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 Waves crash against the shore, as sand drifts through the wind into grass lining the 

forest’s edge. The clouds glow as tunnels of moonlight shine from behind them; their 

reflection painted in the water. The breeze tousles my drenched hair, causing droplets of 

water to fall from its tangles. I rub my arms, attempting to dissipate their numbness; the 

wool of my sweater feels rough on my hands, but now has lost its ability to insulate my 

body. The laces of my boots drag through the sand, as I limp, slithering like little snakes 

leaving a trail along side the shoe prints that follow me.  

 My foot snags the hem of my dress, causing me to fall to my knees. My body is 

frozen; I feel as If I am an iceberg in an untrodden part of the ocean, never to be discovered. 

Sitting on the beach I watch the tide roll in, as an aftermath of the storm: the horizon, still 

and empty. In the middle of the great lake, where the storm had erupted, the crest of the 

waves poured into our boat, and the troughs caused our vessel to rock so violently, I was 

thrown overboard: carried away by the water, taken away from my family.  

 With lips of purple, I collapse in the dune grass, curling my body into a fetal 

position, as I begin to shake: the dampness of my brown hair freezing my scalp. I have never 

experienced this intense cold before, even during the nights in the streets. After my father 

lost his job, he also lost many of his investments, causing us to live with our neighbors in a 

town built of what scraps and boxes we could find. Many of the nights were cold, but at least 

my clothes were dry.  

 Teeth chattering, my vision begins to blur, and I see the light kindle in the distance, 

calling me deep within the forest. Suddenly, I feel warmth crawl beneath my back and 

surround me, as I begin to drift towards the light, and I feel my eyes closing, air leaving my 

lungs, and my soul escaping my body. 

***** 

 For awhile all is black, until my eyes open slowly. My entire body is under a blanket 

of some sort, the pattern reminds me of my father’s hunting jacket. Beneath this quilt, my 

circulation has returned allowing me to live again. Wrapped in this cavern I hear the wind 

howling outside, but it cannot touch me. For a moment I feel safe and warm, at home in my 

bed, as if the whole ordeal was a nightmare: the shantytown, the depression, the shipwreck. I 



pray that this is the truth, but as I peer over the edge of the blanket I see a brown armchair 

with gold studs lining the cushion, sitting alongside a small brick fireplace with blazes 

crackling within it. My father’s chair used to be positioned in a similar manner, but his 

armchair was green, with a large stain where I spilled my firs cup of coffee, I soon realize I 

am not at home, for a muscular young man in a brown jacket sits on a wooden stool, as he 

tends to the fire.  

 Under the blanket I lay silently, picking at a thread in the couch’s floral patter, 

contemplating my next move,. Is this young man friendly? Is he my rescuer? He pokes at the 

burning logs with an iron, causing glowing, white flakes to chip and fall to the ground. With 

every caress of the firewood, he turns the blazes into sparks, The boiling pot above the fire 

steams, signifying that it contains some form of stew. My mother brewed some of her 

cooking over a fire: how my stomach yearns for its calming effect The way he stirs the pot’s 

contents reminds me of her.  

 Slowly, I begin to sit, sliding my hand along the wooden frame of the couch. I stay 

wrapped in the blanket and swing my feet onto the floor. I am in a hut constructed of logs: a 

cabin. In the corner sits a wooden bed frame with a thick cot, and a multicolored quilt 

folded neatly at the foot of the bed. I glance around the room, each of the four walls contain 

some form of artwork: a drawing of a family, a wooden carving of a bass, a wind chime 

hanging inside the window, and a painting of the sand dunes above the fireplace. Resting on 

the mantelpiece is an array of books, which were clearly waterlogged at some point. Their 

titles are familiar to me: Dubliners, a dictionary, and Peter Pan, which my father would read to 

me as I feel asleep.  

 The shaggy-haired young man reaches for a metal bowl on the floor, and pulls the 

ladle out of the pot, pouring a serving of stew into the bowl. He turns around; allowing me 

to look into his kind eyes, and sits down next to me.  

 “This should help calm your stomach,” he says, placing the bowl in my lap. His voice 

is soft and deep; it comforts me. I sit silently, studying the contents of the bowl: potatoes, 

meat, and some type of green vegetable. I smile lightly, thanking him for his kindness. I 

begin spooning soup into my mouths hesitantly; the broth hits my tongue, soothing my dry 

throat. We sit there in silence, as I eat, he rubs his left knee in a circular motion: either to 

massage an injury, or as the repercussions of a nervous habit. His mannerisms seem oddly 

familiar to me. I scratch my right ear, and swallow the last of my meal.  



 “Thank you,” I say awkwardly, “for everything.” I turn the bowl nervously in my lap. 

 “Here, let me…” he takes the bowl from my hands, and sets it on the side table. 

There is silence for a moment, “If it’s not to soon, how did you find yourself on the beach in 

this weather?” 

 “I…I was on a ship with my family, and we became trapped in a storm. The waves 

were incredibly rough, I was on the deck, and I was…” I clear my throat, “The next thing I 

know I’m here with you.” 

 “After this weather has passed we can work on getting home, somehow?” 

 “I don’t have a home, really. My father lost his job, and he was forced to sell the 

house because he has so many mouths to feed.” 

 “You have a large family? I used to be in one, too,” he continues to rub his knee. 

 “Well, we love each other like family, but we all have a different heritage,” I explain. 

 “I use to live in a similar situation,” he says “My parents had to give me up when I 

was seven, so I lived in an orphanage for a while, then this amazing family took me in. They 

lived in a large house, but to me it seemed like a palace.”  

 “My parents adopt a lot of children, I’m their only real child, though. But, I enjoyed 

growing up with a lot of siblings,” I chuckle, “there was never a dull moment.” 

 I tuck my sand infested hair behind my ear, accidently touching a cut on my 

forehead; I wince. He dabs the bleeding laceration with a towel. I look into his eyes, blue as 

the lake that took me, but they remind me of someone I once knew. I have met many people 

in my life, in shantytowns, and the many orphans who pass through my parents home. The 

young man seems a few years older than me, probably in his mid twenties, making him 

difficult to place. But his blue eyes, and his gentle touch: I must know him from home, but 

then how did he make his way to this forest? 

 He beings to speak, “I left that life behind though. About seven years ago the father 

began having financial troubles. Being one of the oldest, I stayed or a while, got a job fishing, 

to help pay the bills. Everything was great, I was working, giving money to the family, and 

saving some for my own investments, so I’d be able to provide for my own wife, when I 

have one.”  

 “So, you had a girlfriend”” I ask inquisitively. 



 “Yes, we were planning on getting married when I had saved enough. She was the 

only daughter of the parents that ran the orphanage. She had the most beautiful curly brown 

hair,” he smiles reflectively, “but one day our boat hit the rocks. We ran it ashore, but only  

I survived. So, I built this hut, and here I remain, praying I can return to her side.”  

 Our eyes wander awkwardly, until I feel him reach for a dry section of my hair.  

He begins twisting the curl around his finger. It all seems too magical, as if from a 

storybook. “Millie?” he whispers my name passionately, as I lean into his embrace, blessed 

by this miracle. 
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