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LIGHT IN THE DARK 

 
 Diana had only read about cities and cultures outside of her little woodland 
community. It was quiet and walled off and tucked away, probably protected by some 
government deal as a religious sanctuary. Escape was not possible. Diana was only 15 and had 
nowhere else to go. 

Her father was an elder in their community. Elder being a loose term; he was more 
like the creator. He was a statuesque man, and very charming when he had to be. Her mother 
was brought here from the outside. She used to be a nurse and tended to most wounds. She 
rarely spoke, even to comfort Diana when her father got angry.  

Her father was always careful of the face, though no one would question him if she 
showed up to Church with a black eye. She always had to look perfect. Her dirty-blonde hair 
was frizzy, and she had a long face. Her chin came down to a soft curve, along with large, pale 
blue eyes, a small button nose, and a short, cupid mouth. While a cute child, she was compared 
to her beautiful sister over and over. 

 The best time of day was when Diana attended Church. That was where she felt safe. 
She knew God would look after her and give her a way out; her prayers were heartfelt and full 
of hope. She prayed when things were going well and when things were scary, morning, noon, 
and night. She could feel God’s power in her fingers and in her cheeks when she talked to 
Him. 

 

 The other elders in the community wanted to expand, bringing in a pharmacy and 
other amenities that this area had lived without for decades. Diana’s father was vehemently 
against the changes. He was outvoted. 

He came home in a rage. The first person he got his hands on was Diana’s mother, 
and he was relentless. Diana hid in the next room’s closet and prayed. 

Silence fell throughout the house, and Diana held her breath for a few terrifying 
seconds before she heard her father’s footsteps. Slow, heel-toe, heel-toe echoed ominously in 
search of his daughter.  

 The door slammed open and a large hand reached in and grabbed Diana by her hair. 
She tried to keep a hold of the door jamb, but the pull of her father was so strong, her little 
hands just couldn’t compete.  

She kicked and screamed and cried until she was flung into the kitchen. Her father 
stood above her and Diana’s fingers started to tingle; her cheeks felt hot. A fist came down 
on her stomach, again and again. She couldn’t breathe and tasted blood, her body reflexively 
crunched together. Her father got even more angry when she made herself smaller. He 
grabbed her by the neck of her dress and lifted her slight frame off the ground.  
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Diana noticed one thing as her eyes flashed across it. It was the handle of the kitchen 
knife hanging over the side of the counter. 

Everything went black… 

 

 Diana heard the woods rush past her ears as she ran. Thin branches tore at her dress 
and left scratches on her feet, arms, and face. Her lungs burned and she was soon tired of 
running.  

Just when she felt like she couldn’t go any further, she came across a clearing and 
stopped dead at the edge. Looking over the clearing, Diana was confused. Where did it come 
from? She knew these woods well, and had never seen the clearing before.  

 The moonlight filled the treeless space and Diana took a hesitant step toward the 
middle. Though the light was pale, she could see her dress. It was torn and had black dots and 
smears on it. Her hands grabbed the hem for a closer look and she noticed they were black, 
too. Horror and dread filled her heart. 

 “Blood!” she shrieked. 

 Realization filled her mind. 

 “I killed him, oh my goodness, I killed him!” Her breath was shallow, and she stumbled 
into the middle of the clearing. The grass was wet with dew and Diana knelt down to fruitlessly 
try to clean dried blood from her hands.  

 “No, no, no, no, no… This isn’t me! I couldn’t have done this! I’m a good girl; good 
girls don’t do these things!”  

In her panic, she brought her hands together to pray. Her face was stained with tears, 
and she noticed she was swaying back and forth, lifting one foot at a time. She was getting 
hot; why was it hot when she could see her breath? She tried to step away from the center of 
the clearing, but she couldn’t. It kept getting hotter, and when she looked down, her bare feet 
were sinking into the ground.  

The grass disappeared. Red rubble rose and took its place. Heat spun around her. Her 
eyes stung and her skin blistered. Painful.  

Diana screamed as she sank lower. Now her shins were in the ground. 

 “God forgive me! Please, please! God! Forgive me!” she choked. 

 Diana looked at the moon. Her screams and sobs subsided, though tears still streamed 
down her cheeks. She sank inch by burning inch. Her waist was already engulfed. She no 
longer felt her legs, and in that moment, her prayers changed. Her begging prayers for 
forgiveness and for the pain to stop were now that of acceptance.  

Diana didn’t take her eyes off the moon. What time is it, she wondered. This night will 
never end. 

The ground continued to swirl, working her body lower and lower. Blisters climbed 
higher. She thrust her right hand up as if reaching for the moon, and the heat rose to her chest. 
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Sinking down lower and lower, she stretched her neck to keep her head above ground, arm 
still outreached. 

 The steaming rubble was up to her cheeks now, covering her ears. Diana took a deep 
breath, exhaled, and accepted her fate as the ground swallowed her up. The last thing she saw 
was her hand held up toward the moon. Soon all of her would be underground, burning. 

 Her fingers began to tingle, and she felt something cool. A hand wrapped around her 
slender fingers and pulled. 

 

To Be Continued… 
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