
 I couldn’t see a thing as I ran away. Tears blurred my vision as I felt the heels of my new red 

pumps dig into my feet. I stumbled a bit running as fast as I could down the street and away from the 

funeral home. It was raining—how fitting—I heard my brothers call my name, my nephew was calling 

for me but I couldn’t turn back. She was gone and I had nothing left. Sure I had family and friends but I 

was a lone and they had their lives to lead now and I was alone. I had nothing, no boyfriend, no 

education to continue no child of my own to distract my mind it was just me. I was absolutely alone and 

not one soul could ever feel this pain. They’d try of course and I know behind my sadness I’d be totally 

grateful for it but right now my soul was in a trillion pieces and I didn’t know where to start gluing them 

back together. 

 My lungs burned as I slowed my running. A sob escaped my throat as I lifted my face to the gray 

sky. It wasn’t cold just humid as the rain came down hitting my face mingling in with my tears. My once 

perfect makeup ran down my face. I weakly fell to my knees, my stockings soaking with water but I 

ignored it as I fell to my hands bowing my head; my curly hair falling into my face. It was getting dark but 

I couldn’t see it with my eyes tightly shut. I gripped some mud between my fingers and squished it while 

rocks bit into my palms I welcomed the wonderful pain. 

 Cars slowed and passed by honking their horns at me. I stood, I must have looked like a mess 

when I turned to the family in the car. The father took one look at me and zoomed off. The rain came in 

sheets now. I kicked off my shoes leaving them behind as I walked aimlessly farther from misery. I stood 

by a single road my mind going in too many directions to keep track of just one thought. I looked across 

the street at a deli my mother enjoyed going to. I wanted to be there. I had no reason exactly why, it 

wasn’t really a good connection with her. Maybe I wanted to be somewhere farther away from a small 

box sitting in a sad room filled with people I didn’t understand why they wanted to be there when they 

barely were around when she was alive. I took one step, that tiny step and something hit me. 

 A truck horn blared, tires screeching on the wet road almost in a deafening roar. Hot breath and 

a hard body was on top of me. I felt myself being turned. I looked into the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen. I 

didn’t feel the scrap of the road on my arms or legs. I just laid there as he pulled away from me, his 

blonde hair dripping from the rain. His eyebrows were in a frown and he was breathing hard. I sat up 

and tried to stand but pain shot through my ankle. 

 “God damn, some of a bitch. What is your fucking problem?” 

 I numbly turned my head toward the truck driver. He was tall with a small belly. His red flannel 

shirt was starting to get soaked from the downfall. In the distance the lights changed from a brilliant 

green to a shockingly bright red. Cars were stopping and honking their horns. Who gave a shit? I flipped 

him off not feeling the string of curses he was throwing at me. He was pointing at me as he stomped his 

way towards through the growing puddles. His truck was turned at an odd angle down a deep ditch. I 

mentally shrugged my shoulder and continued on across the street. 

 “You stupid cunt I’m calling the police.” 



 So? I wanted to say but I paid him no attention. The guy who tackled me did though, telling him 

he’d take me back home. I’ve never seen him before, what was it his business? Maybe if I got hit by the 

truck to this horrible soul crushing feeling would die.  

 I reached the deli, it was closed. I sighed placing a warm hand on the cold surface. I closed my 

eye trying to remember my mother’s voice. 

 “What kind of sandwich do you want? Hurry up and tell me.” She’d scold me softly. 

 Was it only four days? I barely can remember what she sounded like. Is this hell? I wondered 

opening my eyes. Lightning flashed across the sky. The man flashed behind me in the reflection. I turned 

around leaning most of my weight against the door.  I hit my head three times as hard as I could against 

the glass until he stopped me. I pushed his hand as hard as I could away from me. I frowned deeply. 

 “Do you have a death wish?” He remarked almost out of breath with anger. 

 I didn’t say anything but roll my eyes looking across the street at familiar figures. I saw my aunt 

from out of town, her long graying blond hair whipping in the fierce wind holding onto my discarding 

shoes.  I sank to the floor holding my legs wishing I could disappear into my misery. 

 A horde of feet against pavement came crashing closer. I held my head in my hands and starting 

humming to myself. I felt someone touch me and I pushed them off screaming. I didn’t know what I was 

screaming but the hot tears started again. I rocked back and forth wishing she was here to hold my hand 

and tell me what to do. What the hell was I supposed to do now? 

 I felt as if my identity was ripped from me. Who was I? What road do I seek now? How much 

longer could I live life feeling as if I was dying inside? This was the worst pain I ever felt in my entire life. 

Not even growing up without a father and wondering why he didn’t love me could match this much 

pain. My mom loved me through my awkwardness and my loud personality but I was just a broken 

image of myself. She was in a box! A fucking box for Christ sake and he asks me if I had a death wish? 

Maybe I do. 

 

**** 

 

 I don’t know how I got here dirty and wet standing silently in my bedroom with a sore ankle.  I 

start to think back at the stranger talking to my family. The police did come but I don’t know what they 

asked or if I said anything. I looked at my hands now the dirt dry and caked mud under my fingernails 

and along my arms and legs. I paused to listen to the house. Such eerie silence. 

I don’t know where everyone was but I can only assume downstairs reliving moments of Mom’s 

life. Where was my life now? I bit another sob again and sat on the floor. I wanted to sleep forever. I 

wanted to sleep until my life ended. I closed my eyes trying to figure out how none of this was my fault 



but the pain grabbed me once more screaming at me that her death was on my hands. How was I going 

to forgive myself? 

 Alarmingly I sat up. I turned my head toward the door. I felt something here. 

 “Mom?” I questioned. I stood up on dirty feet and walked out the door. I heard the voices of my 

family below and made my way down the hall towards the back stairs. I looked out the large window 

streaked with rain and saw the blue eyed stranger below. He was looking directly at me. I felt shivers 

crawl up my legs and up my back. He was just standing there. He beckoned me to come down. What 

else could I lose? He saved my life and I wanted to know why. 

 I walked out the back way, quietly closing the backdoor behind me. I had shoved my feet into 

rain boots and hurried across the wet lawn and into the back alley. He stood with his hands deep into his 

pockets. His hair was in a ponytail now. He had a beard that looked strangely attractive. I knew he was a 

bit older than me. 

 “Who are you?” My voice was thick with sadness. 

 “A friend of your mothers.” 

 My heart squeezed at the mention of her. I fiercely wiped at my eyes forgetting that my hands 

were dirty. As a last thought, I must look like a mess right now. 

 “She’s inside nestled nicely in a pine box. Did you want to say hello?” I could hear my sarcasm 

come out in full force. He looked at me as if I slapped him. 

 His eyes were icy making me colder than I already felt. I didn’t say an apology than just listen to 

him sigh in frustration. He tucked a hair behind his ear and looked at me again. 

 “Look, I need you to know that your mom cared for you if you can listen to the next part long 

enough without being sarcastic I can be on my way.” 

 I fought an eye roll but nodded anyway. 

 “There are things in this world that she tried to keep from hurting you and your family. It’s 

unfortunate she didn’t live long enough to pass this information onto you.” 

 I wanted to open my mouth and ask what he was talking about but he shushed me with those 

eyes, eyes that I wanted to poke out with my own bare hands. 

 “She’s is---she was,” he corrected. “A demon slayer. You are the only daughter and I’ts required 

of you to be next in line.” 

 How straightforward I wanted to blurt out but I was distracted by the first time today feeling a 

tickle in my throat. A burst of noise shot out from my mouth in a laugh. I covered my mouth quickly as 

my laugh echoed off the buildings and through the alley. His eyes studied my face then he just waited 

for me to gather myself before he continued. 



 “She taught me many things and I’ve watched you. You have her gift of being aware of things 

others aren’t.” 

 “Did a demon kill her?” I asked him biting my lip from smiling so big from another laugh. My jaw 

was starting to hurt from fighting another fit of laughter. 

 “Give me a chance to show you.” 

 I shook my head. “No. Things are meaningless and if demons need to be slayed someone else 

can do it. Hell, let them do their demon-y thing—whatever that happens to be. I don’t give a flying fuck.” 

I paused. “My mother is fucking dead. Get it through your head ‘cause I don’t think you get it. I don’t 

ever in my life want to see you again. I’m trying to live seconds without her.” 

 “I understand she was your rock but—“ 

 “Go to hell asshole.” 

 I turned from him stomping my way through the grass, pass my nephews toys and to the door. 

 “I have one question.” He shouted at me. 

 I turned to him with the screen door in hand. “What?” 

 A smile appeared on his face. “How did you know to look outside to this spot?” He asked 

suddenly. 

 I opened my mouth to find the words stuck in my throat, but nothing came. With a snap of his 

fingers he was gone in a mist. I stood there fighting my way into the house. I locked the back door and 

stood away from it. My heart rapidly beat incredibly fast, tears stung my eyes and I climbed my way 

back to my safe haven. 

 What the fuck just happened? 
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