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sky was getting so close—I’d never been that close to the sky

before.

Now, watching the empty swing set, the knotty feeling spreads

into my throat.

I stuff my hands back in my pockets and quickly cross the

road.

I’m nearing the bus stop—I know it isn’t far, it can’t be. But

as I round another corner onto Lourraine Street, I suddenly hear

a whoop-whoop sound. Sirens, drawing closer. My stomach flips.

Someone must have seen me take the marble angel. I duck into

the alleyway beside an ugly yellow house, noticing that the con-

crete front lawn and driveway are covered in painted daisies as I

try to flatten myself into the shadows. Across the street, a black

sedan hunkers, engine buzzing and whirring. Is someone inside?

There’s a window set into the wall just above me, and I’m filled

with an almost insuppressible urge to look through it. Tap tap

tap tap tap tap tap tap tap: nine times, twice—right hand on right

thigh, then left on left.

The sirens keep wailing, even closer now.

As I’m shifting in the darkness, I think I hear a shout, followed

by a heavy thump. Almost immediately, I’m not sure whether I’ve

only imagined it. My brain is tricky sometimes.

Left hand on right thigh. Nine times before I’m allowed to

look.

BANG.

Loud, deafening chaos: shattering glass, exploding outward

like water from a burst pipe. My body curls itself into a ball. I hit

the pavement, skinning my knees, pressing my head between my
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thighs. A heavy thump thump thump pulses through my body; a

whooshing feeling; skin on fire.

I look up. In the wall right across from me, just a few feet

away, something has lodged itself into the brick that wasn’t there

before.

I squint.

Bullet.

* * * *

The word flutters through my head. A bullet. Which means gun.

Which means—shit oh shit holy shit—I almost just died.

I sink back against the side of the house, choking. Panting. My

right hand goes instinctively into my vest pocket, gripping the

angel. My left hand is bleeding. I hadn’t even noticed. I put it to

my mouth, trying to soothe it. A tiny shard of glass comes out and

cuts my tongue. I spit the glass onto the pavement. Blood in my

mouth, metallic.

I’ve got to get out of here. I have to move.

BANG. A second time. My legs lift me from the glass-covered

alleyway and torpedo me through the streets. I run breathless,

panicked. The darkness is thickening around me and most of the

streetlamps are cracked and lightless. I almost trip on a home-

less man with gray, clouded-over eyes, swaying and moaning

and muttering something incoherent to me as I pass; I don’t stop

or turn or pause. I have to keep running. I can still hear sirens

somewhere, behind me now. There are tears streaking my face,

and I guess they must be mine.
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