



Untitled






By: Starry-night

Chapter One: Eighteenth Birthday

Lisa Rubin eyes fluttered open, taking a moment to adjust to the rather dim light. She groggily stepped out of bed and into her slippers before glancing at the clock. 5: 30 a.m. Capitlize A.M. She threw open the curtains revealing the orange glow of the sun just peeking over the horizon. 

She paused for a moment, arms folded, to gaze at the heavenly sight. This was probably the only thing, aside from her friends, that she truly loved about Littleton. The tranquility and serenity that one felt everyday in this rather small, uneventful town, matched no other place she’d ever known. She lingered for a moment longer, drinking in the sight before disappearing to the bathroom. 

She covered her face with her hands, getting adjusted to the unnatural bright light, and stifled a yawn. Her dark brown hair fell just below her shoulder and at the moment, look like the ends of an old broomstick. Her green eyes, intermittent with speaks of gray surrounding the pupil, reflected the bathroom light Oh! That’s some good description!. 

“Happy Birthday!” she greeted herself before closing the door, reappearing after a full thirty minutes with a towel wrapped around herself, her long wet hair left a wet trail behind her. Wow. To do that, she most have some long hair! She began rummaging through her closet, occasionally bringing out an outfit examining it for a few moments and throwing it back into the pile, unsatisfied. This continued for a good ten-minutes. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she emerged from her room, walking down the stairs while tugging at the loose ends of her light blue blouse paired with dark faded jeans. 

 She skipped the last step and heard her mother humming in the kitchen, the smell of bacon and eggs filled the air as she opened the fridge to get I think some could be added here, “Some orange juice.” orange juice. Mrs. Rubin was a slender, petite lady with light brown hair, graying at the ends. Like most middle-aged parents, she had a decent job and a nice house. Sometimes, she felt her life reaching a lull and whenever she felt like this, she’d propose moving out of Littleton. She stopped flipping the bacon and enveloped Lisa into a bear hug, pecking her forehead. 

“Happy Birthday!” she gave one last squeeze before attending to the meat sizzling on the stove. Lisa ate in silence, reading the newspaper, periodically checking the clock above the fridge; she had plenty of time before school started. I kind of feel empty. Maybe you could put some emotions of Lisa like what she if feeling at the moment. The paper held nothing new,: Put a colon traffic accidents, government scandals, and weather fluctuations. Nothing that hasn’t already been touched on before. The local newspaper was even worse, talking about the upcoming fair for the lack of news in the small town. Hm.. this sentence doesn’t make much sense. Mr. Rubin, a middle aged man with raven colored hair mixed with gray, entered the kitchen. Even as short as it is, this is considered an info dump, along with the description of the mother. Maybe you could find another way to tell about his features without just plain old telling us? He kissed her forehead before opening the fridge to grab a carton of milk. 

“Happy Birthday,” He patted her shoulder while giving Mrs. Rubin an anxious glance, Lisa narrowed her eyebrows this is one word ‘eyebrows”  looking from her father to her mother. 

“What?” she asked confused. Mr. Rubin tore his eyes away from his wife before giving Lisa a weak smile. He shuffled out of the kitchen, coming back with a large box, lavishly wrapped in shiny blue paper with a red bow on the top. 

“From us,” He carefully handed it to her, his gaze still on his wife before settling down on a chair. Hm… good job on keeping us guessing.
“Thanks Dad!” Lisa ran her hands on the blue paper trying to feel something that would give away what it was intended to hide. Ha! Very realistic! She carefully opened the present, desperately trying not to destroy the beautiful paper; semi colon the crinkly noise filled the kitchen. She set the paper aside next to the bow. It was a book: A Seer’s Memoir by Elizabeth Jane. That should be underlined; it is a book, not a short story. And no italics.  The cover was made of a special type leather Lisa had never seen before. It emitted a potent scent close to the smell of Earth right before rainfall
. Bringing her face closer to the text, she crinkled her nose as the smell bolstered. On the cover was a photograph of a young woman in a magnificent white gown surrounded by wild flowers. She was in a field of some sort. Her expression confused, as if she couldn’t find what she was looking for. A pair of large, creamy, translucent wings protruded from her spine, smooth in texture and complicated design covered every inch of the delicate sections. She flipped through the book noticing the old worn out pages, creased at the edges. She stopped at the edge of one specific page, which appeared to be burnt; she looked up to see her parents gazing at her intently. Part of her was intrigued by the idiosyncrasy of the textbook while the other couldn’t believe her parents would give her a book of fairy tales (or so it appeared) on her eighteenth birthday. Hm…why would her parents give her a ruined book? Maybe you’ll answer that later…
“Thanks, but, don’t you think I’m a little old put old in italics. I feel this needs to be emphasized.  to believe in Tinker Bell?” she grinned trying not to seem rude but, a fairy-tale book for her eighteenth birthday? She wasn’t a big fan of fairy-tales; they lure you into this false spectrum where everything always had a happy ending but reality was a bit more complicated. What a bunch of crap, but quickly realized she’d bought into it when she was a toddler. But she wasn’t a toddler, she  was now eighteen, the brink of adulthood (legally, at least)  had finally arrived and all her parents could think of was a book on Tinker Bell?

“Well, we just thought you’d enjoy it, that’s all,” the words rushed out of Mrs. Rubin’s mouth so quickly that Lisa stared in disbelief. Mr. Rubin took another sip of coffee without saying a word.

“Can they do that Oh sorry, about that. Your punctuation is right. I think that this sentence doesn’t make sense. she asked them pointing to the burnt page. Surprisingly, her mother struggled to find words while her father took another sip before answering.

“Of course, it’s the twenty-first century,” he explained and Lisa looked back at the page, running her hand across the coarse paper impressed by the artist who captured the effect so accurately. She flipped the rather heavy book to the back, the initials B.J.R engraved into the bottom of the text, the wild flowers on the front continued to the back cover.  

“You’re going to be late for school,” her mother reminded her as she regarded the time. 

“Oh, crap!” she agreed, zipping out of the kitchen, climbed the stairs, taking two steps at once, and reaching her bedroom. She flung the heavy book on her bed before grabbing her bag. She returned downstairs, grabbed her keys from the counter, thanking her parents again before opening the front door. 

The weather was close to perfect, except for the thick cloud cover, other than that, it wasn’t too hot or cold, just right. The engine roared to life as she backed out of the driveway and zoomed towards River Road. The single lane road was jammed as usual; honestly, the traffic built up if the wind blew too hard. Subconsciously listening to the morning radio, she heard her phone buzz and it was Carry.

“Hey Carry!” she greeted her best friend ever since she stopped Mark Fraiman, the bully, from stealing her lunch money in the first grade. Yes, their friendship was deeply rooted into the eighteen years of her life. From first crushes to first kisses, inside jokes and frequent trips to the mall, Carry was there for it all. Good description of Carry. 

“Happy birthday, Liz!” Lisa took the left turn, one handed, into the school’s parking lot. The music bursting from the speakers and Carry’s voice droning in the background, just the way she liked it.  

“Thank you, so what plans for today?” I don’t think that  she would really say that. How about saying, “Thanks! So what are the plans for today?” she answered while cruising into her space and turning off the engine. 

“After school, we’ll meet up with Brian, Joyce and Shane and go to the Coffee Pot,” The Coffee Pot was a small, cozy café tucked away in the corner of downtown Littleton away from the hustle and bustle of everyday life. It was ten minutes away from school and was a local hang out spot for many high school students. She was now opening the back door, entering the Gymnasium, before taking the stairs to the cafeteria. Carry was gossiping about Adam Kinnard and Elizabeth Naiman’s well publicized (in school, that is) break-up and Adam’s new interest, Dawn Hamson. Oh, High School high school doesn’t need to be capitalized drama, you gotta love it, Lisa thought while spotting Carry sitting in their usual table along with the others.

“Hey you guys!” All four of them got up and enveloped her into a bear hug, while Lisa protested about not being able to breathe. She took a seat between Carry and Brian. Brian Reed, the class clown, funny, energetic, Lisa’s buddy since their first class together, freshmen English with the clammy Mrs. Nuance. They had shared good memories together, cracking jokes behind her back and making a ruckus. Nuance notoriously labeled them as the deadly duo. Joyce threw her head back in laughter at Brian’s imitation of Adam Kinnard, the star quarterback with the intelligence level of a toddler. Joyce was Brian’s fraternal twin, sharing not only the same womb, birthday and bright blue eyes but also his uncanny, quirky humor. Hmm…this part was a little hard to understand. Suddenly you throw a billion characters at us, and you expect us to know them all. Maybe elaborate more on them until the reader knows from heart who they are.
“…As soon as I saw Kinnard, I knew I was too smart for this class,” he finished. Shane mumbled something about questioning that blatant allegation that caught Lisa’s attention and she chuckled along with him. That was Shane in a nutshell, quiet but added witty comebacks when appropriate and if sarcasm could be personified, Shane Ralston was his name. 

The first week of school was spent complaining about classes, teachers, switching out of certain classes because of the teachers. Lisa had AP Literature with the meanest teacher in school, Mr. Willow, who always liked to bellow, especially at his students. She hadn’t had a taste of Mr. Willow’s bellows but knew they were coming, especially since her summer reading project hadn’t been done over the summer; she finished Emma last night and rambled about the book, her excuse for an essay. She’d already picked up three errors without even looking for them, but quickly brushed the discouraging thoughts from her mind, at least she had done the assignment. 

“Wow, this is bad,” Brian commented while looking at her pathetic essay, she grinned at him, no worries. That’s just the way she was, laid back, calm, and she would do anything just to get out of school to photograph in silence, maybe with a little bit of John Mayer for inspiration. But, reality told her that she had to go to class in—with a quick glance at the clock—ten minutes. 

“Thanks Brian,” she sad coolly, snatching the paper off the table. Brian grinned, before returning to the conversation. 

“So, are we still on for Coffee pot after school?” Lisa said loudly over Brian’s voice. He does tend to babble endlessly, but she loved him for that. Sometimes talking about an issue to the brink of questioning sanity made things better, at least for her. 

“Count me in,” Brian said immediately. Joyce and Shane nodded together. 

“Great, see you guys at 3:30, sharp,” Carry announced, the group’s secretary. The bell rang and the students miserably departed to class. Lisa bid farewell before taking the stairway attached to the cafeteria making her way to the dreaded classroom, Rm. 208. She took a seat in the middle of the row because Mr. Willow claimed people in the back don’t absorb anything into their thick heads and always picked on them, unfortunate to the few who are late to class and forced to sit in the back of the room. Lisa stared blankly at her essay, more like a free response, she thought spotting numerous grammatical errors, poorly structured sentences and devoid of proper theses. The bell rang and he emerged from his lore scanning the room, trying to spot his next victim. 

“Summer reading due today. I’ll have the honor of reading horrible essays, because most of you did it last night,” he said sternly while his eyes rested on Lisa, or maybe it was her guilty conscious talking. “Pass them up,”

Lisa inconspicuously placed her paper beneath the pile before passing it up. Mr. Willow walked in front of each isle collecting the papers; he was in front of Lisa’s row when he gave her that piercing glare that made the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. The rest of class drowned on as he got into a lecture about Shakespeare pertaining to their new book, Hamlet. Lisa wasn’t listening, her mind was still on that glare as if he knew exactly how she’d spent last night; sitting around listening to her ipod and talking on the phone with Carry, not doing her stupid summer reading project. 

Chemistry passed by in a blur because Mr. Easton was absent, which meant the period could be spent socializing, even though the substitute had warned them about the assignment due at the end of class; the turn it in box was still empty after the bell rang. Lisa shuffled out of class walking towards her favorite class of the day: Advanced Photography. She heard bits and pieces of Adam Kinnard’s dramatized break up before entering the large photography lab. Their first assignment was a free shot, her favorite. She hated being held down by unnecessary guidelines that restricted her voice besides wasn’t photography voicing your personal opinion? But, she knew they had to learn the different techniques associated with the art of photography, so restrictions were necessary. Mrs. Phillis walked around the room noting down each student’s theme for the project. 

“What are you going to do?” Shane asked as he took his usual spot across from her. He flicked a strand of his unruly, raven colored hair from his mysterious gray eyes. Photography was the one thing they had in common, other than that, Shane was quiet while Lisa talkative, he was a good listener and she gave good advice, so it all worked out in the end. 

“City life,” Lisa always looked for an excuse to step away from the suburbs, she kept telling herself that she was meant to be a city girl and photography seemed to be her ticket out of Littleton. “And you?” 

“I don’t know yet,” he answered as he watched her rummage through her bag emerging with a blue ipod. After noting down Lisa’s theme and Shane’s excuse (according to her, at least) Mrs. Phillis gave them some tips on certain techniques and their due date, two weeks from today. She went back to her book and the students got onto the computers to edit their pictures while others outlined their ideas with neighbors. 

“So, what do you want for your birthday?” he asked casually. 

“I don’t know nothing in particular,” she answered. “Guess what my parents gave me?” 

“What?”

“A fairy tale book,” she chuckled. Shane’s face broke out into a grin.

“Wow, are you sure they know you’re eighteen, and not eight,” 

“Yeah, I said something like that and they told me I’d enjoy it,” She rummaged through her bag and emerged with the Chemistry worksheet that was supposed to be finished last period; she decided to get a heads up on it before dropping it off in Easton’s mail box before leaving school. 

“Well, have fun Cinderella,” he commented as he leaned in to glance at her paper, cringing at the sight. Shane hated Chemistry.

“It’s not that bad,” she assured. He shook his head in disapproval as she rolled her eyes; he was more of a number person rather than symbols. Lisa was on the fence with chemistry, she didn’t enjoy it but on the other hand, she didn’t struggle with it. She grabbed her ipod from the front pocket, another advantage of being in Advanced Photography, and listened to John Mayer as she finished her worksheet. Shane, not wanting to disturb her, decided to get a heads up on his Calculus homework. 

“Its official, Kinnard’s with Hamson,” he mumbled while finishing the first problem. Lisa looked up, shocked, pulling her headphones off. 

“No!” she squealed, he just broke up with Elizabeth yesterday but that was Adam for you. The Jock, the player, the only thing the school ever talked about. 

“I had the privilege of sitting next to Elizabeth first period, and listen to her ramble about Adam and Dawn.” his voice dripping with sarcasm. “Joy,” 

“Carry will be dying to hear this,” Shane rolled his eyes. Women, they get excited over small, insignificant things, he thought. 

“Please, I bet she already knows. It’s Carry we’re talking about,” Lisa agreed, Carry was the one who always had the current gossip. The rest of the period was spent in silence and the bell interrupted Lisa’s work, she was almost done. 

**************

Lisa’s eyes scanned the nametags on the boxes, looking for Mr. Easton, it was on the corner, and she dropped off her worksheet before walking into the parking lot. Her phone buzzed and she didn’t need to see the id to know it was Carry. 

“Hey, I’ll be there in twenty minutes,” she answered opening the door and starting the engine. 

“All right, Oh, Kinnard and Hawson—“she was interrupted by Lisa’s laughter, Shane was right. 

“I know,” she said through her giggles while pulling out of the school. The weather was still perfect as Lisa exited River Road and entered Maple St. The café was less than five minutes away because the roads were clear at this time of day. She entered Main St. and parked at the corner of the street. She made her way towards the café and spotted her friends situated at a table in the corner. 

“Hey, Hey, birthday girl,” Brian announced as he pushed a box into her hands, Lisa smiled thanking him. Carry, Shane and Joyce soon followed; Lisa took the empty seat in between Shane and Joyce and made a pile of presents next to her chair. 

“I’m going to get some coffee,” Lisa said and got up to order a latte. The rest of the night was a series of spurts of laughter and discussing the prospects of Kinnard and Hawson, making Shane sigh in despair. After dinner, Lisa started opening her presents. 

“Mine first,” Carry ordered. Lisa nodded grabbing the dark pink box. Lisa’s eyes lit up with joy as she uncovered a scrapbook. The first page was all of their baby pictures. Lisa was the small, pink baby in the center. She started laughing, her eyes tearing in the process. They spent the next ten minutes looking through the book, reminiscing on old times, unforgettable memories. Brian gave her a planner with a blatant comment on Lisa’s rusty memory. 

“You need it,” he commented. Lisa nodded in approval; she was horrible when it came to memorizing important dates or events. 

********

Shane placed the boxes in her back seat before taking the front seat, his car was out for repair so he hitched a ride with Lisa. They lived close by anyway. 

“That was fun,” she stated. “Thanks for the John Mayer CD by the way,” 

“No problem, I wonder if we can do this again,” he said out of the blue, the street lights playing shadows on his tanned face thanks to daily soccer practices after school. 

“Of course we can, why not?” she asked turning into Parkland St, stopping before his house and turning to him. 

“Next year, we’re all going off to college,” he glanced at her from the corner of his eyes. 

“Well, aren’t you the party pooper.” she grinned. 

“I prefer the term realistic,” He opened his door before leaning in one more, elbows on the open door. “Good Night,” Lisa waved to him as she watched him disappear before backing out of the driveway turned left and made another left, her house was just around the corner. She groggily stepped out of the car, shutting the door behind her. It was eight-thirty and she was drained, last night’s lack of sleep was starting to take its toll. 

“Hello,” she nearly jumped as she turned around to see her father sitting on the red armchair with her mother standing close-by. They looked like they’ve been staring out of the window, waiting for her. 

“Hey guys, what’s up?” she asked suspiciously.

“Looks like you had fun,” Mrs. Rubin pointed out noticing the presents.

“Yeah, just a sec,” she disappeared upstairs to drop her presents on her bed before walking down once more. 

She stood in front of them, hands in back pockets, waiting for them to say something. Something was different, they were anxious and she couldn’t figure out why. 

“Do you want to talk to me about something?” 

“No,” Mr. Rubin answered quickly, the wrinkles on his brow even more prominent as he narrowed his eyebrows. “H-have you flipped through the book we gave you?” he added trying and failing to sound casual.

“No, not really, I have a lot of work but I’ll surely do so,” she said making her way to the foot of the stairs once more. “Is there anything else, I need to get started on my homework,” Mr. Rubin shook his head slightly, Lisa’s gaze lingered for a good ten seconds, her eyes shifting from her mother to father, before disappearing into the stairway.

Weird, she thought, closing the door behind her. She sighed, opening her bag and pulling out Hamlet along with her Math homework. For a good hour the only sound that could be heard was the periodic ticking of the clock on her wall, and the pliable sound of music emitting from her headphones. 


Mr. Easton’s lecture droned in the background as Lisa scribbled down the answer to question numbers three. She stifled a yawn before trying very hard to pay attention to his monotonous voice. Half of the class had given up and were either asleep on their desks or in a trance like state, staring at the wall before them. She sighed as she looked over her photography assignment, city life was going to be hard to portray, especially in a town like Littleton. 


She rarely voiced her opinions about the uneventful town because her complaints were usually countered with cutthroat remarks commenting on her selfish attitude. But, if wanting to liberate oneself from Littleton is labeled as being selfish, then so be it. Her attitude had nothing to do with her family or friends whom she loved dearly, it was just the redundant lifestyle. On thing was for certain, college was her ticket out of Littleton. Last year, Littleton High had eight-six graduating seniors. Lisa’s close friend Charlotte moved out of Littleton at the end of seventh grade. While chatting with her online, Charlotte told Lisa that her graduating class had more than five hundred kids. That was equivalent to Littleton High’s population. 


Lisa looked around the room; she’d known almost every single person in the classroom since kindergarten. That was part of the reason why she wanted to leave. She was dying for a fresh start, a new beginning. At the same time she didn’t want to lose her friends. 


She was being selfish. Maybe every senior in high school needed change but was afraid of letting go of the last four (in Lisa’s case seventeen) years of their lives. Bell rang to interrupt her philosophical train of thought as she dreaded her journey towards Room. 208. AP Literature. 


Littleton housed many different kinds of personalities and Mr. Willow by far a whole different species when compared to the other faculty members. The word cruel didn’t even touch his hard personality. According to Lisa, Mr. Willow was living proof that looks could only take a man so far. He was beyond gorgeous which explain many of his female fans (fanatics was more like it) but the moment he opened his mouth, you’d wince at this piercing comments. Today he was wearing a black shirt accompanied with gray slacks. Even Lisa, who was usually unperturbed by his flawless looks, couldn’t help but swoon at his attire. Mrs. Bridgett, the honors English teacher, walked into the room and stalk up to Mr. Willow. 


Lisa couldn’t help but smile at Mrs. Bridgett’s pathetic attempt to impress Mr. Willow who barely looked at her while answering her pointless questions. She seemed to be in a dream-like state accompanied by excessive smiling and patting his shoulder as she spoke. All in all, it was a perfect example of Mr. Willow’s power over the female population; even the faculty wasn’t safe from his charming ways. 


“Mr. Willow, have you introduced Hamlet yet?” she asked. He looked at her with a boring expression, as if he could see right through her unflattering façade. 


“I will once I get the chance to get the class started,” he stated as Mrs. Bridgett’s face fell. Then, he flashed her one of his million-dollar smile that lifted her spirits once more. She was so easy to impress, Lisa thought, no wonder he was bored. 


“See you in the faculty lounge at lunch time,” With that she departed. Mr. Willow closed his eyes. Lisa presumed he was trying not to roll them out of frustration. She swore she heard him mutter highly unlikely but couldn’t be sure. It didn’t matter; his concentration was on them now. And that wasn’t a good thing. 


“Rubin, get up. Tell me what you know about Shakespeare,” Lisa’s heart sank to her stomach, and her breath caught in her throat. Her mouth was dry and she doubted she could get up without fainting on the spot. What had she done to deserve this? Then again, Mr. Willow never needed a reason to torture his students. 


“A sixteenth century playwright w-who made crucial contributions to the English literature—“ Beads of sweat were starting to form on her forehead, she hated being put on the spot and that’s exactly what Mr. Willow loved to do whenever he given the chance. 


“Ok, thank you for that fifth-grade definition, Rubin,” he snapped as Lisa’s fingers dug into the wooden table. Oh, he was so brutal. The laughter ensued as Lisa’s face turned crimson red. She silently sat down, trying to keep herself from walking out of the room. The rest of the class was uneventful as Mr. Willow picked on Michael Silverstein and Jake Hopkins. The bell rang and Lisa was one of the first one's out of the room--devil's lair was more appropriate--and walked towards the photography room. As usual, Shane was slouched on the stool, his head hung low, and absorbed in reading. He rested the pencil behind his ear and looked up to see Lisa settling down across from him. He wore dark blues jeans along with a long, green-sleeved shirt. His raven colored hair hung messily on his head accentuating his dark, gray eyes. 


"Hello," he greeted. "What's wrong?" he added after noticing the scowl on her face. "Willows? Again?" 


"How could you guess?" Lisa asked dryly trying to forget last period's events.


"I have my ways," he bragged, giving her one of his half smiles. "So are we still doing the movie night at Carry's tonight?" 


"You bet, but I have a lot of homework," 


"And since when did that stop you," Lisa nodded in agreement. The movie night was their ritual since the beginning of high school. They rarely watched the movie, which would be playing in the background as they chatted away about the daily happenings in the town and school. It surprised Lisa how much one could talk about living in Littleton. She stifled a yawn before starting blankly at the photography assignment.


"City life, huh?" he reiterated. "How exactly are you going to do that?" Lisa couldn't help but laugh at his bluntness. 


"No idea," 


"You should go down to Stamford, it isn't exactly like the Big apple but I think it'd suffice," he advised. 


"Yeah, maybe, do you want to go together?" she asked. 


"Sure, Stamford has pretty good scenery. How about this weekend?" Lisa nodded in agreement. 


"We'll take the train, I'll book the tickets tonight after confirming with my parents," she planned. She sighed in relief and placed the paper back into her bag. Mrs. Phillis took roll and went back to the computer. Lisa had always wondered what she did on the computer for so long, but Shane claimed she had a crush on the gym teacher, Mr. Riddings. Lisa laughed it off as being one of his wacky theories. 


"Can you give me a ride to Carry's after school?" Lisa asked while shuffling through her bag and emerging with her ipod. "My mom needed the car today, and Carry is hitching a ride with Joyce." 


Shane nodded. "Yeah, sure, I don't have practice today, so, meet me at my spot after school," He was on the school's soccer team and though the coach pressed him into trying out for the big leagues, he refused claiming his interest was solely in calculus and photography. Most people (including Lisa) thought he was crazy for giving up a career in soccer for pictures or numbers but he didn't care and that was admirable. Class time passed up in a flash and the bell rang signaling lunch. Shane and Lisa made their way to the cafeteria downstairs, settling down at their usual table. Soon, Joyce and Carry appeared while Brian arrived last.


"What movie are we watching?" Joyce asked opening a bag of pretzels and passing them around. 


"If it's another chick flick, I swear, we're leaving," Brian warned grabbing a few 

crisps from his twin sister as Shane nodded. 


"Fine, how about a classic?" Carry offered. Brian and Shane glanced at her skeptically while brooding over her offer. Lisa nibbled on her sandwich while trying to plan out her evening. She had a huge load of homework. 


There was nothing extraordinary or strange about the scene, it was just like any other day at school. But, what followed next was anything but normal. It happened so fast that Lisa doubted her senses. The noisy cafeteria silenced followed by a ghastly silence. Nothing could be heard except for Lisa's sharp breathing.

One thing was certain, she was dreaming, but, that was the only thing she was certain about. Lisa was situated in a house, crowded with various trinkets and antique furniture, the mantle piece was crowded with picture frames. The fireplace was unusual, from a distance it looked like any other fireplace, but a closer observation would denote small, orange, winged creatures buzzing haphazardly amongst one another. Lisa leaned forward, they had small bead-like eyes, which were slightly brighter than their orange bodies and were whispering to each other, which Lisa presumed as the crackling sound emitting from the fireplace. She walked around and found a jar of what looked like tiny fireflies except they were human-like, with black button-sized eyes, in a trance like state, floating periodically inside the glass jar. She suddenly surpassed the urge to open the lid and set them free, and moved on to observe the other things in the strange house.

Seemingly out of nowhere, two people shuffled out of the unnoticed room walking past her; apparently they were in a hurry.

“Oh, I can’t do this, you know I can’t!” the lady said plopping down on one of the chairs adjacent to the fireplace. Lisa froze in her spot, unable to breathe in fear of being noticed but they had just walked past her: She was definitely dreaming. The lady had a pair of transparent, medium sized wings with an intricate design protruding from her spine. Her hand was rested on her forehead, hiding her face. Her long, black, curls cascaded down her back. The man who followed was holding a bundle and also shared a pair of transparent wings except his were darker in color. He looked exhausted, the wrinkles on his forehead prominent under the crimson glow surrounding the room.

“I know, Catherine, but its only choice we have,” the man let out an exhausted sign and placed a hand on the woman’s shoulder. By now, Lisa realized, they obviously couldn’t see her, she inconspicuously maneuvered her way to the corner of the room, just in case.

“By running away from home, Tristan?” she whispered. The man looked down at the moving bundle, a small arm extending forward, he smiled warmly.

“She has Elizabeth’s eyes,” he commented before looking back at the woman who was now eyeing the bundle with worry. “She has the gift, it has been passed down to her, she can’t stay here anyone, and it isn’t safe. The enemy already crossed the North Border, you have to leave before the next full moon, or their followers will catch your scent immediately,” The lady seemed to sense the urgency of the situation because she took the bundle from the man’s arms, a single tear flowing down her pale cheeks. Her eyes were bright blue and catlike. She wore a light, green dress, appeared to be made of silk, which flowed past her legs.

“She has the burden,” she whispered. “So innocent and unaware of the dangers her future holds,” Her voice breaking towards the end.

“Not if we can help it,” the man assured, placing a hand on her shoulder. The door opened once more, a small girl holding a stuffed animal walked in followed by a toddler. Both bore the transparent wings, the boy’s were slightly darker than the girls. Lisa forgot the fact that she was in dream because she was so absorbed into the situation, like a distant onlooker. Except she was there, right next to them and witnessing their every move.  


"Lisa, are you ok?" Brian asked. Lisa was slumping on the lunch table, her head on the cool surface. The noisy cafeteria came back into view as she looked around questioning her surroundings. Brian raised his eyebrows and nudged Shane who turned to her.


"Y-Yeah, I'm fine," Lisa managed to croak out. 


Shane glanced at Carry and Joyce. "Do you need to go to the health room?" 


"No, Shane, I'm fine," She didn't mean to snap but trying to figure out what had just happened and talking to her friends was a difficult endeavor. Throughout lunch, her mind reverted back to the strange dream--for lack of better word--that blanked her memory for a good five minutes. Lisa had always been a daydreamer, but this was something beyond a silly daydream and that scared her.

*******


Lisa threw a few pieces of popcorn at Brian who was impersonating her earlier that day in the cafeteria. Brian pretended to act dizzy and fell on Carry's lap who was shaking with laughter. Even Shane managed to break out into a grin at Brian's acting skills. 


"I was tired!" Her excuse pathetic and she knew it. As usual, the movie was running in the background amidst their chitchat. They were sitting in a circle in Carry's basement. Mr. and Mrs. Gibson worked at the local bank downtown and like most people in Littleton, led a simple life. 


"You looked narcoleptic," Carry said while Brian broke out into laughter again. The whole thing was surreal; it was like she wasn't there for a few minutes. A cold shiver, which had nothing to do with, the chilly basement ran down Lisa's spine. She tried to forget that morning but the dream kept repeating in her head likes a broken tape. The emotions, the people, the situation was so real that it made it difficult for Lisa to distinguish between what was real and what wasn't. 
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