
 

 

Hope is just around the corner?  

“Hope is just around the corner.” Something I hear every day. Whether it’d be through a message from 

a  friend, or simply a quote I came across while flipping through the pages of the daily quote magazine. 

At  times, the message would be slipped in through a song or written as the headline of some break-

through  news in the newspaper.   

But is hope really just around the corner? Can I one day wake up feeling worthless and the next feeling  

like the gleaming, shining sun? Can I really believe that hope is just standing there, waiting for me to run 

and catch it? And if that were true, why haven’t I felt a spark of hope in me yet. Why hasn’t it ignited like  

a thousand fires inside me? Why hasn’t my heart burst open with it? Why is it that every day I wake up, 

all I see are the dark clouds above me, following my every move, blocking me from the sun, and making  

me feel nothing but worthless? In short, I don’t think hope is around the corner. Even if I walk up to the  

end of the alleyway, taking the next turn, then the next, and then the next, I will never find hope. I  

would just keep leading myself into the same path, repeating everything I just did, until eventually, I  

would collapse, and my heart would shatter into a tiny million pieces, knowing that I wasted my whole  

life searching for something that doesn’t exist, and something that would never exist.”  

Breathing heavily, I closed my diary, pushing back in the fallen pages. I sat against the wall, thinking. Just  

thinking why, I hadn’t left this world earlier, when I had the chance to. If Dad never abandoned my  fam-

ily and I, I would have still had Mom and Margie. If Margie’s surgery never went wrong because we  

didn’t have enough money to pay for it as Dad was no longer with us, I would still have had her. If  mom 

never died in the car crash , I would have never been alone on these streets, for countless nights,  sitting 

idle, and overburdening myself with thoughts that could potentially kill me. A tear slid its way  down my 

cheek. I wiped them away with my pale hands and slid my diary inside my worn-out leather  satchel. I 

took a deep breath and got up, holding my satchel with one hand, and hope with the other.   

I skipped down the pavement, my bare feet freezing every time they landed on it. It was a quiet night,  

with nobody in sight as everyone enjoyed this peaceful night sleeping in their beds or cosying up to a  

book next to the fire that burned all night long in the fireplace. I turned around the corner and could 

catch the scent of brie breads and cake being baked, as well as the fresh scent of roses and lilies, lined  

up on the nearby windowsills. As I saw the park’s lush green grass ahead, I picked up my pace and ran  

towards the willow tree.   

“Mary-Ann!” Bernadette shouted from under the protective layers of the tree.  

I waved back at her; my mouth tightly shut. Never have I uttered a word to anyone, I simply nodded to  

them. After I lost everything I had, I stopped speaking, as my voice was never heard by anyone or  any-

thing.   

Bernadette was the one good thing I still had left. We met on the first day of me living in the streets. I 

had attempted to steal a freshly baked baguette from a small bakery but the owner saw me and began 

to chase me through the maze-like alleyways. My breath got slower and I couldn't run any longer but the 



 

 

groan in my stomach screamed at my legs to keep going as the owner kept on getting closer. The grey 

clouds above followed me as I sped through the alleys clutching onto the warm baguette, the only thing 

keeping me warm as the cold morning air slapped itself on my skin. All of a sudden I had lost my balance 

as a herd of horses came in our way, and stumbled down the street, moving like a tumbleweed, as I felt 

cool wet grass below me, and finally stopped under the shade of a huge willow tree. That's where I met 

Bernadette. As I opened my eyes, she was looking down at me.  

“Hi. Are you alright?” She extended her hand for me to grab. 

I simply nodded and grabbed her hand, as I brushed crumbs and grass out of my dress and hair. My face 

was covered in soil and crumbs so Bernadette picked me up and brought me to a small lake, bordering 

the willow tree.The grey clouds above disappeared as she began washing my face.  As she did so, I could 

see her reflection and mine. She had short, crimped blonde hair. She cupped her pale white hands and 

dipped it into the water and splashed the cool water against my face, some of it spilling onto her torn up 

apron and dress. I looked at myself in the reflection of the lake. I had jet black hair that trailed down my 

body until it touched my cocoa coloured hands. We looked nothing alike, except that when our eyes 

met, we stared into each other's blue eyes, as if it were a reflection of our own. As she helped clean me 

up, she talked a lot, telling me about how she first got here.  

“My Mum passed away when I was born, and soon my Dad passed away from some throat disease. I was 

only three at the time so I got taken into some orphanage but then the orphanage burnt down so I 

started living here alone. I made some friends but they soon went to different places for better opportu-

nities, but I stayed here, because this is where Mum and Dad were born.”  

I felt sorry for her. She lived a difficult life but she was always optimistic and caring. She was always 

there for me, even if I couldn’t be there for her, and even though she had nothing in her possessions to 

offer me to make me happy, she  would always embrace me with a warm hug, quietly whispering in my 

ear and reminding me, “Hey, we’re alive and facing the world every day. I’m proud of you. Never forget, 

you are enough.” 

 

I sat at the roots of the tree, as Bernadette lay out a blanket for the both of us to cuddle under. She  ges-

tured for me to lie down and put the soft blanket over us. As I lay on the grass, I could see a million  

twinkling stars dotted across the sky. Oh! how beautiful it would be to live up there with no care in the  

world, just away from the one planet that destroyed your hopes and dreams. Imagine how paradise  

would be: the lush green plants growing from beneath the rich, brown soil, and the sky strewn with pink  

and purple clouds at sunset. That would truly be wonderful to live in such a place, where you wouldn’t  

have to worry about anything. And as my mind held that thought, my eyes gradually closed.  

As the sun rose over the mountains, and shone on everything in plain sight, my eyes woke up. I nudged  

Bernadette to wake up, her snores blocking her ears from any sounds. I nudged her again, yet her brain  

refused to wake up, so I picked up a nearby dandelion, and blew it into her nose, and she shot up, her  



 

 

eyes wide and awake. We packed our things and walked towards the market on the other side of the  

park.   

As we walked along, our hands holding each other, we could hear the honks of the cars, rushing past  

everyone on their hopes they aren’t late to school and just for a moment I closed my eyes and just  imag-

ined what going to school would be like, the excited chatter from the surrounding students, and the  

loud ringing of the bell signalling everyone to go to class. And as we walked towards our classes, we  

would wish good-bye to one another, as we went to attend our own lessons, carrying our massive  text-

books in our hands and  

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! The sudden sound of gunfire could be heard on the streets. It caused mayhem 

on the streets. There were screams that were carried on by the winds, and blood was splattered  eve-

rywhere. People ran inside their houses and locked their window sills with bolts and chains, while  

some jumped into the lakes, in the hopes of not getting shot by a bullet. Babies cried, mothers cried in  

search of their lost children, and fathers took out their guns, shoving their families behind doors, and  

went ahead to protect them, while their wives and children screamed for them to stay with them.  

At that very moment, I looked at Bernadette, tears in my eyes. I grasped her hand tightly, my nails  claw-

ing into her skin. This was it. I was going to die. But why was I terrified? Isn’t this what I wanted? An  easy 

way out, away from all troubles and worries? Was it because of Bernadette? I could never leave her  be-

hind… Bernadette grabbed my arm and dragged me to the willow tree. We ran as fast as we could, as  

we heard bullets being shot at people, and men emerging from the ends of the streets, running into  

houses, and breaking down doors. We reached the tree and climbed up onto a branch. Once we finally  

caught our breath, she looked me in the eyes, and in the heat of the moment, we could sense the fear in 

one another, our eyes locked together as we could feel what the other was feeling: anxiousness, fear,  

sadness.  

As we sat there, we wrapped our arms around one another, and looked at the turmoil on the streets. I  

was so scared. I wanted to die a peaceful death, not like this. As we looked, I could feel the branch be-

low us, began to get loose. I whimpered at Bernadette and she noticed the same thing. Before we  

knew it, the branch fell, with us on top of it, and down on the grass. THUMP! The sound caught the  at-

tention of the men shooting bullets and Bernadette and I widened our eyes with horror. She picked me 

up and ran across the tree, near the river. As we ran faster than light, I felt Bernadette’s grip loosen  on 

me and then I heard it. CRACK! A bullet went inside her back, her blood flowing out. My eyes started  

to pile up with tears, and I looked at her, and she looked at me and fell on the ground. I put my hands 

on  her, and started to give her CPR, knowing that whatever I would do wouldn’t save her. And that is 

when  I said, “Bernadette, stay with me.”  

Her eyes widened at the sound of my voice. She held my face in her palms and managed to say, “I love  

you, Mary-Ann.” And she closed her eyes forever.   

My heart dropped. The one person I lived for was gone. The one person I cherished every night was no  



 

 

longer with me. My blood raged with anger and sadness, and I just sat there, while bullets were being  

shot at everyone passing by. I looked in the distance and saw the man who shot her. He looked  ex-

tremely familiar. He came towards me as I sat beside Bernadette in fear, and that’s when I recognized  

who he was, and he immediately recognized me. He was my Dad, the man who ran out on my sister and  

my Mom and was the reason why everything in my world collapsed. I stood up, and he opened his  

mouth to apologize for everything he did but nothing came out. I took a step towards him and took his  

gun out of his hand. He looked at me with confusion. I held his gun, facing it towards my heart and  

placed my finger on the trigger. This was it. I was ending everything. I was finally leaving this place of  

sorrows and woe and joining Mom, Margie, and Bernadette in Heaven. My Dad looked horrified and  

tried to stop me but CRACK! He was too late. I collapsed on Bernadette’s body, and a smile came on my  

face. I was finally free.  
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