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“Coffee?” The flight attendant asked me as she walked by with her tray of 

breakfast foods. “No thanks, ma’am.” I looked at the divorce papers again. The old lady 

behind me must have glanced at it, for she produced a judgmental “hmpf.”

Why was she divorcing me? I always gave her everything she ever wanted. Was it 

that I’d been gone so long so many times on business trips? My thoughts were interrupted 

by a sudden series of jerks, followed by a voice. 

“This is your pilot speaking. We’re encountering some minor turbulence issues. 

For your own safety fasten your seatbelt and put on your oxygen mask.”

The turbulence became more violent. Adrenaline coursed through my veins as I 

was lifted off my seat. Looking out the window, I realized we were going to crash.

The next thing I remember is opening my eyes. I was lying on my back with the 

sun in my face. People were doing what they could to help themselves and others. Some 

were controlled; most were screaming, many were bleeding and in need of care. Debris 

lay everywhere. I looked myself over and slowly stood just as something exploded. I 

thought I was unharmed.

We had landed on a sandy beach; endless water on one side, endless green 

vegetation on the other. I looked into the forest, some thirty yards ahead. I was nearly 

startled when my eyes fell upon the stern figure of a black male, almost completely 

concealed by the lush green of the woods. He looked completely unharmed by the plane 

crash, or at least from what I could see. He wore casual clothes, a blue shirt and kaki 

pants. “HEY!” I yelled, “Hey you!” He disappeared into the woods, and I ran after him, 

calling out as often as I could while trying not to lose my breath. 



After 10 minutes of running, I stopped, stunned at what was before me. Off in the 

distance was a little boy, standing in the middle of the forest, and somehow he looked 

familiar. I walked closer to get a better look at him. The boy was standing petrified in his 

pajamas. I started getting dizzy, and the detailed leaves and trees turned to a dark green 

blur, slowing fading into a solid black.

I opened my eyes. I was in a room, my room, from when I was ten years old. 

There was that little boy again, except now I was close enough to recognize that he was 

actually me, some twenty years earlier. He was sitting on his bed, almost pale with fright, 

and with a fresh, purple bruise on his left cheek. The door was shut. Yelling and slapping 

could be heard behind it. I remembered this moment of my life, and I didn’t want to be 

here. The inevitable happened, though. A gun shot rang out, and the little boy screamed 

and hid under his bed. My vision was again blurred by a white flash.

The little boy was gone, and I was in the woods again. The sky started pouring 

down rain. I wondered why this was happening, more importantly how. I had spent years 

trying to blot out that very memory, and here on this island it somehow managed to come 

back and torture me. I felt a tear come down my cheek; now turning red from hatred 

towards that man who called me his son then beat me and my mother. My spiteful 

thoughts were soon interrupted by the sound of crackling leaves. I looked up to see the 

black man running off into the woods again. I dashed after him, hoping that he could 

offer a way off this cursed island. I was already breathing hard from having to run and 

jump over logs and broken trees, and he was just barely in sight, moving quickly through 

the woods. My pursuit ended when I tripped over an emerged root, face planting into the 

mud. I stood up and yelled out in despair, “WHY IS THIS HAPPENING?” I turned my 



head to see my mom lying in a hospital bed, her knee bandaged with blood-stained 

cloths. Suddenly the woods faded into an emergency room. Doctors dressed in their white 

clothing crowded my mom’s bed, shouting and barking out orders, machines beeping 

louder and quicker, until suddenly they stopped. There was a bright white light emitting 

from her body. “CLEAR! Charging, CLEAR!” Each electric jolt seemed to dim the light. 

After several jolts, the light was completely gone, and a steady beeping sound returned 

from the machines. One of the surgeons yelled, “She’s back!” and the room faded into 

the woods again. 

I started questioning what was happening. Why did the black guy keep running 

off? Was he leading me to these places where my most dreaded memories come back? 

What was going to happen next, and most importantly, if he comes back, should I follow 

him? I came to the conclusion that I would follow him if I saw him again, because 

whatever this freakish island was doing, he might know how to help me. I started walking 

off in the direction he had been running when my mother appeared.

After what seemed like hours, I reached a youth. As I assumed, that youth was 

me, when I was around sixteen. A loud clap of thunder broke through the sound of fat 

rain drops splashing against the vegetation and a white flash blinded me. When I slowly 

regained my vision, I was in a room, well lit by the sunlight outside, and the teenage boy 

was sitting on his bed. Beside him was some white powder and a needle. My mom 

opened the door and walked in with a pile of laundry. There was a prosthesis replacing 

her left knee, and she used a cane to support herself. She stopped in shock as she studied 

the powder and needle. The boy was in tears. Another bright flash stung my eyes.



I slowly regained my vision. When I finally did, I was startled to see the black 

man standing in the rain staring at me from only a few yards away. “You need to see one 

more thing,” he said, then ran off. I took the cue and ran after him. We hurried through 

the woods until we came upon my dad and me, sitting at a table. The woods faded into a 

prison cafeteria. “Son,” my dad was talking, “all I’m asking for is your forgiveness, 

please.” I remembered this part of my life. Mom had gotten me off crack, and I was in 

college when my dad sent a letter asking for me to meet him. “Dad, you abused me, shot 

my mom in the knee, screwed up my teen years, and now you ask for my forgiveness? 

You’re an insane psychopath, and I will never forgive you or call you my father for what 

you’ve done.” 

Everything and everyone froze in time. I could see a tear petrified on my dad’s 

cheek. “Looks like you’ve had a pretty tough life, David,” The black man said as he 

walked through the still crowd. “You pushed through, though, got off crack, got a PhD in 

business, and even became a Christian and started believing in me at one point, but you 

just never could bring yourself to forgiving your father. He’s changed, and he’s a good 

man now, David. I know he doesn’t deserve to be forgiven, just like you don’t deserve 

the second chance I’m going to give you to make up to your wife. Forgive him, David.” 

He disappeared. Suddenly I felt a pain in my stomach, like a hard punch. It came again, 

and again.

I opened my eyes, and looked up into someone’s face. “You’ll be alright! Now 

help me with the other people!” It was an older man. “DOC! OVER HERE!” he ran 

quickly to another motionless body and began CPR. I stood up. A nearby explosion 

singed my eyebrows, but I was otherwise unharmed. We were on the beach, civilians ran 



around and debris from the crash lay everywhere. I heard a chopping sound off in the 

distance, and looked out over the ocean to see several helicopters approaching us.

TWO WEEKS LATER

“Johnson Miller, you’ve got a letter.” The security guard handed Johnson an 

envelope. He looked at the address from which it was sent, and was stunned to see his 

son’s address.


