
The Keys that Determined my Future

By Emma Yachnin

                                                   

I want, more than anything else, to be like a normal, thirteen year old girl. My 

parents died in a car accident when I was younger. My 30 year old brother took care of 

me. I think my parents are still alive. “No,” people say. “It’s okay to be in denial, but they 

aren’t coming back.” 

 The car accident would explain why they are missing, and why their car was 

found destroyed. But why didn’t anyone find their bodies? And it certainly doesn’t 

explain the note.

 I have a note that reads: Kallie, we are alive. We needed a break from the world. 

You know that we are scientists. Your father was able to use remote controls to make 

our car look like it had crashed, and we escaped to a house in the clearing in the nearby 

woods. Enclosed with this letter are a set of keys. One of them opens the door to the 

house. Please don’t come to us. We’ll come to you, when we are ready. -Mom and Dad.

I can’t wait any longer. I have told myself to be patient, but I can’t. I can’t take it 

anymore. I’m going to find them. And I’m going tomorrow.

 As I packed my backpack for school, I added food, water, some money, a couple 

changes of clothes, the letter, the keys, and a map of Maple Woods instead of my usual 

things. The car crashed on 31st Street. Maple Woods is only a five minute’s walk from 

there.

 “Hey Kal,” 

 “Hey Mike.” I looked at my brother. He was dressed for work, about to walk out 

the door.

 “Your bag looks pretty full. Whatcha got in there?” questioned Mike.

 “Nothing. Just school stuff. I had a lot of homework.” Please don’t ask more 

questions. Please don’t ask more questions.

 “Alright. Bye Kallie. Lock the door on your way out!”
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 “Bye Mikey,” I said, using the nickname I used when I was a kid. 

 He smiled, “Don’t call me that.” 

 I watched him walk out the door, then hurriedly pulled on my shoes. I grabbed my 

pack and dashed out the door, locking it as I went.

 “Kallie!” I turned to meet the voice, and smiled as my best friend came dashing 

forward to meet me. 

“Hey Sam! Do you have everything with you?”

 “Sure do! I can’t believe we’re actually running away!”

 “No, we are not,” I corrected her. “We are simply going to the woods for a few 

days to look for my supposedly deceased parents.” Okay. That came out wrong.

“Yeah, yeah, it’s still running away. Just not, like, permanently running away,” 

she said, rolling her eyes.

“Alright. Let’s just go already.”

We started off. We always passed Maple Woods on our way to school, so all 

we needed to do was find the path that set off into them. I was too nervous to do 

anything but look at my feet as we walked toward the woods. I focused on which foot I 

was putting forward. Left, right, left, right. My palms were sweaty, and my heart was 

pounding. Sam stopped so suddenly I ran into her, knocking her over. 

“Sorry Sam. You okay?”

I helped Sam to her feet. She dusted off her jeans and stared at me accusingly. 

“I think I’m the one who should be asking that question,” she said.

“To be honest, I’m kind of nervous. I’ve lived without them for seven years, and 

now I’m going to meet them. What if they’ve changed? What if they forgot me? What if 

they aren’t there?”

“Kal, they’re your parents. There’s a reason they wrote that letter. And they 

gave it to you. Not Mike, you. Don’t worry about it.”

 I relaxed, or more accurately, my heart rate went back down to normal and my 

palms weren’t so sweaty anymore. Inside, I was still incredibly jumpy. “Thanks. I really 

needed that.”
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“You’re welcome. I can see that you obviously needed it.”

We walked in silence for a few more minutes until we came to a small path at 

the edge of the woods. I could only stare at it. The path was a small, gravelly road that 

wound its way through the woods. I stood there for a bit, tracing the teeny, little, shaded 

path on the map that could determine my future. 

“Hey. Are you sure you’re okay?” Sam asked. I could see the worry in her 

expression.

“Yeah,” I answered. “Yeah, I’m fine.” There was no way in heck I would be able 

to describe my feelings right now.

“Okay.” She started down the path. I watched the shadows fall over her.

Time to go.

It was dark and shady in the forest. I looked at the map. If we followed this trail, 

we would eventually find a little clearing. There was nothing in the clearing on this map, 

but I was pretty sure that was where we would find the house.

“This is so exciting,” Sam said as we continued down the path. She could not 

stop talking for more than two minutes at a time. “I wonder how much longer it will be ‘til 

we find the clearing. What will the house look like? Will they be there when we get to it?”

“Who knows?” I managed. 

“You’re usually not this quiet, Kallie,” Sam noticed. “You sure you’re okay?”

I sighed. “Sorry Sam,” I confessed. “It’s kind of hard to pay attention with, you 

know, the whole ‘Parents hiding out in the woods that I pass by everyday on my way to 

school’ thing.”

“I’m sorry. I mean, I’m over here talking about whatever I want to say, and you 

are about to meet your parents you haven’t seen in I-don’t-know-how-many years.”

“It’s totally okay. Don’t apologize for being yourself. You can keep talking if you 

want to.”  But we stayed silent for the rest of the walk. I decided to focus on the side of 

the path. The trees and branches and plants soon blurred together in a swirl of green 

and brown and yellow. I focused on the way the mesmerizing colors grabbed my 
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attention. And then, for the second time in a day, Sam stopped so abruptly that I ran into 

her and knocked her over.

“What is this? Try and Knock Samantha Over Day?” she questioned 

sarcastically as she again brushed the gravel and dirt from her clothes.

“Sorry,” I apologized, cracking a smile. But it disappeared soon after, as I 

discovered the reason she had stopped.

We were here, at the path that branched off to the clearing.

“Wow,” I said unable to do do anything else. “Wow.”

Then, before I could lose my nerve, I started off down the dusty trail toward the 

little house.

When I reached the edge of the clearing, I stopped and stared in wonder. It 

was a small, log-cabin-style house. It had windows and a chimney, but what really 

caught my attention was the door. It was simple, nothing special, but right now it was 

about the most important thing in the world to me. I started across the field of grass. 

When I reached the door, I could do nothing but stare at it. Sam gave me a little time 

before clearing her throat and asking a question.

“Aren’t you going to open it?” 

In response, I turned around and dropped my pack on the grass. I rummaged 

through it a bit before finding the keys. Then I turned around and faced the door. My 

hands were shaking so badly it was hard to fit the right key into the lock, but I got it. I 

gripped the key tightly and turned it. The resounding click dropped a weight into my 

stomach. I turned the handle……… and stopped. I couldn’t do this. I felt my hand fall 

away from the handle, and heard the click as the lock slid back into place. The keys still 

hung from the lock. I made no move to take them out.

“What happened?” Sam asked. “We were so close, and then you stopped. 

Why?” She didn’t seem disappointed in me, just curious.

“I can’t,” I said as I closed my pack and slung it over my shoulder. “I can’t 

disrespect my family. My parents said they would come to me in time, when they were 
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ready, but that time is not now. It may never come, but I will love and respect them ‘til 

the day I die.” Then I turned and walked away. Sam followed me, stunned into silence.

Just as we reached the edge of the clearing, I turned and looked back. The 

keys were still there, dangling in the slight breeze. For some reason, that made me 

smile. Then I turned and plunged into the forest. Never once did I look back.
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