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Her guardian spoke to her again in the canned fruit isle.  “They’re coming for you.”


Spasms of pain shot through her leg causing her to gasp for air.  The can of peaches she had been holding landed on her toes, exposed by flip-flops.   


How could I have been so stupid?  Amy knew who “they” were: the government that wanted her dead for the last fourteen years.  


She looked around her; the grocery store was nearly empty.  There was only a stock-boy in the isle with her.  Looking above her she saw her reflection in the mirror that held the security camera.  She saw a thirty year old confident woman.  Her red highlights were magnified in the reflection by the store’s lighting.  She was wearing brown shorts and flip-flops with a red tank top.  That’s the last glimpse of me they will ever get.  


She looked at the items in her cart.  The bread will last two days, the eggs and peaches I can ration.  She put back the soda because, after all, “they” could easily have poisoned it.  She shoved it between cans of fruit which elicited an annoyed look from the stocker.

Her guardian spoke again.  “Run, don’t trust him either, he’s with them.”

His voice caused her to tense up with fear.  However she trusted him.  He had never been wrong yet.  In the beginning she had been hesitant but not anymore.  How many times has he saved my life?

“Enough to know that I have to run now,” she whispered in response to her own question, as she sharply turned the cart past the registers and dashed straight for the exit.  

Looking behind her she saw that nobody followed her out.  She did get a few stares as she pushed her cart as fast as she could through the doors.  

Before she could enjoy her successful escape something began to happen to her thoughts.  Pausing, she looked around her.  All the people moving, all the cars she felt so small and then it started again.  She felt all her thoughts being drained from her mind.  Holding her head with her hands her mind was laid bare for all to see.  She didn’t know how they did it.  It must be the wavelengths, that’s how they’re…

A large woman wearing an apron ran up behind her.  “Are you gonna pay for all that?”

Her guardian’s voice caught her attention.  “Don’t go to your car; they are waiting there.  It’s too obvious; they will steal the information.  Take your cart and get away as fast as you can.” 

As he spoke fear seized her body and it required all her energy just to hold on to the cart, every bump forcing her to grip the cart more tightly.  

She saw the police car as her guardian spoke, “right in front of you, in that car, those two men were sent to kill you.”

Turning quickly to her left she caused the cart to flip over a curb.  Her groceries flew in every direction.  They are going to get me.  Sweat running down her face; she knew how close she was to dying.  

Why can’t I be like normal people?  Why do I have to have the information they want?

Not a runner by trade, however Amy had become quite a sprinter for times like this.  Flinging her flip-flops off and running full speed, she approached a group of students.  They’ll kill me no matter who’s by me.  Shoving past them she screamed urging them to run away.  

Glancing behind her she saw the police car gain speed.

The cop car pursued her and as it approached her, she turned back and looked on helplessly as the vehicle hit a woman.  Without even slowing down the pedestrian was hit and then flew high into the air and vanished.  

Falling to her knees a scream erupted from somewhere inside her.  A scream so lifeless and hollow it caused all around her to gasp and stare.  She was too consumed in pain to notice the car stop and the officer get out.  

A small crowd began to form around her.

“Get up.”

The guardian spoke.  Didn’t he see that she was unable to move?  The pool of sweat and tears, and still he urged her to action.

The officer ran purposefully to the place where she now lay paralyzed.  

“He’s got a gun!  He’s going to kill you!”

He’s going to kill me, she frantically thought to herself, as he drew closer and closer.  

Then she saw her, the woman who was killed by the vehicle, approaching with the policeman.  

The policeman got down on one knee to be eye level with Amy, and with concern in his voice he asked, “Ma’am, are you ok?”

As he spoke his face as well as the woman’s slowly began to disfigure.  Their faces seemed to melt and lengthen.  She saw their eyes darken.  She watched as all the eyes looking at her became black, empty and lifeless.

Her scream paralyzed those around her. 

Lying on the sidewalk, she screamed until she couldn’t see their eyes anymore.  She screamed until she couldn’t feel anymore.

*                                               *                                                  *


She became aware that she was hungry first.  She moved her hands to touch her hair.  The grease she felt told her it had been days since she last showered.  Slowly she opened her eyes. 

“Amy,” a pause “you were hallucinating.”  A voice across the table spoke.  His calm voice made him seem a mile away even though she could easily touch him with her hand.  She didn’t respond.

“You stopped taking your medication.”  It was a statement and not a question, but she responded anyways.

“Yes,” she waited a moment before continuing.  “It all seemed so real again.”

It was the guardian who broke the silence in her mind.  “It was real,” her guardian hissed.  “These meds make you numb to the world.  They are blinding you from what’s out there.”

“What made you stop taking them?”  The psychologist probed further.

She ignored her guardian and focused all her attention on her psychologist’s question.  It was so hard to know which voice to listen to; she wanted the voices to stop. She hated the lies; but she hated herself more for believing them.  She took advantage of the silence her mind gave her to think about everything that brought her to this place again.

Then she began to silently sob.

“I’m sorry” she whispered.

“I’m so sorry.”

