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Dear Reader,  

Thank you for downloading “Reading Between 
the Lines,” the 2017 edition of Varina High 
School’s literary magazine, The Varina High School 
Review.  This year’s isssue features poems, short 
stories, artwork, and photography, all created by 
current Varina High School students.  We’re very 
proud of this year’s magazine, and we’d like to 
thank all of the students who made this year’s 
publication possible by sharing with us their art, 
photography, and writing. 

Additional credit is due to Dawn Schwartz and 
Dan Stooks for their help in assembling student 
artwork, Jonathan Gosney for e-publishing 
assistance, and Joey Boehling and Bev Lanier for 
their continuing guidance and support.  We truly 
hope that you will enjoy this year’s magazine! 

Yours sincerely, 

The editors: 

Orion Carey-Parks 
Desnasia Jackson 
Khalil Kelley 
Trejon Sterling-Williams 

 



  

Poems  



  

You swim circles in the sweater 
That swallows you whole. 
Everyone thinks it's to keep you warm, 
As there are no arms wrapped around your tiny waist anymore, 
But underneath you hide your skeleton, 
And your delicate heartbeat. 
Underneath you hide yourself, 
A tattered blanket that used to keep someone warm, 
Like a small child. 
The bags under your eyes are like the weight 
On a homeless man's back. 
Your smile like a drought, 
And the only rain falls down your masked face. 
 

Jayla Paker, VHS Student  

Poem 4  

by:  

Miranda Wright  
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The Spider  by:  

I saw the shadow of a spider 
Walking on the glass, 
Its black figure projected like a film 
On the dashboard. 
His projection was greater in size than he, 
Darker in appearance. 
Peering up at this little man 
I acknowledged his smallness, 
Compared to the word, 
And his clear appearance. 
Not only clear by his mirror reflection 
But also clear to everyone who crosses. 
He means nothing to you, save maybe a fright. 
I admire him for his confidence, 
Walking across my windshield, 
Something so small, 
With the power to be invisible. 
But he chooses not to be. 

 

Miranda Wright 

Alexia Harris, VHS Student  
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Beneath the rushing water I follow your spirit, 
Hoping that it leads to you, 
But only shallows are left.  
The chance of me finding my way back is running thin. 
Remind me where to find you;  
Send your rain.  
Aim for the deeper ground  
where my roots lie. 
Aim for the mountains  
Where the water runs through, 
Giving life and  
Leaving its silhouette underneath the grain.  
Let your waters rush again;  
Let it beat against the rocks, 
Let it flow in between the cracks of my heart.  
Let it guide me home to where my heart belongs. 

 

Found  

Brandon Trimmer, VHS Student  
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Winter  

Midnight  

It is as silent as the first night of snow.  
Your hazel eyes can't see that because it's dark.  
Midnight comes and you’re still lost.  
The essence of your presence creeps in the shadows,  
Leaving the aftertaste of your lips.   
I would say there’s a cold storm coming,  
But you would say otherwise.  
 
The only possible answer to your absence is silence, 
A fusillade of thoughts with no answers.  
You left and smiled like I was never able to hold you. 
So, go on as silent as death in the first night of the snow. 
Leave me with this burning fire out here in the cold. 
 

Jayla Parker, VHS Student  
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by:  

Josue Machado  



7  

Easy  
 

 

Easy rain, as tame as an old man with his cane.  
The easy rain, so silent and plain.  
So quiet, you can hear each drop on your window pane,  
Relaxing like a cup of coffee on a winter's day.   
Easy rain.  The feel of the delicate drops, the way it pops ever so gently, 
Almost like the soft whine of a baby.  Sounds that could rock you slightly to sleep.  
Easy rain, no need for counting sheep.  
The easy rain will sweep you off your feet,  
Slowly, like a wolf's midnight creep.  
I hope you stay sane during your deep sleep, 
Like the easy rain. 
 

Alexia Harris, VHS Student  

by:  

  

Margaret Michel  

Rain  
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I’m no  

Slave  

I work from dusk till dawn. 
I work long, very long. 
I can’t sleep, but I weep. 
But I’m no slave. 
 
I try and try to run away. 
But I can’t, so I stay. 
I work hard, very hard every day. 
But I’m no slave. 
 
I cry and I cry, 
Hoping someday I’ll be free. 
Someday I can see the gifts that God has given to me.   
But I'm no slave. 
 

Makayla Bardford  
VHS Student  

by:  

  

Margaret Michel  
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9  

Winston  

There are men who stand around, 
Dead cats and road kill on the ground. 
 
Drug dealers roam the streets, 
People with Jades on their feet  
With no food to eat. 
 
There’s trash, 
Barely any cash, 
Small rooms. 
I feel like we're coming to our doom. 
 
It's like a jail cell  
With no way out. 
I can't even make bail. 
No doubt I'm not getting out. 
 
I'm trapped, 
Strapped, 
Closed in, 
Space is so thin. 
 
Can't breathe, 
I'm filled with grief, 
Closed in, 
Winston 
 

Robert Richmond, VHS Student  

by:  

Margaret Michel  
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Amy Niyonzima, VHS Student 

There was once a young couple, Alex and Mandy, who had a baby named Greyson.  Mandy died 
giving birth to Greyson, and Alex was left with all the responsibility of the child.  Alex was a hardworking 
man who tried his best to give Greyson a good childhood and the best of things.  Sadly, Alex wouldn’t be 
around for long. 

It was a crisp September morning in Virginia.  The sun was shining, the leaves were changing, and 
there was a cool fall breeze.  Alex, Greyson’s father, was making breakfast for them both to start the day 
off right and get Greyson ready for his first day of first grade.  Greyson was so ecstatic, beyond happy to 
start first grade, because he knew if he did well and behaved that his father would take him out to the 
doughnut shop for his favorite type of doughnut:  glazed, with chocolate sprinkles.  Around 7:00am Alex 
dropped Greyson off at school, planning to pick him up later, around 2:00 P.M. 

Alex almost felt guilty with all his new-found free time.  He was looking for things around the 
house to occupy his mind instead of constantly wondering what Greyson was doing at school.  
Meanwhile, Greyson was having a great time socializing with all his new class mates.  He especially like his 
new friends Ian and Phillip.  Ian and Phillip were brothers who lived in a group home because their 
mother had been eaten by a shark and their father had perished in a car accident.  Phillip, Ian, and 
Greyson all got along like peas in a pod, and by the end of the day they could not wait to see each other 
again on their second day of school. 

Once Alex picked Greyson up from school he was very pleased to hear that he’d had a wonderful 
time and made some new friends.  A good report from the school resulted in Greyson’s favorite sweet 
treat, just as his father promised him:  a glazed donut with chocolate sprinkles.  Back at home Alex made 
Greyson do his homework, his regular chores, and pick up all his toys before he could eat his donut.  
Once Greyson got done with all of this it was around 6pm, so Alex made dinner.  Once the two ate 

The   

Murder  

by:  

Nikolas Nunez  
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dinner and washed up all the dishes Greyson knew what time it was:  it 
was time for him and his father to get his doughnut!   

Greyson’s favorite doughnut shop was only a couple blocks away 
from his house, so they decided to walk.  They didn’t take their usual 
walking route, however, because it was getting late and Alex knew a 
short cut through an alleyway behind their apartment.  Greyson wasn’t 
too comfortable walking through the dark creepy alleyway, so he stuck 
close to his father for protection.  Alex tried to reassure and convince 
Greyson that he has been this way a thousand times before.  With 
Greyson feeling a tad bit better he started to separate himself from his 
father, observing the area, reassuring himself that nothing was going to 
happen.  Halfway through the alley Greyson started to hear a very faint 
sound around the dumpsters; Alex dismissed the noises, trying to 
convince Greyson that it was probably a cat digging through the trash in 
search of food.  Greyson started to speed up, trying to get past the 
dumpers as quickly as he could.  As a result he ignored what was in his 
path, tripped over a brick, and scraped his knee.  Seeing blood trickling 
down his son’s leg and tears running down his son’s face, Alex rushed 
over to see if Greyson was okay.   

It wasn’t a cat near the dumpsters, it was an attacker.  Before 
Greyson could comprehend the person rushing towards his father, it was 
too late.  The attacker stabbed Alex in his stomach, then continued to 
stab him over and over again.  Blood poured everywhere and Alex 
screamed in pain.  With his father getting murdered Greyson only had 
one option:  run. 

Greyson ran for what seemed miles.  The only reason he stopped 
running was because his legs felt as if someone was holding them over a 
fire.  Once the cops found Greyson and his father’s body they placed the 
boy in a group home, the same group home that housed Ian and Phillip.  
Time seemed to fly by for Greyson.  He had a bunch of new brothers 
and sisters to help take care of and play with.  He continued to go to 
school and kept his grades up, nothing below a B.  At his high school 
graduation he was honored with being the class valedictorian with a full 
scholarship to the University of Virginia.  Yet instead of taking the 
scholarship, he decided that since the cops never found his father’s killer, 
he would. 

Greyson had plenty of connections all over town because of all 
the people he’d met as they came in and out of the group home.  Ian 
and Phillip helped out tremendously, going to the police station, pulling 
the case file, finding information on the evidence from the murder 
scene.  Greyson spent weeks doing research online while dissecting the 
case file.  Yet he grew more and more agitated as the weeks turned 
into months and the months turned into a full year.  He’d spent a 
whole calendar year trying to figure out who murdered his father, and 
he wasn’t any closer to figuring it out than he was when he’d started. 

One morning, Greyson was fed up.  He took the case file and 
threw it across his apartment, yelling and cursing up a storm.  As the 
papers fluttered down he saw a small scrap of paper he’d never seen 
before.  It had Greyson’s mother’s name bolded in red and circled 
multiple times.  Greyson was confused:  why did this paper have his 
mother’s name on it, circled so prominently?  Greyson started to look 
into it online. 

Greyson quickly figured out that his mother wasn’t dead 
anymore.  The hospital report said that she died giving birth to him, full 
cardiac arrest, but ended up coming back to life hours later.  No one 
ever told Greyson this, and it was for a good reason.  Mandy, 
Greyson’s mom, went hours without having oxygen to her brain, which 
made her mentally unstable — essentially insane.  He went on to find 
out that she had stages of extreme aggression, and because of this, she 
had to be admitted to an insane asylum. 

Greyson was stunned by his newly-found information.  He 
wanted to meet her himself.  He found the address of the asylum and 
took off to go visit.  Once he arrived he went into the building and 
requested to see her.  The secretary informed him that Mandy was no 
longer there:  she’d been admitted out fourteen years ago.  It was then 
that Greyson knew that what he feared the most was true.  He was 
certain that his mother had killed Alex. 
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Charles Mellette, VHS Student 

of a  
 

The  
 Death 

by:  

Jason Holloway  Friend 

The never-ending twilight finally falls into a dark night.  Richmond lay still, eerie, for only the 
streetlights and a few car headlights illuminate the cold asphalt roads.  The hospital stands like a 
protruding mass above the suburbs.  The patients lay still, sleeping, all but one.  Eric was restless.  His 
mind was restless.  His heart monitor began to beep with the ferocity of machine gun fire, faster and 
faster.  Eric was having a heart attack. 

The nurses rushed into the room, followed by two doctors who were following Eric’s case.  The 
doctors were shocked that Eric’s condition had declined so rapidly, and to make it worse, Eric’s brain 
waves were spiking.  In the world of the living Eric was having a heart attack and, at the same time, what 
could be considered a night terror.  However, Eric’s consciousness was going through a very different 
experience. 

“Why did you let me die?” said Will.  “I was your best friend!” 
“I never meant to do it!” Eric yelled.  “I’m so sorry Will!” 
“Liar!” yelled Will, with a fire in his eyes. 
 
“His brain waves are off the charts,” Dr. Clarkson said.  “His condition is getting worse, I need a 

milligram of Streptase stat!” 
“On it,” replied Dr.  England, who was already putting the needle into the IV drip. 
“Come on, Eric, stay with me!” Dr.  Clarkson said as he checked for pupil dilation, finding none.  

Yet as the blood thinner entered his system Eric’s condition began to improve, as it allowed the blood to  
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move around the clot.  Then, even as the heart attack stopped, Eric 
started having a seizure. 

“Two cc’s of Diazepam now!” yelled Dr.  Clarkson, who was 
prepping to intubate Eric in case his throat closed during the seizure. 

“I’m working on it!” replied Dr.  England, sliding another syringe 
into Eric’s IV tube. 

 
As the doctors work diligently to save Eric’s life, his 

consciousness displays a different picture. 
“What’s your name?” 
“Eric.” 
“Hi Eric, I’m William, but please call me Will.” 
“I like your Ninja Turtles shoes.” 
“I like your Star Wars shirt!” 
Eric’s brain was depicting the first time he met Will, years ago in 

elementary school, including every detail down to the Legos they played 
with, the two pictures they colored.  Why am I seeing this?  he thought.  
What is the point of this? 

“Come on Eric” called Eric’s mother from the back of the 
classroom. 

“Sorry I have to leave,” mumbled Eric.  “I hope we have the same 
teacher this year.” 

“Me too” said Will. 
“See, you’re making friends already, honey,” said Eric’s mother, 

waving to Mrs. Hart. 
“I hope he’s in my class,” Eric told his mother with enthusiasm. 
 
Back in the hospital room Eric’s condition had deteriorated even 

further.  The seizure still hadn’t stopped; in fact, it had increased in 
intensity. 

“We can’t pump him with any more drugs,” Said Dr. England.  “If 
we do, it’s going to tank his kidneys.” 

“He can get a kidney transplant!  If we don’t stop this seizure, he 
won’t be alive for his Kidneys to fail!” yelled Dr. Clarkson.  “Another 
milligram of Diazepam.  NOW!” 

 

“Roger,” said a reluctant Dr. England. 
 
“I finally got my license dude!” said Eric with a smile 10 miles 

long. 
“Uhh-ohh, I better stay off the road, then,” Will said with a laugh.  

“Seventeen-year-olds on the road are a scary sight.” 
“Oh come on man, I’m not that bad,” laughed Eric, as he shoved 

Will’s shoulder.  “Come on, your girlfriend is having a party tonight.” 
“Beth is not my girlfriend,” Will retorted, sighing in irritation. 
“Yeah, you guys just text each other every day and sit next to 

each other every day at lunch because you’re just friends,” Eric 
responded. 

“She’s not my girlfriend, I haven’t even asked her out.” 
“Well buddy, tonight’s your chance.” 
 
Eric’s seizure was causing his chest to contract onto his lungs, his 

throat following shortly after, even as Dr. Clarkson and Dr. England 
struggled to get it to stop. 

“Throat’s collapsing! We need to intubate ASAP!” yelled Dr. 
England in a frenzied manner. 

Dr.  Clarkson ran to the door.  “Need a ventilator in room 
three, now!” 

“We’re losing him!” screamed Dr.  England, which caused Dr.  
Clarkson to run back to Eric’s hospital bed. 

“Stay with me, Eric, stay with me!” said Dr. Clarkson. 
 
“Are you sure you’re ok to drive, Eric?” asked Will, who was 

very concerned because Eric had been drinking.  “I can get our parents 
to pick us up.” 

“No, man, are you serious?  They’ll ground us until we’re twenty, 
especially if they find out I was drinking,” Eric said in an irritated voice.  
“Imagine if Beth heard you, she’d laugh in your face.” 

“Dude, I don’t want someone who was drinking to drive me 
home.” 

“Either get in, or you can walk home.  I’m tired and I want to go  
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 “Either get in, or you can walk home.  I’m tired and I want to go 
to bed.” 

“Okay.  Fine,” Will replied, before sinking into the passenger seat 
and buckling his seatbelt.  Eric could tell that he’d put Will into a bad 
mood. 

“Hey I’m sorry for that, for what I said about Beth.” 
“Forget it, let’s go home.” 

They pulled off into the darkness, then took a right onto Moccasin 
road.  Eric felt the tension and tried to lighten the mood.  “Let’s get 
some music in here,” he said with a smile. 

“100.6 The Buzz, the hottest music on the airwaves,” the 
announcer said, putting a charismatic swing on his words.  Then the 
music started, light taps on a snare drum as the lead singer began to 
sing straight from his heart.  Then the lead guitarist picked up, followed 
by the bassist.  The Drummer let out an assortment of beats that 
ended with him beating repeatedly on the bass drum. 

“See this right here, this is good music!  Come on, Will, lighten 
up,” said Eric, who was singing along with the singer. 

“Yo pay attention to the road,” said Will.  “Deer are no joke, and 
you’ve been drinking.” 

“Oh you’re over reacting,” Eric laughed.  “Deer aren’t even out 
at this time.” 

Eric then closed his eyes and began to imitate the lead singer of 
the song they were listing to.  Will began telling Eric to stop, because 
his movements were causing the car to move back and forth on the 
road.  Without warning three deer jumped onto the road and Will 
screamed, causing Eric to open his eyes, but he didn’t have time to 
react.  He swerved, running off the road, hitting a tree head on. 

Will’s seatbelt lock failed, and he was ejected from the vehicle.  
Eric’s airbag failed to deploy, and his head smashed against the hard 
curved steering wheel.  Soomeone in the house around the corner 
heard the crash and called the EMTs, who declared Will dead at the 
scene.  Eric’s condition was severe, and they needed to airlift him 
directly to the hospital.  Then, two hours after the crash, Eric’s 
condition had declined for no apparent reason.  And now he was dead. 

 
 

“His heart stopped, time of death 2:31am,” said a reluctant Dr.  
Clarkson. 

“His condition started to decline rapidly at 2:29am, followed by 
two minutes of seizing and heart problems.  What could have caused 
this?” said Dr. England, pondering conditions that cause both seizures 
and heart attacks. 

Yet the doctors could not figure out what caused Eric to die in 
the ICU.  The autopsy was inconclusive, leaving the doctors baffled, 
because his body looked completely normal for someone who had 
been in a severe yet survivable car crash.  They theorized that maybe 
the trauma to the brain had caused the body to attack its own cells.  
But maybe the answer was simple:  he couldn’t bear what he had done, 
so his body just gave up. 
 

In Eric’s last thoughts he saw all the great things that he and Will 
had done before the crash.  He also saw the pain he’d caused Will’s 
parents, Henry and Samantha.  And finally, he saw Will, for the final 
time. 

The death of a friend was the death of him. 
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Brian Otey, VHS Student  

by:  

Logan Hicks 

16  

Dreamscape 

The silence is what woke me.  With eyes still closed, I lay 
within my usual mound of blankets, to the sound of absolutely 
nothing besides a slight ringing from my inner ear.  The extent of 
the silence told me something wasn’t right, as it didn’t fit the 
known profile of my room; the usual hum of my fan, the playlist I 
play before bed – there was no sound.  Not even a moan from 
the house as it settled on its foundation. 
  I remained with my eyes closed, assuming that sweet sleep 
would take me once again, but that wasn’t the case.  The longer I 
lay the more awake and aware I became, aware of the strange 
nothingness I heard around me.  Then, once my eyes seemed 
too alert to keep closed, I sat up and opened them, and was met 
with a pair staring right back at me. 
  I froze, with clenched handfuls of sheets, silence daunting 
every second of this locking of eyes.  Then, the room around me 
began to fall apart.  As my surroundings began to fade away, I 
was met also with a warm sensation, one that managed to slow 
both my mind and heart.  My grip on the blankets released, and  
as if that was the only thing holding me in reality, that too swiftly  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

out.  This man didn’t follow life according to his emotions, but instead 
followed logic and the common of his sense.  As if with a plan, this man 
lived life according to steps that he would make sure to take.  He never 
much revolved around others, and some would see him as cold, but he 
still managed to live and he did so for himself. 

Following a deep breath I looked into both of the old man’s eyes 
at once.  His eyes then hardened, and in a reflection I saw myself.  
Then, in a slow glide, the old man held out both of his arms, an obvious 
offer between both items.  My chest began to feel heavy as I faced this 
choice.  Live either by my heart or by my mind?  Live by love, or by 
logic?  In a swift move I pulled away the quill and began to ink a sloppy 
heart into my chest.  Though not as perfect as the one the old man 
offered, it would work; I would make it work.  I placed the quill back 
into the old man’s hand.  Following our exchange, his eyes finally closed, 
and everything went quiet, and dark.  The silence is what put me to 
sleep. 
 

 
 

Suspended in a void, the only things that seemed to exist included me 
and the figure that sat across from me, its eyes still locked with mine.  
Those white, empty eyes… 
 The head which harbored those eyes seemed to be that of an old 
man, heavily wrinkled, lines running like deep cuts.  A face without a 
mouth and nose, empty besides his set of glassball eyes.  Wrapped in an 
all-black cloak, the man sat still, legs crossed, facing me.  His purpose 
wasn’t obvious, not until from his lap he pulled out his arms and revealed 
two items, one in each hand.  A heart and a quill.  Then his eyes began to 
tell stories, lives of men who live according to one item or the other 
which the man was holding.   

In one eye, parallel to the heart, I could see the life of a man who 
lives by his emotions.  One in which the man lives for good things, like 
laughter and love, but not without the bad, such as hate and sadness.  His 
life was rich in friends, family, and heart, a simple man whose thoughts 
were invested in the people around him.  In the other eye, corresponding 
to the quill, I witnessed the life of a man who seemed to write his life  
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Charles Mellette, VHS Student 

I sat there in the funeral home.  It was cold, as if death was 
surrounding everyone there.  I could only hear my heart pounding inside my 
chest, like it was going to burst out at any given moment.  In the background 
I could faintly hear Mr. Chandler’s favorite song playing: Her Name Is Alice by 
Shinedown.  His mother requested that the funeral home to play this song, in 
remembrance of him.  “Why?” I thought.  “Why did he do it?” It was a 
pointless thought; I already knew why. 

I looked up, and Mr. Chandler’s friend, Mark Romeo, was speaking.  I 
guessed that I had daydreamed too long, realizing that the music had stopped 
a while ago.  “James and I grew up together, just like brothers,” he started.  
After he spoke a few family members, a few friends, and even the pastor 
spoke of Mr. Chandler.  Everyone spoke of the times they spent with him, 
but no one made any hints of the events that recently took place.  That’s 
when I decided to speak. 

“Is there anyone else who has any final words to say about James?” 
the pastor asked.  I stood up from the pew, and nervously walked over.  This 
would be the first time speaking in front of a lot of people for me, but it 
would be worth it to tell what this marvelous man had done for me.  I 
looked out and saw a flock of people staring back at me, their eyes glistening 

Thank   

You  

by:  

Robert Richmond  
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with the tears about to roll down their cheeks.  I swallowed my fear, and 
began to speak. 
 

* * * * * 
 

It was mid-October at Laburnum High, and I was the only new 
kid.  My family had moved from Cedarfield County to be here in Henry.  
A small, dirty county, if you were to ask me.  Being the only new kid was 
a bit scary; I knew no one, and I was sure that I’d never make a friend.  
As time went along into early December, I was right.  I had no friends, 
and nothing to truly call mine. 

That’s a lie, really, because I did have one thing to call mine, even 
though I didn’t want it.  In fact, I hated it.  Bryan Sealsman instantly took 
a liking to me the first week I started to go to this dreadful school.  He 
didn’t like me as a friend, however; he liked me more as a punching bag.  
Once he saw me trip in the hallway and out of my book bag fell Cuddles, 
my teddy bear, he decided I would be the perfect person to pick upon.  
(Trying saying that three times fast.) 

Bryan is a scrawny, tall, and – to say the least – ugly person, but 
he does know how to punch.  The first time he ever hit me, it left a 
bruise on my arm for a month.  I told my father, but all he said was “Man 
up!”  Not what I wanted to hear from my old man, but what did I expect 
from a drunk?  The second time Bryan hit me, though, Mr. Chandler saw 
what was happening and stormed out of his class room and over to us.   

As Bryan threw another punch in my direction, Mr. Chandler 
marched briskly right up to us.  “Hey!” He hollered, “Leave him alone!  
What has he ever done to you anyway?  I always see you picking on him, 
and if I see it again you’ll be dealing with much greater consequences than 
just me.”  At this point Bryan was running from Mr. Chandler, hoping in 
vain that Chandler wouldn’t remember his face.  “Are you okay?” He 
asked me.   

“Yeah.  I will be, at least.  Thank you Mr. Chandler.” I replied. 
“C’mon, let’s get down to the nurse and clean you up.” 
“No! I said I was fine.”  I shirked away from him. 
“Look Henry, I see you out here day by day, always getting 

picked on by Bryan.  I know it’s not easy being the new kid, but you can 
 

 

trust me.  Okay?” 
“If you see it happen day by day, why have you never put a stop 

to it until now?” 
“I wanted to see just how strong of a man you are, and I think 

now I know.” His radiant blue eyes glistened as he said this, as if a 
thousand suns were shining.  With that statement I finally walked down 
to the nurse’s office with him, and we got me cleaned up. 

As the days passed on I got to know more about Mr. Chandler.  
He grew up the way I did.  He was the runt of the litter, moved between 
schools a lot, and never really had any friends.  He also told me how his 
mother had passed away recently.  “She was there for me, even when no 
one else was.  I miss her more and more as the days go on, but I know 
everything is going to get better soon,” he said once. 

Not long after telling me this he spoke of his girlfriend leaving 
him.  He said that she had left him because he was depressed all of the 
time now that his mother had passed away.  “Well, if she left you for that 
reason instead of comforting you, then maybe she isn’t the one for you 
anyway,” I told him.  With this he smiled, and I’m glad he did because it 
was better seeing him smile instead of seeing a frown on his face. 

He became happier as weeks went by.  I thought this was odd, 
though, since most people would need a longer adjustment period after 
going through situations like the ones he’d described, so I was slightly 
worried.  Then one day we had a substitute teacher, and this substitute 
carried over into the next week.  I talked to my school counselor about 
it.  “What’s happened to Mr. Chandler?” I asked. 

“I’m not at liberty to discuss the issue with a student” Mr. Brown, 
my counselor, had said. 

“Please tell me?  He’s my friend.” 
He looked at me, then with a slight sigh he said, “James got fired 

last week for smoking weed in the men’s restroom.  Apparently he was 
coping with the loss of his mother and girlfriend, but doing such things 
here at school is not tolerated by the school board, so Ms.  Haring had 
to fire him.” 

“What?” I yelled out loud.  “I thought he was already over all of 
that!” 
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seat, but then I found myself walking out of the building.  I sat down 
outside with my head between my knees.  It was then that I felt 
something.   

It was him.  It was Mr. Chandler, I knew it.  He was right there 
with me; not in body, but in spirit.  I knew right at that moment, even 
though everything had changed, that he would always be by my side, no 
matter what.  I walked back into the funeral home, right up to the open 
coffin.  I saw him lying there, peacefully.  “I’m sorry,” I thought.  “I didn’t 
know that things got to be so wrong with your life that you had to do 
this.  I wish I could have helped you out more than I did, but I myself still 
have a lot of growing up to do.”  
 
I’ll never forget about Mr. Chandler.  No matter what happens in my life, 
he’ll always be with me.  I plan now to grow up and be just as kind as he 
was, because I know that’s what he would have wanted to see. 
 

 

“Apparently not,” Mr. Brown replied. 
Time had passed on, and I soon got a call at home.  “Hello? Henry? Are 
you there?” It was Mr. Chandler, but he sounded scared. 

“Yes.” I answered.  “I’m here.  Is everything okay?” 
“Henry, I just wanted to say thank you for believing in me.”  With 

that, he hung up.  I found out later on the next morning that he had shot 
himself that night.  I couldn’t believe it, yet it had happened.  Over the 
next three days I spent all of my time mourning, and getting prepared for 
the funeral.  Once I woke up on the morning of June 10th I immediately 
got into my mother’s car, and we drove to the funeral home.   
 

* * * * * 
 

Once I’d said everything that I could have said I looked out into 
the crowed once more.  Everyone seemed shocked, but really what else 
would you expect in a funeral home?  I set the microphone slowly back 
on the stand, then walked away.  At first I was only walking towards my  
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Sam Fleming, VHS Student 

Today was going to be a typical day for Cameron.  This usually meant driving to school in his 
2017 BMW, then after school going to the skate park with his best friend, Destiny.  His family had a lot 
of money and he was used to always getting what he wanted, but he was a very humble young man who 
appreciated everything he had.  Cameron was also one of the popular kids in school and was friends 
with everyone.  However, in the back of his mind he knew that he was always missing something in his 
life, though he never could figure out what it was.   

Cameron didn’t really ever talk to his parents in the morning because they were always busy 
and didn’t want to be bothered.  But today he felt like he should try to have a conversation with them, 
because he missed his family.  “Good morning, Dad.  How are you doing?” he said to his father, who 
was sitting at the kitchen table working on his laptop.  This interruption made his dad very upset.  
Cameron and his dad were never really close, but right now he just wanted to speak with him.  
Cameron’s dad, Jackson, then said, “Cameron, you know I don’t like being bothered when I’m working, 
now leave me alone!”  Cameron looked over at his mom for help, but she just rolled her eyes, shook 
her head at Cameron, then looked down at her phone.  Cameron was furious; he walked out of the 
house, slamming the door, not knowing that today was going to be the day his life changed forever. 
            Cameron got into his car and drove to get Destiny.  Once he got to her house he told her 
what happened and she said, “You know how your parents are, but I am really sorry that happened.”  
He didn’t say anything else after that, and they drove to school in silence.  When they got to school, 
Destiny asked him if he was okay, and then he just started to cry.   

“All I want is parents that actually talk to me and care about me.”  
“Everything is going to be okay, just talk to your parents about it,” Destiny told him as she 

hugged him.  

What Cameron 
Was Missing 

by:  

Ashleigh Bodsford  
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Destiny had been trying to stay out of the way, not saying much because 
she knew that what Cameron was going through was something that she 
couldn’t even begin to understand.  After sitting there for about thirty 
minutes, Cameron decided that he wanted to go home.  He dropped off 
Destiny, then went to his house.  Once he was home he went straight to 
his parent’s room.  This felt strange to him, because he was never 
allowed in there.  He fell down onto their bed and went to sleep.   

He was awakened by a ring at the door bell.  He opened the 
door and saw a man he didn’t know.  “Hello, Cameron, I am Henry 
Walker, your parents’ lawyer,” the main introduced himself.  Cameron 
invited him into the house and they both sat down at the kitchen table.  
“Your parents wanted me to give you this.”  He handed him a big 
envelop.  Cameron looked at it, scared to open it.  Then the lawyer said, 
“Cameron, these are your adoption papers.  Your parents adopted you 
when you were only six months old.  This envelope also contains 
documents relating to your birth parents as well as all the information we 
have on them.”  After going over all the papers Cameron could see that 
the lawyer’s story was true, yet he wasn’t sure if he wanted to contact 
his birth parents.  He thought to himself, “why would I want to talk to 
people that didn’t want me?” 

A few days passed and he was ready to talk it over with his 
friends.  He invited Destiny over to his house, telling her everything.  “If 
it was me, I would want to at least meet my birth parents and ask them 
the reason they didn’t want me,” Destiny said to Cameron.  It was at 
that moment that Cameron knew he was going to find his birth parents; 
he had so many questions, and he wanted answers, but he knew that he 
had to wait until after his parents’ funeral to try and find his biological 
mother and father.   

The funeral was full of uncles, aunts, cousins and close family 
friends.  Throughout the entire day, the only words Cameron kept 
hearing was “I am so sorry you lost your parents… I am so sorry you 
lost your parents… I am so sorry…” However, Cameron felt as though 
he was being selfish, because throughout the entire day all he could think 
about was his birth parents and how he was going to find them.  He was 
also angry at his parents for lying to him his whole life, never telling him  
 

 

“They will not listen, they never do.”  
Destiny didn’t know what to say to him after that, so she just 

continued to hug him.  Throughout the whole day, Cameron thought 
about his parents and what he could say that would make them actually 
talk to him, make him actually have a close relationship with them.  The 
school day ended and he and Destiny had to go back to his house to get 
his skateboard, since he’d forgotten it that morning due to the argument 
with his father.  Neither of his parents were home, which was strange 
because they were usually both home working.  Cameron didn’t think 
much more of it, simply grabbing his board and heading off to the skate 
park with Destiny. 

They were there for about an hour when Cameron received a 
call.  He didn’t recognize the number so he was hesitant to accept the 
call, but something inside of him told him that he should answer.   

“Hello?” Cameron said.   
A voice he didn’t recognize said, “Is this Cameron Miller?”   
He told them it was then they gave him horrible news.  “Your 

parents have been in an accident,” the unknown voice on the other side 
of the call said.   

His heart dropping, Cameron left with Destiny to get to the 
hospital.  Once he got to the hospital he asked which room his parents 
were in, but the doctors looked at him with sadness in their eyes.  “Your 
mom and dad passed away.” Cameron just stood there, shocked by what 
he just heard.   

“What happened?” he asked, his eyes filling with tears.   
“A speeding car ran a red light and hit your parents, causing their 

car to flip several times—” Cameron stopped the doctor halfway 
through her sentence because he couldn’t hear it anymore.  Even though 
he didn’t get along with his parents he still loved them very much, and 
this was the worst pain he had ever felt in his life.  The thought of never 
seeing them again and the last words they’d said to him kept replaying in 
his head.  He regretted bothering his father this morning.  He wondered, 
was it his fault?  Maybe his parents were mad and went out driving, and 
weren’t paying attention because he’d made them angry.   

Cameron went into the waiting room and sat there with Destiny.   
 

 22  



 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

where he’d come from.   
A few hours passed and the funeral was over, everyone one went 

home, and Cameron was finally alone.  He took out his cellphone, and 
for the first time typed in his birth parents’ address.  Cameron was 
shocked:  his birth mother and father were married, and had been living 
only about thirty minutes away from him his entire life.  He grabbed his 
keys and was off, spending the whole ride there thinking about what he 
should say.  “Hi I am your son.” “Do you know who I am?” “I’m 
Cameron, the kid you gave up for adoption…”  

He arrived, parking in front of their house.  He sat there, and 
thirty minutes passed.  Then another thirty minutes passed with 
Cameron simply sitting in the car, unsure if he was ready to face them.  
Then, all of a sudden, he was ready.  He walked up to the door and 
knocked three times.  They answered quickly, as if they knew he was 
coming.  The door opened, and Cameron stood there in silence.  His 
birth mother started crying, understanding immediately who he was.  
She then grabbed him and gave him a hug.  “Please come inside,” she 
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said to him, tears in her eyes.  They sat down and started talking.  “I 
have been waiting for this day for years”, she said.   

Cameron looked her in the eyes and asked the one question he 
had been wondering about since he first made his discovery.  “Why did 
you do it?”  

She sighed.  “I was 15 when I got pregnant with you.  I was a child 
myself – I couldn’t raise one.”  

Cameron started to understand.  Then, in the middle of the 
conversation his birth father walked into the door.  Samantha, his birth 
mother, stood up and said “David, this is our son.”  David grabbed him, 
hugging him hard.  They all sat down and talked for hours.   

After a few months Cameron was very close with his birth 
parents, and this closeness made him realize what it was that he’d been 
missing in his life.  It wasn’t having money, getting whatever he wanted, 
or having a lot of friends.  It was having parents that he could actually 
talk to and become close with.  Cameron finally felt loved. 
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