
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Devolving Thoughts of a Broken Heart 

The Varina High School Review Vol. 13, 2022 



Dear Reader, 

 We thank you for your decision to download this year’s edition of The 

Varina High School Review. We have collected captivating poems, essays, 

artwork, and short stories that various students submitted for your enjoyment. We 

hope that as you read, you can forget your worries of this past year and enjoy the 

heartfelt art that everyone has put together. Even though we might have an unlucky 

number, don’t let that steer you away from us as we have many exciting and 

compelling pieces to share. Thank you to all the students and teachers who have 

made the literary magazine possible and please enjoy! 

A special thanks to every student that submitted their amazing artwork or 

pieces of writing. We’ve all had a difficult time this year, so the editors appreciate 

your hard work and dedication to making this magazine what it is. We also would 

like to give a special thanks to Mr. Cullen, who works hard to make the magazine a 

special project. 

Yours Sincerely, The Editors: 

Sierra Dameron 

Alexis Garrett 

Aniya Stevens 

Executive Editor: Aniya Stevens 
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Poetry 



Writer's Block 

By ChrisThePoet   

 

I’m sitting. 

Leg bobbing 

Shoulders tensing 

Brows quirking 

Thinking. 

 

Desk’s clear 

Paper here  

Pen there 

Music in my ear 

Waiting for a thought to appear. 

Nothing. 

 

I have the urge to create something. 

No one’s stopping me from making something 

I thought an idea would break through or something 

Thought the pen in my hand would make a move or something 

Match in my hand, waiting for my mind to light a fuse or something. 

I don’t know, I think my mind’s confused or something. 

 

Maybe there’s a boy  

With a toy 

A woman on a mission 

Burning with conviction  

A man 

With a plan 

 

I want to write something profound 

Not found 

Compound 

Rebound  

I’m just writing words now 

 

Stop messing around 

My words astound  

World-renowned  

Now, my mind’s not making a sound

Earthbound 

Stress tight wound 

2 



Not many have been able to give my work a read 

Those who have, say I’m a different breed 

My linguistic mastery is supreme  

But those people don’t see me bleed 

Don’t see the sweat beads  

That lie behind my genius deeds 

 

What if this is the worst piece I create? 

My imagination’s strong, but my critical mind is a heavy weight 

My language is innate 

But a lot of my pieces aren’t great 

I worry my work is second rate  

I can’t think straight 

 

But what if it’s my best? 

 

What if it passes the test? 

But it’ll sit in my notebook like the rest 

Because if my work never leaves the nest 

Then despite having the tools, 

I’ll never be able to climb Mount Everest. 

 

I wrote all of this feeling stuck 

I created something and I don’t think I did much 

I don’t think it’s worth a buck     

Man, this sucks.       
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Home 

By Paige Bell 

 

I see that rickety old house in the woods, 

heavily worn from love from its owners. 

Its burgundy roof panels  

painstakingly hammered into place, 

The walls painted a soft baby blue, 

the base red and bricked 

holding strong into the ground. 

 

I hear the grass and trees rustle in the wind.  

They flow softly in the breeze, 

as smooth as cloth. 

They carry the whispers of wishes, 

and hold the wisdom of the woods 

Their words rush by my ears 

before returning to the wind. 

“The Whispering Willows” I’d say. 

 

I taste the sweet sap of  

our treasured black maple;  

The sticky sensation on my tongue 

still lingers from childhood. 

A memory surfaces: 

My fingers twist and turn the spile 

as I examine its features. 

My father gestures to it as he explains its use. 

 

Despite his solemn tone, 

I can sense the smile,  

the love of my curiosity, 

underneath. 

 

I smell the fruits and vegetables from my mother’s garden. 

The citrus of the lemons and granny smiths 

the subtle bitterness of the bell peppers and kidney beans. 

My mother cared for them attentively. 

I’d always help sow the seeds every spring, 

My hands stained black as I place each one into the soil. 

 

The sun carries on through the sky, 
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the vegetation surrounding us dancing in the evening wind 

As we sow the seeds of life 

As we laugh, joke, and play. 

The dinner bell rings 

the sound carrying through the serenity, 

signaling the end of our fun.  
 

I feel the sense of home, 

of love, of warmth 

flowing through my body  

from the tips of my fingers 

to the palms of my feet  

as we eat, sing, and dance into the night  

My father sat at his piano, his fingers flowing across the keys. 

And as the sun says farewell, 

"I love you’s" are shared 

and we kiss each other goodnight. 

The smile on my face lingers 

until the morning. 

Those days, those blessed days, 

They were good. 

 

Standing out here now,  

the once lush grass now gray and dead, 

the house now broken and beaten, 

our treasured black maple bare and limp, 

The mother’s garden no longer blooming, 

Father’s piano no longer singing its beautiful melody, 

I cannot help but cry. 

 

Yet, the night sky seems to twinkle and blink,  

like it is just waking up from its peaceful slumber,  

as if nothing happened at all. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Essays 



Be Confident and Love Yourself  

By Arian Shearn 

 

        In a world of unrealistic expectations of how you should look, eat, and live, 

you can lose yourself trying to be like others. Especially in this modern day of 

social media, I constantly find myself comparing my life to other people's lives. 

Yet comparison is damaging to your own self-image and makes you question your 

self-worth. What I’ve learned is that the only way you can be content with yourself 

is if you stop comparing yourself to other people, start loving yourself, have 

confidence in yourself, and never doubt yourself. 

Having confidence and loving myself is something I’ve always struggled 

with and still struggle with. Since I was a little girl, I’ve wanted to be pretty like 

the girls on TV and was disappointed when I wasn’t. I spent most of my life hating 

the way I looked and since I was never happy with myself, it took a toll on my 

mental health and held me back from doing things I really wanted to do. I always 

looked at everything that I didn’t like and never allowed myself to see all my 

beauty. 

During my freshman year of high school, my confidence was at an all-time 

low. I would never leave my house because I didn't want anybody to see how ugly 

I was. What helped me overcome this dark space of self-hatred were some 

encouraging words from my mom. My mom had told me, “You are beautiful, but 

nobody will see it or believe it if you can’t see it yourself.” These words really 

stuck with me. From that day forward I put in the effort to emphasize the things 

that made me beautiful and embraced the things I saw as flaws too. 

Loving yourself isn’t something that just happens overnight.  It’s a process, 

but it’s worth it. It’s a journey that will benefit you and others around you. I 

believe that if people loved themselves and cared for themselves more, then they 

would be kinder to others and the world would be a better place. When you’re 

more confident and loving to yourself, it draws people toward you. Loving 

yourself and being confident benefits you in ways you wouldn’t believe. 

I know that you’re probably thinking, “Ari, self-love doesn’t come as easily 

for me as it did for you.” That may be true, but you can’t give up. What I want is 

for people to feel good about themselves and not be ashamed or disgusted with 

themselves like I was. I want to help at least one person, to make them feel better 

about themselves, to make them understand that they aren’t alone. I feel like if I'd 

known in the past what I know now, I would’ve realized I could be happy even 

back then. Being content and happy with yourself contributes to lifelong happiness. 
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Why Reparations Should Be Given 

By Arriyon Hardy 

 

Due to recent events such as the murder of George Floyd, the lynching of 

Ahmaud Arbery, and the illegal raid of Breonna Taylor's apartment that resulted in 

her unwarranted and untimely death, a concept called reparations gets brought up a 

lot. When it is brought up, usually it gets a lot of pushback or dismissal from the 

general public and the media. I believe that this is an unfair point of view unless 

people research what reparations are and why the African Americans have been 

wanting them for so long. I will also go into why I believe we deserve reparations 

and how it should be carried out, including where to get the money, who to give it 

to, etc. 

I believe reparations should be a thing and I have a couple of ways we could 

implement them into society with minimal to no interruption. One way the 

government could choose to proceed is to put more money into black programs and 

communities, such as HBCUs and impoverished schools and neighborhoods. In the 

United States, almost 20 percent of African Americans live in poor neighborhoods 

compared to the white population, in which only 8 percent live under the poverty 

line. This is an alarming statistic. To put this percentage into perspective, there are 

41.1 million African Americans in the US, which means 8,014,500 of them are 

below the poverty line. Helping with poverty in these neighborhoods can also help 

solve the crime problem that has been plaguing the African American community 

for years. Another idea is loans for black-owned businesses and other pillars of 

African American communities. Owning a business has been a goal for most 

African Americans, but it isn't an easy goal. With the pandemic adding on to the 

other difficulties of running a small business, this goal has been unachievable by 

most. Helping strong community members secure loans or other ways to help 

stimulate business growth could instill hope and inspiration in the future, which 

will help the community for years to come. The last and most controversial idea is 

to give money directly to all black people no matter their background or when they 

came to America, because every African American person in America has 

experienced the effects of slavery, including the wealth gap, racism, 

discrimination, police brutality, and any interaction with the modern-day prison 

system, all of which have their roots in slavery. The way they could distribute this 

money is by income. For example, if a higher-class black family with one kid 

makes over a certain amount of money each year then they won't get as much as a 

lower-class black family with three kids that making less than that. This can help 

out with the wealth gap, which could help solve some problems facing African 

Americans today. 

I have three places in mind where we could get the money for this program. 

One is from the government. They could use money from taxes, give out loans that 

would need to be paid back, or distribute stimulus-style checks that don't need to 
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be paid back. A second source is companies and institutions that have benefited 

from slavery in the past, such as J.P. Morgan, Harvard, Yale, Citi Bank, Princeton, 

and more. We could also collect from families that have built their wealth. This is a 

blatant show of slavery’s impact on the wealth gap, and these should be the first 

people to give their money up for reparations. It could either be a tax or an upfront 

payment, but it wouldn't completely drain them of their wealth; it would just be 

enough to help fund these reparations. I do not know how they would enact a plan 

that is this complex, but I do know that it is possible. While it won't solve the 

problem of racism in America or erase the stain that slavery has left on it, 

reparations can repair some of its effects. 

While some people say that reparations could cause more racial tension in 

America, I see it as more positive than negative. The only rebuttal I would take 

into consideration is that non-African Americans would not benefit from this 

program, but even this argument is false. The flaw that their argument contains is 

the fact that most non-Africans had a greater-than-200-year head start and still feel 

those benefits today. When America was started in 1776 Black people were 

enslaved and couldn't build any wealth or assets that would help them further their 

life or legacy. However, non-slaves were able to create wealth, start family 

businesses, have kids, start families, and more. Even when African Americans 

were able to build communities and wealth, racism, discrimination, and outright 

hate ended up tearing these communities to the ground, as in the Tulsa race 

massacre, where a mob of people attacked a thriving and bustling wealthy black 

neighborhood, essentially burning it to the ground because of the skin tone of its 

inhabitants. The purpose of reparations is to help make up for that lack of progress 

caused by slavery and even out the gap left by those 200-plus years. 

Reparations need to be handed out to every African American in the United 

States for several reasons. It would help close the wealth gap between the African 

American population and the white population with little to no interference with 

the current way America works. Most of the “downsides” aren't as rough as they 

look prior to researching the issue. When looking closer, we see that it actually 

would help everyone in America no matter if they're black or white. In the end, it 

could help us all see past skin color and hopefully stop judging people based on 

how they look and instead on how they are. 
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Short Stories 



¿Tu y yo contra el mundo? 

By Ayari Williams 

 

When I met her, I didn’t think my world would change the way it did. 

“Hi, is anyone sitting here?” she asked with a gentle, kind voice. 

 Although I am a ball of anxiety, her kind voice gave me the courage to say, “No, 

you can sit there. I’m Erica, by the way.” 

“Jamie.” 

And then she gave me the sweetest smile, one that made all my worries 

disappear for a second.  

Before I met Jamie, I would always sleep to escape my thoughts. When I 

slept, I visited this magical place—Dreamland is what I called it. You see, Virginia 

is a boring place. It made me feel as if I was in a prison, and my main goal was to 

break free from it. I didn’t know how I was going to escape this place. It only made 

me question myself, but at the end of the day I had me, and that’s all I needed. Or 

at least that’s what I thought until she entered my life. 

Jamie was the best thing that happened to me; she understood how I felt, and 

she provided comfort and love. I could talk to her about anything. 

“I don’t know who I am.” 

“I don’t understand why I feel this way.” 

“I don’t know how to fix myself.” 

She didn’t have answers for me, but she had a shoulder and ear for me to 

borrow. So, I borrowed it. 

“I don’t understand, why must I be treated unfairly just because I’m 

different. It’s not like I chose to be a mixed child, this life was given to me. So why 

do people criticize and bully me for things I can’t change? Why are they upset 

about my flaws?” 

We talked for hours. Normally, I’d sleep and imagine that in Dreamland no 

one questioned me; people didn’t care which race was more dominant and I didn’t 

have to be in a category. 

Being African American and Mexican is a blessing and a curse. I enjoy the 

cultural differences and the experiences, but I hate the criticism.  

“You aren’t fluent in Spanish?” 

“Do you identify as black or Mexican?” 

“Oh, you aren’t black enough.” 

“Well you can’t dance, you aren’t fluent in Spanish, and you can only 

understand a normal amount—so you aren’t Mexican.” These are things I’d hear 

from people constantly, but not from her. No, instead she applauded me; the ability 

to teach yourself a good amount of both languages is amazing and the fact I carry 

these hurtful words but still climb is powerful. After that, I thought to myself that I 

must keep pushing because of the loving things she says to me. I must use the love 

I receive as my strength. 
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When I’m with her it feels as if it's she and I against the world, not just me. 

She makes me not want to give up. I want to discover myself and live a beautiful 

life because of her love. Jamie makes me feel as if I have no flaws. As if this dull 

world has color, and I know that with her by my side, I can do anything. 

“Tu y yo contra el mundo?” she says to me. 

My first thought is wow, she practiced that just for me. “You and me against 

the world?” 

“Si, tu y yo contra el mundo,” I responded, and I thanked her for loving me, 

especially when I couldn’t love myself. 
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My Love, My Sunshine, and My Gun 

By Aniya Stevens 

 

"Good afternoon, Ms. Marie," the woman at the desk said with a tight smile 

as another woman came out of the elevator—laughing with a man. "Glad to see 

you have company—maybe that means you can leave already?" 

The man in the suit paused for a moment before huffing angrily but Marie 

quickly hushed him. There were a few seconds of silence as Marie took in the 

secretary. "It's Mrs. Williams to you." 

Marie Williams was a 5'5 woman with espresso skin and light brown braids 

that reached her lower back. She wore a wine-red bow hairband that matched her 

lipstick and continued with dark blue jeans and a red, shoulder-cut blouse. 

Including that she had a tight grip on her purse and a lunchbox in one hand—she 

stuck out like a sore thumb. 

"I'll call you," The woman responded, leaning on the desk, "whatever I 

want." 

Marie pursed her lips. "It seems like she has taken over your desk, Avery." 

"It does seem that way," Avery frowned as he saw some of his things 

knocked over. "What should I do?" 

Marie sighed, shaking her head as she walked over to the desk. "I'm not 

sure." 

Avery was a 5'7 man and had curly brown hair that was always a mess. 

Despite his soft face with freckles, he had many scars over it. He was carrying a 

large bag in his hand—seemingly not bothered enough by the weight to budge or 

wince. 

"Didn't wear your hooligan bandana?" The woman said, grinning. "I guess 

you know your place." 

Marie raised her eyebrow—she would remember to wear her bandana 

tomorrow. "I'm not surprised someone so basic wouldn't know my bandanas 

would never match." 

"Is being rude your life skill?" 

"Right next to disrespectful, peach," Marie furrowed her eyebrows. "Is being 

a she-devil yours?" 

The woman shot up and was about to say something before she froze. "A - 

Avery?" 

"Well, I'm going to see Issac now. Avery," Marie stood straight. "Do 

whatever you want." 

Avery nodded as he kept the gun pointed at the woman. "Why don’t we talk 

about your two-weeks' notice?" 

Marie started walking away, stopping for a moment. "Remind me to remind 

Issac that he has no meetings today." 

The woman was about to say something when she dropped to the ground 
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with a lifeless thud. Marie groaned in annoyance as she turned around again. 

"Clean that up!" Marie whispered, pointing at the double doors. "He's right 

there!" 

"Understood," Avery nodded. "Have a nice lunch, Mrs. Williams - and good 

luck." 

Not looking back and without knocking, Marie slowly opened the door - 

peaking inside and trying to contain her smile as she saw the man sitting at the 

desk. 

"Issac!" Marie popped her head in with a radiant smile. "I brought you 

lunch!" 

Issac Williams was 5'11, with beautiful gray eyes that were brilliant yet 

gentle. The man had a jaw to die for and a charming smile that made those 

remarkable eyes crinkle. His skin was a warm and delicious almond—or well, 

that's what Marie saw. He had broad shoulders, and even though he wore a suit, 

Marie knew the perfect muscles underneath were enough to pick her up without a 

single thought. Issac was the CEO of a famous bar that started in the 1990s and 

spread across most of the world. And that takes a lot of effort, since Issac is kind 

and unbelievably caring with every deal. It was to the point where Marie could 

recall every single name of the spouses, children, and nieces of whoever Issac met. 

What else could you do when they had messy families and dreadful drinking habits 

except gossip to your wife? And yes, this perfect and immaculate man was all for 

Marie. And soon enough, he would be all for the child currently growing in her 

stomach. And what better way to announce that to him than putting a small note in 

his lunch box? 

Issac smiled as Marie came over. "I had completely forgotten - thank you," 

"That's what I’m for," Marie shrugged as she placed the box on the desk. 

"Check what's inside it." 

Issac raised an eyebrow as Marie beamed at him. "What's in it?" 

"Your favorites," Marie whispered the next part to herself. "And soon to be 

favorite." 

"What did you say?" Issac asked, taking the box into his hands. "Is it some 

special holiday?" 

Marie shook her head, her heart rate rising as Issac slowly opened the box. 

"How about I just tell you?" Marie awkwardly laughed, her patience running 

thin. She wanted this to be special, but Google told her to tell her husband as soon 

as possible. "I—I mean—we—" 

Marie and Issac jumped as the doors slammed open, and a man walked in 

casually. "Your brother is here, Issac." 

Dante Williams was 6'0 and had similar features to Issac. Yet, instead of 

gray eyes, his right eye was an uninterested, humorous gold while the left eye was 

an observant, scornful, artic blue. A light stubble covered his jaw and cheeks, 

while his smiles were more like mocking grins. Dante was Issac's twin brother—
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they were rare mirror twins, not completely identical. Issac only had moles on the 

left side of his chest, so Marie guessed that Dante had moles only on the right side. 

While Issac took over the family name, Dante was free-spirited but wouldn't tell 

Marie much about what he did to make money. Along with his muscular—and too 

bulky in Marie's opinion—body, he could easily scare any guy off. The keyword 

being any guy—but not Marie. 

"Dante," Marie grimaces. "Why are you here?" 

Dante snickered at the annoyance in her voice as he took long strides. "I'm 

here to have lunch—you?" 

Marie gasped as Dante grabbed the lunch box and opened it, reading the 

note and raising a quick eyebrow at Marie while holding back a laugh. 

"Issac's my husband," Marie tried to bite back the sinking feeling in her 

stomach. 

"Well, Issac's my brother," Dante shot back, taking the post-it note out and 

crumbling it in his hand. "Bad joke Marie, be more creative next time." 

"Dante, please stop taking Marie's love notes from my lunch," Issac begged, 

sighing as he looked at Marie. "What were you saying, Marie?" 

Marie struggled to get her words, glancing at Dante and the lunch box. 

"Nothing - it's not important. Coffee?" 

"That would be lovely—thank you," Issac said, taking the lunch box from 

Dante's hands and smiling. "Marie… what's the special day?" 

Marie's stomach had suddenly felt light as she walked over to the coffee 

machine and put her hand in her purse. "Nothing, just wanted to treat you today." 

"Darling, you didn't have to," Issac said, and Marie knew he was blushing. 

"Should we go out for dinner and wine tonight?" 

Marie shook her head, pulling out a coffee cup with 'we're pregnant' on the 

bottom. "I can't have alcohol anymore," 

"Why?" Issac said, his voice muffled with food, and Marie could feel Dante’s 

silent laughter. "Did your therapist restrict it?" 

Dante hummed a fake thoughtfulness. "Maybe she wants a break? Ladies do 

that for like ten months." 

Marie spun around, glaring daggers as Issac nodded innocently. "Then we 

could just go for dinner?" 

"Sure—your coffee," Marie said as she walked back over with one cup and 

gently handed it to Issac. "Made with a lot of love." 

Issac laughed as he took a sip, sighing happily. "Thank you—you are a life-

saver." 

"Oh! Before I forget, some girl was yelling at Avery and put in her two-

weeks notice," Marie said. "Didn't know her name at all." 

Dante snorted, shaking his head as he looked at his phone. "Probably 

someone mad that Isaac’s married." 

"Don't let it bother you," Issac said, smiling as he took Marie's hand. "Avery 
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will handle it," 

Marie smiled as her heart warmed, seeing as Issac had quickly started to 

reach the end of his cup. 

"You know, when I came in, I saw Avery mopping the floor," Dante raised 

an eyebrow yet didn't look up. "Did she make a mess or something?" 

Marie nodded, laughing. "Yeah—she tried to throw some old coffee and 

missed." 

"Well then," Issac grumbled, frowning. "I'm glad she put in her two-weeks 

notice." 

"I have to go," Dante said, his eyes on his phone, only glancing up when he 

took the last sip of Issac's coffee, grinned, shook his head, and handed it to Marie.  

"See ya, Issac - have a good day Marie." 

Marie's chest twisted as she watched Dante leave, holding the cup. "Well, I 

should see myself out." 

"Why? Have lunch with me," Issac said, shooting up as Marie laughed. "I 

mean, I ate a lot of my lunch, but—" 

Marie quieted Issac with a small smile. "I'll be back before you know it— 

promise." 

"Fine," Issac mumbled. "I'll see you then—I love you." 

"I love you too," Marie responded, walking away with the cup and closing 

the door behind her once she was out. "Curse you, Dante." 

Even though Dante could annoy her to hell, she still loved him like a 

brother. She felt that way even before she met Issac in high school. Without 

Dante—this marriage would have never happened. But, Dante was the most 

annoying twit on earth sometimes. 

Avery sat there, typing on his computer. The space was spotless, as if 

nothing had happened a few minutes earlier. "What's wrong, Mrs. Williams?" 

"It's Dante!" Marie whisper-shouted, walking over to Avery. "He keeps 

messing things up!" 

Avery raised an eyebrow, his fingers still moving. "Is that why he looked so 

happy when he left?" 

"You noticed he looked happy?" Marie asked, hearing Avery's fingers pause 

for a second. "Wait—do you—" 

"That is unprofessional, Mrs. Williams." Avery glared up at her. "There's 

also a suspicious person within the building." 

Marie shot up at that. "Where? Who?"  

"In the elevator—heading to this floor now," Avery said indifferently as he 

pulled a gun from under the desk. "I'm not sure what weapons he has." 

"How do you know he's here to hurt someone?" Marie asked, trying to see 

over the desk, yet Avery pushed her back. "What if—" 

"He just pulled a pistol from his bag and put on a mask," Avery deadpanned. 

"five seconds." 
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Marie stumbled for a moment, pointing the gun at the elevator. "Tell me 

about this sooner!” 

Within five seconds, the elevator doors opened, and Marie instantly pulled 

the trigger. She hit the guy in the shoulder yet missed her second shot as he dodged 

and sprinted down the hall opposite Issac's office. She started to run after the guy, 

quickly gaining distance. She couldn't shoot too many bullets, as that left too much 

evidence, but when the guy turned a corner and stumbled back—full of bullet 

holes—Marie paused. It's not that she felt sick to her stomach because of the 

blood—but the fact that there was someone else in the office. Without making a 

sound, she turned the corner and pointed her gun at the stranger, her eyes widening 

as Dante stared back at her. 

"Marie?" 

"Dante?" 

There was an awkward silence as Marie slowly lowered her gun and 

coughed. 

"So," Dante spoke, waving his hand in the air. "You tell Issac about the baby 

yet?" 

Marie's jaw clenched. "Not yet—I plan to tell him at dinner," 

"Congrats," Dante's hand dropped and the other rubbed his neck. "You going 

to ask about this?" 

"I mean—" Marie shrugged, trying to find the words. "What is this?" 

"The reason Issac got the company is because there are two sides of it," 

Dante started. "Help me with this body." 

Marie nodded, helping Dante lift the guy and shuffle over to a nearby closet. 

"Who's going to clean this up?" 

"The janitor," Dante groaned at the weight. "As you can see, there's the 

company, then the mafia." 

Marie sighed as they got into the closet, dropping the body and pulling her 

phone out. "I'm listening." 

"We have an underground network," Dante continued, dragging him further 

in. "One runs the company—like Issac does." 

Marie nodded, sending a quick text to Avery. “Understandable.” 

"The other gets the network." Dante said, wiping his sweat. “And Issac can’t 

know about my job, okay?" 

Marie took it all in for a second as she stared at the dead guy on the ground. 

"So you're telling me…" Marie paused for a moment. "You're the reason 

they have me running when I'm pregnant?" 

"For God’s sake, Marie," Dante groaned. "Can you please act a bit more 

seriously?" 

"I am serious," Marie shot back, crossing her arms. "I've just had to run 

because of you!" 

"Mrs. Williams? I've cleaned the hallway and—" Avery paused. "I'll—I'll 
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just take my leave," 

Yet somehow, Avery didn't get the chance. He ended up having to break up 

a fight between the two then kicked both of them out of the building. After a few 

more hours (yes, hours) of arguing, Issac came down. Quickly stopping the 

arguing, he took Marie out for dinner. And yes, Marie was finally able to tell him 

that she was pregnant, and yes, there were many tears and many kisses. And yes, 

this perfect and immaculate man was all for the baby in her stomach. 
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Grandma’s Note 

By Haley Gantz 

 

I’ve remembered ever since I was a little girl what I always wanted to do. It 

was thanks to my grandma that I figured it out. She was the only one who 

frequently visited me at home, and she always brought something she'd baked. 

Whether it was cookies, bread, or even cake, it was always delicious. She let me 

eat as much as I wanted of her baked goods and was always kind to me. I wanted 

to be just like her, and I still do now.  My parents didn’t agree with my newfound 

dream. They always said no and fussed at me because I didn’t want to follow in my 

mother’s footsteps and become a lawyer. As much as they hurt me with whatever 

words they said, I didn’t give up. I’m still working towards my dream now, here in 

this busy diner, at twenty years old.  

 “Lilia! Focus!” I snapped back to reality once I heard Jordan, our chef,  

yelling at me. 

“Grab those plates and head to table nineteen. They’re starting to get 

impatient.” He pointed to five plates of food while attempting to cook burgers with 

his other hand.  

“Got it, I’m sorry,” I said.  

“Don’t apologize to me! Just do your job.” He turned back around angrily to 

focus on cooking the burgers. I knew he wasn't truly angry, but just stressed. The 

sad thing is that he wasn't the only one. We were severely understaffed and 

everybody was working their hardest to maintain the diner. We only had two chefs 

and three servers, and on top of that the diner was always busy. The owner and 

manager were basically useless, so were all on our own.  

I grabbed the plates of food and rushed to table 19.  

“I’m so sorry for the wait, here’s your food.” I sat the plates down and 

before I finished, one of them spoke up.  

“That took forever. What in the world are you even getting paid for?” She 

looked at me and I could tell she was clearly irritated.  

“I’m sorry ma’am, we’ve been understaffed for so long and we’re all trying 

our best.” I grabbed their cups to give them refills.  

“Unbelievable. Try harder then.” She scoffed at me and began eating. One of 

the waitresses, Sam, was walking past and overheard her, and I could hear her 

gradually approaching the table. It was her angry walk, no doubt about it.  

“Let me refill your drinks for you.” As soon as I grabbed the cups and turned 

around, there was Sam, right behind me. I motioned for her to come with me to 

refill the drinks.  

We reached the drink area, which was towards the kitchen where not many 

customers walked past.  
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“Lilia, that woman was unbelievable. Why’d you stop me? She needed to 

know that she isn’t some high and mighty customer we need to obey.” Sam looked 

at me, waiting for my response with one finger tapping the counter repeatedly.  

“I know, I know. I didn’t want you to snap at her because you could lose 

your job. It was fine, not the first time that’s happened.” I refilled the glasses with 

soda and prepared to take them back. Sam lets out a huff.  

“I understand, but just make sure you stand up for yourself if someone says 

something absurd like that again.” She said and walked off. I took the drinks back 

to the table and before I could catch a break, an hour flew by and it was time to 

close.  

“Good work everybody. We’ve survived another wave,” our other chef, 

Aaron, said. He was the only one who had remained partially intact.  

“You make it sound like we’re in an apocalypse and we have to fight off 

zombies or something.” The other waitress, Alexa, sat back up to drink a soda.  

“Well, he’s not wrong. That’s what it feels like, especially when we go so 

long without a break.” Sam spoke, gnawing on a French fry.  

“I know we all need some rest, so get your things together and go home 

already.” Aaron finished speaking and grabbed his bag. Jordan walked past with 

his bag and began to walk out the door.  

“Alexa, you close up tonight.” Aaron walked out after that, and Alexa let out 

a grumble. Everybody else, including me, grabbed their things and headed home 

for the night. Luckily we had the day off tomorrow, so we could all get some good 

rest.  

I woke up the next morning at around 10am. I didn't remember anything 

from when I got home last night. I got up out of bed to head to the kitchen to grab a 

pack of Pop-Tarts. The morning light shone through my kitchen window, causing 

me to squint. I grabbed my breakfast then headed towards the kitchen table. I 

spaced out while eating my Pop-Tart and began to think about what I would do 

today. Maybe I would bake something, like a cake or some cookies. It definitely 

would help me prepare for my bakery. I basically have enough money to open one, 

and then I can quit that crappy diner job. I got so excited just thinking about telling 

my grandma about the place that I wanted to begin getting everything together so 

that I could open it. As I finished my Pop-Tart, I heard my phone go off. It was a 

message from my dad, which was unusual. I picked up my phone and read the 

message. Your grandma is in the hospital, go see her if you have the chance since I 

know you like her so much. I could hear his irritating tone from behind the phone 

screen. It ticked me off, but I didn’t give it but so much thought. I ran to my room 

to throw on some clothes and headed to the hospital.  

I got to the hospital and immediately rushed to figure out her room number. 

Once I found it, I wasted no time to go visit her, opening the door with a huff.  

“Grandma! I’m so glad you’re okay.” I walked over to her and gave her a 

long hug.  
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“Lilia, you didn’t have to come see me so early. You could’ve slept in 

more.” She smiled at me as I stepped back from hugging her.  

“It’s fine, I was awake anyways. Also, I can open my bakery soon! I have 

enough money, but I just need to find employees, a building, and dec–” She cut me 

off as I was talking with a little laugh.  

“Slow down, it’s okay to take your time. Don’t rush it.” I looked at her, she 

had the same gentle expression she had on whenever I got fussed at as a kid by my 

parents. I haven’t seen it in so long.  

“I know, but I’m just so excited to be able to show it to you once I can 

finally get the plan into motion.” She grabbed my hand and looked at me.  

“I’m excited too, but please don’t rush it. Take your time, it’ll be worth it.” 

She was right, but I wanted to get it done quickly so she could finally eat at the 

bakery I’ve worked so hard for. We sat together chatting.  

“You should go ahead and leave. I feel a bit tired, so I won’t be able to chat 

much longer.” She patted my hand and smiled.  

“Okay, I’ll visit you again tomorrow then.” I gave her a hug and kiss before 

heading out the door.  

“Lilia, remember that no matter what, I’m always here for you and support 

whatever decision you make.” She said those words with the warmest smile on her 

face.  

“Thank you grandma, I love you so much.” I went back for another hug and 

then stepped out of the room.  

As I was walking down the hall I saw some nurses rush by, and as I turned, I 

saw that they were rushing to my grandma’s room. Huh? What was happening? I 

just stepped outside. It hasn’t been that long. I ran back to her room and heard that 

awful noise coming from the monitor. The line was flat, she wasn’t moving at all. 

It all suddenly hit me, and tears began to run down my face. No wonder why she 

was extra gentle today. She obviously knew her end was near. I choked back my 

sobs and ran to my car. No way this was all happening.  

After the incident, the next few days were nothing but a haze. I felt like a 

zombie just wandering aimlessly. I did attend the funeral, but it only zombified me 

more.  My parents just glared when they saw me. After the funeral, I was given an 

envelope that my grandma apparently left for me. I didn't open it.  Meanwhile at 

work, my co-workers were the same, figuring that I seemed like a zombie because 

I had finally reached my limit with all the work. What was I supposed to do now? I 

wanted to show my grandma my dream once it became a reality, but she was gone 

now. I had enough funds to open my bakery, but I felt lost. I sat on my sofa under a 

blanket and glanced over at the envelope laying on the end table. Should I open the 

envelope? I stared at it and grabbed it. She’d want me to read it soon. I slowly 

opened the envelope and saw a little folded up piece of paper. I unfolded it and saw 

that she had taken the time to write me a letter. Did nobody else get one? I didn’t 
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see anybody else at the funeral get one. I began reading the letter while I snuggled 

under my blanket.  

 

Lilia,  

If you’re reading this, that means I must have passed on by now. I hope 

you’ll be okay. Not a day went by that I didn’t worry about you. I hope you aren’t 

grieving too much about me. You always were attached to me, especially when you 

were younger. I’m sorry for hiding the fact that I was dying from you. I know how 

hard you’ve been working towards your dream and how excited you were to show 

me your bakery. Please keep going and open the bakery. Even though I have 

passed, I’m always with you. I love you more than anything and with my whole 

entire heart. 

          Love, Grandma 

 

It was a short letter, but it meant everything to me. I sat on my sofa, 

snuggled under the blanket, holding the letter. Tears began to fall down my face 

even though I’d cried so much since she passed. I wiped my face and finally got 

myself together. I grabbed my phone and began searching for a building for my 

business. I need a building, decorations, furniture, employees, and advertisements. 

I worked on searching for the building and found a cheap and reliable one in no 

time. It was small, but big enough for my budget. Once I found a building, I had a 

sudden realization. Wait, I should quit my current job. After deciding on that, I got 

dressed and drove towards that same diner.  

 I walked through the entrance and was greeted by Alexa. “Hey Lilia! Ready 

for another wave of customers today?” She was acting all bubbly right now.  

“Nope, I’m done here.”  

Sam ran around the corner without a single sound. “You’re what?!” She 

looked shocked. Jordan and Aaron both peaked their heads out from the kitchen.  

“Lilia, you have to be kidding me. You’re quitting before we open?” Jordan 

asked. 

Aaron flicked him on the forehead. “Idiot, you should think before you 

speak. Stop being selfish.” He glared at Jordan.  

I cleared my throat before I spoke, standing awkwardly. “Guys, I know it’s 

sudden, but I finally got enough money to open my own business. So, I’m done 

working here. I meant to sit down with the manager and tell him, but I haven’t seen 

him.” I felt bad for telling them suddenly, but it had to be done.  

 “No need to sit down with me.” The manager walked around the same 

corner Sam came from. “If you quit, then so be it. We’ll just replace you 

anyways.” He sat down at the table with the same smug look he’s always had ever 

since I first met him. Always acting all big and bad, even though he’s useless. “It's 

fine by me—I’m tired of having to deal with you anyways.”  He really ticks me 

off.  
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I finally decided to snap at him, since I was quitting anyway. I walked up to 

him and looked him dead in the eyes. “At least I’ll be doing more in life than you. 

What have you been doing? Being a Momma’s boy? Acting all tough then 

breaking down once someone doesn’t obey you? I’ve always hated working for 

you.” I spit on his shoes and then walked out the front door. I heard Sam giggle as 

I left. It was finally done, I could focus on my dream! I heard the door open behind 

me and saw everybody looking at me.  

Sam was the first one to speak. “Hey, if you ever need an employee, let me 

know and I’ll work for you.” She was always there for me no matter what. I 

walked back and gave her a hug.  

“Yeah, I probably will.” I said that while letting out a chuckle. “It’s sad to 

see you go, but at least you can focus on yourself now instead of stressing about 

this dump.” Jordan looked at me with Aaron peering from behind him. “Thanks for 

everything guys, I’ll keep in touch.” They all gave me a hug and then I headed for 

my car. It was time to finally put my plan into action.  

 

 A month has passed since then. It is the opening day of my bakery. I have 

focused on ordering furniture, putting out ads, making a menu, and all the other 

essential stuff. The building isn’t huge, but it's big enough for everything. In fact, 

the building being small actually makes it feel more cozy. I walk into the bakery to 

prepare to open. Shortly after that I see Sam and Aaron walk in as well. Those two 

offered to work for me, and who was I to say no? They were my friends, after all.  

“Ready to open?” Sam says as Aaron fixes the chairs behind her. “I’ve been 

waiting for this moment for so long.” I walk to the front door, pass the shelf by the 

wall with my grandma’s photo sitting there next to some flowers. There are a few 

people waiting outside, eager for the opening. I unlock the door.  

“Welcome! Please take a look at the menu and I hope you enjoy your first 

time here.” Aaron and Sam are behind the counter, ready to take orders, Sam 

sipping on the cup of coffee she just made. I walk outside and prop the outdoor 

menu next to the door. I look up at the sign. Bread, Cookies, Cakes, and More! 

Underneath the name we have “goods baked with our entire heart.” It is finally a 

reality. I hope grandma sees this from wherever she is.  
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Siblings and Strangers 

By Hope Powers 

 

Twenty-two years had passed since the day my mother died. 

I was roused from my sleep, to the smell of a dusty motel room. After a 

glance at the clock, I glared angrily at my big brother, Dean. He wasn't a morning 

person, and neither was I. 

There was simply no reason to be awake. 

"Dean," I grumbled, assuming he was going out on a hunt. "Just turn the 

lights off and come back when you're done. Don't get killed and lock the door on 

your way out." 

"I'm not hunting, Ghost." Dean teased. 

I had always been pale, like my mother. The boys, who were far tanner than 

I was, had taken up the nickname "Ghost." 

"We're going to a family reunion." 

"Dad's back?" 

"Dad's not our only family, Lu." Dean hinted. 

"Nope," I grumbled, faceplanting back into the flat pillow. "I'm not going. 

Feel free to visit him, but I'm staying here. Do me a favor and tell him I hate him?" 

"Luce," Dean groaned. "He's our brother, your twin. We need him to find 

Dad." 

"Exactly," I hissed at Dean. "He was my twin, yet he let two years go by 

without so much as a hello. He's not my brother, and he hasn't been for a long time. 

You're my brother, Dean. The only one I've got, and the only one I need." 

"Lucille Christina Winchester, it wasn't a question. I'm in charge. We're 

going to get Sam, and then we're going to find Dad. Understood?" 

I hated when Dean talked like that. He always took charge, with Dad being gone so 

much, but sometimes it was annoying to have my brother act like my father. 

"Whatever you say, Captain." My voice was muffled by the pillow, and I 

flashed Dean a mocking thumbs up. 

A sigh escaped Dean's mouth, and then I was no longer in bed. He had 

picked me up. 

"Dean!" I shrieked, trying desperately to keep my hair out of my face. 

"Dean, fine! Okay! You win, you win, just put me down." 

Anger faded into laughter as Dean plopped me down on my feet in the 

bathroom. "We're leaving in twenty minutes. If you're not ready by then, you can 

load up half dressed." 

I waited for Dean to leave the room before locking myself in the bathroom 

and facing my reflection in the mirror. I let out a tired sigh, before putting on a 

determined face.  

"You can do this, Lucy." I told myself. "It's just Sam. You can do this."  

I waited a few seconds before letting my face fall. 

26 



"There's no way I can do this." 

I peeked my head out of the bathroom to see Dean preoccupied with one of 

our duffel bags. I snatched the keys to our car, Baby, and bolted out of the motel 

room. 

"Lucy!"  Dean yelled, starting to chase after me.  

I managed to reach Baby, but just as I was about to open the door, Dean's 

arm wrapped around my waist, yanking me back. 

"No!" I shrieked at Dean. "I don't want to see him." 

"Stop fighting me! Someone'll call the cops on us, Luce!" Dean grunted 

before once again, throwing me over his shoulder. 

We fought for almost another hour before I finally realized there was no 

winning. I relented, sitting silently in the passenger seat of the car, exchanging 

mocking angry glances with my big brother occasionally. 

"Oh, get over it, Kid." Dean laughed at my attempt to be angry. "You know 

you love me." 

"I guess," I mumbled, to which Dean laughed harder. 

He glanced at me, placing a loving hand on the top of my head. I leaned into 

his touch. No matter how annoying he was, I knew that Dean would never leave 

me. And that wasn't a trait I took for granted. 

"I take back my forgiveness, I hate you," I joked with my brother as we 

stood outside Sam's college dorm. 

"I know you do kiddo," Dean squeezed my arm affectionately. "You want to 

stay out here while I go get him? I can handle little Sammy." 

Though he wouldn't admit it, I knew he was nervous to see our baby brother, 

who was technically my twin. He placed his hand on the fire escape, about to begin 

his climb. 

"Wait, you're not going to knock on his door?" 

"Where's the fun in that, Luce?" 

"Then I'm in," I held back the waver in my voice. "I'm not going to let you 

have all the fun, big brother." 

I had seen the fear in his eyes. I wouldn't tell him that though, I knew how 

hard he fought to keep me protected. I wouldn't hurt his pride by calling out his 

fears. 

"Just try not to break anything. Okay, Ghostie?" Dean taunted as he started 

the climb up the fire escape. 

I laughed at his remark, and followed closely behind him, fighting to keep 

my nerves at bay. 

"This is it," Dean said, stopping short at a window. 

I followed his gaze to a framed picture of Mom and Dad in the room. Dean 

switched open a knife and pried open the window. 
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I followed Dean into the room, gasping when a man, probably Sam, lunged 

for me. Dean got in the way though, fighting our little brother to the ground. I 

jumped aside, letting my brothers fight it out. 

"Whoa, easy, tiger." Dean taunted as he crouched over his Sam. And even 

though I couldn't see his face, I could perfectly picture the smug grin that he was 

undoubtedly sporting. 

"Dean?" Sam answered in confusion. I froze, but an arrogant laugh escaped 

Dean's lips. It was strange to hear Sam's voice. "You scared the crap out of me." 

"That's cause you're out of practice." Dean continued taunting Sam. Sam 

responded by flipping Dean, so he was on top. "Or not." 

I flipped my knife open, pointing it lazily at Sam. "Get off of him, now." 

"Lu?" Sam's voice was quieter when he said my name. He immediately got 

off Dean, helping the oldest Winchester to his feet. 

"What're you guys doing here?" 

"I was looking for a beer. I figured—okay, you got to chill, Lu. Drop the 

freaking knife so I don't worry about you destroying something," Dean started. 

"Fine." I flipped my knife closed. "And my name's Lucille. Lucy, if you 

must. Call me by my name Samuel." I spat at my twin brother, ignoring the subtle 

flinch from Sam at my tone.   

"Sam?" A new voice chimed in. 

All eyes moved to the pretty blonde who had entered the room. She flicked 

on the lights, blinking in confusion.  

"Jess, hey." Sam's voice changed completely; it wasn't hard to tell the two 

were dating. I felt a twinge of bitterness. My twin brother had a girlfriend, and 

never thought to tell me. Dean, though distracted by the pretty girl, placed a 

comforting hand on my shoulder.   

"Dean, Lucille," Sam emphasized the fact that he used my full name. "This 

is my girlfriend, Jessica."  

Dean reached for my shoulder apologetically, and I almost rolled my eyes. 

"Wait, your brother Dean?" Jessica seemed flustered, before mustering up a 

smile at us. "And that must make you, his girlfriend?" 

I almost gagged at her assumption before realizing what it meant. Sam 

hadn't told her about me. I forced a small smile at Jessica, before standing up on 

my toes to whisper to Dean. I'm not short, standing at about 5'8 but Dean is 6'1 and 

Sam is 6'4.   

"I need to go. Now." I felt my voice crack on the last word. Dean nodded 

silently, pressing a kiss to my head, and shooting me a sad look. 

He grabbed my hand, pressing Baby's keys into my palm. I turned quickly 

and made my way out, using the front door this time. I felt Sam's apologetic eyes 

follow me, and I turned to shoot him a glare, only to find that Dean had stepped 

between us.  After I left the apartment, I ran the rest of the way to the car. I sat in 

the car but kept finding my eyes drawn to all our initials that we had carved into 
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Baby so long ago. I stumbled back out, leaning on Baby's hood, looking away from 

the building. I hated Sam. I heard the boys approach the car, and I almost screamed 

in anger when I realized Sam had come with Dean. I didn't want him to come. I 

stayed on the hood, staring straight ahead, completely ignoring my brothers as they 

rummaged through Baby's trunk.  

"All right, let's see. Where did I put that thing?" Dean wondered aloud as he 

shuffled through the numerous guns and other weapons in the false trunk of our 

car.   

"So, when Dad left, why didn't you go with him?" Sam asked, and I rolled 

my eyes. He had no right to ask that kind of question. He wasn't a part of our 

family anymore. He shouldn't even be coming along with us.  

  "I—we were working our own gig..." He trailed off, and I felt his sad eyes 

land on the back of my head for a split second. "This voodoo thing down in New 

Orleans."   

"Dad let you go on a hunting trip by yourself?" Sam scoffed, and I couldn't 

stay quiet anymore.   

"Dad let you go to college by yourself." I snapped angrily at my brother, 

whipping around to face him. He was clearly taken aback.  

"Lucille." Dean warned me before turning back to Sam. "What she means to 

say, is that I'm twenty-six. She's twenty-two. We can take care of ourselves." 

I decided to push Sam even further. 

"Unlike some people, we don't abandon our siblings."  

Neither of them said a word. Dean kept his eyes glued to the trunk, but Sam stared 

at me sadly. I scoffed when he didn't reply and opened the passenger door to get in.  

"Lucy, wait." Dean called, and I looked to see his eyes still in the trunk of 

the car. "Sam gets shotgun, part of the deal."  

"You're kidding." I hissed angrily, staring daggers at Sam. "Fine, take the 

dang seat. See if I care, Samuel. So happy you decided to join us." 

I slammed the passenger door shut, before opening the back door, and 

shutting myself in. I couldn't even hear what my brothers were saying over the 

angry thoughts in my head. I was a little mad at Dean, since he had given up my 

seat, but at the same time I knew how much we needed Sam. No matter how much 

I disliked having him along, I recognized that we needed him to find Dad even if I 

was furious with him.  I closed my eyes, pretending to sleep when the boys loaded 

into the car.   

"Lucy, you know, I meant to tell her. I just—"  

"Shut up, Samuel."   

"Luce, please." Dean almost begged.   

"Just drive." I told him, trying to sound apologetic. "As long as Benedict 

Arnold doesn't start fights, I'm not causing any more drama for this family. Lord 

knows we have enough as it is." 
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We reached our destination early the next morning. I didn't sleep at all that 

night. Usually I sleep well in Baby, but I focused on staying awake and kicking 

Sam's seat all night. He was smart enough to keep his mouth shut. Dean would've 

killed me if he knew I had been kicking Baby.  

Dean came out of a cheap gas station carrying junk food. He offered some 

up to Sam, who declined. He walked around and sat next to me in the backseat 

while Sam stretched his legs outside. 

"I'm sorry, kiddo." Dean cradled my head in his hands, forcing me to meet 

his eyes. "I know you don't like this, but we need him to find Dad." 

I smiled sadly at Dean, silently letting him know I wasn't mad at him. I pushed my 

head closer to his palm, pulling his head down to press a short kiss to his forehead. 

No matter how stoic my brothers were, they were always more affectionate with 

me.  Sam ruined the moment by leaning back into the car. 

"So, how'd you pay for that stuff? You guys are still running credit-card 

scams?"   

"Yeah, well, hunting isn’t exactly a pro-ball career. And just me and Dad 

now, we don't let Ghostie here use cards anymore. Besides, all we do is apply. It's 

not our fault they send us the cards."   

"Yeah, and what names did you write on the application this time?” Sam 

asked, though I'm sure he didn’t care. He just wanted a rise out of Dean, too bad he 

wouldn't get one.   

"Uhm... Bert Aframiam and his son, Hector. Scored two cards out of the 

deal.”   

"Sounds about right," Sam rolled his eyes. "I swear, man, you got to update 

your cassette-tape collection." 

I leaned my head back in my seat. Sam was so, completely, clueless. 

"Why, Sammy?" Dean asked, almost sounding offended.   

"Well, for one, they're cassette tapes. And two, Black Sabbath, Motorhead, 

Metallica? 

“It's the greatest hits of mullet rock." Dean looked at me. 

"House rules, Samuel." I piped up, deciding to show my brother that he was 

no longer involved in making family rules. 

"Driver picks the music, shotgun shuts his cake-hole." Dean added.  

"You know, Sammy is a chubby twelve-year-old. It's Sam, okay?"   

"Sorry, I can't hear you." Dean said, cranking up the volume.  

"The music's too loud." Sam complained. 

We drove like that for a while, not making any conversation, just jamming 

out to Dean's music. I was enjoying the ride too, almost letting myself forget how 

angry I was.  Then Sam turned the radio down.  

"Hey," Dean barked. 

"Remember the rules, Sam?"   
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"I know, I know." Sam laughed. "I just got to know. Why can't Lucy use 

cards anymore?" 

"Oh gosh," I laughed out loud. "No reason, Sam."  

"Yeah?" Dean shot me a look in the rear-view mirror. "You are maxing a 

card completely on old compasses is nothing, now?" 

Sam whirled around in his seat. "You still collect compasses?"   

"Yeah," I said, suddenly embarrassed. I curled my fingers around the 

compass in my pocket. The compass that Sam and Dean had bought for me on my 

eighteenth birthday. The one they had saved all year to get. I shot Dean a look, 

warning him not to tell Sam that I still carried it with me.   

"That's really cool, sis." Sam's voice got quiet. "I'm really sorry, Lu. I missed 

you, I really did. I just needed—"  

"Lucille," I suddenly remembered how angry I was. "I told you. My name is 

Lucille or Lucy." 

"Right." Sam turned back around in his seat, and I tried not to let my heart 

sink at the broken look on my Sam's face.   

"But just for the record," I said, looking back out the window. "I missed you 

too, Little Brother." Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Sam's shoulders relax in 

relief, and a brief smile make its way onto Dean's face. But just as suddenly as it 

was there, his smile disappeared.   

"Now, no more touching my music." Dean playfully scolded Sam, turning 

the volume back up. A few phone calls later, Sam turned and announced to the car 

that nobody matched Dad in the hospital or the morgue. So, I guess that was a 

good sign. Unfortunately, our hope quickly faded as the bridge ahead of us 

appeared to be swarming with cop-cars.  

"Check it out." Dean stated the obvious. He silently pulled the car over, and 

I prepared myself for what I knew was coming. Dean turned off the car, 

rummaging through our collection of government badges, trying to find the branch 

that fit the situation. Sam looked at Dean in disbelief, and when he got nothing in 

return, he turned to me.  

"Get used to it Sam." I told him, my voice lacking any empathy. It didn't 

matter what we had a moment earlier. I knew I loved him; I wasn't completely 

made out of stone. I had to cut the poor kid a break, but that didn't mean that I 

forgave him.  I ran a few steps, settling in at a pace besides Dean, who shot me a 

faint grin. I smiled back at him. 

"You fellas had another one like this last month, didn't you?" Dean made our 

presence known as we approached the sheriff.   

"And who are you?" The sheriff asked, remaining professional. Some other 

deputies. Sam noticed and was about to step up, but I stomped on his foot.   

"Federal Marshalls," I spoke up. No matter how much I hated the attention, I 

needed their eyes on me. They were men. The more they looked at me, the less 

they looked at my brothers.   
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"You three are a little young for marshals, aren't you?" The sheriff looked 

skeptical.   

"Thanks, that's awfully kind of you." Dean replied sarcastically. I sighed. 

The boys continued speaking to the sheriff, but I wandered off to speak with the 

other investigators. The closer they got to me, the more information I got from 

them. Sam and Dean walked back to me while I was speaking with a deputy. 

"Well, I best be going." I tried to leave the conversation gracefully. "My 

partners are done so I should go with them." 

"Why don't you take my num—”  

“Hey, honey!" Sam wrapped an arm over my shoulder pressing a kiss to my 

cheek. I fought to choke back bile. "We're done here. You want to grab a bite after 

we drop Mister-Third-Wheel here at the hotel?" Sam nodded towards Dean, who 

laughed trying to play along. 

"Sure, Hun." I played along reluctantly. I turned back to the deputy who 

looked genuinely disappointed. "Sorry. I really have to get going."  We turned the 

leave before he could reply. 

As soon as we got in the car and drove away, I slapped Sam on the head. 

Hard. He ruined one of my possible sources. 

"What is wrong with you?" I yelled. "I was getting information from him. 

Now he won't call me with any news!"   

“He was flirting with you!” Sam tried to reason.   

"So?" I shrieked back. "They all flirt! I know that. I'm not stupid. But they 

think if they give me information, I'll give them something in return."   

"You're my sister, Lu!" Sam raised his voice. "It's my job to—”  

“Shut up, Samuel!" I screamed, effectively silencing him. "It used to be your 

job to look out for me. It used to be our jobs to look out for each other. You quit 

that job when you left, and you don't seem to realize that your position doesn't exist 

anymore." 

Sam didn't reply. He was shell-shocked.  Dean silently started the car and we 

drove off into town. I wanted to ask where we were going, but I didn't say a word. I 

didn't want to speak anymore, afraid I would cry if I said anything. Sam wouldn't 

meet my eyes, but I could feel him looking at me in the rearview mirror.   

"And for the last time," I mumbled, not turning to look at him. "My name is 

Lucille. Lucy is officially off-limits to you." 
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