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It was a dark and gloomy night, when the wind whispered in the willows of the farmhouse and 
the…   

 
No. Stop. 
He looked at the keyboard, then his fingers, and then at the words on the laptop screen. 

He sighed. It was so elementary. A dark and stormy night? Was he trying to write another 
Frankenstein? And that basic “wind”. Such a naive alliteration. Was it supposed to mean 
anything? Accomplish some purpose that would cause future students to someday highlight that 
phrase with a futuristic stylus and scrawl eagerly: 
 
Here, the author is first beginning his theme of “w” alliterations to further the concept of…  

 
He stopped typing - again. The bell sounded its monotone and the rest of the students in 

the classroom stirred from their seats. They all filed out the door after placing their laptops back 
in the computer cart, chatting about their weekend plans, or complaining about the synthesis that 
they still needed to finish by the end of the day.  

Slamming the laptop shut, he carried it over to the cart, only to find that someone had 
already placed their laptop in his space. He sighed and bent down to slip it into the bottom of the 
cart. The charging cable was broken and the teacher was tapping her foot impatiently, so he 
stepped back to let her roll it away. She took a long time to get the cart properly positioned, and 
he was beginning to regret not having left earlier so as to catch his— 
 

And at that moment, the teacher lost her grip on the cart. It seemed to roll forward with a 
life of its own, wheels turning slowly on the inclined floor of the hallway. The teacher 
desperately tried to grab it again, but her fumbling hands pushed it forwards even further and 
faster. Slow no more, it careened down the hallway, to collide with a group 

 
The teacher was gone. There was no time to get anything from his locker. He trotted past 

a group of freshmen before forcing his way through the crush in the senior hallway and escaping 
into the hard light and cold of a winter afternoon. Glinting in the pale sun, the ice suddenly 
cracked into tiny shards around his feet. He lost his footing on the ice and fell forward, extending 
his arms— 

 
Screaming, the mother tried to dash to the hole in the ice, only to be restrained by the 

first responders. One of them wrenched her away from the scene and made her sit down on a 
case of medical equipment. He seized her by the shoulders and made her look him in the eyes. 
Her breathing came raggedly and her eyes were wild, darting from the first responder’s face to 
the ground at her feet and then to the insignia on the man’s uniform.  

“M’am, I’m afraid there’s nothing we can do. Your son… ” 
 
He wasn’t going to make it.  



The ice was smooth under his fingers, except in the places where rock salt had been 
placed to melt it. Rough grains dug into his fingers, gloveless, as he tried to lift himself up. There 
was no rail to grab unto, no passerby to observe. His bus had already left. It was only him, 
himself, and he.  

 
And what will my story be? 
 
He didn’t know what was next. The pavement, the air, was too cold. He was going to get 

hypothermia, frostbite, lose a few toes and— 
He got up, dusted some of the rock salt off of his knees 
And walked back into the school 
So that he could call home and get a ride 
And write a story when he got there.  


