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 Billy walked through the opening of the old brick walls that used to separate his 

neighborhood from its outlying city.  He didn’t need to go through the original opening, he could 

have easily stepped over what was left of the brick.  He looked all around at the walls that used 

to be about eight to ten feet high.  Now they were as low as a couple inches in some places.   

 As he stepped further in to his old neighborhood and started to walk faster, the anxiety 

grew with each step he took.  He needed to know if anyone he knew was still there.  His steps 

were slowed with a loud CRUNCH!  The sound stopped him as he abandoned the little hope he 

had left that his family was still there.  He took his massive boot off of whatever it was that made 

the gut wrenching sound.  As he lifted it off he discovered the now broken skeleton of a cat.  The 

bones had been picked clean, and would have been very well preserved if he hadn’t shattered 

them. 

 Night was coming quickly.  A few houses in he saw what was left of his childhood home.  

Billy walked swiftly towards it, his heart breaking more and more with each step.  There wasn’t 

much left.  The walls were blown down from the blast of the nuclear bombs the month before.  

He stepped through the broken wall and in to his old childhood bedroom.  There, laid a little 

stuffed bear.  He remembered getting that bear like it was yesterday. 

 He hadn’t been to young when his mother gave it to him.  Late high school or early 

college years.  He had a ton of stuffed animals before that, and always liked them, unlike the 

other young men his age.  He remembered his mother walking into his room one day when he 

was sick, saying “I hope you feel better!”  As she extended her arm and sat the bear down by 

Billy. 
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 Now that little guy was the only thing in that house that was left intact.  Billy had done 

awful things to get to where he was.  After the fallout cleared he traveled over a week to get to 

his old family home.  He encountered bandits, murderers, and an assortment of other thugs.  

They all looked at Billy as helpless, and that was their downfall.  Weather it was a quick lunge 

with his knife, or a quick shot with the small pistol he kept in his waistband, attacking Billy 

always seemed to spell out bad news for the attacker.  It was a long journey, and a lonely one. 

 Now he had his little bear to keep him company.  That was the first companion he had in 

over a month.  Now nightfall was here, and it was the end of another day.  It was the end of the 

day that he had hoped he would find his family still alive, in the neighborhood that he grew up 

in.  He laid down on the remnants of the old floor where his bed used to sit, and fell asleep 

holding his stuffed bear. 

 He dreamt of the night he met his one true love.  That fourth of July when she was here 

visiting her family.  He was 14 and she was 13.  The sky was bright with fireworks and bonfires, 

while the air smelled like hot dogs and hamburgers, along with the warm, spilt beer.  Billy saw 

Paige sitting on her uncles front lawn.  There were tons of people around, yet she was alone, and 

so was he.   

 His father saw him staring at her, and gave him a nudge saying “go get her tiger,” which 

sounded weird to Billy, seeing as his father was a pastor.  None the less Billy got up, and walked 

across the street to her. 

 “Hi” he said, his knees shaking. 

 “Hi” she said back. 
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 “You wanna walk around with me?”  Billy asked Paige, feeling ever so pathetic that, that 

was all he could think of. 

 “Sure!”  She said to his surprise.  They walked around the neighborhood, talking about 

their lives.  She talked about how her grandmother had just died, and how her father was having 

such a hard time dealing with it.  He talked about how he had no friends and how he had never 

talked to a girl before.  She thought it was sweet, and kissed him as the fireworks in the 

background went BOOM!  He brought her back to meet his dad, and to tell him how her father 

was having such a tough time with the passing of his mother.  As they walked back to Billy’s 

house, they were surprised to see that the two men had already met. 

 The men became close friends, as did Billy and Paige.  Billy’s family would visit for the 

next few years, at their home in Arizona.  Sometimes they would spend whole summers there, as 

the adults would drink and talk about life, their younger siblings would play, and Billy and Paige 

would find anywhere to go lock lips.  He dreamt of if fondly, until he felt a sharp pain in his 

chest. 

 Billy woke up in the rubble of his old room.  Four men stood around him handling guns, 

crossbows, and large knives.  Billy reached for the gun in his waist, but they had taken it in his 

sleep.  He knew his journey was coming to an end, but not the end that he wanted.  He looked up 

at the thugs, not afraid to die, but not entirely excited to either.  The largest one pointed his gun 

right between Billy’s eyes.  CRACK!  It was over.  Billy opened his eyes expecting to see a bright 

light or welcoming angels, when in reality, all he saw was four men on the ground.  Then he saw 

in the not-so-distance, a group of people.  Some with crossbows, bows, and guns.  A man stepped 

forward holding a long shiny revolver.  “My name is Sam.”  He said.  “Welcome to our family.” 


