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Emilie Smith
Keeping Her Alive

	 Everyone has nightmares and sometimes those nightmares keep coming back - even years 
after an event. This is what has happened to me. I have a nightmare that has replayed for two years in 
my head over and over again each night. I remember it like yesterday.

It started as a normal day, my sister and I were home alone and loving it; our parents were at 
work, and that meant it was a day to relax. Later, we went out to have some fun and we both decided 
to go shopping in Boston. I decided that I would drive down. It was snowing, so our parents told us 
to drive carefully. All the way to Boston, we listened to our favorite songs and sung along with them. 
We were having the time of our lives! We got to the plaza and we started shopping. We went to all the 
shops. When we were done we packed the car full of shopping bags. 

I wish I could say the whole ride on the way back was fun, but I can’t. My sister wanted to 
drive on the way home. Since I drove down, I let her. Still, it was snowing. We had a three hour drive 
home.

Everything was going great, just like when we first started the trip; we were singing and having 
fun. We stopped at Friendly’s for dinner - our favorite restaurant. I treated my sister and paid for her 
meal since she would turn twenty-one the next day. We left Friendly’s and still had a two hour drive 
home.

 We got on the highway and from there it was a straight drive home, nothing but highway. 
Unfortunately, all I remember from that highway was the screeching tires and looking at the truck 
coming straight for us. I remember the panic I saw in my sister’s eyes, the faint sound of voices, and 
the ambulances as I drifted off. 
	 I woke up tangled in wires, with surgeons all around me. I remembered saying my sister’s 
name wondering where she was. I looked over, and could see through the window that she was in the 
next room, the surgeons surrounding her too. I could hear her screaming! I tried yelling to her, telling 
her everything was going to be okay, that I would see her soon. For a minute it seemed funny that me, 
the younger sister, was trying to calm down the older sister. Usually she was the one trying to calm 
me down. The blood made me nauseous. My sister struggled to stay calm. I only wished I could be 
next to her. She was in critical condition; I wasn’t as bad. I was bleeding and had broken bones and 
minor head injuries. The surgeons closed the curtain so I couldn’t see her.

When I was stable enough, I was brought into a different room to recover. Days passed, still no 
sister, I figured she was in a different room since she was in critical condition and I hung on to that 
thought. A week passed, my surgeon came in with my parents. I would be in that room for two weeks, 
waiting for my sister to come strolling in. Unfortunately, I could still hear her struggling and calling 
my name, and asking where I was. 

Finally I thought I could see my sister, I asked where she was…everyone sighed and paused for 
what seemed like forever. Then tears rolled down my cheeks, it turns out when the ambulance arrived 
at the accident, my sister was on top of me, with the buckle still on, they said she leaned over to protect 
me. I didn’t remember, apparently my head hit the window. I looked at everyone in the room as I cried, and 
all I said was, “why?!” 
	 Now I wake up and it’s another day without my sister. The dreams I have of her, aren’t the best but 
it’s what keeps her alive in my life. At least I get to see her every night. 



Nightmare by: Rachel Davis

“How am I going to get out of here?” I whispered into the cell phone.
 “Where are you?” The voice on the phone said back. 
 “I don’t really know! I’m in a little room with only a bed that I 
am sitting on and a nightstand. It is really dark, cold and smells 
musty.”
 “Try finding a door or a way out.” The voice replied.
 Getting up from the bed I walked towards the other side of the room, 
tripping over something on the floor. I looked down to see that I stepped 
on a flashlight. Picking it up I tried to turn it on but it wouldn’t work. I 
opened it up to see there was no batteries in it. 
 “I found a flashlight but there are no batteries in it.” I said to the 
voice in the phone.
 “Go to the nightstand and see if there are batteries on the nightstand.” 
The voice said softly.
 In the draw of the nightstand, there were batteries. I put them in the 
flashlight and turned it on. Looking around I could see a little door on 
one of the walls. Going over I opened it and all I saw was a long tunnel. 
 “I’m going to see were this tunnel goes.” I told voice. 
 Getting in the tunnel was really tight. There was no room to even sit 
up; squeezing my way through the tunnel as I went down it. 
 “Keep going! Do you see anything yet?” said the voice on the phone.
 “It is really dark and spiders everywhere.” I answered back. 
 Right when I said that I reached out to take another few inches forward 
but started to fall. Finally I landed on something soft and cold. 
 “What happened?” I could hear the voice yelling from the phone that 
landed beside me. 
 Grabbing for the flashlight that was laying beside me I felt something 
grab my hand. Jumping back and screaming, something pointed that 
flashlight in my face.



“Who are you? Where did you come from?” I asked scared. 
 “Hello…?”
 Finally little voices said back, “I’m Sally. I’m five!”
 “Where are we and how did you get here?”
 “I fell down that long hole after I crawled down the tunnel. I 
was looking for my mom.” Sally said with worry in her voice. 
 I grabbed the flashlight out of her hands and pointed it at her 
to see if it was really a little girl that I was looking at. She was a 
little blond with a bloody nose and a cut on her check. She looked 
like she was about to cry. I was looking around at what we where 
sitting on, and I tried to figure out where we were. All I could see 
was a big door and a bed that we were sitting on. 
 “What does that door go to?” I asked Sally as I pointed to the 
door. 
 “I don’t know. It is locked.” Sally said. 
 I got up and walked over to the door. I tried to open it. It wouldn’t 
move. As I tried to open it again I heard a voice on the other side of 
the door. I started to bang on the door trying to get the person on 
the other side of the door. I could hear the voice on the other side of 
the door yelling. 
 “Where are you? Who are you talking to?”
 At the same time I could hear an echo coming from the phone 
that lay on the floor next to where I just was. Going over to the phone 
I picked it up.
 “Where are you? How come when I hear a voice on the other side 
of the door, you say the same thing into the phone?” I asked. 
 “I’m on the other side of the door trying to get you out of there. 
The door is locked and I can’t get it open.” The voice said. 
 Just then the walls of the room started to move into the center 
of the room. The little girl screamed and just when she screamed I 
woke up. The little girl, the phone, the smells… It was all a dream. 
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Nightmare

The shredded clothes and torn Uggs™ said it all. Blood was dripping down my arm, flesh sticking out 
of the open wound. My leg had a burning sensation, like getting jalapeño pepper juice into your eye. Looking 
down my legs at the jeans, the chunks of flesh were imbedded into the already ripped holes. The grass stains 
covered the knees and blood was beginning to soak through the jean. The pieces of flannel fabric shredded onto 
the gravel made it to the grass with the breeze. Lifting up the shredded shirt there were four long deep cuts, and 
the blood was running down my side. How could something like this ever happen to me? Why did this happen? 
The questions started running through my head, hyperventilation was going to begin. The police had arrived and 
said everything was going to be okay, but it was in a tone where I knew things would not. All that was going 
through my head was a psychology/sociology test that had to be taken. 

The ambulance was finally approaching the door yard, it had seemed like forever. When trying to 
stand, my leg immediately gave out. Wondering what the extent of the bites were, I began to cry. Walking to 
the ambulance, Officer Beraveni placed my arm around his shoulder. They threw me onto a stretcher and my 
clothes were immediately taken off. Looking down at my bare leg, blood was everywhere. Once I flipped my 
leg seeing my calf, a huge chunk was gone. We headed to Dartmouth Hitchcock Medical Center and were 
brought to the emergency room.

Waiting in the room, I thought I was never going to leave. Above me there was Nemo the fish, painted 
very poorly. Doctor after doctor came in to have a look. One young girl measured all my wounds. They shot 
me up with morphine, to numb the pain, but that did not work. Needles were entering every wound four or five 
times. On my calf they must have stabbed my over a dozen times. A man came into the room. He had slicked 
back, jet black hair, reflecting the fluorescent lights above me from the shine of his hair. He injected fluid into 
my elbow, because they thought that the dog went into the joint fluid. Then the fun part came, they had to clean 
out every single hole with saline water. I have never felt such pain; the burning was unbearable like being 
branded. Eleven, the total number of stitches had frightened me. Thinking about how each of the eleven stitches 
were slowly being punctured into my skin, to be taken out several weeks later; I trembled in fear.

After being in the hospital for about nine hours, we finally left. The hard part was just beginning, the 
healing. You would think things would heal after a while, but no. The wound on my calf got infected and turned 
green. I still haven’t woken up from my nightmare.  

By, Stephanie Rose 



			   Nightmare by Brittany Sleeper
	 As I laid there bleeding, I realized my nightmare had come alive. My memory was foggy and I could only recall bits 
and pieces of what had happened. My skin was damp and cold. There was a window with the moonlight shining through it, just 
enough to make out where I was. It looked like someone’s basement. There was a musty smell that was hard to deal with. I 
tried to stand up but I didn’t have enough strength. My leg felt broken and was almost black from all of the bruises. I could 
hear a muffled voice coming form upstairs. My survival instinct instantly kicked in. I was in danger. I had to get out of there.
	 As I lay on the basement floor trying to come up with a plan, the details of what had happened came together. I 
remember walking home from the store late at night when suddenly something hit me on the head and knocked me out. When 
I came to, I was in the back of a man’s car. He was wearing a black ski mask. He was white and looked pretty muscular. I 
noticed he had a black skull tattoo on his left arm. Suddenly he pulled over and got in the back seat. Then he pulled out a knife 
and began cutting me all over. It all happened so fast I couldn’t feel much pain. After slashing my body, he taped my mouth 
shut and took out a hammer and shattered my right leg. I remember him saying, “Now you can’t escape,” before the horrible 
pain made me pass out. Then I woke up in this hell hole.
	 I looked around trying to figure out how to get out of this mess. I noticed a little window at the top of the basement. 
It looked like I could fit through it but it was so far up and I could barely move. I noticed an old chair in the corner. I dragged 
myself over to it and struggled to push it across the floor over to the window. I wanted to give up but my adrenaline kicked 
in. It felt like hours, but I made it over to the window and lifted myself up with my good leg onto the chair. Luckily the window 
opened easy and I was able to crawl out. The minute I escaped, I fainted on the lawn near the window. The pain was too much. 
I woke up to a man’s voice. I instantly thought it was the man who attacked me. I opened my eyes and saw that it was a cop. 
Relief spread over my body. I survived.
	 The policeman took me to the hospital to get stitched up and get a cast on my leg. He told me that the man that 
captured me had been torturing women for about three years. He even killed some of them. He would target random women on 
the street late at night. It was like a high for him. The cops have been searching for him all this time but none of his living 
victims could remember any details. All their cases that had gone cold were solved once they searched his house. The only 
reason they found me was because a neighbor saw my body passed out on the lawn and became suspicious of him. The cop 
told me I would probably be dead if they hadn’t gotten there as soon as they did.
	 After being released from the hospital, I was constantly looking over my shoulder. It caused me months of 
nightmares and I was scared to be alone. Finally I realized I couldn’t live like that any longer. I knew I had to be strong and 
let life go on. I took comfort in knowing he would spend the rest of his life in prison.
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