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Chapter Two 

Reality Check (Rough Draft) 

 

The walk home sucked. Anders’ heels rubbed raw against the back of his wet shoes. His 

armpits and thighs burned with irritation. He felt like road kill. And really, he was only half way 

home.  

Morning, or at least this time of morning, should have been quite peaceful. A light mist 

pirouetted across the glassy surface of the Yellowstone. Trees were alive with feathered 

salutations. Cold nipped rebelliously at the advancing sun. But mostly the world was still dozing 

between the obnoxious cry of an alarm clock and the next reflexive slap of the snooze button.  

Anders’ wake up call was a throbbing head. When his eyes opened he found himself 

sprawled on the floor of the old wood hut. It took a few anxious seconds for Anders to 

reconstruct where he was, not to mention the ‘how’ and ‘why’ that led him to be a wad of 

chewing gum stuck to the dirty floor of the abandoned shed. 

Anders pushed himself up so his back was against the wall. If it were possible to see 

triple or quadruple, Anders was seeing twice that. He gave his eyes time to focus, shook away 

the cobwebs, and surveyed his body. 

It appeared that he was intact. There were no missing limbs or appendages. No scrapes. 

No bruises. For all intents and purposes he looked the same as he did before that whole thing 

with the win-  

The window!  

Shock ripped through his body as Anders realized he was sitting directly beneath it. He 

rocketed to the opposite corner of the hut, as far from the window- from danger- as he could get. 

He risked a glance at the framed glass rectangle and was relieved to see that it was just a 

window.  

The glow was gone. So was the swirling alloy liquid. The sound. Everything. All gone.  



Anders picked up a pebble, tossed it toward the window, and braced himself. The pebble 

ricocheted off the glass and beaded across the floor.  

Anders stood up. He walked cautiously toward the window and inspected it. Unlike 

before, he could see through it. Outside, the trees were dense, but Anders could just make out the 

gleam of the morning sun against the surface of the Yellowstone.   

He shifted his focus to the hard, smooth surface of the window. It was dirty- definitely 

just a window and not a blob of silver goo wrapping itself like a sea snake through a midnight 

ocean. 

There is only one way to find out for sure, Anders thought. He drew his index finger up- 

the one that had penetrated the surface of the strange liquid- and inspected it. He sucked in a 

cleansing breath and shot his finger at the window before he could second guess himself. His 

finger jammed hard against the surface of the window pane, splitting his nail to the quick. 

Anders winced in pain. However, his body sagged with great relief. Was this all just a 

wacky, freaking nightmare, he mumbled to himself. In his mind he’d worked out a perfectly 

rational explanation for waking up on the floor of the old shed, and had nearly convinced himself 

of it. That is, until his screaming body stifled the thought. 

Anders folded inward. His relief gave way to release as his teetering emotions spilled 

over into full-blown convulsive, heaving sobs. He wanted his mom and dad. They would already 

be at work, so it wasn’t going to happen. But to be home, at least- as bad as things were at home, 

would be better than this place.  

Anders threw on his windbreaker, slipped his arms through the straps of his backpack, 

and stepped into the crisp morning air. He wiped tears and snot from his face with one sleeve and 

then the other, and cleared his throat. He circled the hut until he found the spot he came in from 

and fought through the trees to the water’s edge.    

Anders paced back and forth along the island shore. Where’s my door? It didn’t seem like 

the current was strong enough to dislodge it from the bank, but the old, waterlogged, sorry- 

excuse-for-a-raft was nowhere to be found.  



Anders spat a loogie in disgust. He looked out at the placid river, cursed, and waded in. 

There was no point taking off his clothes. Swimming the distance between the island and the 

mainland holding a backpack above his head required too much effort. When he was waist deep 

he glided forward into a poorly executed side-stroke and struggled his way across the river.  

The water was cold, but his body got used to it at about the time his toes sank into the 

loose gravel on the other side. He dragged his aching limbs from the water and stripped to wring 

out his clothes. Then, having struggled back into his wet pants, shoes and windbreaker, he started 

home.  

The journey was rough. Not only was he completely wrecked, the more he marched the 

worse he felt. His thighs rubbed together, as did the skin under his arms, which quickly created a 

painful rash that caused him to walk with his arms and legs spread wide, like he was a scarecrow 

waiting for a broomstick to be crammed up his butt. 

Another problem was his feet. His Converse All-Stars were tearing up his heels. It wasn’t 

too bad at first, but a mile into his trek his heels resembled oily pepperoni. He found a little 

relief, even it was mostly mental, by walking ankle-deep in the water, where his burning feet 

could be soothed by the cool current. 

As he waded through the shallow water along the bank, closer to home now than the 

shed, Anders saw something that rolled his stomach over on itself. He stopped cold, his heart 

jack-hammering in his chest, and stared at the tangled groundcover along the edge of the trees. 

Partially veiled by sticks and leaves was the beat-up, weathered, old door, just as he had found it 

the night before. 

Anders began to hyperventilate. But just then, beyond the chirping of a hundred birds, 

through the rustle of leaves and just above the boot-stomp at the base of his skull, he heard a 

voice calling his name. It was his mom. He answered her with a choked, crackling cry and ran 

awkwardly toward her voice, ignoring the arguments of his angry, wounded everything.  

Anders mom burst from the trees just ahead of him, followed closely by his dad. She 

snatched Anders’ cold, wet body, patted him from head to toe and then pulled him in for a 

violent and smothering hug.  



Anders melted into her embrace.  

“Are you ok?” Mom spewed, followed by a string of questions that came out as one 

delirious slur. “Where have you been? Are you hurt? How did you g—“ 

“Mom. I’m ok.” 

“You’re soaking wet,” said Dad. 

Anders looked down at his heavy, sagging clothes, suddenly aware that he was freezing. 

His body was shaking uncontrollably. He hadn’t noticed, but he was bear-hugging his backpack. 

He stood a little taller and buried his tears. “I’m fine.” 

“Did someone do this to you?” asked Dad. 

“No.” 

“Son, what the hell happened?” Mom blurted desperately. 

“I don’t know. I just- I went- I, I thought I’d go for a walk, I guess,” Anders admitted. 

“All of a sudden you were gone. We heard you calling . . .” Mom said. 

“…We came right in. . .” Dad interjected. 

“And you were gone” Mom howled, burying her head in Anders sopping windbreaker. 

“What do you mean?” Anders asked, as though a train had just derailed. 

His mom pulled away and stared at him, her face soaked with tears and river water and 

grief. “What?” 

Anders’ dad stepped in close and looked him square in the eyes. “You screamed ‘help 

me’ from your bedroom. We ran in. You were gone. What happened to you? Why, nearly two 

hours later, do we find you half a mile from the house drenched from head to toe? What 

happened, Sonny? What?” 



Anders stepped back. He looked at his parents. They were muddy and wet up to their 

shins. Mom was still in her pajamas and house slippers. Both were frightened to the edge of 

hysteria and they weren’t making any sense. “Uh . . . I don’t know what you mean.” 

Anders’ mom lunged forward, clutched his face, and screamed, “What happened, Sonny. 

Please. What happened? Tell us. Sonny, please!” and then crumpled to her knees. 

Anders looked down at his mom, then up to his dad. They stared back at him expectantly. 

He shook from head to toe, whether from cold or fear he couldn’t tell anymore. Anders forced 

himself to return to his mother’s searching, desperate gaze, and asked flatly, “Who’s Sonny?”  


