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There

Hide and Seek

Brian listened, not daring to breathe as the footsteps came closer.
The crunch of dead leaves became louder, until it seemed deafen-
ing. Finally, only inches away, the footsteps stopped. Brian peeped
through the vines and foliage, but all he could see was the shad-
ow of his sister, Theresa. He could not actually see her. “Maybe
she didn’t see me,” thought Brian hopefully. But if he ran now, she
would catch him for sure. Realizing that he suddenly had to go to
the bathroom pretty bad, Brian tried his hardest to be still. His sis-
ter was just outside, waiting to catch him.

The vines that encased him against the corner of the house
wound themselves around his feet when he tried to shift into a
more comfortable position. Not wanting to be found, Brian tried
his best to ignore them. Theresa’s shadow had not moved. He
wondered if she really had spotted him and was only waiting for
him to come out so she wouldn’t have to come inside the foliage.

Brian’s bladder was bulging—gosh, he needed to gol—but he
refused to move, except to breathe and watch Theresa’s shadow
apprehensively. The vines seemed to be crawling up his pant leg
and around his knees, but he knew his mind was only playing
tricks on him, and he didn’t loock down to check.

A small smile spread over his lips when Theresa’s shadow re-
mained still. Surely she hadn’t seen him, or she would have said
something or called his name by now.

His bladder ached and the vines itched at his skin. He
thought he felt them around his waist and they seemed to be
going higher. Brian was aware of every noise around him, trying to
pick out the sounds his sister should have been making, yet the
only thing he could hear was his own heartbeat. Something was
wrong.

The stringy leaves of the vines brushed against his head, star-
tling him. He tried to stand up, but the thick tendrils had wound
themselves tightly around his limbs, holding him down. All at
once they were winding around his neck and head, until no part
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of his body was visible. “Theresal” he tried to say, but the vines
tightly bound his mouth shut.

“Gotcha!” Brian heard his sister say faintly, as she walked
away.
—Jennifer Brown,
Ninth grade, Bayfield High School,
Bayfield, Colorado

OctoberfNovember 1991
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