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Technology. 

That was humanity’s downfall.  Humans had forgotten much of the old ways of life and how to 

survive through the labor of their own two hands.  That was what nearly caused the genocide of the 

human race. 

My Pappy was a child when the war between the revenant and the humans began.  He had said 

it was the time of humanity’s enlightenment---when humans were no longer on top of the food chain. 

In truth, it was the beginning of the end for us.  All that we had accomplished as a race had 

meant nothing.  The revenant had destroyed the mechanical advancements accomplished by 

generations of humans. 

The revenant lived on Earth for a long time before we had found out about their existence.  

Most of the old stories of vampiric nature were about the revenant from the past.   Humanity had found 

out too late that many of the old myths and legends were based on truths.   

After the revenant crippled us, they started the culling.  The largest cities were lost within a 

matter of days.  London, Sidney, New York, and others were left empty and barren.  Millions of human 

lives were extinguished overnight.   

Our military was nearly destroyed when the Covenant between the revenant and the humans 

was decided.  Since then, every human living within the boundaries of the revenant city was mandated 

to give a pint of blood each month in exchange for peace.   

The human body held roughly ten pints of blood at any given time.  Giving one pint a month 

didn’t seem that bad in exchange for a life within the city’s walls.  Humans outside the city were said to 

be savages---cannibals even.  I didn’t know how much of that I believed, but I had never experienced 

hunger to a point where I would want to eat another human. 

Pappy didn’t agree with the Covenant.  He had always donated blood on my behalf, refusing to 

let me give.  When I had asked him why he didn’t want me to donate, he had said that it was his way of 

silently rebelling against the revenant.   

Pappy opened the door of our one-bedroom apartment and placed the bag with the two empty 

vials meant for next month’s blood donation in the cabinet nearest the door.  His face was pale as it 

always was after having given two pints of blood.   

He ran his hands through his white hair pushing it from in front of his eyes.  Maybe I could talk 

him into letting me give his hair a trim during my next relief time from the nursery.   

I had worked at the nursery for the past two years as a junior gardener.  Pappy worked there for 

more than fifty years, up until the point when his hands shook so bad that he was no longer able to hold 

a trowel.  Now he mostly stayed at home sitting in his favorite chair while reading whatever books I 

could manage to trade for at the local market. 

  “Smells good, sweet pea,” he said as he kicked off his shoes.  The soles of his boots were nearly 

gone.  I had spotted a hole in one as he placed them on the shelf beside the door.   

“Dinner will be ready in a minute,” I replied as I added a carrot and a cup of rice to the broth.  

Most days we ate soup for dinner---not because we wanted to, but because we had to survive with only 

my food rations.  There was a time when we were both able to work at the nursery and therefore had 
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two sets of rations each month.  But when Pappy was no longer able to work, the second set of rations 

had disappeared.  Had I not been old enough to hold a job at the time, we would have been expelled 

from the city.  Only able humans who could give back to society were allowed to remain within the city’s 

walls. 

Several weeks ago, one of our neighbors was killed in a tragic accident.  Sacks of fertilizer had 

fallen on him, and he had died instantly leaving behind his young daughter.  She couldn’t have been 

more than ten or eleven at most.  Within twenty-four hours after his death, their apartment was 

vacated, and the daughter disappeared.  A new family had taken their place soon after.  Rumors among 

the residents of our apartment building were that the daughter had been cast from the city due to her 

young age and inability to give blood according to the rules of the Covenant.  I couldn’t imagine being a 

child, losing my parents, and then being cast from my home.   

I never knew my parents.  Pappy was the only parent I had ever known.  Every now and then, he 

would tell me about my mother, but when I asked about my father he would change the subject.  I had 

learned over the years not to push too hard for answers.   

Pappy grabbed two bowls from the counter and placed them on the small table.  It shifted a 

little as he sat down on the old metal chair.  The table was barely large enough for the two of us.  It was 

as old as I was if not older and rusted from one corner to the other.  The metal in the center was thin; 

parts of it had disappeared completely leaving a hole the size of my thumb.   

Using an old book as a hot plate, I placed the pot in the center of the table.  The steam of the 

broth fogged up my Pappy’s glasses.  He smiled as he pulled them from his face and wiped the fog away 

using a handkerchief from his pocket.   

After scooping two bowls full of broth, we prayed to the Lord above to bless our food and our 

home.  I had never understood why my Pappy prayed to a God who didn’t answer.  But then again, who 

was to say that God had to answer using the human tongue. 

I grew up believing in the divine.  Pappy used to read the scriptures of the bible every night 

before bed. Now as an adult, I found reading them therapeutic in nature.  The familiar stories were a 

reminder of my childhood when Pappy was lively and always full of laughter and smiles.   

Pappy had eaten half of his broth and given the rest to me as he always did.  Leaving the metal 

chair behind, he moved to rest in the worn leather of his recliner.  Kicking his feet up, he grabbed a book 

from the small table next to his chair and opened it to the page with the bookmark.     

Before I had cleaned the dishes and put them away, his soft snores filled the room.  Taking a 

blanket, I laid it across his lap and placed his glasses and the book on the small wooden table beside the 

recliner.   

 The sun had long disappeared when I finally settled into bed.  With only a sheet as a blanket, I 

snuggled up to my pillow.  Living in the south, the autumn nights were cold, and the days were hot.  The 

weather here was far from ideal, but I was used to it.  Closing the bedroom window, I rested my head 

for the night and allowed myself to drift off into nothingness.   

 

 The nursery was bustling as Boss Gage barked out orders to us workers in preparation for the 

arrival of the Consulate, a group of the higher-class humans.  They helped to maintain order working as 

a go-between for the people of the city and the revenant.  The Consulate visited the nursery a handful of 

times each year.  On-site inspections were what they called it.  I think they just wanted to remind us of 

our place in the world.  



 The sun was midway through the sky when the whistle blew signaling us workers that it was 

time for lunch.  I grabbed my bag and headed out to the roof of the nursery to eat my cucumber 

sandwich as I had done every day for the past two years.  

 No one came out to the rooftop to eat.  Most of the other workers congregated in the alleyway 

outside the nursery.  They traded their lunches and placed their bets as cards began to fly.  For the next 

hour, some poor soul would end up going hungry because they had lost their lunch in a hand of cards.   

 The sun’s rays warmed my skin as I rested against the opaque wall of the nursery roof.  Off in 

the distance, the sky rumbled as dark clouds crossed over the mountain.  Rain was coming and bringing 

with it the humidity.   

 The south was nothing if not humid.  The clouds would be a welcome sight if only they hadn’t 

brought with them the promise of an increase in mosquitos and flies.  At least I wouldn’t have to go and 

help cart water from the nearby river to the nursery. The rain barrels surrounding the nursery had been 

dry for more than two weeks.   

 The sound of footsteps from the side of the nursery roof had caught my attention.  The smell of 

tomato and earth wafted through the air as I waited for Val to try her measly attempt at sneaking up on 

me.   

 Val had been my best friend since we were children.  Growing up we were inseparable, and now 

we worked together at the nursery.  She always tried to catch me off guard---a game we had played for 

as long as I could remember.   

 Her shoe scraped against the brick floor as she edged closer.  She had never been able to sneak 

up on me.  I could usually hear or smell her before she had the chance.  Twisting my body around the 

corner, I caught her by surprise.   

 “Gotcha!” I yelled. 

 Val jumped and nearly fell to the floor.  “Jesus, Phoebe, you almost gave me a heart attack.”  

She laughed and moved to sit next to me, her hands void of lunch.   

 “Let me guess,” I said as I broke my sandwich in half.  “You lost your lunch in the alley before 

you came up here, didn’t you?”  Val took half of my sandwich and devoured it in one bite.   

 “I almost won this time though,” she said with a full mouth.  “One more three and I would have 

won.  We would be feasting like queens had I gotten it.” 

 “Had you gotten it, you would still be down in the alley playing with the commoners,” I replied. 

  Val laughed as she leaned back against the wall of the nursery.   “One day you will join us 

commoners in the alley and find out that there is more to life than sitting alone up here on this vacant 

roof.” 

 “What’s wrong with the roof?” I asked.   

 “Nothing is wrong with the roof,” Val replied.  “But you are always alone up here.”   

 “I like being alone,” I said through a mouth full of cucumber and bread.  “Besides, I have the 

birds and the sky as my companions.  What more could I need?”  

 “One day, Phoebe, you are going to eat those words.  One day.  Just you wait and see.” The 

whistle blew signaling the end of lunch.   

 Back to work. 

 Every day was the same.  As soon as the sun had risen, I left Pappy behind---asleep in his chair 

with a book on his lap---and went to work at the nursery.   

 Once the last whistle blew, I rushed from the nursery back to our small apartment.  You didn’t 

want to be caught out on the streets once the sun went down.  In the dark of night, rape gangs and 



headhunters owned the streets and alleyways.  People had gone missing or ended up in comfort houses 

after being captured by the evil lurking in the shadows of night.  There were even rumors that the 

revenant would leave their tower after dark to scour the streets in search of a fresh meal.   

 Blood straight from the source rather than from a vial. 

 I don’t know what I would do if I were to come face to face with a revenant.  I’m wasn’t even 

sure what they looked like.   

 Val had said she saw one once---from a distance.  He was cloaked in black with a silver cross 

hanging low over his chest.  I had asked her how she knew it was a revenant, but the whistle had blown, 

and we had to return to work before she could answer. 

 The streets were emptying fast as the sun sank lower in the sky.  Hues of orange and red 

reflected from the revenant tower in the distance.  The tower stood taller than any other building in the 

city.  When the sun rose and set, the tower functioned as a lantern for the city surrounding it; the 

mirrored surface sent rays of light across the expanse of buildings.   

 It was a beacon of both hope and despair. 

 Hope for the upper class.  Because of the revenant, they lived in prosperity, never worrying 

about where their next meal would come from.  I had never been to the upper city before, but from 

what I had heard, the homes of the upper-class were spacious.  Their brightly colored clothes were crisp-

--free of holes and stains.  They didn’t have to work for their survival, being that everything was given to 

them on a silver platter.  The labors of the lower class maintained the life of the privileged.   

 For us in the lower part of the city, the lower-class humans as we are called, the tower was a 

constant reminder of the hardships we faced.  It reminded us of what we must exchange in order to 

survive.   

 Our blood.   

 Some believed we were blessed to live in the city instead of scavenging outside the city’s walls.  

While others have said we were no more than sheep that lived in the lions’ den.  We were cows waiting 

to be slaughtered.  An offering for the continuation of the human race.     

 Personally, I don’t know which I believed.  As long as Pappy had a roof over his head, clothes on 

his back, and food in his belly, then I was satisfied.  If it weren’t for Pappy adopting me and raising me as 

his own, I wouldn’t be here now.  He was both my father and my saviour.  Because of that, I owed him 

my life and would willingly give my own if it meant saving his. 

  

    

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 “Do you think we can trade in some of these old books at the marketplace during your two days 
off?” Pappy asked.  “It would be nice to find something new to read.” 
 “I don’t see why not,” I replied.  “Have you picked out some books that you want to use for 
trade?”   
 Pappy grabbed a few books from the stack next to his chair and brought them over to the table 
for me to inspect.  The Lion, The Witch, and The Wardrobe by C. S. Lewis. Pappy had charged through 
the house with a broom handle (a makeshift sword) in his hand as he reenacted a scene during a 
retelling of this story.   I had cried when he reenacted how the Witch had slain Aslan, and I had cheered 
when Edmund had been rescued.  “This book has many good memories, Pappy.  Are you sure you want 
to part with it?” 
 “It’s time, sweet pea,” he replied.  “All good things must come to an end, but their endings are 
merely the beginnings of a new adventure.  I have read these stories more times than I can count.”  
Pappy picked up the next book in the stack---The Iliad of Homer.  “I have experienced the lives and trials 
of the characters written between these bindings.  I fought alongside Achilles during the Trojan war.  I 
felt his pain when Hector killed Patroclus.”   
 Pappy picked up the next book.  Alice in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll.  “I had tea with Alice and 
sat beside the March Hare at Hatter’s table listening to the rantings of the Dormouse.”  He placed that 
book back on the table and grabbed another from the stack. 
 Romeo and Juliet by Shakespeare.  “I fell in love with a Capulet and sought revenge for 
Mercutio’s untimely death.”  Pappy set the book down on the table.  His eyes glistened with happiness 
as he scanned over the many adventures splayed in front of him.  “I have lived their lives many times 
and many times more.  It is time for me to let go so others can experience the joys of their adventures.”  
Pappy smiled widely with a glint in his eye.  “Besides, the market might offer a new adventure for these 
old bones.  Maybe we can find a book about Paris or about pirates.  I have always wanted to travel the 
open seas with Blackbeard or experience the life of an aristocrat.  Who knows what we will find?” 
 “A new adventure, Pappy.  We will find a new adventure to go on.”  
 “Yes,” Pappy replied before opening the door for me.  “You are going to be late.  You should 
hurry along.”  Grabbing my lunch from the table, I kissed Pappy on the cheek and headed out the door 
toward the nursery.  It had been six weeks since my last relief time.  I was looking forward to spending 
my two days off with Pappy.  Shopping at the marketplace would be fun.  Who knows?  Maybe I would 
find something for myself alongside Pappy’s new books. 
 The day continued like any other.  The whistle blew for lunch, and I ate alone on the rooftop 
while looking out over the city.  Dark clouds rolled in the distance.  Another storm was coming.  
Hopefully, it would not rain until after I got back home.   
 Walking home in the rain was not something I was fond of.  If I had an umbrella to keep my 
clothes from getting soaked, that would have been nice.  But I had traded my only umbrella for a few 
small, slightly rotted cabbages from one of our neighbors.  The food rations seemed smaller as the 
harvest season neared its end.  
 Val worked on a row of tomatoes while I weeded and harvested green beans from an adjoining 
line.  The nursery had many lines of vegetables, each in their own raised beds.  Row after row, we 
tended and harvested crops for the Consulate.  They took the best of the harvest (the fruits of our hard 
labor) and divided what remained into rations for the lower class.   
 The air inside the nursery was humid and thick with the smell of plants and dirt.  Using the 
sleeve of my shirt, I wiped away the bead of sweat that fell from my brow.  Plucking another green bean 
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from the vine, I placed it into the basket at my side.  My nails were caked with dirt, and I smelled of 
sweat and earth, but I couldn’t complain.   
 Work for humanity’s preservation.   

 That’s what the Consulate would have us believe we were doing. I didn’t know if I believed that.  

It was more like we were working to maintain the life of luxury of the upper class.  But working in the 

nursery--- using my own two hands to grow the food that could feed a hungry child of the lower class--- 

that was a job worth doing.  Children were precious, pitiful for being born into the city, their plights 

having already been drawn for them since the time of their birth, but precious because they were 

children---gifts from God. 

 “Hey,” Val whispered as she moved closer to me down the aisle so as not to be heard by the 

boss.  He walked across the catwalk above our heads keeping an ever-present eye on all the workers 

below.  “What are you going to do during your relief time?” 

 Boss Gage glanced in our direction but continued his circle around the catwalk.  Moving a little 

closer, I whispered in reply.  “Pappy wants to get some new books.  I think we will spend most of the 

first day at the market.” 

 “Your Pappy and his books.  You could fill a closet with as many books as your Pappy owns.”  

 Pappy did have a copious number of books.  Stacks among stacks lined the walls of our small 

apartment, but his happiness was my happiness.  If books could make him happy, I was more than 

willing to get them for him.  Boss Gage turned and circled back down the catwalk in our direction.  Val 

and I placed our heads down and focused on our lines of vegetables hoping that we weren’t discovered.   

 “Hey, you!”  Gage called from the catwalk above causing Val and me to jump.  “What are you 

doing?”  We both looked up to see the boss’s menacing gaze.   

 His brown eyes could pierce through a person’s soul.  He was no different than the Consulate--- 

always thinking he was better than the rest of us.  We were the peasants in his kingdom (the nursery) 

and meant no more to him than an insect under his shoe.  “Stop gabbing and focus on your row or else 

don’t expect to go home when the last bell rings.” 

 Staying after the last bell was not something either of us wanted to do.  It was hard enough 

trying to get home before the sun went down. Val and I focused on our work, determined to finish 

before the final bell. 

 The rest of the day continued as normal.  Dropping my last basket of beans at the turn-in, I 

noticed Val still had not finished her line.  It wouldn’t be long until the last bell sounded.  Grabbing an 

empty basket from the stack, I returned to help Val finish her work.  She looked up at me from the 

bottom of a rather large tomato plant.  Dirt was smeared on her face and sweat accumulated on her 

forehead as she continued to weed and harvest her row.   

 Dropping the basket at the end of the row, I started to work my way toward her.  Boss Gage had 

made another round above us but didn’t say anything as I helped Val to finish.  It didn’t take long before 

Val and I were close enough to speak to each other without Boss Gage seeing. 

 “Thanks for the help,” Val said as she wiped her dirty sleeve against the wet of her forehead.  

Another smear of dirt appeared across the top of her brow.  Her fingers (like my own) were caked in dirt 

and grime.   

 “That’s what friends are for,” I replied while shooting her a quick smile.  “Do you have anything 

left after this?” 

 “I still need to spread fertilizer.” Val pointed to the stacked bags of fertilizer sitting at the foot of 

the row.   



 “Go ahead and move on to that.  I’ll finish up here.” 

 She smiled widely and pushed herself up off her knees.  “You are the best, Pheebs.” 

 “I know,” I replied.  “Don’t tell anyone.  It’s our little secret.”  Val covered her mouth with her 

hand as she quietly laughed.   

 “Are you two finished talking yet?” Boss Gage called down from the catwalk above.  I jumped as 

I hadn’t noticed that he was watching us.  “It doesn’t bother me if you want to stay here after the last 

bell, but don’t expect me to stay with you.  I have other things I need to do than babysit you two after 

hours.” 

 “Yes boss,” I replied.  “We will be done by the last bell.  Don’t worry.” 

 “Who’s worried?  Who would worry over two nothings like you?”  Gage turned on his heel and 

continued down the catwalk finishing his circle. 

 His words echoed in my ears as his footsteps moved further away.  Who would worry over two 

nothings like you?  Two nothings.  Even if we were nothing, there were still people that worried about 

us.  I had my Pappy, and Val had Danny (her younger brother).   Since Val’s parents had died, she had 

taken care of Danny on her own.  Without us, our families would have been cast from the city.  We 

meant nothing to most people, but we were important to our families.   

 I turned back to the row and plucked another weed from the soil using more force than 

necessary.  A speck of dirt flew into my eye.     

 Thrump. 
 Val screamed.  At the end of the row, Val laid on her back with several bags of fertilizer pinning 
her legs to the floor.   
 “Val!” I yelled in panic as I dropped the basket in my hands and ran to her.  Several of the other 

nursery workers reached her before I did and helped to remove the bags of fertilizer pinning her down.  

Dropping to my knees, I pulled Val up into a sitting position.  Her auburn hair had fallen from her 

ponytail and hung loosely over her shoulders.  “Val are you okay?” 

 “I….” 
 “What’s this?” Boss Gage barked as he walked up to us.  “What did you do now?” 
 “The fertilizer fell on her,” I replied.  He bent down and not to gently grabbed Val’s ankle turning 
it side to side in his hand.  She shrieked in pain.  “Looks like you won’t be able to work.” 
 “No,” Val argued.  “I can work.  I can work.”  Val grabbed my shoulder and tried to pull herself 
into a standing position.  I helped her to her feet, but she couldn’t put pressure on her ankle. 
 “Oh well,” Gage replied.  “You know what happens to people who can’t work.” 
 “No,” Val said as she tried to put pressure on her ankle again.  This time she fell back to the 
floor.  “I can work.  I can work.” 
 “Get her out of here,” Gage commanded.  “And report to the Consulate.”  Two of the workers 
grabbed Val around the waist and pulled her back to her feet.  She pushed against them screaming to let 
her go back to work as Boss Gage turned and started to walk away.   
 I didn’t know what came over me.  I didn’t even realize that I had reached out to grab his arm, 
spinning him to face me.  The only thoughts in my mind were of Val and Danny being cast from the city.  
They wouldn’t be able to survive outside the walls on their own.   
 “You bastard,” I yelled as my hand reached out and slapped Gage’s face.  My fingers stung from 
the sudden violence.  “She’s hurt, not disabled.”  He reached up and rubbed the spot on his cheek, the 
skin turning red from my slap. 
 “You dare hit me,” he said through gritted teeth as he raised his hand to retaliate.  I braced 
myself for his revenge, my eyes tightly shut, but his hand never hit my face.  Instead, the nursery filled 
with his laughter. 



 “You’ve got balls, Phoebe.  You’re not too smart, but you’ve got balls.”   
 My fists clenched at my sides as Boss Gage circled me, his eyes consuming my form.  Behind 
their amber glass was a threat to my existence.  I had slapped the man that held my life and the life of 
my Pappy in the palms of his hands.  One word from him to the Consulate and Pappy and I would be cast 
from the city. 
 With the help of the two workers, Val pulled herself back up on her feet.  “I can work, boss.” 
Gage stopped circling me and focused on Val.  “I can work.  Don’t report to the Consulate.”  
 Boss Gage folded his hands across his chest.  “Walk to me,” he said to Val, a sinister smirk on his 
face.  I could tell he was enjoying her pain.  I clenched my fist and took all my strength not to reach out 
and strike him again. 
 Val pulled away from the two workers helping to support her and took a step forward.  She had 
put pressure on her foot for less than a minute before she reached for the worker next to her for 
support.  “You can’t even walk to me.  How do you expect to work?” 
 “I can work,” Val pleaded.  “Don’t report to the Consulate.  I can work.” 
 “Take her away,” Gage barked. 
 “No,” Val yelled in panic as the two workers holding her steady started toward the door.  “I can 
work.  I can work.” 
 “She just needs some time to heal,” I protested.  Val pushed against one of the workers holding 
her and fell to the floor.  I rushed to her side to help her.  “You don’t have to report to the Consulate.  
She can work.  She just needs a little time.” 
 Boss Gage stared down at me, and the smirk on his face disappeared.  A fire roared in his eyes at 
my challenge of his authority.   
 “A little time,” he replied.  “Sure.  When are her next relief days?  Oh wait, she has already used 
her days this month.”  He turned his back to us once again and started to walk away. 
 “She can take my days,” I yelled. 
 “What?  No, Phoebe, you need your days.” Val argued.  
 “She can take my days,” I repeated as I stood to face Boss Gage.   
 “Take your days?”  Gage moved closer until he and I were toe to toe.  His brows furrowed in the 
center of his forehead.  “Fine.  Let her have your days.  But, from the looks of her ankle, it is going to 
take more than a few days before she will be healed.  What are you going to do after your days are up?  
If she can’t work and keep up with the Consulate’s demands, then I have no choice but to report her.”  
Gage placed his finger against his chin and walked a circle around me.  My skin crawled under his 
inspection.  “Unless…” he said (drawing out the “s” longer than necessary). 
 “Unless?” I asked. 
 “Unless you are willing to do both her work and yours.”  He knew the workload was more than 
one person could bear.   
 For anyone else, I wouldn’t have challenged Gage’s authority.  I wouldn’t have given up my relief 
time and sacrificed my days off, but this was Val.  I couldn’t let Gage report her accident to the 
Consulate.  If they had found out that she couldn’t work, both her and Danny would have been expelled 
from the city, and I couldn’t let that happen.  Val and Danny were like Pappy; they were the only family I 
had ever known. 
 After a deep breath, I steeled my nerves and agreed to Gage’s conditions. “I will make sure the 
demands of the Consulate are met so long as you don’t report Val’s accident.”  The sinister smirk 
returned to Gage’s face as he turned his attention to Val.   
 “Take her home,” he barked at the two workers by Val’s side.  They nodded and pulled Val from 
the floor.  Her eyes were wet with tears as they led her from the nursery.  “And you.” Gage’s finger 
pushed against my chest.  “Finish up her work before you leave.”  He pointed at the mess of fertilizer on 
the floor.  “Clean up this mess while you are at it, too.”   



 The last bell sounded, and all the workers rushed to finish and leave for the day.   
 Only I was left.   
 The nursery was eerily quiet after I finished spreading the fertilizer along the row of tomatoes.  
Clouds blocked out the light of the moon, and rain had started falling leaving the streets of the city dark 
and ominous.  Maybe I would get lucky and the evil that dominated the streets at night would stay 
indoors out of the rain.  
 I found myself in silent prayer as I traversed the stormy streets.  “Lord in heaven, hallowed is 
your name.  Your kingdom come, and your will be done…” 
 Avoiding the larger puddles of water that had gathered along the edges of the street, I 
wandered down the paved road in the darkness.    
 “You are my refuge and fortress.  You are the God in whom I trust…” 
 Rain continued to fall, and within minutes of leaving the nursery, I found myself drenched and 
cold.  My teeth chattered as I continued to recite the prayers I was able to remember.  Passing building 
after building, I pulled my shirt tighter around me fruitlessly trying to ward off the chill of the rain.  It 
was of no use.  My clothes were soaked and there was nothing I could do about it.         
 My foot slipped on something hidden in a puddle on the road.  Landing hands first, my palms 
stung as the pavement scraped against my skin.  Pulling myself up on my knees, I noticed the hole in my 
pants.   
 “Great, Phoebe.  That’s just great.”  The smear of red on the leg of my pants caught my eye; not 
only had I fallen and tore a hole in the only good pair of pants that I had, I had also stained them with 
blood.  My knee stung as I inspected the wound.  It was superficial, nothing more than a scratch 
compared to some of the wounds I had seen the workers suffer at the nursery. 
 “Young lady, do you need some help?”  A deep voice from a nearby alleyway asked.  My heart 
jumped into my throat at the resonant tone and a chill ran up my spine.   
 My throat went dry. I dared not to answer.  I had to get home. Home was safe.  Secure.  Home 
was where Pappy was waiting for me. 
 Standing up quickly and walking as fast as I could in the downpour, I rushed toward home, my 
safe haven.   
 Two blocks.   
 I only needed to make it two blocks more.  Clenching my fists at my sides and straining my ears 
to hear his footsteps, I prepared for the owner of the deep voice to attack.     
 My breathing was fast, and my heart drummed in my ears as I knew the inevitable was going to 
happen.   
 I was going to be attacked.  I had been discovered by one of the evils that lurked around the city 
at night.  Thoughts of Pappy ran through my mind.  If something happened to me, Pappy would be cast 
out of the city.  I couldn’t allow that to happen.  I wouldn’t.  Pappy needed me, and one way or another, 
I was going to make it home tonight. 
 My best option (my only option) was to try and get the upper hand catching my attacker off 
guard.  This would allow me a chance to escape.  
  Balling my fists tight, I spun around to face my stalker, but all I saw was an empty street behind 
me.  There was no sign of the man who had called out to me earlier. 
 After several deep breaths and an unspoken prayer, I continued toward home moving as fast as 
my cold tired legs would carry me.  I almost made it home, but a group of men standing in the rain 
surrounding someone lying on the street caught my attention.   
 It wasn’t bravery that made me approach them, but the shoe of the man on the ground.  There 
was a hole in the sole.  I was as familiar with that shoe as I was the freckles on the back of my hands.  I 
knew who lied dead on the street before I even saw his face. 



 Blood rushed to my ears as I bellowed into the night.  Thunder roared, and lightning cracked 
overhead, but it was nothing compared to the panic and fury that flowed through me.   
 I pushed past through the circle of men surrounding the man lying face down on the blood-
stained street and fell to my knees.   
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