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Chapter One
Childs Play

October 24th, 2017
9:23 a.m.

I jerk awake, startled by the noise of the coffee cup slamming on to the top of the
cafe’s marbled counter top. The note in my hand falls onto the cafe’s floor. I lean
down at the same time as Cody to pick up the note, we crash our heads together. I
retort, rubbing my head while he continues to pick up the note.
“Did you stay up all night studying again, Ash?” He asks, rubbing his head while he
sits on the stool next to mine. He unfolds the crumpled up note, I reach to pull it out
of his hands but he has already read the words that are written in red.
“Down will go baby, cradle and all?” He raises a brow at me, confused as fuck at
what a verse from the popular, “Rock-a-bye, baby” would be doing written on a note
that I had balled up in my hand.
“Felt nostalgic..” I joke, grabbing the note and balling it back up inside of my fist.
“You have to let shit go, Ashley. It’s just gonna eat you up if you don’t.” He taps his
finger against his coffee cup. I dismiss his lecture on how to “let things go” to become
a better more freer living person, says the guy who can’t decide what college he
belongs to so he tries them ALL.
“So how did studying go?” He asks curiously, still tapping on the side of his coffee
cup impatiently. I knew my silence was irritating him.
“Went fine.” I say shortly.
He lets out an irritated sigh, “So.. have you thought about it?” He asks in that tone that
makes me know exactly what he’s thinking.
“I haven’t really had the chance..” I avert the question like I’m dodging a bullet,
which I am.
“Oh c’mon, I’ve been waiting for an answer all year.. I’m not just gonna keep waiting,
I think I deserve an answer.” His voice cracks slightly, he runs his hand through the
loose strands of hair that hang above his right eye.
“Then it’s a no, I don’t have time for this. I don’t have time for a relationship. Not
after what happened..” I stand up from the stool, leaving it pulled away from the bar.
Another OCD thing that irritates him. I throw my coffee cup and the note away in the
trash before leaving the corner Cafe.
I walk out onto the curb, zipping up my jacket. The brisk cool air was a fair warning
sign that winter would be here early in Chicago.
I hear the bell of the Cafe door opening behind me, I hear the quick zip of Codys coat
behind me. I continue to press the cross walk button in hopes it would stop traffic so I
can avoid the mental breakdown he was about to have.
“I get you’re going through a lot, Ash. If you think it didn’t kill me inside what
happened to her then you are ridiculous..I can’t imagine what you feel but how long
am I supposed to wait?” He asks, remorse and regret in his words.
“Stop waiting. I gave you an answer.” I say without looking at him.
“You say you don’t have time but really, Ash, what else do you have!?” He yells from
behind me as I walk across the crosswalk.
I can breathe easier on the other side of the street. I walk faster in case he was
following me. I take Cassie St and head into the corner gift shop, I had to pick up the
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flowers for her grave this week. I used to visit her every day but the part of coping
with what happened to her meant separating myself slowly from visiting.
Lacy, the short, spunky girl who runs the counter at the gift shop knows me by name.
Three years I have gone into this same flower shop. She doesn’t know who the
flowers are for though. I never can get two words into discussing it without the lump
forming in my throat. I feel like I am suffocating slowly everyday, fading further
away from the person I used to be.. becoming an empty shell.
I grab the bundle of daisies, Lacy rings up the flowers and places them in a bag.
“How you feelin, hun?” She asks innocently, leaning on her elbow against the
counter.
“I’m fine, just-” she cuts me off, “Tired.” She finishes my sentence. I nod my head.
“You need to rest, you’re too young to be so tired every day.” She smiles faintly.
“Yeah.” I reply shortly, I have been tired everyday for as long as I can remember.
I hear the bell to the flower shop open, it’s Cody, again. I sigh, too exhausted to care.
“What are you doing in here?” He asks me. Lacy pops her bubblegum behind the
counter.
“Just getting flowers.” I mutter to him, glancing back I tell her, “Bye, Lacy.” before I
walk past Cody and out of the gift shop.
“Are those for her grave, Ashley?” He asks, following me out of the gift shop.
Irritation lace his words.
“You mean the grave you never visit? Yeah.” I walk down the rest of Cassie Rd.
Before it turns into Hilsdale.
“I don’t visit because she’s not even there, Ash! You have to stop letting something
that was an accident three years ago turn you into this person.. It’s like you’re a
prisoner of yourself..” He gestures to me like I don’t see the person I have become.
“An accident?” I ask, taken aback by his words, whether he meant them or not.
“That’s exactly why I don’t have time.”
I walk down Hilsdale to “Childs Play Cemetery.” I stop at the gates, my lungs feel
tight whenever I visit, like I could never get enough air to feel normal again. I walk
over towards the small pink slab that has a little angel engraved into the stone. The
flowers I left here last week, Lilies, are dead. I replace the lilies with the daisies.
I notice a small brown teddy bear propped up against the stone, I hadn’t left it for her.
I pick it up, it’s fur is patchy and it only has one eye.. the other is sewn into an “X”.. I
smile faintly at the poor little bear and hold it in my lap when I sit down on the
ground, crossing my legs over themselves.
Cody stands at the gate, not entering into the graveyard.
“Hey, baby girl..” I whisper to her, placing the daisies in front of her grave.
“I can’t wait til I get to see you..” I whisper to her with a smile. The fresh scent of soil
from the newest graves fill my senses. It makes me feel ill. No child should ever have
to die so young, they never even get a chance to make mistakes like the rest of us.
“It’s so much harder to live, than it would be to die.” I tell myself, I know saying it to
the grave wouldn’t change anything..
I hear his cough back at the gate, it breaks me away from the thought of how easy it
would be to join her.
I shake my head, the sound of his irritation plays on a nerve like he is scraping his
nails on a chalkboard. I place my hand on the gravestone.
“I’ll come back tomorrow.” I promise.
It feels as though my heart is being ripped out of my chest when I turn away from her.
It never gets easier.. There was nothing left for me to hold on to in this city and he
knew he wasn’t ever going to be enough.
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She wasn’t here, but I had to tell myself, until I get to see her when I die - this is all I
have left.


