade officers were taken back by the inquisition.   

Tomlinson attempted to re-strategize.  Their time was being constrained and he knew it.  

The scout joined in all their ears. 

“The girl’s mouth is moving very erratically behind that tape.  It appears as though she 

wants to scream something.”  He said.   

This gave Tomlinson an idea. 

“Where’s your right-hand Russian at?”  Tomlinson asked simply. 

“He’s elevated at the moment.  I don’t remember exactly where I dropped him off.” 

Fleisher lied. 

Richards retracted.  Drozdov was now completely unaccounted for.   

A hundred yards away from the parking lot, two black SUVs came to a stop.  

 

42 Minutes  

There were six of us in one van and an equal quantity in the other.  I was sitting in 

the same vehicle as Summer, Alex, Steven, John and Allie.  I tried looking out the 

passenger window but only saw what must have been roughly twenty fully-geared police 

officers with guns pointed out toward the water.   

“From what I’ve heard so far, the German man has her in a dingy that’s sitting idle about 

fifty meters offshore.  They just recently confirmed that the Russian’s whereabouts are 

unknown.”  The driver explained.   

Horrified expressions dominated our faces.    

“You mean they’ve got no clue where is he?”  Summer asked, flabbergasted.  
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“That’s what I’m hearing.”  He said.  We were about to question further but the escort 

began adjusting the radio frequency.  The voices were blanketed by static at first but they 

quickly became audible. 

“What you’re hearing is the negotiation between detective Tomlinson and Fleisher.”  He 

said.  This made us all silent. 

“Let’s not worry about Drozdov.  I’m more curious about what it is you want.”  A 

familiar voice said through the speakers.   

Tomlinson, I thought.  

“Are you referring to something along the lines of currency?”  The voice responded.   

I could only glare out the window.       

“Potentially.  How much were you thinking?”  The policemen asked. 

The feed went quiet temporarily.  The laughter wasn’t registering in our ears until it was 

hysterically loud.   

“What’s he laughing out?”  Steven asked.  

I shook my head signifying that I was as lost as he was. 

The laughing stopped suddenly.   

39 Minutes  

      Richards peered in Greeneley’s direction while keeping her handgun pointed 

toward the water.  Neither of them knew what to expect next. 

“Are you going to tell me what you’re laughing at?”  Tomlinson said trying to remain 

focused.   

“Do I seem shallow to you, detective?”  He delayed again.   

“I’d say you’re in pretty deep, actually.”  Tomlinson responded.  The forces behind the 

barricade couldn’t help but squeeze out a grin.   

“I presume that depends on who you’re talking about.”  He responded squarely.  

Tomlinson’s smirk turned into a glare.  The scout’s frequency barged in.  

“That’s a death threat.”  He said waiting on an order from the negotiation team. 

“He can say whatever he wants.”  Richards responded into her microphone, shutting the 

sniper down. 

Tomlinson decided it was time to use the leverage he had.   
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“Anton, can you do me a favor and look at that slightly elevated plain to your right?”   He 

asked. 

“What am I looking at, detective?  The tree or the sniper in the grass?”   

Tomlinson narrowly missed hitting the mute button before he swore.   

“Detective, I’m not a moron.  You’d be wasting your time to continue thinking that I 

was.”  Fleisher went on.  

“What makes you think he won’t pull the trigger right now?  Tomlison said trying to 

recover.     

 “I wish he would.”   

Back on board the dingy, Brielle heard sincerity once again in his voice.   

“It doesn’t have to end like this, Anton.  If you cooperate, things will…”  Fleisher cut 

into his sentence.  

“What makes you think I would want to do anything that would favour you?  I’m 

standing here right now because of you.”  He said, becoming slightly emotional.  Fleisher 

had a right to want freedom but his ultimate failure was misinterpreting the decisions he 

made to have it taken from him.   

“You’re in this situation because you chose to be.  You killed an innocent girl.  You had 

the choice not to do that.”  Tomlinson, cited logically.   

Fleisher didn’t respond for the first time. 

“You see, Anton, you don’t get to choose much in this life.  You don’t get to choose 

where you’re born, hell; most of the time you don’t even get to choose where you live.  

Sometimes, though, you’re blessed with the choice of how to live.  I’m offering you that 

elusive choice right here, right now.”  He finished.  

Fleisher detracted. 

“I made my choice long ago.  The thing is, how I lived was never in question…”   

We could only listen to him preach disparity.    

“The question, detective, was how long.”             

31 Minutes 

 Bella’s father was locking his office door when his very attractive secretary 

approached him. 

“Pat, your escorts are waiting down stairs.”  She said. 
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“Thank you Brandi.”  He thanked her.  The silence became slightly awkward as she 

began walking him to the elevator.   

“How much longer are they going to drag this out for?”  She asked him, finally. 

“If the police have it under control, not for much longer.”  He explained.   

She nodded her usual nod.  They reached the elevator and he stopped. 

“Would you like to go home early tonight?”  He asked her. 

“I have a lot of cases to process. There’s no way…” 

“Go home.  You’ve worked hard this week.” He said, forcing a smile.   

“You mean it?”  She asked with her typical girly expression.  She was in her mid-

twenties.  Still a girl in his opinion.   

He nodded in response.   

“Thank you!”  She said.  He thought she was going to hug him but she ended up 

scurrying off excitedly.   He chuckled and got into the elevator. 

He worked just outside of the greater Victoria area so his drive typically took roughly 

half an hour.   

After the brief ascent, the elevator came to a stop at the first floor.  The door 

opened to reveal his escorts, two massive men wearing black suits.   

“Good evening, gentlemen.”  He greeted them. 

“Same to you, Mr. Sinclair.  There’s a slightly urgent matter we need to inform you of.”  

The one on his left responded. 

“What’s that?”   

“You’re probably aware that the stand-off is in progress, correct?”  The agent asked. 

“I know it’s happening but not much else.  Is everything going smoothly?  Is my daughter 

safe?”  He asked them as he was guided into the front passenger seat of the black cruiser. 

“Your daughter is being kept inside a bulletproof SUV at a safe distance from the beach.  

She’s fine.  It’s Bron Drozdov that’s the issue.”  He began.   

Pat stopped the man from closing the passenger door.   

He glared in his direction.   

“What about him?”   

The bodyguard getting into the driver seat answered him. 

“We don’t know where he is.”   
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26 Minutes 

    “If you want to die, that’s fine.  I can’t change that.  The girl kneeling at your feet 

is another story.  She wants what you don’t.”  We heard Tomlison out of the stereo. 

That made me think.   

Brielle’s life was in danger and Fleisher’s danger was life.  One was hanging on with 

everything and the other wished he was hanging on. 

“If I leave this Earth, nobody remembers.  If she goes with me, then, that’s something.” 

I cringed.  I had no idea what the reaction was in the other car.     

Allie began to cry.   

“He’s gonna kill her.”  She sobbed.   

A tear rolled down Summer’s face as she attempted to console her best friend.   

“I’ll dig up his grave and burn whatever’s left of him if he does that.”  John said, 

defiantly.   

The conversation continued outside.   

“That’s not how this works.  You have no say in whether she lives or dies.”  Tomlinson 

said with a bit of frustration.  

“The beauty of this is that you don’t either.”  He responded. 

I shook my head.   

“Why doesn’t he just do it?”  Steven asked.   

“No kidding. What’s he waiting for?”  Alex agreed with the inquiry.   

I turned to the driver who had been quiet despite our chatter. 

“Have your guys been sweeping the Sinclair property?”   

“Our agents do a sweep of the property every half hour.”  He responded.   

I thought about it.   

“Onto something, Marko?”  Alex asked me.   

“I got nothing.”  I lied.  This delay had to have had something to do with Drozdov’s 

whereabouts but if the property was clear, where was he?  

I turned my attention back to the radio.  Tomlinson was questioning another one of 

Fleisher’s philosophical bouts.   

“Explain that to me.”  It went on. 
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“Well, in several billion years, our Sun will expand past our orbit and incinerate whatever 

is left of this place before whatever knows what hit it.  Would you say that’s a bad 

thing?”  He asked. 

“Of course.  Whatever’s left will die.  Death is bad thing.”  Tomlinson said, trying to 

hammer a nail into concrete.   

“That’s where you’re wrong.  As humans, we live, we breathe, and we die.  We’re really 

good at accepting the first two thirds of that process but we refuse to understand the third.   

And do you know why we refuse?”  He asked again. 

My own belief in a nutshell.  I was disgusted to share the same view with that piece of 

garbage.   

“Your time is running out, Anton.”  Tomlinson threatened.   

Fleisher didn’t falter.   

“We’re selfish.  That’s why.  Why would anybody want to end the beauty that is the 

Human life?”  He mocked. 

Tomlinson must have muted his microphone because he wasn’t responding.  

Fleisher was burning off whatever he had left. 

“When you’re burnt by fire, Tomlinson, you act like it was created with hopes of harming 

you. I know it would never want to waste its existence on such a worthless use of energy.  

All that fire wants to do is live and breathe.”  He paused.  Again, no response from 

Tomlinson. 

I looked down at my feet.  Fleisher veered on.    

“At least it accepts being reduced to ashes.” 

19 Minutes  

“Mr. Sinclair is currently en-route to his home.  He’s been informed that Drozdov isn’t 

accounted for and his ETA is roughly nineteen minutes.”  A woman’s voice reported.   

Richards.  She sounded on edge.   

“He’s just going home from work.  She sounds a little nervous about that. ” Alex pointed 

out.  Steven nodded in agreement. 

“Updates like that happen frequently so we can all be on the same page.”  The driver 

explained. 

My phone lit up in my hand with a text message from Sarah.   
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I don’t like this, bud.  Fleisher is delaying this for a reason.  It’s about Drozdov, I know 

it.   

My thoughts exactly.  Apparently they check her property every half hour, tho.  If it 

means anything we’ll know soon.  Are you okay?  I messaged back.   

She responded swiftly.   

Yeah, Are you my guardian angel or something? :)  

I smiled and responded: 

Nope, you’re just an angel that should be guarded. :) 

16 Minutes 

 “Could he be a threat?”  Pat Sinclair asked earlier.  He had panicked fifteen 

minutes prior about the lack of intelligence regarding Drozdov.  He had turned to calm 

rationality but had reverted to anxiety.  The squad car was cruising down the main 

highway twenty plus clicks faster than the other vehicles.   

“We have no leads on his location currently.  Our job is to keep you safe but we ask that 

you stay vigilante and be aware of your surroundings.”  The cop in the front passenger 

seat replied. 

Pat’s nervous tension was increasing.  He needed something to take the edge off the 

anxiety.  Turning to the window, he began to count the accumulating water droplets that 

were streaming down the tempered glass.   

The rate of his count was increasing steadily. 

14 Minutes 

  When Richards hung up her phone, she whispered something into Tomlinson’s 

ear. 

“What do you have for me, detective?”  Fleisher said in his deceivingly calm voice.   

“Would you keep your life if it meant being free?”  Tomlinson asked.  

The detectives noticed his body language tense up.  Fleisher was considering it.   

“I’m listening.”  Fleisher said.  Brielle stopped squirming and focused her attention on 

what he was saying. 

“You heard me.  Free.  Your identity would be changed and you’d be flown off to a place 

where nobody would bother you ever again.”  Tomlinson offered.   

“I’m a killer.  How could you allow that?”  Fleisher asked.   
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“I’m sure you remember as clearly as we do that you were not the one who fired that 

bullet.”  Tomlinson said.   

Fleisher’s expression darkened.  His memory of the girl’s death was vivid.  Fleisher 

broadcasted the murder over the internet while Drozdov pulled the trigger.  He was an 

accessory but he never shot Hannah Blondin.  Tomlinson took advantage of the silence. 

“You refused to testify against him in court.  You would have been free after five years.  

Not ten and no psychiatric prison after the fact.” 

Fleisher remained silent. 

“Real second chances don’t come very often.  Most get one swing after two strikes.”  

Tomlinson said, making his point clear.   

Fleisher looked off into the distance behind him.   

The setting Sun’s light protruded slightly where ocean met sky.   

10 Minutes 

 While the two men in standoff discussed his potential freedom, we were in 

disarray that freedom was just offered to a murderer. 

“The guy is a psychopath and he’ll create a path back here if they let him go.”  Alex said 

with angst.   

“I call bullshit.  I’ll take him out myself if necessary.”  John agreed.   

The driver quickly doused the fire. 

“This isn’t a legitimate plea bargain.  It’s a ruse.  The one thing he wanted was freedom 

and now he thinks me may be getting just that.” 

“How’s the rest of the plan going to work, then?”  Summer asked.   

“I assume they’ll make an effort to get him back to shore under his own control.”  The 

driver responded.  

“He seems to be taking the bait.”  I spoke sincerely with a skeptical mind.     

They nodded in agreement. 

8 минут 

 The rain had finally broken the thin canopy of the spruce tree.  Water was slowly 

but steadily dripping onto Drozdov’s prone position.  It had been roughly twenty-two 

minutes since the last property sweep.   

The next one would be the last.  
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 The guards would move to the rear yard of the house and he’d have a clear, 

uninterrupted view of the target.   

He flipped off the safety and pulled the bolt back.   

7 Minutes 

 The squad car ducked temporarily under an overpass, sheltering the vehicle from 

the rain for a moment.  Mr. Sinclair had calmed down.  He was thinking about his wife 

and daughter and how much he missed them.   

It’ll be over soon, he thought.   

They drove by the hockey store on Shelbourne street.       

The driver reached for his radio. 

“All units, current ETA is six and a-half minutes.”      

6 Minutes 

 Tomlinson was addressing Fleisher’s concerns with the freedom offering at the 

same time as he registered the lack of wind.  He looked over at Richards and winked at 

Greeneley.   

The sniper had an easy shot in that weather. 

“If you come to shore and allow us to take you to the airport, this will be over and you’ll 

be free to go.”  Tomlinson was precise about mentioning anything involving freedom. 

“I still have some doubts about this, detective.”  Fleisher responded.  He fidgeted with 

something on his hip without changing his body position.   

“I’m soaked.”  Richards whispered over to Greeneley.  

Tomlinson ignored the bad timing of her words and continued the negotiation. 

“We’ve got some time to address your concerns.”   

5 Minutes 

 Drozdov’s heart began to beat at a faster pace when Fleisher’s voice spilled into 

his ear.  The first signal was in place. 

He was ready, finger on the trigger. 

 Fleisher raised his hands in the air after sorting out the final dilemma of the deal.   

“I’m going to turn the motor on.”  Fleisher announced.  Brielle lightened her struggle. 

“Do it slowly.”  Tomlinson urged.   

Fleisher kept one hand in the air and reached for the pull-cord. 
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He mumbled something to Brielle but it was inaudible under the sound of the engine 

coming to life. 

* 

 The sniper had a loose scope until he saw Fleisher reach for his side again.  

His hand slid under his leather jacket. 

* 

 “That’s it, good.  Now put the engine first into neutral, then into drive.”   

Tomlinson instructed.  Fleisher reached for the shift but his gaze shifted from the hill and 

back to Brielle.  He clicked the transmitter at his hip, scrambling the connection he had 

with the police.  Shouting could barely be heard from the coast.  

“Brielle.”  He started. 

She turned to face him.   

“Hold your chin up, you’ll drown a little slower.”   

In one swift motion, he slid the blade out of its sheath and waved viciously at Brielle’s 

throat.   She forced her chin into her chest and lunged backwards as the serrated blade 

made contact with her mouth.  A snapping noise from the left deafened her.  Before she 

could duck to protect herself from what she thought was incoming lightning, Fleisher 

tumbled backwards like ragdoll.  Blood poured from a small wound in the side of his 

head.  She shrieked, scaring herself with her own voice.  Fleisher’s lunge had cut the tape 

that covered her mouth directly in half.   

Shock was beginning to set in when she saw her own blood dripping from her face.   

She screamed with all that she had left.  

“He’s going to kill him!” 

* 

 The escort car came to a grinding halt fifty meters from the Sinclair driveway.   

“What’s going on?”  Pat asked.   

“Mr. Sinclair, duck below the window.”  The driver directed, calmly.  

“Why?  What’s going on?”  He asked, becoming more frantic.   

“Keep calm, sir.  We’ve just been informed that Drozdov is in the area and that he is 

potentially armed with a long-distance rifle.”   

Pat twisted his head to find the cop in the back ducked down like he was.     
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Questions flowed like rapids through his head.   

Answers weren’t being returned.  

The driver flicked on his dispatch radio.  Panic had taken over. 

“All units!  All units!  Make your way to Delta-S, ASAP!  Escorts, take One to a secure 

location.”  The female operator commanded.   

Several “en-routes” and “rogers” echoed in response.   

* 

 The black cruiser stopped a ways from the house.  As soon as he heard sirens, 

Drozdov knew the plan was askew.  The car was to be in the driveway by precisely 

7:12PM and there it was, stopped fifty-four meters southwest of the house according to 

his rifle readings.  He took aim for the yellow silhouette but was interrupted. 

“Bron, if your finger goes near that trigger, I’ll be forced to shoot you.”  Richards said 

from the ground.  She was being supported by Greeneley and Tomlinson close-by and 

another ten fully-armed officers fifty feet away.  Even with the rain falling torrentially, 

Drozdov didn’t falter.   

“спокойной ночи.” He mumbled. 

A single shot was fired.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   

  198 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

8 days later 
 

 

 

 

 

 

“It's weird...you know the end of something great is coming, but you want to hold on, 

just for one more second...just so it can hurt a little more.” 

- 

Jan Denise 

 

Sunday June 29th, 2011 – 7:27PM 

 The Sun light was shining against the beige hood of the car.  All four windows 

were rolled down and a pleasant breeze streamed into the interior.   

Steven laughed as we turned I turned into the hospital parking lot.  

“I dare you to call her the Joker.”  Allie said from the back seat. 

“The Dark Knight.  Good movie and yes, I’ll call her that.”  Walter accepted.   
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I shook my head.   

“You know you’re going to get punched, right?”   

“Let him do it.  It’ll be funny.”  Steven said. 

“My move was given a one week delay so I better get some decent comedy.” I said.     

Alex changed the subject. 

“How bad do you think it’ll be?”  Alex asked.  

“Her face, you mean?”  I attempted to clarify.   

He nodded. 

“The doctor said the duct tape caught most of the momentum of the knife.  She only 

needed three stitched.”  Allie replied. 

 We knew it wasn’t the wound that was keeping her in the hospital.  She’d been 

starved for five full days and the hospital staff wanted to make sure she was stable before 

going home.  There were no reported signs of psychological damage which was a relief.  

She was ready to go home that night so we contacted the hospital to make sure it was 

okay to surprise her.  

They said yes.   

 I parked the car near Brad’s and we all got out.  Everyone was waiting behind a 

wall beside the main entrance. 

“Took you long enough.  She’s out at 7:30.”  Summer said.   

Bella was about to greet Allie but Brad squashed any possibility of that happening.     

“Shut up so I can hear her mom’s cue.”  

We listened for a few seconds.  Then it came.   

“Brielle,” her mom said. 

“What?”  A familiar voice responded.  Part of me wanted to jump on her and forget the 

surprise but it was as if the amount that I missed her was what was holding me back.    

I felt the spark.  

“We’ve got a few more release forms to sign.  Wait for us outside, please.”   

“Okay.  It’s your fault if I get napped again.”  She said, sarcastically.   

Classic Brielle, I thought.    

We heard her footsteps coming closer until she stopped in plain view.   

Not one of us moved a muscle.   
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John pretended to clear his throat and she immediately looked in our direction.  Before 

she could react, we tackled her into the soft mulch in the opposite garden.  She was 

screaming at first but the scream quickly turned into laughter and from laughter, to tears.  

For the time we were in that dog pile, nobody spoke.   

Too caught up in emotion to say a word.   

The spark had started a wildfire, covering us all from head to toe in flames that 

licked at the depths of our memory.  Every teardrop fueled the inferno.   

We knew we would burn on, but, for how long? 

We didn’t care to know.          

   

         

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   

  201 

 

 

Epilogue 

 

 

“What you leave behind is not what is engraved in stone monuments, but what is 

woven into the lives of others.” 

- 

Pericles 

  

 Michelle pulled a cooler from the ice bucket and offered it to me.   

I looked at her with a frown.   

“Funny.”  I said.   

She laughed.   

 We had just finished playing shallow-ball and were ready to sit down on the sand 

for a drink.  

“Okay, so, Brielle still sucks at that game.”  Allie said matter-of-factly.   

Brielle snickered. 

“Watch yourself, Dutchess.  I’ll bury you faster than it takes Walter to order a coffee at 

Tim’s.”   

“I’m cutting back.”  Walter pleaded. 

“To what, like, eight a day?”  Alex asked, jokingly.   

We all laughed.   

Brad threw sand in Alex’s face.  Alex jumped on him but Allie contested. 

“Don’t touch my boyfriend!”  She squealed.  The girls laughed.   

Sarah turned to me.  I smiled at her.  Summer caught our locked gaze.   

“I’m sorry but you too are the cutest pair in the world.”  She crawled over just to grab my 

cheeks like I was a two-year old.   

A red-faced Sarah giggled. 

John inhaled and let a large breath out. 
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“Okay, let’s recap this.  Brielle gets kidnapped, dodges a knife to the throat, pretty much 

saves Bella’s dad and two weeks later, we’re on a beach in California.  I will not 

complain.”  He said.  

“I didn’t save her dad.  His daughter did.”  Brielle said smiling at Bella.  

“I still can’t get over how quickly you called out that exact tree.”  Steven pointed out. 

“Well, once I heard Brielle scream, it all added up.  If he was going to shoot him, it made 

sense that it would be from the tallest tree.”  Bella said. 

“We used to have a blast climbing around in that thing.”  Francesca reminisced.  

“Best part was when Walter pushed Marko off the first branch, hands down one of the 

funniest things I’ve ever.”  John said, laughing.   

“Yeah, then Brad punched me unnecessarily hard.”  Walter said, glaring in Brad’s 

direction. 

“Also hilarious.”  Brad responded.  Then it was quiet as mini-conversations began.   

Brielle excused herself from the group and walked toward the calm shoreline.   

I followed her.  She was already gazing out into the beginning of a perfect sunset when I 

caught up.  

“This is amazing, Marko.  You’re so lucky.”  She said. 

I accepted the compliment and made something out of it.     

“You know that that big ball of flame held together by gravity out there means nothing 

unless there are people to watch it with?”  I asked her.   

She smiled.   

The stars were beginning to vaguely illuminate the night sky. 

“I’ve got pretty good resistance to negativity, but that guy really hated living.”  She said, 

referring to Fleisher. 

I looked at her when she wasn’t looking at me.   

The left side of her mouth was still slightly swollen.   

A scar was beginning to form.   

“We don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want.”  I said. 

“It’s just that…”  She stopped.  I waited patiently for her to find the words.  

“They never hurt me.  They scared me and they threatened to kill me, but they never 

touched me.”  She said, finally.   
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I looked at her quizzically.   

“This will sound weird, but, killing me wasn’t personal to either of them.  I think even 

deep down, he didn’t even want to do it.” 

“I don’t think that excuses the fact that he swung a seven inch blade at you.”  I said, a 

little bit surprised at her. 

“I know, Marko.  He just made feel so small.”  She finally sobbed.   

I put my arms around her shoulders and looked on across the water’s surface.     

“They talked constantly - about how worthless we are.”  She caught her breath between 

words. 

“About how worthless who is?”  I asked her.   

“Us.  You, me - everyone.”  She clarified.   

I let her continue. 

“We’re just wasting away in an insignificant corner of space.”  She paraphrased.   

It sounded like she was convinced by the words of her assailants. 

There was a pause.  

“I’m waiting.”  She said, sarcastically asking for reassurance.   

The smile on my face spread from coast to coast. 

“Want to know what I see when I look up there?”  I asked her. 

She nodded, timidly.   

“Well, I see the Batman call sign sometimes which pisses me off.”  I said, jokingly.   

“Seriously.”    

Her light sobs were interrupted by a spell of soft giggling.  

“When I’m not seeing the Batman call sign, I see a whole lot of nothing.”  I began.   

She remained silent 

“I can see a whole lot of stars, though.” 

“How is that relevant?”  She asked.   

“You said you they made you feel worthless and alone right?”   

She nodded slowly.   

“Well, I think those stars know we’re here, Brielle, and just knowing that they’re shining 

whatever light they can on us makes me feel significant.  It makes me feel big.  They’ve 
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taken notice of our existence like we’ve tried so hard to take notice of theirs.  Wherever 

you go, whether it’s cloudy or clear skies, they’ll be there looking down on you and I.”   

Brielle looked up at me.  Her eyes were damp but her face was smiling. 

She tried to tell me something but ended up squeezing me tightly.       

 “Thank you.”  She said.   

“Don’t thank me.  Thank them.”  I said, nodding toward the sky.   

Brad called to us from the fire pit.   

“Hey losers, get back here!  John wants to make a toast.”   

We walked back toward the group. 

“You had me at toast.”  I announced as we reached them.   

They laughed.     

Brielle went back to her spot beside Summer.     

Sarah looked at me. 

She okay?  She mouthed. 

I nodded and sat down beside her.  

She took my hand and held it.   

“Okay, Marko and Sarah, get a room.  Everybody else can shut up.”  John ordered. 

After a few laughs, all attention was on him.   

“Thank you.”  He said, clearing his throat.    

It began. 

“Through thick and thin, drunken nights and a kidnapping, we’ve truly been through it 

all.  Emphasis on the ‘we’.”  He said, diplomatically.   

We all listened, some smiled, and some focused.   

“I think it’s fair to say that we’ve had our share of rough times but it’s more than fair to 

say that we’re still standing.”   

The fire crackled as he spoke. 

“So, in light of where we’ve been and the road in front of us, I’d like to make a toast to 

we.”  We held up our cans, bottles and cups.   

He lifted the beer to his mouth then stopped. 

“On second thought…”  He said, and then he flipped the bottle over, leaving all of its 

contents to seep out.   
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“What are you doing?”  Brad asked in confusion.   

“I think I’d rather remember this night.”  He replied.   

Soon, the others began pouring their drinks into the sand.   

I did the same.  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Brielle toss her cup into the fire.   

She got up and sprinted toward the water.    

As quickly as she had returned, she had taken off again.   

Our gazes followed her figure as it raced toward the coastline.   

I took my eyes off her and scanned the expressions of my friends.   

A few had gotten up to follow her while the others remained seated, entranced in her 

spontaneity.   

As soon as she had been returned, she had taken off once more.   

Only, that time, we were sure of one thing: 

We were going with her.    

 



 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 “For every person that you haven’t met and 

all the perfect places that we haven’t been to yet, 

all the cameras and the passed out floors that I 

haven’t mentioned yet, 

You give ‘em hell, kid, and never let yourself 

forget.” 

- Dylan Owen  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

 

 

Thank you.   

I’d like to thank a few people for making this possible: 

Mom, Dad, you put me on this planet, and for that I can’t thank you enough.  I love you 

both more than I’ll ever be able to tell you.    

Islay Duff  and Austin de St. Croix for providing some much needed insight.  I have 

some pretty ridiculous ideas and you two do a great job of keeping me in check.   

My high school English Teachers Diane Lutwick, Joy Panabaker and Jayne Taylor for 

pushing me to improve my writing ability and helping me get to where I want to go.   

Dylan Owen for being a huge source of inspiration for the main theme of the novel.   

Your music rocks, man.  KYFC. 

 Jeremy Gregson, Ben Duncan, Cat Devanderschueren, Megan Davis, Laura Gravelle, 

Emily Hill, Taylor Couvrette, Cody Nicoll, Nick Durocher, Abbey Kisel, John Conley, 

Griffin Hann, Abby Slifkin, Riley McCrann, Matt Dubois, Jason Buckley, Cristina 

Crothers and Nathan Berry for suggesting names for Bella’s father.    

Last but absolutely not least, all my friends.  You were the paint and the canvas that made 

this painting happen.  You guys are unreal.  Good luck to all of you.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   

 

 

 

Q & A. 

 

The following questions will give you some basic information and also answer some 

questions you may have about the contents of Remember.   

 

Q:  When did you begin this novel?   

A:   August 22, 2010 at 10:50 PM was the original creation time of the document.  

Call it 1 year, 10 months and 19 days ago (based on the day Remember was 

released).   

 

Q:  You’re currently eighteen years old.  That means you were sixteen when you started.  

Does that have an impact on the style or content of your writing? 

A:  Absolutely.  As I began to re-read what I had written, I realized that the tone 

and style had progressively changed over the course of two years.  It began with a 

more immature feel and transitioned to more complex ideas near the conclusion of 

book.  I considered reconstructing it at one point but I figured that it would be 

interesting for the reader to see how I progressed not only as a writer, but as a 

person over the duration of the story. 

 

Q:  Do you know any other young adults such as yourself who have written books?   

A:  I know that Christopher Paolini began writing Eragon at the age of fifteen which 

is completely ridiculous.  I began reading his book at fifteen but couldn’t even get 

through it which speaks volumes about his commitment and creativity level at that 

age.  I couldn’t even bring myself to finish it let alone even conceive the thought 

about writing it.  The guy is awesome.     

 



 

   

Q:  More toward your book now.  It’s generally known that the characters in Remember 

are based off people who are close to you and that you yourself are in fact Marko.  

Knowing that that’s true, we’re all wondering who Sarah is.  Care to share?   

A:  Well, first I’ll confirm that the first two things are true to an extent.  Not one 

character is a carbon copy of a real life person and Marko isn’t fully representative 

of me, either.   All of the characters are essentially representative of my friends with 

the exception of, you guessed it, Sarah.  Sarah isn’t actually based off anyone in 

particular.  She’s more like a hybrid of the person I want to spend the rest of my life 

with and qualities that I’ve observed (and liked) in other girls.   

 

Q:  We’re not convinced.  We think it’s your female editor because you mentioned her 

first in your thank-you section.    

A:  Islay?  She’s definitely cute but no, Sarah is not Islay.     

 

Q:  Is Islay a character in your book at all, then? 

A:  She is but I’m not telling you which character. 

 

Q:  Okay.  Also from the thank-you section, you mention Dylan Owen.  What’s 

significant about him?   

A:  I answered that briefly already but I can expand on it.  I found out about Dylan, 

a rap artist from Goshen, New York, from a friend of mine.  Once I finished 

listening to the final verse of the song “The Book Report” (lyrics partially featured 

before the novel begins), I was hooked on his style and message.  About a year later, 

he released the EP entitled Keep Your Friends Close.  On that EP was the song of the 

same title.  In the first verse of that track, he drops the line “Our lives can only be 

defined and redefined through all these cycles we’re assigned and our experiences 

are marks tied to everything we leave behind.”  I drew a lot of inspiration from that 

one line and took it one step further.  That’s the story of Dylan Owen.  He’s still 

making music today.  Just search ‘Dylan Owen Music’ on YouTube and you’ll be 

sure to find him.          

 



 

   

Q:  There’s a poem and a short story mention in Remember.  Are those works you’ve 

borrowed? 

A:  No, I wrote the poem myself and what was referred to as The Soccer Game is 

also my doing.   

 

Q:  What is the significance of Anton Fleisher?   

B:  Fleisher’s character is definitely interesting.  He’s a relatively deep character 

minus his misunderstanding of a civil society.  I’d say his significance is to offer an 

alternative of how we view life.  Nobody questions the bare bones of our existence 

because, let’s face it, it’s not very emotionally satisfying.  Brielle spends enough time 

with Fleisher to have his ideology begin to sink into her own.  Marko, who is not 

religious, offers his own brief rationale through Fleisher’s logic at the end of the 

story.  Essentially, the point is that religion isn’t the only way to think positively 

about our existence.  It just depends on your perspective on science and fact.   

 

Q:  Did the experience with the character Autumn actually happen?   

A:  Factually, no, it didn’t, but, there’s definitely someone out there like Autumn.  If 

she reads this, hopefully she knows who she is.     

 

Q:  You’re killing me.  What’s with all these names that are related to the seasons, 

anyway?   

A:  I don’t know, actually.  If you’ve ever read Looking For Alaska by John Green (I 

recommend it to the fullest extent of great literature.  John is a literal genius), then 

you’ll know one of the main characters was named after the country of Alaska.  I 

liked what he did in that book so I decided to give names like Autumn and Summer 

a try.  They’re nice names, I like them. 

 

Q: Why did you decide on Saanich, British Columbia for the setting? 

A: I went to elementary school with a girl named Sarah (100% coincidence) for the 

first couple grades and then she moved out to Nanaimo.  She comes to Ottawa in the 

summer every few years, so, when I first began writing this in tenth grade, she 



 

   

visited.  Once I found out what part of B.C she was from, I decided to research a 

little bit about the area.  That’s when I found out about Douglas Provincial Park 

and Cadboro bay.  I really wanted to have a setting that was very similar to where I 

currently live but it also needed to have a beach somewhere.  The town of Saanich 

was a great fit.  Saanich is located in the greater Victoria Area and is actually only a 

2 hour drive from Nanaimo.    

 

Q: You make several references to street names and landmarks.  Are those real or your 

creation? 

A: The street names are legitimate.  In fact, if you’d like to, go to Google Maps and 

search “Saanich, British Columbia” and then look for some of the street names and 

you’ll see them.  The landmarks are mostly made up but there probably is a giant 

rock in Douglas National Park somewhere.    

 

Q:  Okay, last question.  If your book was optioned to become a motion picture, what 

song would you insist that the producers rolled in the credits? 

A:  You’re going to make me narrow it down that far?  Fine…I think the song that 

has the right message and contains a great melody for credits would be the song 

“Kids In The Street” by The All-American Rejects.  Come to think of it, I would 

probably force the producers to choose music by late 90s early 2000s punk-rock 

bands like Blink-182, Sum-41 and the AAR for the entire movie or else I wouldn’t 

sign the rights over to them.  Just kidding.  A guy can dream, can’t he?   

 

Q:  He absolutely can.  Thank you for taking the time to sit down and answer these.  This 

was a stellar first effort and, who knows? Maybe I’ll walk into a bookstore some day and 

I’ll see a book cover with your name on it.   

A:  Thank you!  Well, you’re more likely to see my name at the top of a news article, 

but hey, like I said, a guy can dream.                   

   

 



 

   

Credits. 

 

 

“Keep Your Friends Close” by Dylan Owen © 

“The Book Report” by Dylan Owen © 

All rights reserved.    

 

Visit his website - dylanowenmusic.com 

Check out his YouTube Channel - youtube.com/DylanOwenMusic 
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Corrections: If you wish to inform me of a correction, please send a direct message to 

me on Twitter with the nature of the error and the page number.  If you do not have 

Twitter, send an e-mail to jmady@live.ca.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


