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Most of the girls Haylee’s age started getting their periods at thirteen. Haylee was 
well aware of this because those who were, “on the rag” didn’t have to shower in gym class. 
It was almost an honor, and a sign that a girl had moved into womanhood. 
 

When Haylee turned fourteen and was practically the last girl not to have gotten her 
period, her schoolmates started talking about it. 
 

At fifteen, still periodless, and showing no signs of physical maturation, the gym 
teacher called Haylee into her office and started asking embarrassing questions. Mortified, 
Haylee quietly informed the teacher that the women in her family had always been very late 
bloomers — she was grasping at straws — and that she was sure that it would happen any 
day. 
 

The teacher, who was quite fond of the quiet, intelligent girl, looked doubtful. She 
empathized with Haylee’s discomfort, and she knew that with Haylee’s mother gone, the girl 
probably had no one to confide in. “Haylee, I’m not trying to embarrass you. It may be true 
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that you are a late bloomer, but it could also be that something’s wrong, like a hormone 
imbalance. I’ve discussed it with the school nurse and —” 

 
“How could you talk about this with someone else? It’s none of your business!” 

Haylee shouted. She felt as if she had been kicked in the stomach. Tears welled up in her 
eyes. 

 
“It is my business, Haylee,” the teacher replied sadly. “Teachers have a 

responsibility to look after the welfare of their students. If it appears that a parent is 
neglecting —” 

 
“What? You’re saying my father is doing something wrong because I’m not…” her 

brow furrowed.  Haylee searched for the right words,“…growing up?” 
 
“This is important, Haylee. You are not progressing normally; I have to call your 

father to make sure you see a doctor.” 
“No! Just leave me alone and stay away from my father!” Haylee yelled as she 

practically jumped for the door. She felt trapped and needed air. 
 

AB 
 

Even before her talk with her gym teacher, Haylee had wondered if there was 
something wrong. At first, she was convinced that she had cancer eating away her insides, 
keeping her from growing. As she got older, she worried that she had a congenital disorder 
that stunted her growth. 

 
Not long after what Haylee thought of as “The Big Period Incident,” she ordered 

herself a bra through a catalog and started stuffing herself. She also became an expert at 
avoiding gym class. 

 
Despite her worries, Haylee stayed balanced. She enjoyed learning and took 

pleasure in her classes, easily outshining the other students. 
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When all of her chores on the farm were done for the day and she’d fixed her father 
dinner, Haylee would go outside and climb up on the old tractor. It sat rusting behind the 
barn. From there, she’d watch the sun set. 

 
The cool, evening air, as it caressed her face, had her smiling. She thought about 

how much she loved caring for their pigs, chickens and horses. The pictures and thoughts 
that they shared with her made her feel accepted as part of them. They saw her…really saw 
her. This was something that Haylee desperately needed. 

 

AB 
 

Seventeen-year-old Haylee was sure that she had a migraine, even though she’d 
never had one before. The excruciating pain started at her temples and radiated out like 
pinpoint pricks of burning sparks that crackled through her bloodstream. With eyes squinted 
into slits, Haylee, had to draw in deep breaths to keep her stomach contents where they 
belonged. Haylee gently managed the half-mile walk from the bus stop to her house. 

 
The cool interior darkness that enveloped her as she crossed the threshold offered a 

fleeting sense of relief. Within moments, she was clammy and trembling again. 
 
She held onto the walls to make her way to the bathroom. Once there, she let her 

book bag drop and crawled like a suffering supplicant toward the porcelain deity. After 
twenty minutes of dry heaves, she thankfully welcomed its cool countenance along the side 
of her face as she crouched there, embracing it for another ten minutes. 

 
When it appeared that her world had ceased its sickening gyrations, Haylee gingerly 

moved a few inches to test her theory. I think it’s getting better, she thought. Although the 
agony persisted, the nausea had lessened. 

 
Stooping carefully to retrieve her bag, Haylee didn’t bother to glance in the mirror as 

she shuffled toward her bedroom. Returning shortly in her bathrobe, she reached into the 
shower to turn on the hot water. If she had not been so preoccupied, she would have been 



Haylee: Period of Change | Lisa Redfern | www.redfern.biz 
 

Page | 4 
 

shocked by what the mirror revealed. Dark hair hung limply around an ashen face. Her lips 
were gray. Her straight, angular body had become more rounded. 

 
Shakily, she stepped over the edge of the tub. The cascading water soothed her, but 

only temporarily. Lost in a dull haze, but not knowing what else to do, Haylee stood there, 
eyes closed, remaining as still as possible. 

 
At some point, her father started knocking on the bathroom door.  Feebly, she 

responded. She was relieved when he finally left. Long after the water had turned cold and 
the house had become silent, she stepped out of the shower. 

 
Laboriously, she slipped on her robe. The mirror reflected even more startling 

changes. Her hands and arms had begun to take on pronounced lines. Her neck, shoulders, 
hips, and legs had developed a graceful quality. The hurt she experienced blinded her to all 
else, but somewhere in the back of her mind, it registered that her robe was too small. 

 
Without turning on the lights, Haylee went to her room. Feeling for the electric 

blanket controls, she cranked the heat up to high. Crawling under the covers, she curled 
into a ball. 

 

AB 
 

Frequently, with only the hum of appliances and the ticking of the clock for company, 
Haylee wished that her dad would linger for breakfast ─ but not today. She was grateful that 
he had left at first light. Rushing to put on baggy sweats, she raced to the kitchen driven by 
fierce cravings.  She was ravenous! 

 
Barely able to contain her desires, she opened the refrigerator and grabbed the first 

thing her hand landed on — milk. After a half dozen lusty swallows, the empty carton landed 
with a dull thud in the middle of the kitchen floor. Empty cheese wrappers followed by cold 
cut wrappers, mayonnaise, mustard and ketchup bottles, an empty pickle jar, Tupperware 
containers that had held Tuna Helper leftovers, a tray from what was left of a pineapple 
upside-down cake and an empty egg carton were added to the pile. 
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Haylee paused to survey the bare refrigerator shelves for anything else of interest. A 

deep burp, that tasted like mustard and tuna, bubbled up her throat. Not a bad 

combination… Haylee rejected the horseradish and jalapeno condiments.  Resting one 
hand on her stomach while wiping goo from her face with the back of the other, Haylee 
thought.  I don’t feel like puking after eating all of that! Another belch erupted, followed by 
more hungry gurgles. 

 
Haylee began riffling through the cupboards next. Soon the plinking of empty tin 

cans sounded as they hit the floor. With a glassy look in her eyes, she licked food remnants 
from the dirty dishes in the sink. Consciously, she had stopped herself from tossing the 
Corel plates and bowls into her heap. Although the advertisements claimed that they were 
unbreakable, Haylee knew this was not true. Everything even remotely edible that could be 
gleaned from the trashcan was added to the increasing refuse pile in the middle of the 
room. 

Haylee took a deep breath and sighed. She wandered over to the couch. What a 

relief not to feel starved! Her head barely landed on the cushion before she fell fast asleep. 
 

AB 
 

Something roused her from her nap shortly before her dad was due to come in for 
lunch. Yawning, Haylee sat up, arched her back and stretched. She opened and closed her 
mouth, testing it’s parched, cottony texture. Cupping a hand over it, she expelled hot breath 
while taking a whiff to see if it smelled. The scent of fish, sour milk and onions made her 
frown. Thinking that she needed to brush her teeth, Haylee stood up. It was then that she 
noticed the state of the kitchen. “Did I do ALL that?” 

 
It looked like a cyclone had gone through and pulled everything out of the shelves 

except for the plates, glasses, and silverware. A tingling underneath her skin had Haylee 
absently scratching her extremities. Something else felt funny. Reaching up to her chest, 
Haylee found sensitive mounds that filled her hands. She pulled the neckline of her 
sweatshirt away so she could look inside, “Holy!….” Her heart pounded as she explored that 
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rest of her new contours. With a sense of wonder and delight, Haylee let out a sigh. So 

I was right! 

 
Her eyes darted back to the mess in the kitchen. Dad’s going to be here 

soon! Leaping into action, she pulled out a roll of garbage bags. Haylee began shoving 
loose items into them. In under thirty minutes, she’d filled five! After hauling the trash bags 
outside, she returned to mop and wipe down the counters. At least, it smells fresh, Haylee 
thought as she surveyed her handy-work. 

 

AB 
 

The slam of the screen door announced her father’s arrival. He was greasy from 
crawling around under the walnut shaker. Not saying ‘hello,’ he paused at her side, took a 
quick sniff, raised his eyebrows, then continued striding toward the kitchen. Hesitating, he 
turned back, “Aren’t you supposed to be in school today?” 

Knotting her fists in the fabric of her sweatshirt, Haylee hid most of the stains from 
her recent activity  ─ as well as a few other developments ─ “Ahhh….. I wasn’t feeling good, 
so I stayed home.” 

 
“Huh,” Eugene muttered before turning around to continue.  Haylee held her breath 

as he reached for the refrigerator door. 
 
“Aw, crap!” his voice sounded hollow coming from inside the appliance. “I don’t have 

time to go shopping today.” He straightened and looked at Haylee. “How can we 
be completely out of food?” 

 
She smiled sheepishly, “A couple of friends from school stopped by to bring my 

missed assignments. They were hungry, so I told them that they could raid the kitchen.” 
 
Nodding, he sighed. “They did. Going to have to wait till tonight before I can run into 

town. Make a shopping list?” 
 
“Sure.” Haylee wondered how he could so easily accept her made-up story. 
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“I’ve got some beef jerky in the truck. Want me to bring you some?” he asked as he 

breezed past. The screen door slammed again before she had a chance to reply. 
 
“I’m feeling better, Dad. Thank you so much for asking.” 
 

AB 
 

That night, Haylee slept fitfully. A headache had started again. By midnight, she was 
curled into a ball, feeling nauseous and dizzy. What’s wrong with me? her mind screamed. 
After spending more than three hours in agony and terror, Haylee’s body suddenly jerked as 
a piercing, sharp pain ripped through her abdominal area. With swelling eyes, she opened 
her mouth to scream and found that she couldn’t breathe. Her heart was pounding so hard 
and fast, she thought it would burst. She panicked and clawed at her throat, leaving angry 
red marks. Her eyes rolled back in her head. 
 

Some time later, she roused. The pain was still with her, but she was able to move. 
She noticed that her legs felt warm and slippery. She reached over to turn on her bedside 
lamp. Looking down, she was horrified to find that she was lying in a pool of blood. Inhaling 
a shaky, ragged breath, her throat constricted. Daddy, …please help me, I’m so scared. 

 
After a struggle, Haylee managed to get herself onto her feet. She could see thick 

ribbons of dark red snaking their way down her legs. “Daddy,” she croaked, starting to 
weep. Holding onto the furniture and swaying, Haylee slowly inched her way to the 
bathroom. Once there, she collapsed unceremoniously into the bathtub. Sinking into a 
blessed darkness where the pain didn’t follow, Haylee felt sure that she would never wake 
up. 

 

AB 
 

Usually a heavy sleeper, Eugene woke with a start. A glance at the clock on his 
nightstand told him the time was 4:00 a.m. Fuzzily, he wondered what roused him. A strong 
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smell of gardenias brought him fully awake. He wondered if it was left over from a dream 
he’d been having about his late wife, Doris. 

 
He fumbled for the switch on his bedside lamp. Temporarily blinded by the 

illumination, Gene’s eyes squeezed shut. He scrambled to put on his clothes. 
 
Flipping on the hallway light, he immediately spotted the dark pools of liquid and 

what looked like dragging footprints on the floor. When it dawned on him what he was 
seeing, Gene’s heart thudded. “Jesus in Heaven!” he muttered as he ran down the hall. 
Bursting into Haylee’s bathroom, Gene took in the scene. 

 
His daughter lay in a heap in the tub, looking as white as a corpse. The bottom half 

of her nightshirt was soaked with blood, and her legs were smeared with it. “Haylee!” he 
cried. A fresh, steady stream was pooling and dripping down the drain. 

 
Falling to his knees, he grabbed her shoulders. “Haylee! Haylee! Can you hear me?” 
 
She was limp. He felt for a pulse. It was there, but it was fast and weak. Reaching for 

a towel, he stuffed it tightly between her thighs to stanch the flow. Gently gathering her up in 
his arms, Eugene ran to his truck, saying all the way, “Dear God, I beg you, please don’t 
take my girl away from me too!” 

 
Stretching Haylee out on the bench seat, Gene cradled her head in his lap. With 

unsteady hands, he struggled to put his key in the ignition. He looked at them and saw them 
covered with blood. It was almost his undoing. Closing his eyes, he told himself that he had 
to stay calm. 

 
Arriving at the hospital, he raced around the truck to scoop her up. The towel he had 

used to staunch her bleeding was soaked through. “Argh!” he exclaimed. Hastily, he ripped 
off his shirt to replace the sodden towel. When they burst through the emergency room 
door, Gene’s eyes were wild. 
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Immediately, Haylee was whisked away. Gene made a move to follow, but a nurse 
blocked his way. He would have fought to get past her but stopped when she told him that if 
he wanted to help, he would have to stay out of the doctor’s way. 

 
Looking down, he saw a petite, redhead with intense blue eyes regarding him. In a 

firm but hushed tone, she said, “She’s in good hands.” 
 

  He nodded, “She has to be alright.”  His voice was strained. 
 

The nurse directed him into a quiet, empty treatment room where she had him sit on 
a table. Coming back from closing the door, she brought tissues, rubber gloves, and moist 
towels to clean him up. As she reached out to hand him a tissue, she found herself caught 
in his grasp. He pulled her close and laid his head on her chest. His large body shook with 
deep soul-shattering sobs. 

 
Gene realized his tears were more than just fear of the danger that Haylee was in. 

They were self-loathing for ignoring Haylee after her mother’s death, and dread that he 
would never have a chance to tell her he was sorry. 

 

AB 
 

Feeling euphoric, Haylee noticed a light, floating sensation. Hearing muted voices, 
she struggled to become fully conscious. 

 
Her dad’s face came into view. She wondered why he looked so tired. There were 

deep lines on his forehead and around his eyes. 
 
He reached out to brush the hair off of her forehead. Seeing her eyes focus on him, 

he turned to speak to someone. “I think she’s coming around.” 
 
A woman’s face appeared. A bright light was directed in one eye and then the other. 

The woman spoke to Gene. “She’s stronger.” 
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Haylee could hear muted voices from a distance. Then her father was back. His 
hand felt warm and strong when held hers. “Haylee, do you know where you are?” 

 
Frowning, she moved her head slightly. “You’re in the hospital. I brought you in early 

this morning.” 
 
Closing her eyes, Haylee nodded. 
 
“You are going to be just fine.” He rubbed her hand. “You need to rest. Go back to 

sleep. I’ll be right here.” 
 

AB 
 

Sitting in a chair next to her, Gene watched his daughter. For the first time, he 
noticed that she was looking a lot like her mother. Now, instead of cringing, that thought 
brought on a resigned smile. 

 
Gene could tell that the doctor felt uncomfortable informing him that, “The only thing 

we can determine at this point in time is that she was having an unusually heavy menses.” 
Dr. Lester was a tall, dark-haired woman in her fifties. “Her bleeding has stopped on its own. 
She appears to be out of danger, but I’d like to keep her for observation.” 
 

Gene pushed the doctor for answers. With a few short, icy words, she told him that 
they would do everything they could. 

 
Feeling unsettled but relieved to have made it through the crisis, Gene returned to 

Haylee’s bedside. 
 

AB 
 

When Haylee woke the next morning, that insatiable hunger had returned. Confined 
in a situation where she wouldn’t be able to satisfy it, she began to panic. She had to get 
out of there!  
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Between nursing shifts, Haylee asked her dad to go buy her a magazine. As soon as 

he was out the door, Haylee was out of bed and buttoning his jacket up over her hospital 
gown. Peeking into the corridor, she waited until it was clear. Spotting a laundry cart, she 
grabbed it and wheeled it away while searching for a sign that would direct her to the staff 
locker room. 

 
In street clothes, it was easy to exit the building. Once free, Haylee ran, and ran, and 

ran. She made one stop, in a dumpster behind a grocery store. Hunger satisfied, for now, 
she burped forcefully. Her hands hurt ─ they ached deep down in the joints and had begun 
to feel hot. Making the decision not to worry over, yet, more weirdness, Haylee resumed her 
run. 

 
In her front yard, Haylee stretched, feeling abundantly strong and powerful. There 

was another sensation there also, something strange and different. She couldn't put her 
finger on what it was. Just then, a bug landed on her arm. When she moved to swipe it 
away, she heard a —thwap. She stared in astonishment. There was webbing between her 
fingers!  She wiggled them noticing the increased resistance. She flicked the other hand—
thwap! Now this hand had the webs too! They glistened and sparkled. When the webs were 
out, she felt a potent energy humming just below the surface of her skin, as if it were waiting 
to burst forth. 

 
She flicked both hands at the same time—thwap! The webs were gone! She 

practiced making them appear and disappear until her fingers grew sore. 
 

AB 
 

Her dad had let her wear some of her mother’s clothes since none of her own fit 
anymore. Wearing a halter dress and sandals instead of jeans, cowboy boots, and snap-up 
shirts, Haylee’s classmates didn’t recognize her when she returned to school. 

 
Speaking to no one in the corridor, Haylee shyly met many of the eyes trained on 

her. She saw interest in the boys’ faces and looks of scorn on the girls. 
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When she answered, “Here,” to roll call in homeroom, silence fell as everyone turned 

in her direction. Scrunching down as far as she could, Haylee shut her eyes and willed 
everyone to stop gawking. 

 
Regaining his own composure, the teacher cleared his throat, “Well, Haylee…you 

are looking well.  I mean…did you have one of those glamor make-overs?” 
 
The highlight of Haylee’s day had been Curtis ─ a boy she’d loved since fifth grade. 

He’d never looked twice at her. Recently broken up with his latest in a long list of girlfriends, 
he’d sought her out. “I heard that you suddenly turned ‘hot.’ I had to come to see for 
myself.” 

 
 Thirty minutes later, he’d asked Haylee out for her first date. 
 

AB 
 

 The night was clear and the stars twinkled brightly as Curtis drove his Ford pick-up. 
Haylee sat close to him on the bench seat. She willed herself to relax. When he turned the 
truck onto a deserted levee and parked about a quarter mile off of the main road, Haylee’s 
heart began to beat quickly. She could feel herself starting to perspire. 

 
 “This is my ‘get away’ place. I’ve never brought a girl here before,” he said as he 

hopped out of his door. 
 
“Oh,” Haylee responded, feeling pleased. 
 
Holding hands, they walked a little way. Turning a corner, they came upon a train 

track that went out over a trestle with the river flowing below. Helping her onto the railroad 
ties, they sat down on a rail. Curtis fished a couple of pennies out of his pocket showing her 
that the two coins had the current year. “I thought we could put them on the tracks to have 
the train fuse them together so we could remember our first date,” he explained as he put 
them in place. 
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Haylee was touched. “How nice!” 
 
He leaned toward her to plant a soft kiss on her lips. It was over before she realized 

what he had done. 
 
“We’ll have that memento before too long,” he whispered. He returned to kiss her 

again. This time lingering and gently coaxed a response. 
 
Small rumbles began then, in Haylee’s core and the ones on the tracks. 
 
Haylee was so absorbed, that it was a few moments before she realized that Curtis’s 

hand was on her breast. Shocked, she moved so she could push him away. Tearing his 
mouth from hers, Curtis whispered, “Don’t!” 

 
Wedging her arms between them, Haylee complained, “Let go!” 

  Curtis held her tightly, “Relax. I won’t hurt you.” 
 

Haylee could hear annoyance and frustration in his tone. 
 
“I said stop!” she yelled. On its heels, another wave of quivering radiated through her 

middle, stronger this time. 
 
“What the….?” Curtis said. 
 
The train lights appeared a few miles out. Curtis jumped to his feet, pulling Haylee 

with him as he started walking quickly toward the river. 
 
“Where are you going?” Haylee asked. Her voice was several octaves higher than 

before. 
 
“Kick off your shoes,” he directed as he kept tugging her onward. The ground 

beneath them dropped away as they started across the trestle. 
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Bending over to grab a shoe in each hand, Haylee could feel herself trembling. 

Glints of moonlight undulated on the surface of the water. 
 
Jumping from railroad tie to tie, they jogged between the iron tracks. Curtis urged her 

to hurry. Looking behind them, she saw the train approaching ─ fast! 
 
“Curtis!” she shrieked. 
 
Run!” He clutched her wrist and squeezed. He smiled with a wicked gleam in his 

eye. 
 
Haylee’s heart hammered wildly. The tracks shook. She pulled her arm away from 

him, so she could focus on running. 
 
The sound of the high, plaintive whistle was ear shattering. Curtis laughed, but 

Haylee couldn’t hear it. 
 
They were about twenty yards from the far edge of the bridge when the train rolled 

onto the trestle. Running for her life, Haylee screamed. Adrenalin effectively masked the 
tremors that had her quaking from the inside out. The heavy rumble from the massive 
amount of iron and steel breathing down their necks had Haylee thinking about how her dad 
would feel when he found out how she had been killed. Haylee was preparing for the impact 
when she was roughly yanked at a right angle. She went flying, before tumbling down a 
grassy embankment. 

 
It took a few moments to realize that she was still alive, that she had stopped 

moving, and that the engine and its cars were rolling past them. Nothing appeared to be 
broken. A white-hot anger flared up. Locating Curtis, she crawled toward him. He was laying 
on his back, laughing and shouting about how great that was! 

 
Cursing, Haylee hit him with balled fists. 
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 While holding her hands, he dragged her over to him and began kissing her. She 
struggled. He rolled on top of her. Between wet kisses, he kept repeating, “You are so 
awesome!” Curtis held her in place while grinding his hips into her pelvis. Haylee could feel 
his excitement. 

 
The vibrations within Haylee intensified. Something shifted in her mind. 

She ceased to be afraid. A foreign desire had taken over. It was something that didn’t care 
about boys with busy hands and dangerous senses of humor. It didn’t care about the 
physical act of intimacy. It wanted something much deeper than that. 
 

Haylee lay beneath him, unnaturally still. 
 
Curtis noticed that the fight had gone out of her and paused to look. Alarmed at what 

he saw, he rolled off her. 
 
She sat up abruptly, considering him with a steely gaze. 

Unnerved, Curtis scrambled to back away, he looked all around as if searching for an 
escape route. 
 

Haylee stood up, still holding his eyes with hers. She unfastened her belt, letting it 
drop. In one simple movement, she removed her dress. Clad only in her underwear, Haylee 
wasn’t shy or embarrassed. “Is this what you want?” she asked in a slow, sultry tone. 
Curtis couldn’t take his eyes off her now. He inhaled deeply, nodding. His breath caught in 
his throat, he reached out, bringing her to a kneeling position. He began kissing her again. 
Haylee did not resist. She made encouraging sounds. She did not want to frighten him 
again. 
 

His hands roamed in places that would have had her fighting against him if she’d still 
been in her right mind. Greedily, Curtis clawed at her clothing. When Haylee felt the hooks 
of her bra let loose, she violently flipped him over. 

 
An ‘oof’ escaped him as he slammed against the ground with a thud. With a 

detached point of view, like she was watching someone else, Haylee observed as her 
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fingers, the webbing, in particular, molded themselves perfectly around the contours of his 
face. 

 
Struggling furiously, Curtis tried to peel it away. His eyes bulged as he battled using 

every ounce of strength to save his life. The more he thrashed the tighter the webs adhered. 
Witnessing the gruesome process was fascinating. As was the fact that it barely took any 
effort to hold him down. At the moment that Curtis accepted his fate, Haylee closed her 
eyes. 
 

A feeling of indescribably sweet euphoria filled her. Infused with a glowing liquid 
light, all tension dissipated. With sparkling eyes, Haylee raised her weightless gaze to the 
stars. The webbed hand that had been bonded to Curtis’s mouth and nose released. Slowly 
and delicately, she lifted it away. She took a deep breath and stood—stretching languidly. In 
a daze, Haylee stood up and walked around to get used to this new sensation. Her lungs 
filled and expanded with breaths that drew in more air than she ever thought possible. Her 
thoughts came as swift as lightning. This is what all the strange things were leading up to! 
After a while, Haylee wandered back to where Curtis lay, pale and trembling. Her eyes grew 
wide as she realized that she now knew a lot of things about him. 
 

A surprise — since he always seemed so cool and confident — were the many 
nights he’d spent alone and afraid in an empty house when he was too young to fend for 
himself. His parents drank too much and fought too viciously. A distasteful look crossed her 
face when she learned that he planned to have sex with her and then describe it in graphic 
detail to his buddies at school. 

 
Haylee dressed slowly. When she finished, she stood over him, watching. His pink 

skin glowed against the dark grass. He squirmed weakly reminding her of a maggot 
removed from its food source.  How did I ever think that I loved him? she wondered.  Haylee 
picked up his clothes and threw them in a heap near his feet. “Get dressed!” she 
demanded. When there was no response, she squatted next to him, shaking his shoulder. 
“Put your clothes on!” 
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He turned toward her. Haylee was startled to see the look on his face — or rather, 
the lack of a look on his face. It was as if he were asleep with his eyes open. In that instant, 
she understood that he was a shell emptied of its contents. Those…were now inside of her. 
Haylee realized that he was not capable of putting his clothes on without help. Muddling 
through that awkward task, Haylee got him to his feet and tugged on his hand. His 
mechanical actions smoothed out and began to look almost normal once they got going. 
She led him back across the trestle. 
 

On the other side, Haylee relived those awful moments running across the bridge 
and the shock of what she’d done to him. 

 
Reaching the spot where he’d placed the pennies, her eyes scanned the area. Not far 

away, they lay on the track, blended together into one. Haylee picked up the fused metal. 
Her first thought was to put it in his pocket, but then she changed her mind. 
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