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 A Way Out 
 A fictional work by Judah Cole 

 Numb. I feel numb. It is as if a doctor gave me 

 multiple shots so that I wouldn’t feel anything during a 

 procedure. But I am not in a procedure. I…Where am I? 

 All I see is darkness. I can barely make out the texture of 

 rough, grimy walls. I don’t know how I got here either. I 

 just woke up in this place. I stick my hands out, feeling 

 the surface of a metal bolted door. There’s nothing on 

 the floor, or in the air. I would expect to be able to smell 

 something, but I can’t. So, I begin to think of what to do 

 in emergencies, because at this point, I am in one. 



 My hands grasp at my clothes as I search for 

 something, anything. Pockets, of course. I pull out the 

 contents of the right one: an old gum wrapper and a 

 piece of string. Useless. I try to pull out the objects of the 

 left pocket, but there is only one thing that fills it: a 

 phone. Perfect! I turn on the device to find it unlocked. 

 As I scroll through, my eyes are immediately drawn to 

 the Photos App. I move to click the colorful square, but 

 my fingers retract. I start to think about what they could 

 be. What if there are private photos? What if they are 

 explicit? Strangely, these thoughts lead me to 

 questioning my very existence. Am I dead? Does anyone 

 know I’m gone? 

 Suddenly, the room begins to pulsate. The walls come 

 close to me, making me feel very claustrophobic. I hear 

 whispers. The questions in my brain are now speaking to 

 me from the room. They repeat over and over. Am I 

 dead? Am I dead? Am I dead?! My breathing gets 

 heavier. A sharp scream escapes my body. I try to clasp 

 my hands over my ears to block the noises, but they 

 penetrate my defense. I search around to find some way 

 for it to stop, but all I can see is the bright phone screen 

 shining in the room. Feeling as if I have no way out, I 

 click the Photos App. 

 The commotion suddenly disappears as my eyes find the 

 photo on the phone. One photo. A picture of my family 

 and I is right before my eyes. I can’t help but smile at the 



 closeup as the demons crawl back to the far corners of 

 the room. 

 I remember this photo. We had struggled so much to 

 take it. It was our first time doing fall photos, and not 

 everyone agreed to have them done. It took us an entire 

 hour to sit down and snap it. But, that was a picture we 

 will never forget. My family; I miss them so much. I may 

 not show it a lot, but I do love them. Tears roll down my 

 face as I break out into sobs. 

 I hear rustic creaking. The large, metal door breaks 

 open. The room fills with a white light. I drop the phone, 

 stand up, and walk towards the luminescence. As I get 

 closer, I shield my eyes from blindness. I’m consumed 

 by the glow. My eyes squint open. I hear beeping 

 sounds. 

 Where am I? 


