


jaws stretch and contort towards her head; their dark vapor figures condense into black water as they swirl around
Mom’s body and swallow her screams.
“RUN YARAAaaaaaa...”
 My shallow, short breaths fade into the still air as I stare at Mom dissolve into gray. Cold crawls up my cheeks as
their needle-like teeth turn to me. Claws raking, the shadows’ spiky fingernails tear through my tangled hair. As the
darkness devours the last bits of light in the room, the cold numbs me and everything turns black.  

***
Lemon-yellow rays flow into my light pink room. My fan waves back and forth and back and forth, the gentle breeze
stirring my hair. I turn under my warm cream-colored blanket, the folds over my legs like waves in the sea. Beside
me, my tall orange cup, filled to the brim with water, loiters on my desk, casting a long gray shadow. On the very
edge, black water trickles down the cup. A lump swells in my throat. Tossing my blanket to the side, my feet pound
the cool carpet as I run to Mom’s room.
I shove her door open, “Mom?” 
Nothing. 
“M-Mom, are you asleep?”
Nothing. 
“MOM!” I scream. 
Brushing past wrinkled blankets, I sprint to the bathroom. Empty. Slippers sit next to the unlocked garage door. My
trembling legs inch towards the shoes. As the door creaks open, Mom’s motionless Mercedes mocks me. As I gaze
at the vacant black car, my reflection in a puddle stares at me, a claw clip clasping her short hair behind her wet,
gray cheeks. 
 


