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" I peered out my window as everything in the world seemed to stand still. While in 

my own home, everything was complete chaos. I heard my mother and father 

screaming at each other downstairs. I could hear things crashing into one another.

" “Anne?” I heard someone whisper as my mother started swearing that she would 

never have stayed if my sister and I hadn’t been born. I turned to see my little sister, 

Olivia, standing dead still in the doorway.

 “Yes?” I asked moving away from the window. I stared at the little girl in front of 

me. Her face was pale, her hair was dull, and her eyes looked red. She had been crying 

a lot lately.

 “Can we go to the park?” she asked looking at me with her blue eyes. “I don’t 

want to hear them screaming anymore.”

 “Sure, let’s grab our coats,” I said with a fake smile on my face to cheer her up. I 

took her by her small hand and led her to the front hall to get our coats. We were able to 

sneak out without our parents noticing. As soon as we stepped out the door, Olivia 

seemed to lose the worried expression that had aged her the past few weeks. Once 

again she was transformed back into the sweet, little eight-year-old I loved.

 The crisp fall air didn’t faze me anymore. Everything looked dead, which rather fit 

my mood. Olivia was too fixated on the beauty of the scarlet leaves to even notice 

everything becoming hard and cold, even though the grasp of her tiny hand was chilling.

 She led me over to a park bench and we sat down together. Her little feet were 

dangling above the ground as she gazed up at the sky.



 “How come we haven’t come here in weeks?” she asked. I didn’t answer. I didn’t 

want to. Instead I just stuffed my hands in my pockets and looked around the play 

ground. It was completely deserted, just as I had expected.

 “You can play if you want,” I said trying to urge my sister to play. She didn’t 

budge.

 “There’s no one to play with,” she said peering out at the deserted playground. 

She finally looked me dead in the eyes and asked me the question I was dreading, 

“Why are Mom and Dad fighting?” I could feel my stomach tying in a knot. I got up from 

the bench and kicked around the wood chips. I couldn’t tell her why they were fighting.

 “I don’t know,” I lied to her. I kicked a patch of wood chips and watched a bit of 

cloth fly through the air. It landed a few feet away and I was paralyzed for a moment. A 

red glove, but it was supposed to be white. Instead it was red, drenched in rich red 

blood. I kneeled next to it, picked it up in my hand, and examined the glove.

 I could feel my head pounding as the memories and flashbacks kicked in. The 

swings and how she had asked me to catch her. She went flying off, trusting me. She 

thought I could catch her, that I would catch her, but I missed. I watched her skull bash 

into the hard sidewalk concrete. It was all my fault.

 “That’s mine, Anne,” Olivia said behind me. I looked back to her, but she was 

gone. She was always gone. I stuffed the glove in my pocket as I walked home alone, 

realizing I could never forget what happened to my Olivia. All I could do was pretend 

she was here. Only pretend everything was okay again. Only pretend.  


