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Gone

by Grace Dufour-Guarino

Chapter 1

I jolted awake leaving my weird dream behind as loud screeches and blood curdling
screams echo across the lake.

I pulled my arms out of my sleeping bag. I try to tap my tentmate Anna awake but all I
pat is the hard ground that we were sleeping on.

Anna is gone.
Many thoughts rushed through my mind, how did she leave? Is she okay? I realise that I would
have woken up from the shaking and crinkling noise that the tent makes whenever you move the
slightest bit. | hear more painful, loud, sharp, screams from outside that makes my heart drop to
my stomach. I grab my pocketknife from my bag and I take my headlamp. I slowly unzip the tent
door then unzip the rainflap and move it out of the way. It makes a slight crinkling noise but it is
a soft crinkle that is quiet. As I step out I check my phone, it is 2:36 in the morning.

I cautiously step out of my tent and slide on my hiking boots trying not to slip on the
cold, damp wooden platform. I walk to the tents of the rest of my troop but the campsite is too
quiet. No rustling, no snoring.

I peek into my friend Maria’s tent but she is not there. I check the rest of the girl’s tents
as panic arose within me. The world feels like it is fading as my breathing gets heavier and my
eyes start to blur. I gently lay down in the soft cushiony leaves trying not to fall over, and I
breathe to calm myself down.

Breathe, in 1, pause, out 2, pause, in 3, pause, out.
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My mind is cleared as my breathing slows from the rushed panting it was before. I go through
some possibilities: did everyone die? Did they flee from something? Did they forget about me?

I stop thinking of all those bad outcomes and possibilities.

I need to find them even if I get hurt or die in the process, these are the people who were
there for me when I was going through a rough patch, these are my real friends, my sisters. I go
and try to text everyone I know but I had no internet and my messages were not going through. I
should have done this from the start but panic engulfed me into a whole new state of mind but I
can not let it take over me, I have to do what is right. I hurry and go grab my ten essentials from
my hiking bag, my pocketknife, rain gear, trail food, flashlight, extra clothing, first-aid kit, map,
compass, matches, fire starters, water, and my day pack backpack.

I have experience in finding people and hiking, I have done multiple practice search and
rescue hikes to find people so I guess I can hike and orienteer where I need to go. The only
difference is that this is real and not practice with fake blood and wounds that look semi-realistic.
I grab the troop axe and slide it in my belt just in case anything happens, I also grab a piece of
rope and three carabiners in case I need to belay off a mountain or cliff. I double knot my shoe

laces and head out to find my troop.

Chapter 2

I start on the trail but I slowly journey off trail, toward the screams coming from across
the lake. While I walk I repeat the scout law over and over, trustworthy, loyal, helpful, friendly,

courteous, kind, obedient, cheerful, thrifty, brave, clean, and reverent. I have to be brave.
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I walk through the woods around the lake having the edge of the water guide me, the
woods are filled with spiky thorns that prick and poke me, my clothes get caught and I get a few
scratches from the sharp points. Some blood starts to drip from my hands as I push away the
branches of thorns as the moonlight illuminates the red.

I check my phone and it is now 3:49, still no luck in finding anyone, but unlike some other
people I have hope and that is enough to keep me going.

After a few more minutes of walking I reach a cliff, oh lucky me no way down. I look
down to check if anything is there. I hope to see nothing so I do not have to belay down it but I
see some movement. A warm bubbly feeling fills me because I think I am going to find
someone. I yell down “Hello!” Silence. I started to doubt that it was a person and not just a
squirrel. But a yell from down the cliff breaks the silence, “Alex, Alex, it’s me Maria, [ need
help!”

I yell back down, “Where are you!”

“Over here behind the big rock down the cliff, I can’t move.”

I yell back one final time, “I am coming down, wait there!”

I can’t see her but I have this eerie feeling, I continue to prepare myself for the belay
ahead of me.

I hastily grab the carabiners and rope from my pack.

I recall all I learned from when I did the climbing merit that summer, I think of the time I
was on the climbing wall and my belayer lost his grip, he was tiny and not strong, I replay the
moments | fell from that 40 foot wall, the rocks at the base of the wall had cushioned my fall but
it was a scary experience that shook me down inside. This was not the best memory to think of

before I belay down what looks like a 35 foot high cliff.
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I need to hurry before it is too late. I had grabbed two ropes as I rushed out of the
campsite, one very long and one shorter. I grab the shorter rope I brought.I start to tie my
harness, over my neck to begin, then round my waist. My hands tremble as I tie and wrap the
rope around me.

The rope is gradually turning into a harness the more I tie. I make mistake after mistake,
untie, tie, untie, tie.

At this moment I am grateful that I had chosen to do the climbing merit badge, it was a
last second decision that I was lucky to have.

I continue tying my harness, [ wrap the rope around me more, then I tie a waterknot to
finish it off.

I tried my best, it does not look pretty but it feels secure. I pray that I have tied it
correctly and that I do not plummet to my death at such a young age.

I take some deep breaths again to prepare myself for the next steps, taking deep breaths is
my favorite coping mechanism to stress. Breathing always helps me become calmer and ready
for any challenges I may face.

I have the long rope I grabbed. The tree becomes my anchor.

I yell down, “Rope!” as I throw the spool of rope down the cliff.

I grab my knit cotton gloves from my backpack and slide them on my hands so as I slide
along the rope my hands are protected from getting rope burn. I also grab my backpack and put it
on my back.

I attach myself to the large rope, I lean back and it supports my weight and it is tight
enough to hold me.

I breathe one more time. | breathe, in 1, pause, out 2, pause, in 3, pause, out.
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My heart slammed against my ribs as if it was trying to escape. I position the rope
underneath me so I can slowly let go as I slide down. I slowly step off the edge of the cliff, I am
holding the rope below me as I gently let go, making me go down slowly. I take my time so |
don’t make any fatal mistakes. I gently bounce off the side of the cliff. My hands tighten and
loosen letting the rope slide through my fingers, I get more comfortable going down so I speed
up. [ am slowly reaching the bottom, every second I get closer to the safe ground, closer to
Maria, closer to figuring all this out.

My feet dangle as they almost touch the ground. I finally feel the ground below my feet,
safety.

I call over to Maria that I will be there in a minute and how I just needed to unclip.

I pull down on the rope to get some slack, I unclip the carabiner. I am free from the rope.
I pull loose the ends of my harness and slide myself free. I don’t bother with the long rope, I just
leave it dangling there for someone to find. I stuff my harness in my bag.

I walk over to the rock Maria is behind, I turn the corner and see Maria, it is her but she
seems different almost, her face is slightly rounder, and her eyes are a brighter green. I ignore the
slight differences of her.

I try to think of what I learned during the first aid merit badge I did last summer. Check,
call, care is the first that comes to mind. I check the scene before approaching Maria, there are
fallen branches and some thorns but no extremely dangerous hazards to me. The next step I
learned was to call but I can’t necessarily call for help so I have to skip that step. I know I can
care so I do. I have to assess what is hurt. Maria has a giant gash on her leg and a bunch of
scratches on her arms. I grab out my first aid kit from my pack, I put on my latex free gloves and

grab some gauze.
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“This may hurt slightly but do not move.”

“Ok, please be gentle” Maria said as her eyes were squinted and her nose was wrinkled.

I apply pressure with the gauze layering gauze as her deep red blood soaks through. The
bleeding slows and I wrap her leg with medical tape. I make sure she is ok and I give her some
pain killers. She swallows them with no problem, I write down this information because I have to
document what I did so if she goes to the hospital they will know what I did.

“Where is everyone?” I ask, looking at her with a confused face.

“I have no idea, I don't remember what happened, all of a sudden I was hurt and behind
this rock in the middle of the woods.”

“Interesting.” I say softly under my breath.

Chapter 3

I grab her a stick that is perfect as a walking stick, she will need to use this as a cane to be able to
hike.

We walk through the woods hiking up the mountainous terrain.

We stop a few times for water and snacks to restore our energy.

Then we continue our treacherous hike to find the others.

As we walk we talk about life, how things are unfair and how no one likes us, we have
many deep personal conversations out there in the darkness of the woods, we talk about things
we have never told anyone, no one will hear us out here.

I start talking more and more and Maria gets quieter and quieter, she does less and less

talking and when I ask her a question she nods or goes “Mhm”.
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I stop talking and we walk in silence for a few minutes, only the crinkling of the leaves
beneath us make any noise, not even crickets or an owl.

Maria slowly turns to me with an unnatural grin on her face.

“What’s wrong, why do you look like that?”

Maria only came closer until she was in my face, we were both breathing heavily, panting
almost. We look into each other's eyes as I back away from her but it is too late as Maria brings
her arm up holding a knife.

Maria said while holding the knife an inch away from my face “I was never who you
thought I was”

Her face shifted into mine, and into my friends and then back into Maria’s face.

Tears streamed down my cheeks as I tried to breathe, my final thoughts were, I tried to
save them, 1 tried to help, I couldn’t save them even though I risked my life for them. One final
tear trickled down my cheek as I closed my eyes to the excruciating sharp pain of the knife going

through my chest.



