It’s kinda weird how parts of it seem to be justified, like a newspaper article. Oh well, that doesn’t matter much.
Tue Apr 14, 


I'd never given much thought to how I would die. 

Damn; stupid Twilight, stuck in my head even now, the one chance I get to leave everything behind. This is a bit confusing. What’s twilight?
There was nothing you could do - you were the best parents a girl could hope for. 

No, I can't lie like that! 

If you're reading this, then I'm already dead. 

I'd like to say something insightful - it wasn't your fault, and there was nothing you could do - but I can't lie. 
I’m sorry it has to be this way – I really am – but I can’t stop myself from feeling that you were expecting this. If you were, then it is your entire fault. If you really had no idea, then it’s your fault. 

You call yourself parents? Stop and think about what you're doing to your children! You brought them into the world just as you did me, and I'll be damned if you let them leave prematurely! Take care of Marty and Allen, they need you. Really… you mucked (maybe say screwed) up with me, but they still have a chance. 
All of my belongings go to the cat - I'll damn you from heaven if I see otherwise. 

-Cassie 
Wed Apr 15, 

Last night I snuck out. Leaving my old life behind was easier then I thought - It was rubbish anyway. 

I thought about mum and dad today, and wondered what they were doing. 

 It would be better if they thought I was dead - They deserve to 'know' what happened to me. It's better this way. 

Mid afternoon I was sitting under the old oak tree in the park - the  (you don’t really need the word massive) one that must have been centuries old. As the sun filtered through the pale green leaves, I thought about my future. 

Last night I slept at Maddy’s, although if her parents found out... I don't want to think about it. I'm going to have to move out of the city, I decided - they will inevitably find me if I stay in Wellington. 

Yesterday, as a last minute thought I packed my bag full with food (maybe mention what kind of food?), but that might only last me a few days. 
Lying under the tree I mulled this over in my head - my life was a joke now, but that was better then rubbish, I thought . 

What if I hitch-hiked to Auckland? I had a few hundreds (hundred pound notes?) in my rucksack, so I could probably afford a few nights accommodation at cheap motels along the way. 

As I got up to go - Where? I don't know - I noticed a small boy approaching. My first instinct was to run - he might have seen me on the 6 O'clock news. Then I remembered just how silly that was; 8 year olds don't watch the news! 

He seemed to be walking towards me, although I couldn't tell where his were focused due to the bowl haircut that he modelled. His sandy blond hair strewn across his face and hiding his eyes fabricating an innocent aura around him. 

Regardless, by heart pounded in my chest until he was mere meters away. He could ruin this; this new life I now had could be taken away by an eight year old boy... innocent nothing. 

As he approached, I found myself looking more closely - blue eyes were just visible under his hair, which was hard enough to look at once he stepped out of the shade. 

"Come with me," he commanded my presence (what? my presence?), and stuck out his hand. 

It was pale, almost as white as a piece of paper. I was struck by the gesture. Why was he here, and why did he want me? 

I reached out to shake it, not yet having thought about his words. 

"Hello, little man... What are you doing here?" I asked, oblivious to his vice grip until it was too late. As soon as our flesh met, he scrunched up his hand. He was strong for such a scrawny young boy. 
"Hey, what are you doing?" I called, looking around for help. What was I thinking? A small child kidnapping me? Was I going mad? 

He dragged me over to an empty picnic table. 

One quick glance around the park and my fears were confirmed. It was empty. What was going on?  The park had been bursting with life and laughter just a minute ago. 

"What are you doing?" I demanded again. There was a strange feeling in my throat, I couldn't get enough air to my lungs - I started to breathe faster. Aware that I would soon hyperventilate, I thought about what was happening. I was getting kidnapped. Young-adult napped. No - this was silly. He was a child - small, thin and fragile. I could take him. 

He still hadn't answered my question, but I had a feeling I didn't want to know. 

With all my might, I tore at my hand, yanking it free from his grasp. It took me a while, and the entire time he just looked at me - smiling. After I broke away I turned and ran. Only after I left the park did I notice the elation that my back felt, and I was another three blocks away until I realised that I had left my back pack under the tree. My food, my money, my new life - it was all gone. 

I would have to risk seeing the little creep again.

I kept by fists balled up the duration of my journey back - but when I finally reached the oak tree, he was gone. The park was bursting with weekend activity, and the creep was nowhere to be seen. 

My heartbeat finally slowed; I picked up my bag, and left the park. 

Just thinking about him now gives me the shivers!
Pretty good.
Thu Apr 16, 

I was dreaming about him – the blond boy – last night. I don’t normally remember my dreams, but this one stuck with me - crystal clear and all day. Fear can do that to you sometimes. 

I was sitting at my desk in school, writing something. It was a sunny day; my teacher had pulled the blinds to allow us some shade. There was a knock on the door, and without pausing, it opened. Everyone in the room looked up, grasping desperately at the chance for a break from our work load. 

The light was blinding at first, and I felt like a vampire. Although the fierce burning on my retinas was nothing compared to what happened next. He walked around the desks, silent as a mouse. When he reached me, he uttered those words: “Come with me” 

His tone was soft; it felt as though he was trying to offer comfort, even though it was tainted with the innocent tone of childhood. 

His words started to ring around the room, echoing even though it was just a classroom. 

Everyone looked at me – like they do in dreams, just staring, patronising you until you crack. 

That’s usually when you wake up screaming. 

“Come with me” he muttered – does he ever say anything else? 

“Why, why the hell should I come with you?” I shouted, spittle flying from my mouth. He grabbed my hand, just like he did before, and pulled me out of the room. The strange thing was, I wanted to join him. I wanted to find out why he was bothering. 

He took me outside, and led me towards the front gate of the school. 

As if by magic, we were out of the school. In what seemed like seconds the stale air and the dismal attitude that education brings was gone. 

I looked around; irony in its’ simplest form. 

The sun wasn’t blinding anymore, but it was there, bright as could be, a yellow orb hanging lazily in the sky. I looked up – it seemed the most rational thing to do at the time. Why am I here? Oh, I know… I’ll just blind myself; why the heck shouldn't I? But then again, it was a dream.

The scene was so familiar – almost exactly as I remembered it from the day before. An eerie silence hung in the air; even the sun seemed to be holding its’ breath. As I looked into the sun I noticed how it filtered through the trees. Looking down, I saw a plump shape lying motionless against a tree, a giant oak that looked centuries old. 

No-one was at the park, just as yesterday, but it seemed more natural now, with the coat of recognition that painted over rationality. Dreams do that, I tell myself; it was the dream that made it seem normal, that drowned the rational sense of fear out; diluted it until it seems okay. 

“Why…?” I posed the question. It seemed to be the only word my mouth could form these days. I looked down at the boy, childlike as ever. Would he answer? 

His face showed emotion – the first I had seen on him. His eyebrow furrowed, as if thinking of the right way to phrase his answer. 

I sighed in relief when I saw his mouth open. He paused for a second, and then looked me in the eyes. 

“Hsssssss...” 
Just like that, I was lying on a wooden bench – to the left and right of me were advertisements. 

Rubbing my eyes and looking around, I saw a blue sky. I had slept through the night – that was unusual, especially in the hospitality of my current location. A bus had pulled up outside. The driver looked at me strangely, but then ignored me. 

Today I went to the Wellington central Library, and used the free internet. Leafing through my bag, I found five fifties, three twenties and two tens, along with a handful of coins that amounted to about three dollars. 

That was about $333; lucky me. Not even enough for a week’s accommodation. It was my life savings, and intended to save it as best as I could, but what could that buy me? A plane ticket to Auckland and a night with food? 

The cheapest tickets I could find were $128, which was good, but still too expensive. Then I searched the trains. That was better—$89 for a ticket, since I counted as an adult. 

I guess I’ll leave tomorrow, and never come back.

Fri Apr 17, 

I couldn’t buy any tickets yesterday, so I had to risk another day in Wellington. It’s dangerous to stay here. My picture might be  all over the news by now, and although my parents should be grieving over a lost child I seriously doubt it. They both work in town, but I try to avoid being seen anywhere near someone who might recognise me. I went to the train station to buy a ticket today, along with some food to last me a couple more days. I don’t have much food, but I only need three light meals a day, so I should be fine. 
When I go to the station, I could have sworn I saw the boy again, but I couldn’t be sure. 

Hundreds of people flooded through the front doors, an ever-going wave of footsteps, avid chatting and munching on their ‘on-the-go’ breakfasts. I was being pushed around, swimming against the tide. I shouldn’t have come at peak time, I thought to myself. Even in the slight chance the mum and dad took that train to work, I shouldn’t have risked it. Besides, coming later would have saved me from the hustle and bustle of the forth coming foot-traffic. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a glint of golden yellow. Warring inside, I forbid myself to look, even in his general direction. It couldn’t be him, I thought. It’s not possible. He should be in school, and even so, I saw him in one of the suburbs, not Central. He couldn’t have made it all of the way to Wellington City, just to follow me. 

Regrettably, I gave in and took a sneak peek of where I saw him before. 

It was strange; I would have given anything in the world to not have seen him only moments before, but I was still dismayed by his absence. I suppose I just wanted some indication that I wasn’t crazy. I continued my push to get inside, and navigated my way through the walls of people that stood between me and the ticket salesmen. 

After buying the ticket, I went back to the library and browsed through the Young-Adult section. I couldn’t find anything worth reading, but I got one out anyway. I knew my library card number off by heart, but I had my purse in my bag anyway. Just to add some chaos to my parents lives, I decided to take it up to Auckland with me. 

I had lunch outside, in the burning sun. More than anything in the world, I wanted to be sitting on the train. Good things take time, I told myself. I had plenty of food, most of it ransacked from my house the night I left. 

I spent the rest of the day sitting in the library, saying goodbye to my sanctuary for the past sixteen years. When I returned to my bus shelter, at ten O’clock this night, I had a small snack and started to get ready for bead, but I couldn’t sleep. The terror of tonight surmounted to more than I had ever felt. I would either leave the city, or die trying.

Sat Apr 18, 

I couldn’t get to sleep until almost three in the morning because of the liveliness of the city. When I finally drifted off, I was glad to have a calm, dreamless sleep. Today I woke up from an early morning bus, same as yesterday, thinking about my cat. I though how odd it was that I should miss her, and then reflected on how selfish I was to leave her with those monsters. 

I went to the train station early, so I could miss out in the hustle and bustle of the nine O’clock arrivals. As I sat on the chewing gum-ridden bench, I watched the people pass by and found myself enticed by their actions. They were ordinary people, of course, but you could find out much about them by the way they walked, talked and interacted with others. 

There was a balding man in a grey suit, yapping about the prime minister and what she was doing to help the recession. I immediately knew he worked high up in the parliamentary ladder, the air around him seemed authorised. It didn’t look like he could fit in much time for family, if he had one. 

Then came a grieving woman, her hair ever so slightly going grey. I instantaneously knew she was at a loss. 

It wasn’t her face that tipped me off, or her eyes, for that matter. She wasn’t even walking sullenly, like you would suppose she should. As soon as I saw her, I knew she didn’t miss the deceased. It was sad, really. To have lost so much but not even bat an eyelid. 

I looked at the familiar features – the faded blue eyes and the slightly wrinkled face. Prominent frown-lines marked her cheek; her lips were moulded into a permanent scowl. As I noticed her walking down the railway platform, fear flooded trough me. It was just as if she held one of her sharp-as-knives cheekbones to my throat. I stood up, and ducked away behind the bench. It wasn’t a very good hiding place, but it would have to do for the time being. I watched her through the wooden planks.

She hardly looked left or right, thankfully, and kept her glare concentrated on where she was going. As she neared the bench, my heart was threatening to burst out of my chest. It hammered hard, and I could swear it was what tipped her off. For no apparent reason, she broke her gaze, and tilted her head to the side. As if she heard something (my heart was still pounding) that caught her attention. It was a bigger deal than work, she decided, and turned her head, ever so slowly, to the bench. I saw what was happening, and I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was like she had a sixth sense of something, just picking me out like that. 

The way I saw it, I had two options; Fight or flight. It was an easy decision, as my heart had already released too much adrenaline into my bloodstream for me to run away. Besides, I would never forgive myself if I gave up an opportunity such as this. 

I jumped over the wooden bench, and grabbed my bag in the process. 

“Y… You?” she stammered. 

“Mum… oh jeez, how to explain. I’m leaving! I’m leaving and never coming back.” I panicked. I couldn’t face her. Before I got the words out, I thought about what I was leaving behind. That slowed me down a little, but I still forced myself to say it. 

“Cassie? I thought you were gone… I thought you were never coming back! How could you do this to us?” She made a move, a cunning step towards me. It had meaning – she wanted to be in control. This was her situation and I couldn’t do anything about it. 

“No-” I gagged. A heavy lump formed in my throat and I could feel the swelling of my eyes. She couldn’t do 
thins. She couldn’t take me home. Not after what she had done. 

“Never,” I spat the words out, gasping in deep breaths and choking back the tears. “What you did was blasphemy. It was against the law. Immoral, wrong, erroneous. Any of those do it for you?” I smiled. I actually smiled. It was the first time in days – since leaving home, but I grinned and it felt good. She couldn’t stop me. 

I took another deep breath, and preyed that it last enough to tell her. 

“You can’t leav--” she started, but I was on a roll. Facing her had made me complete. It gave me the confidence that I could make it. 

“No… I can,” I cut her off. “I can, and I will. I’m legal. I’m sixteen, and I can have my own life!” I turned to walk away. Only then did I notice the scene we had made. Twenty or so people were watching the exchange. I felt like an idiot. I had walked into a trap. I should have run. The police would arrive any second and I would be taken back. 

Back where? I couldn’t go to Prison – Juvenile hall perhaps? They would come any second and arrest me. 
I turned back to mum. I had to stall. A brief glance at my watch confirmed that. Any second now… 

“Why did you do it?” I spat, no longer caring about the crowds. “Why?” 

She took a step forward – I was ruining her reputation and she couldn’t have that, could she? 

In an automatic reflex, I pulled my hands up to my face, blocking any future attacks. She wouldn’t dare… not in public, not like this. 

Some of the crowd had distilled, moving off to their all-important day jobs. Through a gap, I saw a flash of blue, followed soon by grey. I smiled. Man, did that felt good. I was leaving. My time had come. 

“Goodbye mum, take care of the twins. Don’t screw them over…” I was already at the doors, my backpack in my hand. I waited for the familiar hiss, and I took a deep breath. I stepped on to the train, and looked back one more time. My last look at her, the women who didn’t even look sad. I was a lifted burden; that was what she thought of me. It didn’t matter that the train wouldn’t leave for another twenty minutes. Mum would get the message and leave for work. Goodbye. 
I’m liking this. A lot of mystery, but there may be a little too much. What happened? What did this person do?

The train left at ten. My heart flew as the engine whirred. This is it, I thought to myself. The train lurched and I was soaring. Every kilometre the train moved - every kilometre that took me father away from my home - I was jumping higher and higher in my seat. 

The first stop was Paraparaumu, on hour away. By then I was getting hungry, time for some morning tea. 
Why is it justified? It’s really weird.
I took a sullen look at my diminishing supplies – four apples, three packets of dehydrated chicken noodles, two squashed bananas and a partridge in a pear tree. Merry Christmas. I couldn’t last two days on that! I pulled out the book that I got from the library and started reading. 

When the train pulled in at the station, I was dreading what I might see. I had feared this moment, the police cars were lined up, three of them. Five men in uniform stood there, gazing onto the train. My heart started and full speed and I willed the train to do the same. One of them went to the driver, and spoke in there for a minute or two. All the while, I was running over my options. 

I had none, really. There was nothing I could do that would stop the policemen finding me. I almost gave up. 
The man from the front carriage came back, and muttered something to his co-workers. I heard a distant sound, familiar, but it didn’t click until I saw the officers walking towards my carriage. They split up – one in each of the four and one to stay and watch. 

As soon as their feet were on the move, so was I. 

Running up the aisle, I dived for the toilets; hopefully, they weren’t that desperate to find me, and would think I had got off the train after my mum departed. Hopefully. 

They didn’t, and I was stuck in the toilet listening to the footsteps of anyone who walked past. 

In a matter of minutes, the officers assembled outside. I could vaguely hear the muffled conversation through the toilet window, and they decided to have one last look, each taking different carriages this time. This time, he searched from the other side of the compartment, and ended right next to my hiding spot. 

I could have sworn that it was my breathing that set him off, or maybe he decided to check there anyway. 

I heard a knock. 

This couldn’t be happening, I had to say something. I had locked the door, but he could see that. 

“Ma’am… I know you’re in there!” 

Stupid, stupid, stupid! I should have left it vacant and he never would have noticed! 

There was no way out – he knew it was me. The others must have assembled outside again, because I could hear them chattering away.

I unlocked the door, and faced my fate. 

He was handsome, roughly shaven and brown hair that stuck up in all directions. I looked into his amber eyes: “Let me go, please. You don’t know what they’re like.” Pulled up my sleeve and showed him. Near the top, there were fading green blotches. 

He saw this, and smiled. “It’ll be alright. Come with me.” 

The words sent a shock through me. I stood bolt upright, then after a moment, I started to laugh. It felt good, the laughing. I knew that I would never be sent back home – I could go to a boarding school for all I care, it would be a welcome break. 

I followed him off of the train; whatever happens, It’ll work out.

Sun Apr 19, 

I slept in a cell last night – it was the best they 

could do for the time being. 

As a tossed and turned in the uncomfortable bed, I dreamt about him; the boy – again. It was the same as last time, only this time, before he answered my question; he morphed into the policeman that found me, “Wakey Wakies.” The sound woke me up, and I knew that even if he had let me sleep another minute, I wouldn’t find out the answer, no matter how much I wanted it. 

I told them I didn’t want to go back, but they flew me down to Wellington anyway. Despite what I told them, they said I was still a child until I was eighteen; new law. Well, the hell with laws. I couldn’t go back home. They would send me away. I laughed at the very thought – that was just as I wanted. 

Regardless of my repeated attempts to escape, they sent me back. In the police car on the way there they frequently reminded me that there would be a court order going through, and they would do what they could to get me away from them, but I knew that nothing would happen. 

They even accompanied me to the door. 

How nice… not! 

Mum and dad were already there, it was the weekend, after all. 

Mum just smiled sweetly when I opened the door. That sent pangs of fury flying out in all directions. What could I do? I still had two more years until I could leave home for good, and there was no point in running away again – I knew she would just catch me. 

I gave in; I would just have to spend as much time as I could in my room, studying; even though I wouldn’t need it. 

I walked in the door, and said goodbye to the nice officers. They really were trying to help, and that just made it even worse. I spent the rest of the day in my room, snacking on my dehydrated noodles so I could spare myself the torture of dinner. They didn’t come down, not even once. Neither did the twins. I guess they didn’t know I was back.

Mon Apr 20, 

Today was normal – I fell back into routine like I never left. I got up early, had a shower, breakfast, brushed my teeth and went to school; all before mum or dad woke up. 

No-one talked to me much at school; the teachers asked me if I had a note explaining my absence from Wednesday-Friday. I ate in the cafeteria and generally failed at life. I had missed some homework, so I spent the afternoon in the library catching up until it was dark. I was sure to get home before 7 pm – dinner time. Some re-fried beans and rice later, I was in my room, stuck into homework once again. 

Mum and dad didn’t bother to call me for dinner, the family routine stuck. 

After eight, a time when the twins really should be in bed, I got a knock on the door. Marty exclaimed: “I hear noises. She’s back!” 

They both came running into the room and yelled at me. 

“Why weren’t you here?” 

“What have you been doing?” 

“Where did you go?” 

I ignored the questions, dumbstruck. They hadn’t even told them. Even when they thought I was dead, my parents hadn’t told Marty and Allen. 

I shoed them away – I really should get back to my homework. Three essays and a cup of instant coffee later, another knock breeched the silence. 

“Cassie, we need to talk to you,” It wasn’t said like you would imagine it; sweet and forgiving. It was an order, just phrased in a way that made you think you had a choice. 

“Go away!” I yelled. I could run away again – leave town the first day so that no-one could find me. I’d take the bus this time; they let you pay when you board, don’t they? 

The door opened, and they both walked in. 

Fear flooded through me, and I held my arms up in self defence. Although, this time, they looked like they actually wanted to talk. 

“Don’t run away. There isn’t any need,” she read my mind. Was I that predictable? 

My face welled up – they couldn’t keep me captive. 

My father but in; “We understand why you went, so we enrolled you in boarding school,” 

It took me a moment to cohere what he said. 

Was this a gift? Was I really leaving for good? A boarding school, where you didn’t have to worry about anything – being grounded and frustrated parents. I thought, but only for a second. “I’ll go!”

Tue Apr 21, 

If I had any friends to tell, they wouldn't believe me. Not that I believed myself that much yet. I told no-one when I got to school, I don't even think Marty and Allen know yet. 

I started to wonder just how Mum and Dad found out about this. I still don't know anything about the school, and I'm beginning to think this might just be a hoax. Of course, they couldn't pull of something like this, and I don't think there is any reason to. Perhaps they just like dashing my hopes... 

No. I have to believe that it's real. I'm leaving Saturday, and I've already started to think about what I'm going to pack. 

I'll clean everything on Thursday, and pack on Friday, as I don't know when I'm leaving, where I have to be or where I'm going. 

Mum and dad will tell me before then... 

They have to.

Wed Apr 22, 

Still no news. I'm trying not to think about it. This could be the biggest opportunity of my life. Boarding school - where they force you to get good grades or they kick you out... at least that's what I think it is. I really have to look it up sometime, but I haven't yet been told the name of the school. 

I get passing grades, but that's not enough. I fail at Maths - who doesn't? 

Science is my best subject; I managed to scrape an 'M' in the last test. It was easy though - all of the stuff that you know if you pay attention for the first five minutes of class. 

I can write stuff, but it turns out bad - failing English too. I actually passed the bug test last term... by one mark. 
P.E. seems alright, but we haven't done any tests yet, and I don't think I have the co-ordination for basketball and badminton that come later in the year. 

Do they have P.E. at boarding schools? I suppose that's something to look forwards too... If I ever get there, that is 

It has to be real. Mum and Dad seem genuinely excited about getting rid of me. Better if the police come 'round and check on me. They can say I'm doing fine and passing. The police won't have any way to check.

Thu Apr 23, 
Still no news. I'm not that excited anymore; thought about packing, but I'll do it tomorrow.

Fri Apr 24,
Well, I had no news about the boarding school by this afternoon, and I thought about my options. I could: 

1] Hack into their computer and check the boarding school out on the internet. Only problem is this would require knowledge [i.e: name] of the boarding school prior to the investigation. 

2] Forget about it; I never bothered to get my hopes up. 

3] Face-to-face confrontation. 

I only really have one option; I need this so much! 

Today, I decided that my best chance of a pleasant conversation would be at the dinner table. I hadn't had dinner with the family for years, so i wasn't completely at home with the customary traditions. The more i thought about it, I realized that I didn't actually know when dinner was served. This plan seemed more and more hopeless by the minute. 

I waited around the table, not wanting to miss anything. I 'had homework' that I had to finish [It was done Monday night] 
mum came home at around five-thirty, and asked what I was doing out of my room: 'Getting bored to death. What's for dinner?' 

She pretended not to notice that I said the last part, and walked through to the lounge, where she dumped all of her stuff. 

I cleared my throat: 'What's for dinner?' I practically yelled it though the house. 

She waited for a moment, and then continued on as if it was ordinary for me to eat with the family: 'Sweet and sour pork - noodles and not rice.' 

I gasped, but luckily she was still in the other room. That was my favourite meal from when I was a child. She walked out the door: last minute arrangement she forgot at work. 

I knew that she was hurrying out of the house so she could buy the pork though - she had never been this nice in the last five years. I wondered what had come over her, and than [literally] slapped myself when I realized. She was doing this for me. this would be my last meal at home, so she was bringing out the celebration candles - so to speak. 

Dinner was scrumdiddilyumptious! [is that a word?] Anyway, it was the only thing I could think of that sounded better [and was less cliché] than delicious. 

I asked mum at the dinner table, it was somehow preferable to the grunted response that I was likely to receive from dad. 

"Mum; What's happening about the boarding school?" I asked in an innocent tone. It took her a moment to realize what I was talking about - then she understood why I was conversing with the family. it seemed to have slipped her mind that I knew nothing about tomorrow, but then she smiled. [yes... she smiled] 

"Well, they're doing house calls - The school. Be ready by Six-O’clock tomorrow morning, and have your bags packed light!" 

What? Six in the morning? Was she kidding? 

The words had left my mouth before I could stop myself. 

"House calls - Six! What kind of a school is this? What do I have to pack?" 

I muttered in utter disbelief. She has got to be joking! 

"No... I'm not kidding. You only need a packed lunch and a tooth brush - and anything you want to remind you of home. Six-in-the-morning-SHARP!" 

She said that last part like it was on long word. 

I picked up my half eaten plate and walked over to the bench, scraped the rest into the bin and walked out of the room. I had suddenly lost my appetite. This wasn't boarding school, I thought to myself. This was military school!

Sat Apr 25, 

Six on the dot; as promised. 

The shuttle turned up, parked outside the house and tooted its’ horn once. 

I knew then that I would never see this house again. It was something about the precision of the driver – the finality of the movements as he strutted out of the van. He walked around to the passenger door, and slid it open; then he went back to his seat. 

I was sitting on the front steps, mouth open wide and still staring. I suddenly felt some obligation to bend the rules. I wanted to get on; more than ever I wanted to escape the hell hole that was my home for the last sixteen years, but I did so with caution. I had distinct movements, somehow feeling the need to push the boundaries – test the limits. 

When I finally reached the bus, I looked at my luggage. I held a small backpack – the same I had run away with – filled with a thermos [tomato soup] and an apple. Along with my various toiletries [a toothbrush that had scarcely ever been used]. There was no use in bothering the driver and asking for it to be put in the luggage compartment, which would usually be trailing the back of the shuttle, but was now absent. 

It seemed to me that the van was almost empty – the flaking white container by now held only two or three other passengers. I felt sorry for the others, who seemed to have woken up at five or earlier. They all looked tired – mimicking my expression that I was sure I wore for the early rise. All of them had the same as me – back pack, and the clothes on their backs. 

There was no use in trying to make friends, I thought to myself as I took a seat by a short blond girl. I would just get there, and grin and bear it. It surely was a military camp after all, a place where young offenders turn their lives around. It must be, I decided, and I was going to do my time and get out. It would be a tough two years – I certainly wasn’t going to visit my family in the holiday – but as soon as I turned eighteen, I would bolt it. 

“Hi,” the blond girl perked up. She was unusually happy for this time in the morning. I ignored her and set my bag down under the seat. Gratefully, the sponge padding wasn’t completely removed and I was able to get to sleep. 

When I woke up, it was mid-day. The shuttle was full to the brim, but there was an eerie silence between its occupants. I suppose no-one was really sure what to expect. “How long have we been going for?” I asked wearily, yawning as I uttered the words. 

“Not long – only six or so hours. I expect they’ll take us up to Auckland for the plane. I'm told it's an institute for the gifted, but the driver doesn’t seem to want to stop, so I suppose you’ll have to eat lunch on board. Why are you here?” She seemed absolutely elated at the chance to talk, and soon the whole van was following her lead. Everyone sat up in their seats as if they had a string holding them there, and mouths opened like they had sudden mutations that allowed them not to breath. 

“I ran away,” I replied. 

It took me a moment to register her reaction – not recognition, sympathy or even surprise. It made her brow furrow, and she pursed her lips until they looked blue. After a long moment, she exclaimed; “You did what?” The whole bus seemed to concentrate on me, and I looked around cautiously. 

“I ran away… what did you do?” I ventured. Our conversation was registering some shock on the other passengers, and I was getting more and more nervous by the second. 

“I completed my NCEA Level three maths coarse two years early… You ran away. Why?” 

“My parents are complete assholes. Are you some kind of genius?” 

Just then the boy from the seat behind me cut in. He looked about my age, but had the muscles of a body-builder and short black hair. “I’m going to university – someone my age should be year eleven. So you dropped out?” 

“Yeah, school sucks. The teachers are out to get me and my exams fail because they can’t be bothered teaching you anything. They just sit around and complain about their salary all day,” So I was a drop out [okay… I was technically still going to school] in a bus full of smart-aleck snobs; I actually glanced around for the TV cameras. 

The conversation continued for a while. No one knew where we were going, but they were all smart. I was the only one who got below top-of-the-district marks. We hadn’t picked up anyone since Levin – about an hour and a half into the car journey. Time passed and Crystal’s [The short blond girl] proclamation about us going to Auckland was looking more likely. 

We ended up spending nine and a half hours in the shuttle. It was hot, sweaty and we were running out of air – even with the AC on full blast and the windows down as far as they could go. My apple was gone by lunch time, and I saved my soup for afternoon tea. They dropped us off at the Auckland international Airport, after the driver had shown a laminated card to the security guard and driven us onto the runway. We climbed up the steps that they had laid out just for us, and the ten of us crammed into a personal jet. 

By the time we were in the air it was five O’clock, and we were all glad we slept in the car. There was food on the plane and I ordered some BLT sandwiches. It wasn’t much, but I didn’t think I could stomach a great deal after sitting down all day. 

The plane took us overseas, but no-one was sure where. According to Sam [geological expert] there shouldn’t be anything where we landed, North-East of Auckland about 1,000 miles. We should have plummeted into the sea, but we didn’t. 

It was a small island, and there weren’t any inhabitants other than the 10 kids on my shuttle and the pilot. He soon took off and let us there, standing on a barren runway in the middle of no-where. No-one had the guts to leave, so we waited there for about ten minutes. 

The surroundings were confusing – a deserted wasteland from which the single straight line of concrete was laid, enclosed by a desert for about fifteen meters on each side. At the fifteen meter mark trees sprung up, tall and obviously Rimu. The trees were massive! They branched up into the night sky like there was no end to the colossal structure. There was an abrupt line too – like they had been grown for hundreds of years until they were all the same height, and then a machine had cut down a rectangle of them and removed all evidence of their stay. It had to be a man made defect – there was no way that this was natures work. The line was so meat, and the forest looked daring and wild – yet artificial somehow. Every tree was the same height, but the knots in their roots were sprawled out in each direction. 

“Hey… look, someone’s coming!” Sam shouted. Sure enough, slicing through the rolling clouds [Cumulus, I was assured by Crystal] was another personal jet. It was headed towards us, and I shouted for us all to get out of the way. Ten seconds later we were off the pavement and watching the sleek black machine rolling to a halt. 

Ten more kids jumped out, and were left immediately just like us. We waited off the run way for another ten, and a third jet loomed into view. 

Thirty kids later and no-one appeared. There were fifty of us, waiting for another load, but there wasn’t anyone for twenty minutes. It was an anonymous vote that if no-one showed in the next ten minutes, we would explore the island and find somewhere to stay. They wouldn’t just leave us here – a bunch of geniuses from New Zealand [and one drop out]. We watched the time and as seven-thirty impended we looked at the sky. 

Nothing. 
That was it – we had promised each other that we would leave, and the time was late. If we didn’t find anywhere to stay for the night, the [Cumulus – thank you Crystal] clouds might start to pour. 

Just as we were leaving the landing strip – no wire fence, just desolate land – a voice crackled. 

Everyone whipped their heads around to the north wall of trees. There was a chortle, then a chuckle, and then suddenly it was a fully fledged laugh. It was mad. An evil genius at work – not even a kid. It was a fully grown adult amused by our situation.

“Congratulations on being chosen, and making it this far through the selection. There is a way off the island. Good luck!” 

He spoke calmly, but with authority. It was as if he was presenting a medal, not informing us of... what did he say? The words had hardly sunk in before I mode out a small silver object nestled high in the trees – a blemish in the impenetrable wall of artificial nature. A speakerphone. The son-of a-bitch wasn’t even on the island with us! 

At that moment fifty children fell down to the desert floor. Unconscious.
AWESOMENESS!
Sun Apr 26, 

I woke up in stages. First I was aware of the hard floor as it breeched (huh?) my back. Then came the cold. It soaked up through my spine and sent shivers through my body. It was as if I was in a freezer – at least below zero. That was what made me open my eyes. I knew at once that something wasn’t right. The peculiar sight that met my eyes was enough to make me want to go home. Yes… I wanted home. With the sight of the rolling storm clouds came the memories. 

The thick grey vapour that painted the sky were cumulus - a word that I had only learnt yesterday. 

There were fifty kids with me. 

We were on a desolate island that shouldn’t exist. 

We were doomed – no food, no shelter, no nothing. 

Then, just when I was about to give up, I thought of one last thing from the previous night. It was scratching at me like there was an animal in my brain, gnawing for a way out. 

Through the disguising coat applied by the early morning, there was a breech in the wall of trees. 

The speakerphone. 

There is a way off this island – we just have to find it! 

I sat up, my eyes burning from the salt that lined the desert floor. I was surprised to see that everyone else was doing the same. Since when does everyone wake up at the same time? Then I remembered. We had been poisoned; drugged. They must have laced the food we ate on the plane. It was the only thing that made sense. They would have timed it – so we all fell down just after the announcement. I was startled by my revelations – they couldn't do something like this. Not to children.

It was time to get up. I couldn’t stand being on the scratchy desolate tract any longer. I watched the others – we were huddled in a group – all fifty of us in the clothes we wore yesterday morning. Half of us still bore the back packs that we were instructed to bring, nearly all of them were empty. 

Others were on their feet – I registered the shock on their face. “Where are we?” asked a tall girl with a brown pony tail. “What are we doing here?” 

“We’re on 'The island', remember? There is a way out of here; good luck,” I mimicked the crackly voice we heard yesterday. Even saying the words I felt a void appear in my heart. It grew until I felt like I would gag – our situation was hopeless. 

I’d seen stuff like this happen in movies – we all had - but real life was different. And there wasn’t a line by line script to help us though. This was a game; we had been selected. 

“Selection,” I tried out the word on my tongue. Since no one had spoken since my last comment, it was my duty to rupture the silence. This whole thing is stupid – like yesterday on the bus I was waiting for the cameras to appear.
It was quiet for a few minutes, no-one dared to speak in case they said what was on all of our minds. We’re going to die. 

The atmosphere was sullen, a deathly silence between us. None of us knew what to do – there wasn’t anything to do. We had to find food though – my watch was reading the time at about nine in the morning. 

“Well, I guess we should find somewhere to sleep tomorrow night,” A small voice ventured. Everyone turned their heads to the speaker – Sam. He had said what no one was daring to. He had signed our death warrants. Before there was hope that we were dreaming, but now it was final. As if deciding to do something about the situation made it real. There was a murmur of agreement through the crowd, but no one wanted to leave. What might we find in the forest? 

The brave few of us took a small number of steps forward. There was another silence now – sullen, we had accepted that fate was out of our hands. We were giving in. 


As soon as we entered the forest an eerie aura surrounded us all. The misty haze through the trees was inexplicably sinister. No light poured through to the forest floor – none at all. It seemed as though it was night time already. A few steps in and the tall Rimu’s shadows had cut off all sun. All of us were instantaneously worried that we would never see the light of day again. A weary look back and our fears were confirmed. The hush that fell over us was projecting anxious expressions on all that followed. 

We were cut off from the world – now more than ever. No birds sang in the trees, only the muffled crack of our feet on the broken branches that laced the forest floor. 

“We can’t go in there,” Sam mentioned, indicating the dark passageway of the forest, “It’s too dark - we’ll never find our way back, let alone be able to navigate through the woods for hours.” 

That was all the encouragement we needed. We all jogged backwards out of the trees until mild sunlight reached us – what little could penetrate the thick, rolling clouds. 

“We need a different approach. There is a way out of here!” I had disrupted the tranquility, but there was no flutter of wings, no animals scurrying away from my voice. The all familiar tranquillity fell over us once more. “We only need to outsmart them,” I needn’t say who I meant by ‘them'. Our captors - the reason we were on this god-forsaken island. 

One head turned, then another. It was as if the domino effect was taking place, and soon we were all facing in one direction. The speakerphone. 

Everyone rushed over the runway; sprinting in a race that you couldn’t win. We all reached the metallic contraption and stopped. The distant clutter of footsteps on tarmac gently faded, and all that existed was the speakerphone.

No one dared to reach out, to be the first to touch it. Something could go right, more could go wrong. 

After what seemed like hours, when we were finally chilled too much to stand around, a small boy from the last plane reached out. 

He took a deep breath, and walked a few steps towards it. I wonder if he was thinking of land mines, as it seemed everyone else was. 

The whole crowd drew in a last breath, and refused to release it until he had touched the sleek metal design. It sat low in the tree, about two meters up. He jumped up and tore at it. It fell to the ground, but it didn't smash on the forest floor, it swung. There were wires in the tree, nestled among the branches and twisted up the hundred or so meters until it reached the top. 

There. 
Barely visible was another silver object. This time, every single inhabitant of the island knew exactly what it was and why it was there. 

A satellite. 

“What do you reckon guys? Who likes to climb?” Some brave kids put up their hands - me included – but none of us really wanted to climb the tree. It was tantalizing though – the thought of climbing and being the hero of the pack. 

Eighteen of us as hands help high – eighteen who wanted to prove their worth. It was decided that the person who could climb the tree the highest in one minute would be the lucky soul. Three dropped out then and there. We all chose a tree, one each, fifteen of us lined up at the forest edge. 

A tall girl – Veronica she proclaimed – held her wrist watch high. It had a stopwatch, and she counted down. 

3... 
2... 
1... 
GO! 

The race began, some making it barely ten meters off of the ground. I was first – in made it almost thirty using the natural platforms that my tree had to offer. I looked down and swayed. It took me almost ten minutes to get down, all the time thinking of how much harder it would be to get to the satellite. 

In the end three of us climbed the tree – me in front, a boy named Alex second and Crystal third. We each knew that no one wanted to go that high – the equivalent to a forty story building. It was a comfort that there were others, and it made sure that you would go fast, in case you looked like a chicken in front of the ground group. 
I made it up the thirty meters without a problem. All I did was not look down. I had already been this high, and that was at least a reassurance. Then I stopped. A holler from below caught my attention. No one from the ground was talking, in case we looked down and it threw us off, but Alex called out. There was a snap of a branch, and my life flew before my eyes. 

It took me a moment to realise that I wasn’t in immediate danger. Alex must have been –we had an unspoken pact not to say anything unless it was life or death. 

I looked back. That was a mistake in itself, but I couldn’t let Alex fall. His voice was low, his swear little but a murmur, but Crystal and I heard him. He was five meters below me, and there was another five between him and Crystal. I looked just in time to see a small twig flutter harmlessly to the ground. Alex was fine; he had managed to grab hold of another, and his feet were already firm on the branches below him. I breathed out a sigh of relief, but my heart was still pounding, and the contents of my stomach had seemingly joined the spectators on the ground. 

I couldn’t bear to let go. It was different this time. I had climbed this far before, but I wasn’t thinking about a branch snapping – just me letting go. I looked at my hands - my knuckles were already starch white. I couldn’t bear to let go –if I did, then I would be leaving the sanctuary of my safe little branch, for the unknown. 

I could fall.

I could drop like a stone. 

I could die. 

“Come on, Cassie” Alex shouted, sensing my disagreement with the allocated plan. He was right behind me now and Crystal right behind him. 

“Yeah… if you can make it this far, then the next few meters should be a breeze! You’re already half way to the top!” Crystal Chirped in. I knew she was lying, but it helped calm me a little. Enough to clench the right arm harder, and let go with the left. 

I slowly moved my arm up, knocking on the branch for a few seconds before I trusted it. I grasped it tight, and moved my other hand up to meet it. 

The progress was slow, but we eventually made it past half way. About three-quarters of the way there the braches started to thin. I was getting worried; what would it be like at the top? 

Another branch snapped – this time it was me. I had given up my knocking technique after a while, but I still hadn’t looked down since. 

I reached out with my left hand – the one that always left the branch first. I grasped it firm, and yanked semi-hard. Not hard enough to imitate my weight, but hard enough to get a degree of how sturdy it was. It fell, but I wasn’t suspecting that. My hand kind of followed through the action of ripping it free from its home. My entire body shook, and I was left with my left foot coming free too. Half on-half off the tree, I watched the miniature branch as it spiralled towards the earth. Swimming through my head were many things, but most prominent was; If I don’t grab a hold of the tree with all four limbs, then I’m going to be following the branch with more than my eyes. 

Below me were the other two – they still tailed me like a dog, but I was getting weary. If I was finding branches that couldn’t hold my weight, then how could the higher one hold the tree of us? That sentence is a bit messed up there.
As if by reading my mind, I watched in slow motion as Crystals’ hand slipped. She was already in the process of lifting her leg; and there was nothing to hold on to. 

She fell. 

Battered by the constant flow of branches, she writhed on her way down. Twisting and turning in the complex patterns, she gradually made her way to the bottom. Even from up here – some odd on hundred meters in the air – the gasp from the onlookers was spectacular. The prominent howl as everyone noticed her body, and then the sudden drawing of breath as she hit the ground. 

This wasn’t a game anymore. 

People could get hurt. 

People could die. 

The fluttering of my heart before was nothing compared to the onslaught I felt then. If there was ever a time to give in, it would be at that moment. But no – I couldn’t stop. I was within branches of the top – if it didn’t take me a minute to pry my hand off the branches and grapple at the one above, then I would have scrambled up the tree and unhooked the satellite then and there. If it didn’t take so damn long. 

It took me and Alex half an hour to get up the next few meters. When we finally placed a hand on the silver dish, we agreed to stop and take a breather. 

After a few more minutes we started to talk. It wasn’t wireless; there was a cable that ran the full height of the tree, but was twisted around the trunk as it grew upwards – almost like a vine in some ways, only this vine was black and pumped electricity through its stem. 

“If this is transmitting, then it has to get wireless electricity. The wire would be the sound cable as the speakerphone wouldn’t be able to transmit this high. It would also be what received the signal – that’s what the dish is for – so the device could play the message we received last night. I don’t suppose it would be on tape recorder or else there wouldn’t be a dish up here. My guess is that it’s playing our conversations down on the ground back to home base – wherever that is.” 

Alex was completely taken aback. If he wasn’t clinging on to a futile tree for dear life then he mightn’t have been able to stop himself from fainting. 

“I thought you dropped out?” He ventured sceptically. 


“I didn’t drop out officially – just failed school. I stopped turning up to most classes, but I still went when my parents forced me to.” I cleared that up, then looked at him. He bore a worried look on his face. I could tell that it wasn’t about Crystal – she was gone, and no-one really knew her, but it was still a sad. No; he was worried about how we were to get the transmitter/receiver down. That was what we went up there for, wasn’t it? 

In the end, I carried it down, Alex below me as before. He told me where to put my feet, but it was little help in untangling the wire. I felt a great urge to snip the wire and send the heap of metal falling towards earth, but I didn’t have any wire cutters, and I didn’t think that the purpose of this mission was to dig a burning crater into the ground. 

The journey took us more than twice as long as it did to get up there – perhaps treble the time, but in the end we got down. I was bleeding from the lip and multiple places in the leg, and Alex had about ten to twenty scratches on each of his arms. 

I was greeted with applause, then a grappling of forty-seven kids as they all tried to snatch the transmitter/receiver off of me, but I collapsed from fatigue moments after my feet hit the floor.
More later. So far, it’s a good idea, but it reminds me too much of The Hunger Games. Have you read that? Even if you haven’t, you should to get some ideas, it’s a great book.
Mon Apr 27,

I almost slept all day. I don’t think many of us had much energy. None of us had eaten since the plane flight over there, and all I had was a sandwich. 

I’m starting to get worried. When we walked into the forest yesterday there wasn’t a sound in the world. It was like we were shut off. Nothing. There were no birds, insects of land dwellers that there should be. A few of the group set up a trap for rabbits, but that was yesterday, and none of them dared to venture too far into the woods. 


They went back and checked today – I’m scared that our only hope will be the ocean, but none of us looked too carefully out of the window when we touched down, so we don’t know where that is. 


Sam fashioned us a compass out of a needle and a cork. We had some items in our bags, but none of us expected to be going hungry. All you need to do is rub the needle on your shirt and dunk it in some water, and then you know which way north is. Only problem with that is that you need to know where you are to make much use of it, and there wasn’t much chance of finding a still puddle in the torrential downpour. When we first tried to use the compass it was pouring, and the needle twisted and turned. It was as if it too were indecisive about where we are, and where we needed to be. Too much pounding of the rain to get an accurate reading. 

I was sitting under a tree when some kids came over. I was alone for the first time since the climb, but that could never have lasted for long. Tiffany came over, followed soon by Max. They both did scouts or the female equivalent, and they were the ones who set up the snares for the rabbits. They also planned to make a hut for us to sleep in but we were likely to start walking tomorrow in order to find some food. 
“I think the best way to go about this is to have two dozen leave, to find food. The rest of us can stay here, and search the woods. There has to be a good source of food somewhere – they wouldn’t dump us here without one.” She spoke fast, but trailed off near the end. It was like she didn’t want to admit it, but there had to be some reason we were here. Congratulations, on making it this far through the selection. His voice rang in my ear, and I slammed my fist against the ground. The earth beneath compacted and I registered the shock on Tiffany’s face. 

“No, sorry. I think that’s a great idea – but how will we decide? Draw straws?” I stated. There wasn’t much question as to what group would come first in everyone’s mind. Food. We were all starving, and it would be fantastic to be in the leaving group – hunting through the woods, or even locating the ocean, or a lake. There wasn’t much chance for the others – the ones who stayed. 

In the end we split into five groups – mine only consisted of nine, but the rest of ten. I ended up with the same ones who were on my bus – so did everyone else. Tomorrow we leave – each of us set out in different directions, each of us disperses into the twisted wood, each of us leaving in hope of food. 

We haven’t done anything with the speakerphone. We couldn’t do anything apart from call into it threats of death – they were listening to us, I was sure. But now that it was on the ground, it wouldn’t be able to transmit our messages back. 
We split the cord as best we could – each group approximating twenty meters – in hope that we would survive long enough to need fire.

In my group was Sam, Max and another called Laura. I was friendly with them more than the others, and they each had something to be valued. Laura knows karate and that could come in handy if we run into a wild boar. 

At least, I hope it will.

Tue Apr 28, 

I woke up early this morning. I was almost too hungry to remember my dream. But there it was, lingering on the edge of my memory like the weird aftertaste you get from berry cola. It was him. I thought he had gone, but there he was. 
The boy. 

It was the same thing as before; the sun, the hand, the voice. This time it was on the plane. He wanted me to follow him out the front door. Billowing wind surrounded us, and the night sky was as dark as black ink spilled on parchment paper. I couldn’t see anything, but it seemed that he could. 
There was no fear in me when I took the jump, just a strange sense of innocence and willingness to comply. It wouldn’t hurt, he silently reassured me. It wouldn’t hurt like I thought it would. He hadn’t even said anything, but the smile on his face said it all. It wouldn’t hurt. 

I turned to the opening, he jumped first. I leaned outwards, grasping the doorframe with both hands. The strong wind buffeting me was no longer apparent. All I knew was that he was falling. Soon, his body was invisible, just a speck in the dark ink stain that was the night. 

He has left me, I thought. I felt insecure. Somehow, this boy that was half my age made me feels safe. He knew something that I didn’t, and I wanted to know. I took a deep breath and a step backwards. The plane lurched, and I looked down at the hard linoleum floor. When I looked up I couldn’t see. I held my arms out in defence, and waited until the burning in my eyes stopped. Somehow, even with my eyes closed and my arms blocking its path the sunlight still protruded through my lids. He was getting farther and farther away with every passing second, and with him, his knowledge. He had left me, left me here to die on this isolated island. 

Just like that I was awake, completely aware of my surroundings. What does it mean? Why do I keep on seeing him? The words swam around in my head. I felt like I was drowning, the words were drowning with me. They were a hopeless case, just like me. Just like everyone else on the island. 

I couldn’t see. 

I thought of my eyes. They stung. Not like the last few mornings, where it was because of the salt from the desert floor we were forced to sleep on. They stung because my vision was red. I opened them, and was surprised to see a bright light shining down on me. 

My first thought was: They created fire. The wire works after all! 

Then I thought of how silly that was. What was the point in making fire? We were just about to leave the salt flats, so why bother making camp. Then I felt the itchy feeling you get when there’s a coarse surface rubbing against your back. I was lying on my back. That meant I was facing upwards. 
The sun! 

That was something I hadn’t expected. None of us had even glimpsed the flaming ball of fire in the last few days. It was almost impossible. I had to be still dreaming. But I wasn’t. A voice confirmed that: 

“Come on. We’re going to reach the ocean by nightfall… We need food, so let’s move!” It was tiffany. She was in my group – the group I was leaving with. We were leaving. We needed to find food. 

That bit into me like a scorpion. I actually rolled on my front to check the crusted earth for anything scuttling away. 

Nothing. 

The hunger. It was there. I needed food. And I needed shade. 

Water. 
Without the rain there seemed to be no water to drink. We needed water, even more than food. That was soon resolved when a few of us wandered not-so-far into the forest. There was water dripping down the millions of leaves; remnants of the storms that had bettered us weak over the past days. 

We left at what my watch stated was nine in the morning. I was assured by Sam that the time zone would be different here, because of the geological position. I couldn’t be bothered resetting it. Nine was close enough for me. 

All of us carried our back packs. Mine contained soap, a toothbrush, toothpaste and a small flannel. Others had nothing, but some hit the jackpot. The lucky few who thought to bring sweets were already regretting it. They had gone in the first day on the island. They were all rewarded with stomach aches. But some others brought blankets, sleeping bags and torches. Only one torch, actually. 

The glory of a torch. They weren’t in our arrival squad, but the third to land on the island. They had forgotten about it until five minutes before we all departed. They could see in the dark. 

Our group had nothing. No torches, a blanket for Alex, a roll of toilet paper and my toiletries. We had squat. 


It was about three in the afternoon when we first heard the water. Sound was so completely shut down in the forest that we could barely hear our own footsteps at times. We didn’t hear the stream until we were nearly on top of it, and we all heard it at the same time. 

The bush had started to grow thicker – our team was reassured by both Kate and Ed [Biology and Science majors] that that was a good sign. It meant that there was water for the plants to use, and water meant life. Wild life. 

At once we set to work. Sam and Max built a snare for rabbits, foxes and wild cats, while [under Max’s instructions] me and Laura built a dam. Max called it a trap, but I wasn’t too sure,

It wasn’t really fancy, just a trap door that the fish could push up when they swan downstream, but they couldn’t move when it tried back the other way. After passing through the trap they found themselves in a small cage – made of more twigs – that should keep them safe. The entire device looked like a bundle of twigs from above, but took us two hours to make. Hopefully it would catch some fish. Even though it was a big step up from the leaves we had been chewing on [Leaves have starch, starch turns into glucose, glucose into energy – Ed] I wasn’t too quick to start with wishful thinking. 

We stayed at the river all day, keeping close to the makeshift campsite and constantly trying to spear fish with flimsy sticks from the forest. Around about seven at night there was a call from the river. We all came running; using what energy we had left to investigate.

We had caught a fish! 

Before we had a chance to split it, another came into our trap. I had been sceptical a first, but soon we each had four fish, small but satisfying. That was it for the night. Four miniature fish, but it was enough. We let the rest of the fish go; in order to stop over fishing. Most of them swam back into it anyway. We left them there, and tomorrow they will be breakfast. We roasted our meal over a campfire and stayed up all night. 

We had food, water and tomorrow we will set out in order to make a shelter.

Wed Apr 29,
C-A-M-P-F-I-R-E-S-O-N-G-SONG,

C-A-M-P-F-I-R-E-S-O-N-G-SONG, 

If you don’t think that we can sing it faster than you’re wrong, 

It’ll help if you just sing along! 

Yes – that’s right. We’re singing Spongebob; past midnight and proud! And yes, we were laughing around the open campfire, the roasting smell of ‘Berryfish’ [named by Max for their incredible likeness to raspberries in the way of taste] wafted through the campsite like a tide of oncoming waves. I had to admit, they didn’t smell too good, but the taste was to die for. In fact, if we didn’t have max on our plane, then we probably would have died for the Berryfish. That trap was genius, and we plan to upgrade it in the next few days. 

This was to become out permanent campsite. Today we picked some smooth rocks out of the crystalline flowing waters and arranged them in a small circle so we could make fire without the constant fear of the surrounding grass and shrubbery catching alight. 

We also plan to make a tent; or the natural equivalent. We’d seen it done many times on TV in shows like survivor; but we didn’t have the proper equipment. For one, we don’t have any rope. We can’t dare use the cable because that is absolutely necessary for fire. The trees don’t have many leaves that would be good for cover from the rain, but we hope to trek up the river and find some algae growing. We can dry that out in the sun and make a roof out of that. 

I spent all day up the trees, snapping branches and letting them fall effetely to the ground. Max would pick them up and make a pile, Sam would assemble them with the science geek, Ed. 

Kate and Laura spent the day using some of my thin branches and failing at turning them into spears. First they tried to sharpen them on the sharp rocks that sprung up by the stream. When that only partially worked, they tried to make use of them by spearing the fish that were left over in the trap from breakfast. After a good half hour of making no progress on their aim, they moved on to finding good nutrients that we could bake with the Berryfish. They came back three hours later with armfuls of [what they deemed to be] non-poisonous plants.

I won’t be eating them for a few days – they can be the taste-testers.

Thu Apr 30,
Not much happened today. I was sitting in a tree close to camp, lazily throwing dead flesh downwards for most of the day. We might have enough wood to make a good campfire now, but when it starts to rain again we can't be insured against the wet. We started to stock-pile some wood up a few hundred meters into the forest, so we can have a reservoir if needs be. 

Hopefully we won't get to that stage, but Max convinced us to cut down on the meals. Only five fish a day now. Two for breakfast, one for lunch and two for dinner. We need to save them as well - if we want a permanent camp. 

Tomorrow we should have a hut built. The wood pile is growing, but without tools we have to jump on the branch until it starts to snap, then move back to the trunk and batter it down. Not to great a plan, as someone could get hurt. That's why me and Sam do it, the good tree climbers in the group. 

All the while, I still don't feel safe with our method. As long as it provides us a shelter, I'm willing to take the risk though - nights are getting exasperingly cold. 

Laura and Kate tried some of their vegetables today. No sign of any poisoning.

Fri May 01, 

It was inevitable really. It had to happen. There was no way that it would be me. I had made sure of that; playing it nice, doing what was asked.

Sam and Ed had a fight. 

Yes - it was bad. He's not with us now, Sam. We're left with the science nerd. Some luck. 

It happened like this: Sam was bringing in the wood for the fire. The small branches that I dropped down. We kept the fire going all day now, for the heat and a chance to talk. We commune around it, it is our town square. 

Ed was watching him. His brow furrowed and something ticked. A breakthrough in the scientific community, or an ideal to get our hopes up. He was like the Max's first in command. Buff, but not too imposing. His muscles could ripple if he tried hard, but he didn't want to. 

He walked over to Sam. 

"Hey, why not build a cart with that. It's the middle of the day, we don't need a fire roaring. At least a stretcher so you can transport more wood. It'll make the whole thing more efficient." 

Sam waited for a second. He wasn't the one in charge, Max was. But he still didn’t want to waste the wood. 

"The fire keeps us going. It's the one thing that can save us. I don't care why we're here, I just want to go home. The smoke from the fire will do that, and the more wood, the more carbon." He lost me there. I didn’t know what he was talking about, but I wanted that fire going. It gave us hope. "Sciencey enough for you? Or do you want me to say its' chemical formula? Name the compounds and reactions?" Sam taunted him. 

I knew what he was talking about there. Ed had been spewing science for the last few days. 'If only we had a catalyst, we could improve this', or 'what if we build a ladder for Cassie and Max; Mud and eusanthynum gum can make an adhesive that's strong.' 

No one knew what he was talking about - he just wanted to sound like the smartest in the group. Make him feel wanted. We were all tired of it. Couldn't he just keep his thoughts to himself? 

The whole thing was stupid anyway. Sam was all 'Go away. Everyone's tired of your ideals. Give it a rest and do something useful.' 

Then Ed would retort, incorporating science into his answer no less. he last me after the first few words, but I managed to gather he was trying to build a stretcher. Then 'evolve it into a cart' - his words, not mine. 

Ed threw the first punch. It was a left hook, caught Sam right in the lower jaw. The sound was incredible. I will never forget the crunch it made.

Sam toppled over. He was quick to his feet though - Ed was strong but slow. Everyone in the camp held their breath. This was the moment. The tension had been pulled taught; anything could make it snap. 

This was it. The one thing we had been dreading for days. The camp had gathered by the time Sam was on his feet. Ed threw another punch, but Sam was expecting it this time. He ducked and threw himself at his opponents’ knees. I never thought Sam to be the rugby type, but he sure knew how to tackle!

Ed landed in the fire, and quickly rolled onto his side to get away from the flame. Same kicked wildly at him, but Ed was rolling on the ground like mad. I suppose he was also trying to get the fire out, but he managed to dodge more than half of Sam’s attacks. 

Sam picked Ed up; it seemed as though he was winning the fight, who knew he had it in him? Ed thrashed eccentrically in his hands, and wriggled his way free. He splashed down. Before anyone knew what was happening, Sam had picked up one of his sticks [he dropped them when Ed threw his first punch] and started poking at the water. It was horrifying. 

Ed stood up; the river was shallow, but not enough to let him come out half dry. It seemed as though he was dripping anger, the water flowing off his form like the emotion that spun through his veins. Sam dropped his stick, and flung himself at Ed. Ed twisted around and caught Sam in a headlock. He pushed Sam under the water. 

I couldn’t believe we were just standing there. I remember looking down at my hands, and realising they were trembling like nuts. It wasn’t possible. We had thought about this – the time a fight broke out. We had all kept in sensible though, no physical torture beyond the black eye. Now, looking on in horror, we understood the seriousness of the situation.

No one did anything, just watched the drama unfold. Ed pulled Sam’s head out of the water. “Is this enough man? You want to do what I say, or shall I stick you under for a minute this time and see if you grow an amphibious nature.” Again with the science. 

“Enough.” Sam gasped, in between great gulps of air. 

“Now that’s what I’m talking about.” Ed cocked his head t the side. He released his grasp and let Sam stand up. He wasn’t read y to turn his back though. He may be slow, but he wasn’t gullible.

As soon as Sam was upright, he took of up the river. Running like crazy, water splashing everywhere. Ed started to chase after him, but the looked down to his feet. When he had first fallen in the river, he had flattened as many as ten Berryfish, and the trap. Our precious source of food was gone.

Sat May 02, 

"What are we going to do?" She asked. "We can't let Ed. do this. He's taking over the tribe!" 

I almost laughed, until I realised that she was dead serious. I had been referring to it as a group for a while, thinking we should come up with a name to call ourselves. 

"We can't do much. Unless we get everyone to confront him, then he's going to keep on bossing us around." 

I watched Laura as she mulled over my words. We had to do something. I knew that most of the tribe would be on our side. We needed food and wood, which was what Sam had helped give us. Without him, we were just another man down. It didn't seem fair, having only eight of us left. Me, Laura, Kate and Steph [she occupied herself with long walks down the river in hope of reaching ocean] were the only girls, with crystal gone. My mind hovered one her for a moment, we never gave her a real burial. Maybe someday we could get off the island, and return for the body. I was fairly sure that she wouldn’t be in the stomachs of animals by now. We hadn't seen anything since our arrival save the Berryfish. 
The boys were Max and Ed. Then there was Simon and Jake. Simon had helped to explore the stream with Steph, they hadn’t found anything yet. Jake was more into the spears. He had helped Laura and Kate the first day, but when they gave up he persevered. He had almost made a sharp point by the end of today, but that only worried me more. He hadn’t found anything in the traps that we set up the first night. 

“We should have Jake on our team.” Great; she was referring to it as a team now, the bond of agreement between us. I hadn’t meant my last comment to encourage her farther. 

“But that’s only three of us. We all know that Ed does what Max says, and we wouldn’t have survived the night without O’ mighty scout leader.” That was me and Laura’s joke. He was our leader – bow down to his command, or else you die. That was the only un-spoken rule that we obeyed. 

“Sure, Max would agree with us about what happened yesterday. Totally un-orthodox.” 

“No… unless he could talk Ed around. We mightn’t have to kick him out after all. If we can get Max to turn on Ed, then Ed might see some sense. No physical violence.” 

“Then it’s agreed. Let’s bring Max out here tomorrow after lunch!” She settled. It was a deal.

Mon May 04,

Today was odd. I was he only day so far that Ed hasn't done any work. I think he's planning something. I think Max put the idea in his head. 

Me and Laura [now an alliance] have started to bring in new members. It's tricky; we have t watch our back every second, because Ed and Max could make a move any time. Around lunch, when Steph and Simon usually leave for their daily walk, I called an impromptu meeting. 

"Look, I think it's best if we can get Steph and Simon on our side. They don't exactly know what's going on in the group because of their time away, and, frankly, I think if we can get five or six of us, then Max and Ed won't have the strength to overthrow us. It's like a democracy!" I whispered, in a hushed voice. 

"You mean a coup," she corrected. 

"A what? Oh... never mind. Let’s go on their walk today, and convince them to join us." 

"It's a deal!" 

"CASSIE! Cassie, come over here. We need your help," Ed called from the forest. 

"Shit... you go, and then I'll catch up later... 

No, you tell me when you get back. They know we're trying to do something to Ed, but they don't know we know they are too..." 

"Did that make sense?" 

"Yes... No? Just go!" 

I ran over to the campfire, and then walked into the woods. The silence was no longer a shock to me. Every day for the last week or so I had been venturing into these great structures. Te silence no longer came as a shock, but it still scared me. 

Every breath a small plume erupted from my mouth. Every step a dozen twigs were dislodged. Every heart bean and I felt like there was a hammer banging against an anvil, inside my ear. Every small sound magnified, every bird stopped dead in its' tracks [if there were and birds. We were yet to find one, after what seemed to be weeks on the island.] 

I saw a flash of red - the colour of Ed's top. I tried to trail it to the source, until it stopped so I could ask him what he wanted, but as soon as it was there, it was gone again. 

I did a three-sixty rotation, but saw no sign of the fabric. It was eerie, I was only ten or so meters in, but I still couldn't see any sign of daylight, even though the sun wasn't above me, but in the direction of our campsite. 

Where was our campsite? 

All traces of the sun had disappeared, I could have sworn today was cloudless. Even when we left the airstrip, there was some sign of where we had come from. The shrubbery was too dense here. It acted as an impenetrable wall - no in, and definitely no out! 

There it was again. A blur of red, this time racing in the other direction. Despite my attention paid to the dancing colour, I still lost it after a quarter-turn. Ed must have ducked into a bush, to hide himself. 

There was a crunch of a branch, and then I realised it was me. Silly me - nothing could happen. We were a 'tribe'; they needed me just the same as I needed them. We stick together, just like glue. 

There was a snap behind me, and I was sure I hadn't moved my feet this time. I whirred around, and had just enough time to make out Ed, towering over me with a giant branch. 

That was when he knocked my head.

Tue May 05, 

One last time. It would be that last time I ever thought of him, I promised myself. This couldn't go on. It was a wonder it went on for as long as it did. 

I woke up, and there he was, bright blond hair filtering the rays of golden sunlight through his thin strands. His face was the same as ever, and I almost didn't need to hear what came next.

"Come with me." I was almost disappointed, it was as if he should have said something different this time. Something more important. Since the day in the park those were the only words I had ever heard from him. I was almost starting to think that that was a dream too. It couldn't have been though. It felt so much more real than any dream I have ever had. 
I stood up, and followed him into the woods. He went far, but I wasn't afraid. The strange, fuzzy hue fell over everything, it was almost comforting. 

"Why?" I sighed. It was a customary thing now. In all of my dreams I have asked that question. There was no point in asking it, but it was mandatory all the same. 

He stopped walking. 

"Because..." I stopped walking too. My entire body was paralysed at the thought. His mouth had formed more than the three words that had become his own. I felt as though I was about the faint, but then I remembered; it was a dream. I wouldn't see this child in real life, I never would and never did. I had to be dreaming him up, right now. In the park - It had to be a dream. I wasn't one to take naps during the day, but the running away must have tired me out. 

"...I can save you," he completed, almost oblivious to my confusion. He could save me? Save me from what? 

It had to have some meaning. The forest, walking far enough in this direction. It was almost as if he were here on the island with us, the fifty kids - if there were that many of us left. 

I felt as though I could walk forever in these woods, and only then could I find the answers. 

He could save me. 

Save me from dying? Starvation? We had food, water, fire... it didn't make sense. 

I started walking again, but my foot did not make contact with the leave ridden floor. It fell, farther and farther, until I was forced to look down. There was nothing there not even my foot. I fell, descending into darkness, farther and farther away from the boy. Away from the answers, away from being saved.

Wed May 06,
Shadows danced around me. I couldn’t fix my eyes on one place before the vision snapped out of focus. It was a peculiar feeling, not knowing where I am. All my life I knew exactly where I was and when I was, but now I knew nothing. 
Then, in a flash, it came back to me. Ed, the branch, the planning and scheming. He was about to kill me. I was sure. 
Anger welled up inside me and I felt as though I could scream. When I opened my mouth, all I tasted was water. He was drowning me? Of all the ways, he would bury my face underwater and watch my life seep into the stream. He would watch it flown into the waters and get entangled in the intricate pattern; just another part of nature. 
It didn’t seem right. He wouldn’t do it like this. I had envisioned him clubbing me, being beaten to the death. Cowering on the forest floor, helpless, alone. 
This wasn’t right. I felt my head being pulled out of the water, and I felt as though some miracle had been preformed. He had a sudden epiphany; killing wasn’t right. Why was he doing this anyway? We needed each other.
I gratefully gasped in great, heaving sobs of air. I tried to overload the system, store up, for my next dunk. 
It never came.
He had lifted me out of the water, but barely. 
Through the dripping streams of water I could just see the ripples that I had created, and the fish, no more than a blur, swam through the water. My nose was nearly touching the water, less than an inch. If he was going to kill me, this would be the easiest way. 
“Fight back,” I heard a command. Why? I asked myself. What was the point? He would win. He would kill me. He was stronger, and not even the rage that was pent up inside me could change that. 
“Fight back!” came a voice. That was when I truly heard it. Laura. She was watching me. She was going to watch me die. At first, all I could feel was loathing. She didn’t even lift a finger to help me. That bastard! 
Then I noticed the hands. They were tightly holding onto the cuff of my neck – strangling me of air by the collar. Then came the awareness of my hands. They were dangling in the water, effetely slung like string. They bent in the currents of the water, and I felt as if they were drifting away from me. 
I brought them up. Only when they surfaced did I feel the hypothermic reaction they had contracted from the freezing water. It was morning, I realised. I had been knocked out for a whole day. 
“Fight back!” The reminder repeated. I turned, and for a slit second wondered why I hadn’t been dunked a second time. Then I recognised the face. It was Laura! She was trying to kill me! 
“What th—” I started. Then she smiled. 
“Shush, or I’ll dunk you again! Come on, Ed might be here any minute. He had to go for a… um. A break,” She explained. “I ran through the camp, they had you tied up to a tree by the fire, it was like you were a sacrifice or something. They’ve gone nuts, they have!” She exclaimed. “I snuck back through the forest and untied you. Then grabbed you and ran. Honestly. I think Max actually let me go, either that or he’s as blind as a bat.” 
She laughed. I pulled myself onto the bank and started laughing too. Only then did I realise the seriousness of our situation. “You mean… we’re alone?” I questioned. No food, no fire. All of the work I had done on the shelter was gone too. We had to start from scratch. Laura and I couldn’t do it all. We were hopeless! It was a blessing that the fish trap had worked the first day.
“No, I talked to Steph and Simon the day they tied you up - two days ago. They agreed to join us in our coup. I’ll sneak back and get them tonight – and perhaps they have convinced Kate and Jake to come too. That just leaves Ed and Max – they can go screw themselves.” 
“I can come tonight – I just passed out!” Came my protest. I didn’t want to be left her alone, not without a fire. 
“No… you were knocked out. There is a difference. Just sit back and relax. Hopefully, I’ll be able to get the others, but just Simon and Steph’ll be alright. If it makes you feel better, then you can start work on a new fist trap!” 
I couldn’t argue with that. I didn’t exactly want to be running back into our old camp with Ed looking out for me. But that also led to fears of what they might do to Laura. What would I do if she didn’t come back? 
We agreed that if she wasn’t back in four hours – we had travelled far up-stream – then I could do whatever I wanted. That was a definite look for her; head downstream to our old camp for two hours, and rally up the others if I could.
There was one last thing I had to ask her though; “Wait, how long did it take you to carry me up here?” I asked. Why not just wake me up a few hundred meters up-stream? 
“Three hours, an hour break, and then another hour. I left you to sleep yesterday you were breathing, but I didn’t want to have to drown you. I can't imagine what that must feel like. I didn’t want to dunk you straight away, either, because you might have wanted to go back and square off. I was surprised at how calm you were though, when I woke you just then, I mean. I heard some shouting about ten minutes into the walk, just when I thought I was far enough to get you moving by yourself. Ed had come back. Honestly… he’s never been so angry. It’s as if he planned to eat you or something!” She finished her explanation, and took a deep breath. It seemed she was talking faster then I had previously though humanely possible. I thanked her for taking me - It sounded like they were mental without their communication with the outside world. Then she left. Four hours, and I’d go looking. 
In the mean time, I was to start our campsite. It was only early morning, but I started by looking for rocks to make a fire, and then something to start one with. We had no cable. That proved a hard task, and I spent at least 
Three hours on making a small spark. Once you had the technique going, it became easier. Fed some sticks into the fire, and then peeled of a few leaves to munch on. It sure was nicer when we had some Berryfish in the trap.
 
The hours rolled by, and as it got closer and closer to mid day my nerves were on the Fritz. It was a four hour maximum – she should be back by now. 

The seconds ticked over, and I felt a hoard of elephants migrate through my lower intestines. 
Elephants migrate – don’t they? 
Just when I was about to leave – half an hour past the set time – I saw a black figure emerge from the trees, far in the distance. It was followed my another, and another. Was it Steph, Simon and Laura? I couldn’t tell by the distance, but they were approaching fast.
When they got closer, they started to personalise themselves. One was Laura. She was being closely trailed by two guys. As soon as they were close enough that I was sure of who they were, my mind raced at full speed. 
Shit, I thought to myself. What can I do? They’re already so close. They must have seen me! The smoke from the fire would be indication enough! 
They were moving fast, almost jogging, but not quite. Max and Ed were eager to reach me, but Laura tried to hold them back. I could see it, they wanted me. Why? came the question. It seemed I would never get an answer. 
Fear rippled through me, wave after wave of crippling terror. I had no real choice in what happened next. I had to save Laura – she would do the same for me. In a way, she already had. 
I turned, and sprinted into the forest, the distinct line of trees that broke only meters from the bank. The silence was my friend now – the insulation from sound was exactly what I needed. Although it did mean that I couldn’t hear them, if they followed me in.
 
I ran through the trees, about twenty meters into the forest, just far enough to see the faint specks of light that glistened in reflection from the river. I could see the disruptions in the daylight, indications of where they were. 

The shadows danced around. They captivated me. Only half a minute had passed since my sudden departure, and they had started jogging. Max and Ed obviously wanted me, as they left Laura unguarded. Poor thought on their part. 

As soon as they entered the forest – I could tell by the swearing I heard as they realised I had ditched – I raced back to the stream. 
Laura was standing there. “Why don’t you run?” I whispered. In a quick movement, she turned around, revealing the makeshift cuffs that bound her. It was just twigs, leaves scattered around in random directions. Then I looked harder. They were vines. You can’t break vines, not ones that are inches thick. I had no time to think. Soon Max would think of my plan – I could easily put it past Ed, thinking that hard about tactics. 
I grabbed her arm, and started pulling her downstream. Without her speaking, I knew something was wrong. She was limping heavily on her left foot; it must hurt tremendously, to not be able to put any weight on it. I looped my arm around her shoulder, and did the same for her. She cautiously made her way down the stream alongside me, but I could tell she was protestant. 
After a few minutes of half limping-half jogging towards our old camp, I motioned for her to stop. 
“What’s wrong?” I asked, half expecting her to tell me she had an amputated leg. Oddly enough, I looked down, just to be sure that she still had four limbs attached. 

“We can’t go back!” She spoke carefully. “Kate – How else do you think they knew to use vines? And that’s not all. It’s not just Ed; Max is in on it as well. Max has a knife. They want us dead, Cassie. They used me as bait today, but I’m sure that won’t happen again. I don’t know why – but hey want us dead,” her voice trailed off. I didn’t hear most of it. After the word knife my world had turned to stone. The rest of the words were just meaningless junk. 

Max had a knife. 
He was going to kill us. 
Max had a knife. 
It was as if the deed had already been done. A knife thrust through my heart, before he had even touched me. My mind wandered back to the first feed of Berryfish, when we were singing past midnight. It was a cheerful day; we had beaten whatever they planned for us. We had survived. After that, we almost forgot about the speakerphone. It was as if we just wanted to put that behind us, survive, and nothing more. Sure, we had all thought of revenge, but none of us had verbalised that. It was all we could do to concentrate on today. “Tomorrow is just a brighter today”; I think that’s a quote from somewhere. 
But max. He wasn’t thinking of how lucky we were to have survived, he was thinking about who he wanted to pick off first. The list, as it was. I was up the top. I bet Sam was too. With survival in mind, Sam would have to go. That’s why he had made Ed pick a fight. Ed and Max; best mates ‘till the end. 
My revelation startled me. We couldn’t go upstream – Ed and Max would be waiting for us. We couldn’t go downstream; Kate would have instructions. I tried to put it out of my mind, how much that Max had corrupted the group. If Kate was on his side, then what’s to say that Simon and Steph and Jake aren’t too? Perhaps he hadn’t bothered with me and Laura – the strong ones that needed to go. 
What could we do? The only way was into the forest, or across the river. I opted for the latter, and Laura agreed. They would be able to comb the forest - the first twenty meters where we were likely to stay, so we could know where to get food – but they wouldn’t be able to check the other side of the river. They hadn’t even bothered to hunt down Sam, so maybe they just wanted us gone. 
I knew that wasn’t right. They didn’t want us gone. That wasn’t enough for them. They had been living in the wild for little over a week now, but they had already be shaped; cut and pruned to look just like a fierce animal. 
The only way to live was to cross the river.

Thu May 07,
Max and Ed passed our hiding place around ten in the morning, but they were headed away from our old camp. My guess is that they'll have given up my tomorrow, maybe even tonight. We can't risk putting a trap out there for them to see, so I came up with the idea of putting a decoy farther upstream. We spent most of the day making that, and setting it up about half an hours walk away from our makeshift camp.

Every few hours Laura and I would leave our hiding place, deep in the woods to check. I would go first, running past the spot. I know it was careless, but it was a quick and effective, and almost risk-free way of checking if there were any fish in there. I found some when it was starting to get dark, and once I ran passed once, Laura gave me the thumbs up to indicate that she couldn't see Ed, Kate, Max or any of the others. 

My heart pounded in my chest. We would finally eat more than leaves! 

Bringing the fish out of the water was a lengthy process; it involved missing the fish ten times as it slipped through your fingers, and then catching it, after seeing its pattern of evasion. I fished out a few. Once I had them drowned in air I went back for another, after a glance in Laura's direction for any chance of being found. 

Her thumb was up – no sign of anyone. 

I peered into the shimmering waters as they flowed past the branches of the trap. One Berryfish had evaded my hands for a while. I calmly led him into the corner of the trap, and forced him into my grip. I pulled him out of the water, and brought him onto the bank, just encase I lost my grip. I looked up at Laura, and in a fraction of a second, everything went wrong. 

Her hands were pointed down. And I immediately looked over the river. Just coming out of the woods on the other side of the stream were Max and Ed. My hands started to shake as they ploughed through the growth towards the river. I dropped the fish. 

In a mad scramble, I ducked down low and gathered as many Berryfish as I could. Shoving them into my pockets, I scuttled to the bushes. I had managed to grab four of the six fish I had caught. 

As soon as we were in the cover of darkness, the all too familiar air of silence that hung around the depths of the forest, we looked at each other. Go along with the plan, her face told me, Run straight, and don’t look back. 

I heard some shouts, and started a mad sprint for a hundred or so meters, going so fast that the trees sprung up in front of me almost before I had a chance to dodge them. 

After the first hundred meters, I started rasping for breath. I slowed down to a jog, and listened to the internal war that was going on inside me. 

Should I look, back? It was pointless to keep on running without a pursuer. But that was exactly why I shouldn’t – If I stop running they might appear out of nowhere. I jogged another few hundred meters, until I was starting to feel cramps. I could hardly bear the pressure now – if they were there, I deserved to know. 

I slowed down even more, to almost a brisk walking pace. Throwing my head over my shoulders, I gasped. Laura was behind me, just as I had thought, and then there was complete silence. It was like a still photograph, nothing moved. There were no vibrations of ferns as we rushed past, because there were no ferns. There were only trees. Still, gigantic and imposing trees. It made me feel insecure, insignificant; a speck in the universe.

“We can stop now,” I choked. My throat was on fire, and I felt as if I would never be ale to breath without the burning again. 
“I thought I said no looking back,” she replied, as much out of breath as I was. 

“Yeah… but I would have died if I kept on running!” came my answer. We bent double, and after what seemed like hours we started to reign in our thoughts. We couldn’t stay here, in the dark, without fire, water or shelter. We had food, but it was raw, and there was no point in eating now, as we both agreed that we might puke it up. 
“What if we keep on walking?” I admitted defeat. It was the last thing I wanted to do, but it was the only option available, as we couldn’t dare risk going back to the rest of our group. 
“How about we stay here for the night? We can climb some trees and gather leaves, so we have a make-shift blanket. If we get enough, then we can start a fire, and make a mattress. Let’s get going then!” She proclaimed, as she saw my nod of agreement. 

We ended up with an hour wasted on mattresses, and then another on the blankets. It really just ended up as a pile of leaves that we would cover ourselves with when we went to bed. Two hours on a fire – they certainly weren’t wasted! I actually felt warm for the first time in days. It was starting to head into winter, and fire making skills were the most valuable thing a kid could have. 

It was funny. As I lay there on the uncomfortable mattress, I actually realised how desperate we had become. Fire, duvets made from leaves? It was as if the world outside the island had ceased to exist. It was as f the other groups had ceased to exist. Just me, Laura, Max, Ed, Kate, Jake, Steph and Simon. Even Sam only lingered on my consciousness for a few seconds. 

This was our world now.
Fri May 08,
Me and Laura walked in what we hoped was a straight line today. In the end, we took a bundle of sticks, and lit one on fire. When it burned close to our fingers, we would switch sticks. It was pleasing to feel the warm glow at the end of my fingertips, but I felt like a caveman. No technology, just fire. 
We walked all day, but in spite of our efforts, we found nothing. Not even a wild boar. 
We ate one fish each for breakfast, to get our strength up. 
We split one for lunch. 

We fell asleep hungry. 

If we don't find something by mid afternoon tomorrow, we might die.
Sat May 09,
Regardless of our intentions, we decided to split a fish at breakfast. Originally we thought about letting the fish go rotten, but that was soon overtaken by the thought of us going hungry for lunch, and the still, freezing air that surrounded us was cool enough to keep the fish good for another few hours. It would mean that we had some lunch, even if we had to walk slower. You can survive days on end without food, but water was now becoming our first priority. 

The tall trees each had thousands of leaves, and each one of them would stop water from reaching ground. No matter how heavily it rains, it was my estimate that it would take at least four days for the rain to touch soil. Four days ago, it had been as dry as a desert. Two days ago, it had been the same. If we were to get water, it had to be from a stream, of the ocean. 

If we found the ocean, it would have to be soon. You can’t boil the salt out of water - the water boils off of the salt. In labs, they have fancy evaporation tubes and equipment that lets them collect the water, but we have nothing. I doubt the fire is even hot enough to boil water, anyway. 

It was lucky we had a drink just prior to collecting the fish. Already, our lips had started to crack, and our skin became parched. Our mouths were dried, and when you wake up in the morning, it feels as if you've been sleeping in a clod oven - all of the water sucked out of you. Along with the rubbery fish that we cooked up, it was enough to drive someone mad. 

Laura and I walked in silence, neither of us daring to break it, in case we used up unnecessary energy. In case the cool air from the forest swooped into our mouths, and dried up our saliva. In case we cracked open our lips, and started to bleed. 

It was nearing mid-day by my watch, and we still found no sign of a stream, or the ocean. I was starting to get worried. Tomorrow, we might not have enough strength to carry the burning twigs. 

I stopped walking, and set the torch down. Motioning for Laura to prepare the fish, I looked down at the ground and started to gather some twigs to et the fire roaring. 

"I don't think we should stop now," she whispered. 

“Why not? I'm hungry, you're hungry... if we eat now, then we can walk faster for another hour. If we don't, then... I" I stammered. "I don't think we'll find anything fast enough" 

A deep groan come from my stomach, to prove my point. It was irresistible now. And now that we've stopped, then we might as well eat.

"What if we don't find anything today, but tomorrow we reach the ocean? What if we die with a kilometre of salvation? Is it worth it? Just so we can walk for another hour... if we eat in three hours time, then we can save some for tomorrow as well. We can have breakfast tomorrow, and walk faster than if we go hungry." 

I mulled her words over and for a minute, everything was silent. No food? For a few more hours? That was stupid. My stomach grumbles in protest. 

"But we'll be hungrier in three hours, and we might have to eat the lot. That means no breakfast! All for a few more hours of starvation," I gave in, seeing a compromise in our midst. 

"No... if we eat a quarter of a fish later, and then a quarter of a fish in the morning, then we'll be able to walk for a few more hours, and tomorrow too. We're not going to die! Cassie," Her voice raised. She was getting angry, and I took a step back in case she tried to kick me. 

"But you don't get it! Share the fish between now and morning - we can eat now... get energy. Walk until we get tired, and fall asleep. Walk for another few hours in the morning!" I shouted - no longer caring if she listened or not. 

She opened her mouth, but I cut her off before sound escaped her lips. "Laura - you know I'm right," as if to emphasize my authority, a growl came from her direction. "See! You're hungry! So stop pretending you're doing us a favour and prepare the GOD-DAMN-FISH!" As I spat the words at her, I bent down, and stood back up again. 

"The hunger is making you crabby. I'm not saying we're not hungry, it's just bet--" A glowing object flew at her. In the Flickering orange light of the fire, I could just make out the flaming stick as it swooped through the air, tumbling through the deserted woods, at Laura. 

I didn't think I had that good aim, but I have been proved wrong before. It hit her in the cheek before she had time to react. 

I felt sick to my stomach. You know when you think nothing bad can happen, because everything that could possible go wrong already has? And just as you think that, something does? 

The flame went out. 
I stood there in silence for a second, forgetting about Laura, forgetting about food. All I thought was that the fire was gone.
The cold started to set in immediately. It was as if a wave of ice-water had crashed over us, extinguishing the flame, and removing our only source of heat. I could only just make out the solitary figure of my only companion in the night-like gloom.
Laura screamed. At first I thought it was a delayed reaction, that I had been standing there for minutes and she had only just noticed. Then I noticed that it had only been a few seconds. 

"Oh my God... Laura. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to! I... I..." The words sounded worse than they did in my head. 

Even as they came out, I realized that she didn't care. 

She realized that I didn't care. 
"It's fine. Take your fish and go!" She yelled. The words penetrated my skin and took a stab at my heart. She was my only friend. Without her, I was alone. Without her, I was nothing. 

It didn’t matter that we hadn't talked all day - that we were there, beside each other had been enough. Now, as I heard the thump of dead flesh hitting rotten leaves, I felt more alone than ever. 

Slowly, I heard solemn footsteps as they walked away. 

It took me moments to recover. I had scared her off! I punched myself repeatedly, although I knew it was doing more harm than good. 

After what seemed like years I remembered the fish. Without looking, I walked over to where I had last heard her voice. I fell to my knees and started to comb through the leaves for the fish, but instead I found only a charred corpse. The black soot covering the stick was prominent in the night-time hue that had settled over everything. All of the trees had blocked out the sunlight if it still existed. 

I was in my own world now. Laura had taken the whole fish, which hurt me more than ever as I reflected on what a jerk I had been. 

The hole in my stomach grew as I continued on in the darkness. Stumbling through the trees was better then shedding light on what I monster I had become. 

I threw a flaming stick at her! The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to die. 

Just when I was about to give up, from hunger and exhaustion, a small glow appeared in the distance. It blinked on for a second, and then the orange pin-prick of light disappeared. I watched as it moved on, winking in and out of existence as it progressed towards me, and then away from me, to my right. 

A person! 

It had to be Laura. She had forgiven me, lit a fore and come looking. 

"Laura!" I yelled, but it came out as barely more than a whisper. "Laura!" I tried again, "I'm over here!" The coarse sound travelled barely ten meters before being swallowed up by the trees. 

I watched in horror as the small flame was carried deeper and deeper into the woods. I started to fall forwards. I ran into many trees as I chased the salvation; my only hope. 

It took me many minutes to realize why the orange glow flickered in and out of existence. The trees were obstructing my view. From then on, I was moving faster, stopping when it winked out of view, and then almost running after it when I saw it again. 

After half an hour of my desperate game, I was finally close enough to call out again.

My heart hammered away as I opened my lips. "Laura!" I whispered, just loud enough so that she could hear me. 

The figure turned around, but it wasn't Laura. The features outlined in the sphere of light. They were something I had promised myself that I would never see again. 

It was him. The short blond hair, piercing blue eyes. It was the little boy from my dreams. Here. In real life. 

I fainted.
Sun May 10,
I woke up with a note cello taped to my hand. At first, all I could think of was the absurdity of such a thing. 
Cello tape! Really! I hadn’t seen some of that stuff in what seemed like eons. 
Then I thought of my dream. 
NO! It wasn’t a dream. He was here, in the flesh, and he held a flaming stick came my reassuring thoughts. I could almost taste the surprise that lingered in the air, hovering from last night. A wave of emotion flooded through me. He was here,. He had a connection to all of this. He was real. That was the most surprising of all. At first I thought I was going mental, but then sense came back. If he was here, that means that he must have a way out. A way off of the island! I couldn’t believe it; my heart started to pump so loud that I thought there might be a hammer pounding an anvil in my ear. A way home.
I was disrupted by a fierce moan from my stomach, and I realized that I hadn’t eaten in at least twelve hours. 
3:14 AM. It was tomorrow morning… or something of the like. I hadn’t eaten since that half a fish I had shared with Laura and that was at eight or nine yesterday. 
I rolled over and screamed; from hunger, from pain, for all of the suffering that had happened on this island. The yell escaped my lips before I could stop it, but the agonising audio wasn’t enough to drown out a crunching. 
My hand… the note! 
Paper. White barely blemished paper, apart from the thin black scrawl that had been slashed across the page. I was so excited that I almost forgot how to read. Almost. 
My hands were shaking so much that I had to put the message down on the ground before I could make out the cursive handwriting. With curiosity in mind, I started to read: 

Dear survivor, 
You have been chosen, and you have survived. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be reading this now. 
You have to continue to survive, or else you will die. To do this, you must kill the other survivors, or else you will die. Be brutal; make it look good, or else you will die. 
Remember; 
We are watching you. 
-The Creator. 
P.S: To survive, you might like to know that there is a backpack somewhere in your immediate area. It would be in your best interest to find it, or else you might die. 

If I wasn’t so hungry, if my stomach wasn’t so empty, I would have puked right there. I rolled over, and faced the ground, but nothing would come out. 
The very thought, the very notion of killing someone was mad. I couldn’t kill. I was a kid; sixteen years old and never held a gun.
Although… 
My mind went back to that first day: 
You have been chosen. There is a way off the island; you just have to find it. 
Maybe this was the only way. 
I pondered that thought for a second. I couldn’t kill, not even for a soft bed, or a hot drink. I couldn’t kill. Period. 
But what about the others… they couldn’t kill either. There was no way that this ‘creator’ could turn a bunch of sixteen year olds into cold blooded killers. 
Not a snowballs chance in hell. 
Although… only one of us needed to kill. What if one of us killed all of the others. Then they would be the survivor… and what happens then? Do they get taken off of the island? Do they get fame, fortune, a lifetime of not having to do anything? 
Perhaps. That could almost make up for the… ‘Deed’. 
Could the survivor be me? Did I have it in me?
No. I knew the answer without seconds thought. I couldn’t kill. 
But what about the others?
Could Max kill? Sam? Alex? Ed? Kate? 
“Oh shit…” I said the words out loud just to confirm my suspicions that I was still alive. This couldn’t be a dream. Everything was so real. This had to be real… but yet, it couldn’t be happening.
No. I couldn’t kill, but what about Ed? He had tried. He had tried with Sam, and then with me and Laura. He had tried… 
But he had failed. If he had failed now, then what’s to say that he will fail again? And again? What if he can’t kill? What if no one could? Would it be a truce? Would we all win? 
I diverted my attention back to the note. It was my only connection, my only clue. I read through it in parts, no longer shaking, but convulsing violently. I thought I was going into shock, and then I stopped caring. If I died now, then someone else wouldn’t have to kill me. It was just all the better for them.
You have been chosen, and you have survived. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be reading this now. 
You have to continue to survive, or else you will die. To do this, you must kill the other survivors, or else you will die. 
Yes. I knew what that meant. We had to kill each other to get off of the island. It was some kind of sick, twisted game for this ‘creator’ fellow. That’s what we are to them – a new toy. Living, breathing, but still a toy. 
Be brutal; make it look good, or else you will die.
That threw me off. When I had read it the first time, I had thought nothing of it. I had almost skipped that part. Because I was so repelled by the first few sentences, I had wanted to tear apart the note then and there. 
We are watching you. 
That’s why we have to make it look good; because they are watching. 
From where? 
The only place I could think of was heaven, but I immediately threw that idea off. That whole thing was getting to my head. ‘The creator’ Who the hell does he think he is? I thought malevolently. He wasn’t god. He couldn’t watch all of us.

Unless… 
Cameras. My headshot up to the trees, and I was shocked to find that, if you look hard enough, there were small silver baubles hanging from the leaves. The light refracted off of the small electronics. There was one about every twenty meters or so.
Cameras. They were about thirty meters up in the air, so that you couldn’t see them if you didn’t look. 
“Shit!” I screamed, at once reminded of my energy deprived state. 
There is a backpack somewhere in your immediate area. 
I could find food. Perhaps even water, as I was going to need some sooner rather than later. My mouth watered at the thought. Water! Real, pure, spring water could be waiting for me up a tree; the kind that you buy in bottles at the supermarket. Or it could be I a ditch, or thrown over a branch, or under my feet. It could be anywhere. 
Water. 
What colour is that backpack? I thought to myself. It was still three thirty in the morning, but I wanted to find that backpack. 
No. It had to be a trap. There, in the distance, I could see the black void that was darker than the rest. Black, not even a hint of green, or orange, or red. It wasn’t leaves, and it wasn’t a tree. It had to be a backpack. 
Before I could help myself I was running. God, it felt good to run. To feel that morning air brittle on my skin. It was refreshing, and I was surprised to note that I had been sweating for the last few minutes. 
I reached that backpack, and kicked at it with my shoe. It had to be a mistake, was my first reaction.
My foot went right through it. 
I tried again. Same result. 
“No, no, no! This can’t be happening!” I sobbed. I had been so sure, I had been so, absolutely, dominantly sure. It couldn’t not be there! It had to be there, somewhere, my eyes couldn’t play tricks on me like this. 
Despite my efforts of groping at the ground for the best part of an hour, I still hadn’t found that pack. Still, wherever I looked I saw a black void, destined in my mind to be that backpack. 
In the end, huger and sleep deprivation won me over, and I fell asleep, dreaming of what might be in the survival kit 

I woke up when small amounts of light protruded through the tree tops. With what little I had to work with, I started at once in my search for the pack. Two hours later, when I was tired and hungry and thirsty and on the verge of driving a twig through my heart, I found it. 
It was up a tree, ten meters from where I had woke up in the night, and ten meters in the air. I found the strength in me to make one last climb, and to find out what was in the pack. 
I dropped it down to the ground, and had the urge to follow its path, but in a desperate attempt, I slowly climbed down, and fell on the damp leaves with my last ounce of strength. Ten minutes later, I had unzipped the pack and had every last piece of its contents in a line in front of me. 
A torch – battery powered. I put that back in to stop myself from wearing out its power [you didn’t have to slave for fire!] 
A cigarette lighter. 
Five packets of dehydrated meals, and three, seven-fifty millilitre bottles of water. 
A knife, a spoon, and a fork, along with a mug and a bowl. 
A beanie. 
And just to bring it all home, a seven inch glock-automatic pistol and fifty shells. 
Yay. 
I cooked up two of the meals, and resisted the urge to eat the last. Over my small fire, I played with the glock in between my spoonfuls of soup.
If the worst came to the worst, I could always kill a bear with it, although I was beginning to suspect that there was no wild life on the island. 
I wouldn’t kill a human being. 
Absolutely not!
Mon May 11, 

I woke up many times yesterday, each instance I would swear to myself that I would not become a monster, and then resist the tantalizing pull of the last dehydrated sachet of soup.
Today I woke up with my last packet o food clinging to my chest. I had been hugging it in my sleep, as if it would give me comfort or some sort; protection. 
Without realising it, I got up and walked over to the burned out ring of ashes. Using my luxurious find from the other morning, I lit a new fire and went in search of wood. 
As I sat there by a roaring fire indulging in my last meal that would taste remotely delicious, I thought about the day ahead. I could perhaps survive until tomorrow, but not too long after that. I would die, or live, depending on what happened today. 

I set off in what I took to be morning light. For all I knew, my watch stopped half way through the night and started back up again as I woke. 
It took my hours of walking until I felt tired. The meal I had eaten was rich in fats, so I had plenty of energy to burn while I was walking through the day. It was about three in the evening when I first started to feel the ache in my legs. 
It started off as a dull pain; something you don’t notice unless you think about it. But once I started, there was nothing to distract me from the twinge. 
Another hour of walking and I started to notice the downward slope. That’s good, I thought to myself. It means I must be nearing the beach. 
Then I started to trip over plant roots. That had only happened once before, and that was when we found the old campsite. I almost ran forwards after that. I was in need of a good drink, and there might be some Berryfish somewhere that I could trap. 
If I hadn’t known that there was a river near, I might have walked straight into it. The bank dropped off so suddenly, that I wouldn’t be able to sleep there in fear of rolling off the side. 
First things first. Water. 
I swung my backpack around, and pulled out my drink bottle. It was less than a litre, but I filled and emptied it many times before I replaced the cap. Then I had to get some food. 
With the liquid sloshing around in my belly, I dropped my pack and walked back into the woods. After half an hour, I had made a trap that I could drop on the fish - a sort of cube without a bottom – tied together with the stems of leaves. It was only the size of my hand, but I caught at least five small Berryfish with it. 
Roasting them over the fire, I though of how much closer I could be to the ocean than we were at the beginning. In fact, I bet my group was the only group that wasn’t sharing crabs over a massive bonfire. We had to be walking inland in the first day, or else we would have struck water by now. Although, I had to admit, we did seem to stop looking after we found a source of nutrition. 
But still, they could be having a ball while I was here thinking about having to kill someone. It wasn’t fair.
Tomorrow, I would find them, and join the party.
Tue May 12,
I woke up early, had a big meal and set off before the sun had completely risen. I was determined to reach the beach today, but I kept my fish trap to save me from making another one. 

Carrying the basket down stream got tiring, and I wanted my hands free in case something happened, so I eventually clipped it onto my bag, tied between two zippers.

By the time the sun was above me I was starting to get hungry, so I settled down on the bank for a few minutes, and started to gather some kindling. 

After the fire was lit, I heard a stirring in the bushed behind me. My heart leapt into my mouth; there hadn't been a wind all day, and no birds of any other animal had yet been sighted on the island. 

I twisted around to see a dark and shaken figure limping out of the trees. 

"Sam!" I yelled. He had survived, and was in search of the ocean as well. 

He didn't say anything, not even grunt, he just continued to walk towards me in a reluctant way. When he was but two meters away from me, I noticed a thin wire coiled around his hand. 

I gulped. 

"Sam, you don't have to do this!" I wavered, reaching for the pack that lay... a whole five meters away! 

That was about the time that he started moving fast. As I scuttled away from him, towards my pack and the river, I noticed his eyes. 

I could have sworn that they used to be a light shade of blue, now they were almost hollow; a black dot. 
Some say the eyes are the window into the sole. If that is true, then I knew at that moment that Sam had lost his. Terrified, I thought back to when I last saw him. 

By the river, he was being tortured, and none of us did anything. We didn't know what was going on, we didn't try to help; we just sat there. We sat there and watched. 

How must that have looked to him - when he wasn't getting a face full of water and dirt? A bunch of sheep bowing down to the biggest dog. No, worse than that. A bunch of crabs, scuttling away from the fight, hiding under the nearest rock; we didn't have any backbone in his eyes. I felt a twinge of sadness - he thought that nobody cared about him, and now, it seemed, he was seeking his revenge. 

I already knew he was out to kill me, so why did I hesitate? Was it the look in his eyes; the empty, sorrow gaze that held me transfixed? Was it the knowledge that I couldn't really kill him, or so why try? Whatever it was, it gave him an unfair advantage, and he was on top of me before I could spit an apology. 

The noose strangled my neck; I could feel the tight wire as it threatened to cut my skin. I almost felt the air as it seeped out of me, breathing out in my struggle against him. Why doesn't it cut me? I found myself thinking, why not just slice through my skin and cut my head off. It would be easier, better than having the life seep out of you, while you sit there, hopeless and struggling. 

I let out a scream, and the sound came out more as a gasp. That was it; I couldn't last much longer with the effort of the struggle that I was putting up. My chest tightened, and I started to become aware of the tears that ran down my cheeks. 

Then it came to me. No, not the light, not the shining gates of heaven and bleach-white clouds. I was the idea, the notion that I could somehow beat him. 

He was propped up against my body, kneeing me in the back so I stayed forwards, while his two hands were wrapping the cheese wire around my neck. I was fighting, lapsing forwards to break the wire, and my back was arched in a way that it would almost be impossible to fall backwards. 

I fell limp, and let my eyes roll into the back of my head. My mouth fell open of its own accord, and my upper body fell backwards, while the lower body was kicked forwards. 

The noose came off my neck. 

Now was my only time to act. It was the chance I would get, as I had no doubt that he would throw me into the river to watch me drown. And if I wasn't dead? Ten points for guessing what would happen then, once he had checked my backpack, of course. 

I blindly struck my elbow in his direction and took a roll forwards. My bag was to my right, so I leapt for that and struck gold. Ripping open the sipper, I let my hand grovel around until it brushed against something cold. I grabbed at it, and pulled my hand out of the bag. 

Only then did I look backwards for Sam, to see what he was doing, and how he had reacted to my sightless elbow. 

He was doubled over, and clutching his crotch. It seemed I had hit him square on. 

“Get up,” I ordered, anger seething inside. “UP!” 

He raised his head, and saw the gun. The colour left his body, and I was literally thinking that he was bleeding to death. As I saw the effect I had on him, power started to surge through my body. I hadn’t even done anything, and yet he was cowering at my feet. 

“Please don’t shoot! Please. Please…” His voice trailed off. He was avoiding my gaze now; he didn’t want to watch me pull the trigger. 

“GET UP!” I was infuriated. He couldn’t try and kill me and get away with it. Not now, not when I held the power. I looked down at my trembling hands, and yanked the gun upwards. He caught my intentions, and started to rise. 

He was taller than me; something I only noticed now. Before, he had been in charge, had the authority, but now it was me. 

Adrenaline pumped my body as I stood there, legs apart and calculating my next move. He wouldn’t dare try anything, not when the barrel was pointed at his head. He couldn’t do anything, but as I looked on, I realised that I couldn’t either. My hands were trembling, but he didn’t seem to notice. To him, the grass beneath our feet was the most interesting thing in the world. 

Then I noticed my breathing. It overpowered the sound of the river, the sound of my voice as I yelled my instructions. The sound of my breath was the only thing on the planet that was louder than my heart. Then and there, I knew that I could. As power surged through my hands, I knew that it would be easy. He deserved it, anyway. 

What could I do? If I let him go, then he would easily be able to come back and finish the job off. If I let him go, then he would perhaps find the others, and tell them my possessions. I wouldn’t be able to surprise them then. If I let him go, then I could die. 

However, if I squeezed the trigger, it would be over. I would rule, and no one could stop me. It would be so easy, to take his life. 

Just the press of a button, the twitch of a finger. 

“Please. Please, Cassie, please. I promise--” 

“SHUT UP!” 

He did. 

My mind was whirring; just the press of a button, the twitch of a finger. 

I lined the gun op, bringing it upon his face as accurately as I could. You see it done in the movies; the bullet right between the eyes, just above the nose. I briefly thought about the letter, the note that I had received from the strange little boy. Be brutal; make it look good, or else you will die. 

I needed this. They had cameras rigged up around the entire island. I could be a hero. Brutal What does that mean? Kill him in the most inhumane way possible? I couldn’t do that; I was having trouble pulling a trigger. 
Just pull. That’s it; the gun will do the rest for you. Just pull. 

I looked into his eyes, and saw the pleading that his mouth was forbidden to do. Inside me, there were two halves warring with each other. 

Die, die, die! 

Live, live, live! 

The battle was so ferocious that I wasn’t able to hear myself think. They were like whispers in my ear, the voice of the devil. 

Sweat dripped off of my brow, and I made my decision. 

My finger tightened on the trigger, and I squeezed hard. 

A flash erupted in front of my eyes. 

A deafening bang sounded, and a fraction of a second later I was pushed back by an invisible force. 
I fell to the ground, and dropped the gun. Over the ringing in my ears, I heard only one other sound. What have I done? The words were repeated over and over. What have I done? What have I done? And then came another. How could I? He was so helpless. Over the buzzing that pierced my ears, I managed to shout: “GO, RUN. NOW!” 
I opened my eyes, and saw him scuttling away into the bush. Leaves erupted as he entered the bush and stole away into the shrubbery. 

How could I? How could I risk my life over some stranger? 

I rolled over, and released the vile solution that was fighting to get out. 

Even though he was gone, the danger was over; my heart was hammering faster than ever. Had I made the right choice? 

What if I had killed him myself? Could I live with myself? It was so easy, just the press of a button, the twitch of a finger. I could have done it. I could have killed him. 

I was still shaking as I unzipped Sam’s backpack, the same as mine, which he had left at the battleground as he fled. I poured the contents onto the riverbank, which was wider than it was up-stream. 

I was amazed when out of the pack gushed white, cardboard-paper packets. It was food! 

Twenty seven packets. That’s three times nine. Nine days on three meals. I could live with that. 

At the bottom of the packet I found a small vial. Inside was what looked like air, but the small label identified as CO gas. That’s poisonous, I think. There must be a weapon in each pack, as well as food, water or other things that might help. My mind started to rev, and I found my fingers dropped the food when I tried to pack it into my bag. 

Think of all that food just waiting to be found. Or perhaps it had all been found, or perhaps it wasn’t out there, and the little blond boy dropped them when he saw someone. Perhaps, Sam and I were the only ones to find them. 

And Max, a voice inside my head chimed in. Max had a knife, so no doubt he had seen the boy; Max, and perhaps Ed. They must have gotten notes too, and been told to kill. That’s why they tried to get Sam, and me and Laura. 

My head felt faint, and I cooked up a packet of dehydrated soup, using my lighter to start a fire. 

Perhaps everyone had packs, and I just happened to get a gun. 

I thought back to my encounter with Sam; he had been in control, strangling me like he had done it many times before. I shuddered at the thought. Perhaps there were forty-eight other dead kids on the island, and only Sam and I remained. Perhaps he believed the note, and was killing in order to return home. 

Perhaps. 

Perhaps. 

Perhaps. 

I knew nothing for certain, and all I could do was get to the ocean. As I walked, belly full of Berryfish, I pondered my situation. Why was I even trying to get to the ocean? Signal fire? For the hours that I walked, I became more and more puzzled at why the ocean seemed so important. To the group it was unanimous – ocean equals home.

But now that I was on my own, it became clearer that there was only one way to get home. 

Blood shed.

Wed May 13, 

I found the ocean today. I started as early as I did yesterday, and forced myself to keep going through lunch. Mid-afternoon I found that the river started to widen, and before nightfall, by which time I had consumed another packet of soup, I saw the great expanse of water as it reached out into infinity. 

The sight was breathtaking, I watched the glowing sunset as if it was the only thing in the world. The bright orange as it reached out over the ocean - mixed with the pink hue that settled over the world from the clouds – was ten times better than you might get on any postcard. I cuddled up on the beach as I felt my world expand. For so long now it had been forest and river. 
Trees and water. 
The Rimu’s towered so tall that you could hardly see a strip of sky, even if the sun was shining over head. At times, when standing by the river bank, you could almost make out a cloud, or the corner of the sun.
It made me feel diminutive, insignificant compared to this vast new world that stretched out before me. 
It’s funny. During my long walk today I was thinking back to when this all started. Thinking back, it all began when I ended my life, and started anew. 

The suicide note, however poorly it was written, began with twilight, a stupid movie that was stuck in my head. 

Now, as I peer into the future, sitting on the lonely beach and thinking about this all, I realise that – even though it might not be completely over – I feel as though my journey has ended with the twilight that is painted on the canvas of my eyes this night. 

With a roaring campfire, I fell asleep, and for the first time in what felt like years, I felt as if home was just on the horizon.
Thu May 14, 

I can’t believe that it has only been a month since I started my new life. Today was so different from what I was like only thirty-two days ago.
There is no school, which I suppose means that it’s good that I’m eating fish for breakfast, lunch and dinner. I have no parents to restrict me from going out on Friday nights; but that means nothing on an island that has no Friday nights. I have no friends, which changes nothing. I have forty-something enemies, which changes everything. I suppose I should do something tomorrow, since today was left to lounging around on the beach. I’ve spent a long time thinking about the future too, to take my sights set off of the past. I might have to kill. 
No. 
I will have to kill. 
That’s the only way to get off of the island, and the only way to live a normal life. 
That’s where my vision fades back into the past. I had no life, and I screwed it up when I started again. What would I go back to? What was the point in this… this game? 
Was there a point? 
Were they filming us to watch the transformation from civilized human to barbaric beast? 
Were they making a reality TV show? 
Was this all a dream; maybe I fell into a coma, and haven’t woken up.
Maybe, maybe, maybe. There was an infinite amount of explanations, but only one true reason.
What could I do? There had to be a way to beat the game, to get off of the island without slitting throats, or firing bullets. 
The scene from yesterday washed over my mind. 
I tried to push it back, but my adrenaline-enhanced brain had everything stored in perfect clarity. I was overwhelmed by the flashback, the power, the feeling that I could do anything. It was almost as if Sam was standing right there, in front to me, eyes watering and lips quivering. What kind of monster would do that? Who would take a life if it meant that you would survive, knowing what you had become. 
My memory took me further, back to the day before yesterday. The first day with the gun. Did I own it? Or did it own me? I heard the vow that I had taken; I would not become a monster – I would not take a life. But how close had I come? Yesterday I would have. I was so close, and I hadn’t even held it in my hand for more than five minutes straight. 
It wasn’t Sam that made me want to kill, it was to gun; the power. 
I was sick: I was a sick monster that didn’t deserve to live. 
A pit of despair opened in the depth of my heart, and I know that it will never be filled, not with God, not with blood. There was nothing that I could do to stop that hole growing, and now that it was there my life had been changed forever.
Fri May 15, 

I went searching up the beach today. I hoped to find something good, like another survivor, or a spare backpack, or some sort of sign that I wasn’t going mad. I found nothing. 
In the movies, and on TV, they all make a ‘help’ sign on the beach in stones. Or sticks. 
Then they make a big fire; one that might give off smoke for a few days. 
Although I couldn’t find anything to use to make a sign, I don’t think I would have bothered anyway. There have been no planes flying over the island, and I doubt there will be any soon. A bonfire might be good though, so I started to make a designated area for the blaze, and looked into the woods for some wood. 
As I started up the massive trees, I soon realized that it wasn’t as easy as before. Even though I had proper nutrition now, I hadn’t counted on the trees being harder to cut. Before we would have two up each tree and one would stand on the branch and let gravity do the rest. We had to use the other person as a weight many times, and even though I was eating. I had lost a lot of since the plane flight over. 
I got maybe eight-to-ten big branches down after a whole days’ work. It wasn’t very encouraging.
Then I had to drag them down to the beach, and stack them in a pile. 
I started a smaller fire tonight, and cooked my meal over that. The soup is starting to taste a bit bland, and I think that I might go in search of Berryfish tomorrow. Hopefully in a few days I’ll have enough stockpiled wood to start a billowing fore. And hopefully in a few days there will be a freak plane flight that sees it. 
In a situation such as this, you can’t afford hope.

Sat May 16, 

I collected wood all through today. Tomorrow night I'll light the fire and prey for miracle.
Sun May 17, 

The glowing sparks burned my eyes, but yet, I could not look away. It was mine – all mine. I had created this fire, and I was going to be saved. A plane would see it; see the billowing smoke that spiralled up. It would come, land on the strip in the middle of the island, and rescue me. 

I would be free! 

But it hadn’t happened yet, and in the hours - maybe even days - that lay in wait, I would have to find something to do.

Presently, that was staring into the shimmering embers of the fire, smelling the warm wood that tainted the air, and tasting hot soup; fresh from the fire. 

I just kept on feeding the fire, watching it grow, adding to the destruction; it felt good. 

I worked hard for this, and tomorrow I would work hard again. 

Just say that I am rescued – which will happen – would I be welcomed back as a hero?

Would I be the survivor who sold my story to the world, making billions before leaving the teen years? 

What was my story exactly? A bunch of lunatics dumped us here on an island in the middle of nowhere, and told us to kill to live. That was my story. I was a game.

Without thinking I chucked another lump of wood into the bonfire, and kicked it into place. 

I withdrew my foot in pain, and examined the burn that was staring to form. Burying it deep in the cool sand, I thought about tomorrow, and the day after. 

I would beat the game. I have to. I will not kill.
Mon May 18, 

I woke up with the strange urge to go swimming. The more I thought about it, the better idea it became. 

By the time I had eaten breakfast, it was a tantalizing dream that would soon become reality. I didn’t bother to strip down; the clothes would dry in the summer heat and anyway, I had no patience. 

At fist the waters seemed cool, like a winter breeze lapping against your skin. It washed away the warm air, and engulfed me in ice cold tranquillity. 

The world went quiet. 

I let out a deep sigh as the ocean warmed up, and the sensation of feeling almost clean overwhelmed me.

Dunking my head under the salt water, I almost forgot about my situation. The world stood still, and my clothes were dragged around by the gentle currents. 

Why hadn’t I thought of this before? It seemed like the obvious thing to do when on the beach; have a nice, relaxing swim in the ocean. 

I lifted my head above the water, and immediately sensed something was wrong. 

With crystal beads of sweat dripping down my face, I looked towards shore. 

“Hey, stay away from that!” I shouted as I dashed onto the sand. Water splashed as I hurried back, intent on rescuing my pack. 

What I had not realized yet was that Laura hadn’t noticed me. She looked up and met my eyes.
Slung over her shoulder was a black bag, the same as mine - and Sam’s, and presumable Max’s and Ed’s. In her hand was another, covered in sand. Mine. Covered in sand, and in her hand.

Mine. My pack, and my food. 

She started to rummage around inside it, tossing the food packets into her bag, which now lay in the ground; stuffed to the brim, and still going. 

Then she reached the bottom. 

I was knee deep in a slow tide, and running. 

When she pulled out the pistol, she looked at me and smiled. 
Within seconds I had hit the deck. The warped grin that she wore was enough to send a shiver down my spine. It seemed that it carried into the water too, as my entire skin felt a cold, prickling sensation.

That was when I heard the first shot. It was chilling, even more so than the shudder that breached my skin before. I collapsed; even with the cover of water I was sure that she would get me. She had been right there, so close. Surely she would be running into the sea now. It was only a matter of seconds before she saw me.

A rolled to the side and moved to what I hoped was a safe distance away. She could track my movements however, as she was pointing the weapon at me when I came up for air. 

Staring into the barrel like that, it gives you some perspective. My entire life was worthless; she could do me in just like I could Sam. She was stronger than me emotionally. I had taken minutes to figure out that I could kill someone; the power had been slow to have an effect. But Laura – she could do it. She knew that she could, and she knew that I knew. 

“Go,” I whispered, my breath taken away by the chilling wind that had risen. “Do it. Just…” I held my breath, choking on the words. “Be quick,” 

She nodded. 

My heart skipped a beat and I found myself shaking in violent convulsions, my stomach threatening to release its contents. 

She was going to kill me! 

I couldn’t believe it. My mouth opened in horror. 

In the movies, in the books, people find it in themselves. They don’t kill the hero; they become best fiends and hug each other. The touching moment that makes everyone cry.

They don’t die. The hero never dies; it’s like an unspoken law. And yet, here I am, gaping at what I thought to be my friend. 

I ran at her. I didn’t care if she shot me now; I would die if I stood there. 

Water lapped against my thighs, an alarming cry of surprise split through the air. I jumped. She was ankle deep in water, and somehow she had managed to get a shot off at the distressed fish. 

Enraged by the noise, engulfed in anger, I clawed the gun out of her hands. 

She wasn’t about to give up that easily; we tossed in the sand, scratching and tearing at each other. It as a miracle we didn’t drown in the salty water. 

I stood up, gun in hand. 

She grappled at my legs, screeching and slashing at my ankles, mercilessly tugging at me until I joined her again. 

Before I could stop myself, I fell on top of her. As an automatic reflex I sent my hands sprawling and in the process pushed the barrel into her neck. 

My first thought was; Shit… I almost lost the gun. 

My second questioned my motives, and then my third asked the question; is she dead? 

He neck was twisted into a funny angle, like she was perplexed by me, yet curious as to what I was doing. 

Then she blinked. 

Goddamn it! 

I looked into her eyes, and noticed the fear. The barrel was pointed straight at her throat and if there ever was a time to do it, it would be now. 

Two more seconds and she could have to gun. 

Two more seconds and I could chicken out. 

Two more seconds and there could be a world of difference between now and then. 

I had to do it. 

I wriggled my way around so that my knee was holding down her chest, and I straightened my back so she could grab at my head. Then I looked back down at the gun. Only three shots had been fired so far; one for Sam and two for me. All of them had failed to miss the target. Now there was another, and as it left the barrel I felt the blow of devastation that warped its way through my heart. 

I had taken a life. 

Blood spilled into the washing liquid, and my hands were at once covered in a sticky, watered down mess. All I wanted was to have a proper bed, a proper pillow, and to have a proper cry beneath the covers. 

At least one thing I could be certain of. 

I could do it. 

I could kill; there was a bullet sized hole in Laura’s neck to prove it. 

But did I like it? 

No.

Of coarse I didn’t enjoy it. It was the worst thing that could happen.

If I could do it once, then what’s the stop me from doing it again. 

Before I even realised, I was back on the shore by my massive bonfire, bawling my eyes out and watching the body wash out to sea. I couldn’t bring myself to do anything about it; no place for her to go but the stomachs of hungry animals. 

I spent the rest of the day crying; I went to sleep on an empty stomach.
Tue May 19, 

It hit me half way through the day. I was feeding the fire, making it bi and strong so that my rescuers could see it.

Then I thought about what I was doing. I mean, I really thought. 

I’m making a fire so my position is available to others. 
I’m making a fire so people know where I am. 

I’m making a fire so everyone knows where I am. 
Even the people on the island. 

Even Laura. 

Even Sam. 

Everyone. 

At once I was in the water, watching the murky water drift into my drink bottle. I filled them all up, and rushed back to the fire. The hot sand burned my feet as I kicked it over the flames. Once I had the embers smouldering, I emptied the bottles and ran back for round two. In seconds the sand was alight. It starved the fire of the oxygen it needed, depriving it of growth, but that didn’t stop it from getting hot. I admonish myself as I tread carefully around the pit. It wouldn’t stop smoking. 

After an hours attempt at putting out the fire I finally gave up. The only way to stop the others finding me was to leave.

Leave, and never some back. 

Or… 

Or I could set a trap. I could hide in the bushes and wait for prey. 

I might not need to find the others; they can find me. 


Instead of starting the bonfire again, instead of spending hours cutting down trees, removing branches and dragging them into place, I had a plan. 

It was a real plan this time; one that would work. 

I walked over to where the beach met the trees. They sprung up so suddenly that it was almost like a wall. I reached down and opened my pack, withdrawing the lighter.

It was hard to start, but once a small twig got going, the whole thing was ablaze. Within half an hour and fifty small starting points I had a wall of fire. The towering column was two feet high and spewing out wave after wave of heat. I couldn’t stand two meters away without being blasted by the inferno. 

But best of all was the smoke. It was sure to attract some attention, even if it wasn’t for days.

And, it would sustain itself. I could just sit back in the bushes and watch it grow. 

Tonight I feasted. My fast yesterday left me a few meals ahead of my schedule, and if a fight comes tomorrow, I’m going to need all of the energy I can get.

