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PROLOGUE 

 Tap, tap, tap. The sound of my pen tapping on paper echoes through my bedroom and off 

the lilac colored walls. It’s a nice sound to cut through the silence, my thinking melody. I am 

not sure exactly what to write but if I tap my pen long enough, if I let my mind wander enough, 

it will come to me. It always does. It’s amazing what little sounds can do for your thoughts. 

Like the sound of a pen on paper does for a writer; does for me. Writing is my passion, my 

sanctuary and my life. I don’t know where I’d be without it. And one day I will get something 

published. 

 It must feel wonderful to see your book bound and on a shelf. I envy those who have 

already had that pleasure. Maybe one day I will have the same warm feeling sweep through me. 

No, not maybe. I will. I know I will. I just have to finish a novel.  

 Finishing, that’s the problem. People should never underestimate the time it takes to write a 

book. But I only have so much time and you never know what day will be your last. So I must 

write. 

 And maybe someday, I will finish. 

CHAPTER 1: OF WRITING AND GRAMMAR 

 “Now class it is very important that you always…” 
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 I sit in English writing furiously in my notebook. Something about Mrs. Lee’s voice made 

spacing out and writing so conveniently easy. But I’m not taking notes. I don’t even know what 

the heck she’s lecturing about. I’ll just ask Erin later. Right now I’m writing my story.  

 I’m in the fifth chapter and I have just gotten one of my writing rushes. For clarification a 

“writing rush” is a sudden idea that triggers a spurt of I-absolutely-must-write-this-down-right-

now! My friends made up the term.  

 Hey, some people have sugar rushes, I have writing rushes! It’s part of being a crazed 

author like me! 

 Oh, I guess I forgot to introduce myself. My name is Elizabeth but everyone calls me Liz 

either because it’s shorter or because they don’t want to be strangled by me. 

 …Or possibly both… I don’t know, but whatever the case my name is Liz. Got it? 

 If you haven’t guessed I am a writeaholic (another one of those terms my friends came up 

with) or insane author if you prefer. This is probably why I’m writing in class during the 

middle of an “important” lecture and paying absolutely no attention to the teacher.  

 “Ms. Parker put the journal away.” A voice snaps cutting off my writing rush. Dang it and it 

was a good one too! 

 I look up to see Mrs. Lee hovering over my desk like a vulture, her thin arms crossed and 

her face scrunched up like she was smelling something unpleasant. She’s always like that when 

she’s impatient.  

 Character: demon teacher, like a vulture, strict and boring. The writer in me reels off. I see 

almost everyone like this; a possible character. No one can talk to me without being stored 

away in my head in my endless bank of writing ideas. 

 “Yes, Ms. Lee,” I say, smiling sweetly. “I’m very sorry.” 

 Now most other people can see that I’m lying through my teeth and that I am really pissed 

off at being interrupted but adults usually don’t pick up on that. 
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 I hear the click of Mrs. Lee’s high heels as she walks back up to the front of the room and 

continues her lecture but I’m already off in my own little world. She can make me stop writing 

but she can’t stop me from thinking! 

 This is a technique I like to call: sleeping with my eyes open. It looks like I’m paying 

attention when I’m actually off in some unknown world in my mind. It takes awhile to perfect 

but is fool proof once you’ve mastered it. 

 I remain in this subconscious state until the high pitched bell rings through my ears and 

then, still only half way in reality, I pick up my bag and leave the room. 

 “Only you would get called down for writing in English.” I hear the voice of my friend 

Callie as she trots up beside me. 

 I shrug and grin sheepishly “Yep that’s me.” 

 “You should’ve been listening” my other friend William appears on my other side “It was 

about commas which we all know you can’t place right to save your life.” 

 “Oh so that’s what she was talking about!” I wink “More for you to do, I suppose.” 

 William groans theatrically “Yippee.” 

 “It’s your own fault for volunteering to be her editor.” Callie points out. 

 “Yeah, but I only did that so I could read her story!” William protests “I didn’t think she’d 

be that awful at editing punctuation!” 

 “I am not that bad.” I frown. 

 “Yes, yes you are.” Callie states bluntly. 

 I glare at her “Ok fine, I’m bad at editing the details but it messes up my creative energy! 

Besides that’s what the editor is for! I’m the story person!” 

 “What’s the rush?” 

 All three of us jump as our friend Erin materializes behind us. 

 “Dang it, where’d you come from?!” William demands. 
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 “The sky” Erin mutters sarcastically. She looks at me “So what is the rush? To write I 

mean.” 

 I shrug “I want to get a book published by the time I graduate. I only have two and a half 

more years. Two and a half years to write, type up and edit-”  

 “I’m doing the editing” William hisses under his breath. I ignore him. 

 “-edit my story. I can’t afford to waste any time.” 

 Erin flashes a grin “That’s our little writeaholic.” 

 “Shut up” I mumble. 

 My three friends laugh like the supportive numbskulls they are. 

 

CHAPTER 2: OF ACCIDENTS AND BAD LUCK 

 “So how is the book coming anyway?” Callie asks as we drove home from school. She had 

just gotten her license a few weeks ago and insisted on driving me around everywhere. 

 “Pretty good,” I shrug. “Things are beginning to get interesting. Maybe I’ll actually tell you 

what it’s about some day!” 

 Callie sticks out her tongue at me. 

 It’s a known fact that I am very protective of my stories. The only people who currently 

know what it is about is William, since he is my editor, and myself. 

 “Well at the rate your writing I don’t think it will be to long before your book gets on the 

shelf.” Callie grins “Then I can read it and you can’t stop me.” 

 “Don’t be so sure.” I mutter “Books take forever to write!” 

 “You’ll be fine” Callie rolls her eyes. “You will finish that book. Swear it.” 

 I smile and raise my right hand. “I swear.” 

 My eyes trail back to the road. Then I realize we’re coming to the intersection and the light 

is red. 
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 And Callie isn’t slowing down. 

 “Callie, STOP!” I yell a second too late but the car is already going through the 

intersection. 

 I hear a squealing of tires followed by the sound of crunching metal. A searing pain shoots 

up my right arm. Glass is flying around like miniscule, unforgiving missiles. I feel sharp needle 

like pricks as some of the pieces lodge in my skin then the hard jolt of the airbag flying out and 

pinning my body to the seat. The last thing I remember is seeing Callie, her face against the 

steering wheel and something red mixing with her blonde hair before my world is plunged into 

darkness. 

 

CHAPTER 3: OF PROMISES AND FUNERALS  

 People rush around me. I’m being lifted onto something and into the back of a car. There 

are people everywhere. What is going on? 

*** 

 Doctors in white masks are over me. Everything is so bright and white.  Why am I lying 

here anyway? Where am I? 

*** 

 I hear voices outside the room, wherever it is. Someone’s crying. Did something happen? I 

don’t get it. Why is there a cast on my right arm? 

*** 

 The fourth time I come to I’m back for good. A nurse, dressed all in white is jotting down 

something on a clip board. She sees my eyes open and smiles sweetly. “Hello dear. It’s good to 

see you awake.” 

 I don’t return the smile. It seems too false, strained. Instead I just blink at her. 

 “I think I ought to tell the doctor that you are up,” the fake smile lingers as she leaves the 
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room. 

 Character: False nurse. Strained cheerful, doesn’t like her job. The writer in me 

automatically chattered. 

 A moment later a doctor walks into the room. He too is wearing the false smile. 

 “Hello there Elizabeth.” He says in a friendly voice. 

 “Something isn’t right,” I think. “Something has happened.” 

 I close my eyes and try to remember and then it all comes rushing back to me: the car crash, 

the pain, Callie. My eyes fly open. Callie! 

 “Where’s Callie?” I manage to ask. “Where’s my friend?” 

 The fake smile falters on the doctor’s face and he sighs deeply, the lines in his face 

darkening. 

 A cold feeling wraps its way around my heart, clenching it tightly. My throat feels 

constricted, I can’t breathe. My mind only barely registers the word “Dead” coming from the 

doctor’s mouth but it’s enough for my fears to be confirmed. 

 Dead. 

 

 I stare for a long time at the plaque on the ground, my eyes trailing over the words over and 

over again. 

 “Callie Rogers: 1995-2011. She remains forever in our hearts.” 

 The sun is shining brightly today, golden beams bouncing off the trees, creating a late 

afternoon glow. The beauty seems so mocking. My friend is dead; the world should be cold and 

dark. 

 Callie, my best friend in the world, dead. Erin always called us opposite twins. We looked 

nothing alike, but there was an invisible bond between us that made it seem like we were 

siblings. A string of memories runs through my head like an old news reel. 
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 I sit in on the bench at recess bent low over my notebook. It’s the first day of third grade 

and while most people are running around socializing I am writing… as usual. 

 “What cha writing?” a shadow passes over me. I look up to see a cheerful face looming in 

my vision, framed with shimmering golden hair. Blue eyes look down at my words curiously 

and I jerk my notebook up and hide the story against my chest. 

 “It’s nothing” I mumble. “It’s just a story.” 

 “Ooh, let me read.” Before I know what is happening the notebook is snatched from my 

hands and the blonde girl is scanning my story with her eyes. 

 “Hey!” I jump to my feet “Give that back!”  

 “I’m just looking.” T he blonde girl evades me as I try to snatch back my notebook. 

 “Well, stop looking.” I say angrily. I’m not sure how to handle this. No one has ever 

expressed an interest in my stories before. I take another grab at my journal and this time I’m 

able to wrestle it from the blonde girls grasp. 

 “How you gonna know if it’s any good if you don’t let anyone read it?” the blonde girl 

crosses her arms. 

 She has a point but I’m not about to admit it. “I’ll just know.” 

 The blonde girl raises her eyebrows “Alright fine. Be that way.” 

 “I will.” I bend back over to continue writing but the shadow stays over me. I look back up 

to find the blonde girl still standing over me. 

 “What are you doing?” I ask, irritated. 

 “This is called standing,” the girl says slowly. 

 I look back down. “I feel like you’re trying to read my stuff.” 

 “I’m not.” the blonde girl sits across from me “So do you have a name, writeaholic?” 

 I stare blankly at her, processing the nickname for a split second before I say “It’s Liz.” 

 “I’m Callie.” Callie smiles brightly “Nice to meet you.” 
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 “You too.” I manage a smile. 

  Hey, the girl is annoying but I kind of like her.   

 After that, Callie spent every day watching me write like it was a spectator sport. Slowly 

she evolved from a nuisance to a friend, a person to talk to. I began to share my short stories 

with her though I kept my novels a secret. She was my only friend all through elementary 

school and remained my friend all through middle school when Erin and William came on the 

scene. I never met another person I could talk to like I could talk to Callie. 

 “Well that’s what happens in a story.” I mutter bitterly “The main character always loses 

someone they care about don’t they? It happens every time.” 

 Tears collect in the corners of my eyes but I wipe them away with an angry swipe of my 

good arm. As fate would have it my right wrist had been shattered in the accident. It was my 

writing arm… but what did it matter anyway. Who cares about my stupid writing! Callie is 

dead so why do I even care anymore? 

 I glare up at the sky, my hands curled into tight fists, my fingernails digging into my skin. I 

want to punch something, get mad at someone, do something. 

 But there’s nothing to do. And not even my pen can re write the past. 

 

CHAPTER 4: OF GUILT AND VOICES 

 Life is a fragile thing. One thing can lead to another and throw your world completely off 

balance. Something as simple as a conversation in the car can trigger hallways full of people, 

watching you as you move by. It can trigger friends gazing upon you with pity- lined eyes, their 

mouths open slightly, pulling upon words that can’t be found, looking to help you when you are 

convinced you are beyond help. 

 Now, every day at school when I moved from class to class I feel eyes boring into me and 

hear whispers float among students. I don’t acknowledge them though. I just stare straight 
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ahead and keep walking. In class I listen closely. I’d take notes if I could but the cast is still 

there on my right arm, so I can do nothing. 

 The cast, a burning reminder that follows me everywhere, the reminder I can’t shake. It’s a 

scar that refuses to let me forget. 

 So I don’t forget. Instead I wallow in my despair and refuse to come out, because nothing 

will make it better anyway… 

*** 

 “I’m tired of this!” I jump as Erin slams her hand down on the table. We’re at… lunch. Yes 

that must be why I’m eating. 

 I look up at Erin and blink “What?” 

 “Watching you walk around like a zombie that’s what!” Erin snaps. 

 I flinch a bit but don’t react to this comment otherwise 

 “You haven’t written a thing in weeks” William points out. “You haven’t even touched 

your journal.” 

 “My wrist is broken” I remind them monotonously waving my cast around. 

 I don’t care!” Erin growls “I’m tired of seeing you wallow in your own self pity! Teach 

yourself to write with your other hand! I don’t care what you do as long as it’s not sulking 

around like a living corpse! Do you really think Callie would want to see you like this!?” 

 This statement hits hard, like being punched in the gut with a steel fist. 

 After a long, tense silence I stand. “Callie’s gone, Erin.” I say dully, shouldering my bag 

and beginning to walk away. “She isn’t coming back.”  

*** 

 Every week I visit Callie’s grave, the little plaque in the ground. It seems like she should 

have so much more than just that to keep the memory of her alive. 

 “Well?” I whisper as I let a few lilac petals slip from my fingers onto the marble. “What do 
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you want me to do? If you don’t want me to sulk, what do you want? What am I supposed to 

do?” 

 A rustle of tree leaves is all that greets my question. 

 “Damn it Callie.” I grit my teeth. “For God’s sake tell me!” 

 A memory suddenly flashes through my head like a slap in the face. 

 “You will finish that book. Swear it.” Callie insisted. 

 I smiled and raised my right hand “I swear.” 

 “Oh God” I whisper feeling tears leak from my eyes. I make no move to wipe them away. 

“Oh Callie I’m sorry.” My left fist clenches at my side “How could I break my promise to 

you?” 

 Then I turn and race home not even daring to look back. 

*** 

 I stare at the paper in front of me. The pen feels unfamiliar in my left hand. It doesn’t feel 

right, but it’s all I have to work with so I’ll make do. I set my pen against the paper and move it 

to make an A, but it comes out as a hopeless scribble. I try again but it’s the same result. By the 

tenth try I’m beginning to get really annoyed. 

 “Argh!” I drop my pen “This is so damn frustrating! Why can’t I do this?!” I lean back in 

my chair rubbing my temples. 

 “This stuff takes time” a voice said. 

 “Who the heck are you?” I think. 

 “Me? I’m the little voice in your head of course.” The voice says. 

 “Fantastic.” I mutter aloud. “I’m finally going crazy.” 

 “No, you just need someone to talk to.” the voice disagrees “You’re a social wreck right 

now.” 

 “Gee thanks voice.” I say sarcastically “I feel a hundred percent better now.” 
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 The voice ignores me. “Like I said, these things take time. You just need to practice and 

eventually you’ll get it.” 

 I sigh and pick my pen back up. Whether I’m crazy or not, the little voice in my head was 

right. I have to keep trying, for Callie’s sake and mine.   

 The next week at school, on Monday morning I run up to where William and Erin are 

sitting beaming panting and grinning. “Hey William, do you think you can edit my next 

chapter.” 

 He sits there, shocked and open mouthed for a moment before he too grins.” I never thought 

I’d be so glad to hear you say that!” 

 “Good, then get on it.” I shove my journal into his hands. “It’s a long one.” 

 William groans and Erin laughs and shakes her head “Our little Writeaholic is back.” 

 I smile “For good this time. Thanks Erin. You were right.” 

 Erin raised an eyebrow “About what?” 

 “Everything,” I smile. 

 Character: Wise friend, a genius, helps protagonist stay on track the author in me reels off 

and I smile realizing that it’s the voice. 

…So I’m not crazy then! 

 

EPILOGUE 

 “Happy Graduation!” Erin sings causing both William and I to jump. 

 “Stop doing that!” we say in unison, glaring at our friend. 

 She just smiles mischievously “Doing what?” 

 I roll my eyes. 

 We are sitting in our school cafeteria at the after graduation party. It’s official. We’re all 

high school graduates. Living proof of the effects of higher education or whatever the heck they 
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call it. 

 “Oh right! I almost forgot!” I reach into my bag and pull out two leather bound books. 

“They haven’t finished the cover yet but I thought you two should be the first to have a copy.” 

 Erin snatches the book and cries “FINALLY! I finally get to read your book! Victory is 

mine!” She begins doing a victory dance around the table causing several people to give us 

looks.  

 Those silly normal people. 

 “So I guess you fulfilled your life time goal.” William grins and gives me a friendly punch 

in the shoulder. “Book published by the time you graduate.” 

 I smile “Yep, but I couldn’t have done it without your superior editing skills. You’ll help 

me for the sequel right?” 

 “Sequel!” William groans and slumps in his chair “Just when I thought I was done!” 

 Erin was looking at the first page of my book and smiling. “I suppose this is fitting.” 

 I close my eyes and allow myself a smile. I don’t need to look to see what she’s reading for 

I know that page by heart. 

“Dedicated to Callie Rogers 

For making me swear to keep writing 

She remains forever in my heart” 

 

 Character, the writer in me thinks. Callie Rogers kind and cheerful… and the protagonist’s 

best friend. 

 


