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 The winter wind would have cloaked the forest trail of any and all sounds, if there were 
any. Under the shrill and continuous gusts of icy swirls, however, no noise was produced. The 
naked trees and the forest floor were blanketed by a layer of white crystals. Besides the wind, all 
in the forest was still. The snowy floor sat undisturbed by prints of animals and humans alike. 
 One disruption occurred, barely noticeable at first: a girl dragged her limp, half-frozen 
body out of the covering of the thick shrubbery lining the edge of the trail. The trail, wide 
enough for a vehicle to squeeze through, was the girl’s only hope for help. Delirious, she 
managed to half-crawl, half-drag her battered self to a position partially obscuring the two-track, 
leaving a spotty trail of blood in the snow behind her. She exerted her last bit of energy in the 
move and slumped into unconsciousness, just as the sky began to lighten with the coming 
morning. That help came less than half an hour later, as the sun crept over the horizon, must have 
been fate. 

 The girl’s savior came in the form of a young man in a green pick-up truck who had 
been hunting that morning. Happily humming along to the radio, Will Fletcher carefully made 
his way along the winding two-track with his ten-year-old brother, Tyler, who was bouncing in 
his seat with excitement from shooting his first deer. Upon turning a corner, Will noticed a figure 
lying on the side of the trail up ahead. He slowed the truck. 

“Is it another deer?” Tyler asked excitedly. “Look at all the blood!” 
“No,” Will said grimly as they drew nearer, “it’s not a deer. Stay in the truck.” 
Will hopped out of his truck and jogged over to the figure, which he had recognized as a 

person. The girl lay crumpled in the snow, her long dark hair strewn in her face. She wore an 
oversized Carhartt jacket, jeans, winter boots, and thick woolen gloves. She wasn’t moving, but 
Will could feel her pulse. Her jeans were torn and saturated with blood, and she was 
unconscious. Careful not to jostle her, he lifted her and carried her to the truck. He had difficulty 
propping her up safely and comfortably, but he did the best he could. Her head slumped onto 
Will’s shoulder, and her legs were lying across Tyler’s lap. 

“Alexandria Elaine Steele,” Tyler read from the driver’s license he found in the girl’s 
wallet. “That’s her name. What do you think she was doing all the way out here?” 

“Hey! You can’t just go through people’s things. Hand me that,” Will scolded. He looked 
over the girl’s ID and saw an attractive girl of eighteen with loosely curled hair of a dark brown-
black color and icy blue eyes. She was only three years younger than he. He handed the wallet 
back to his brother. “Put it back where you found it.” 

“Are we gonna take her to the hospital, Will?” Tyler questioned, his voice full of concern 
as he looked at the girl’s leg wound. 

“I don’t think we have time for that,” Will replied solemnly. “The cabin is closer than the 
hospital, and she’s bleeding pretty badly.” 

“Yeah, she’s making a mess,” Tyler scowled. 
Will continued driving, quickly but carefully, for the next ten minutes until they reached 

a secluded cabin. He parked his truck. The cabin, which used to belong to his father, was a small 
but cozy place where Will had lived ever since his father’s tragic death. The memory from three 
years ago was still fresh in Will’s mind. He had come home to his parents’ house from a day 
spent sledding with Tyler, to the horrible scene awaiting him. The boys’ father had been 
shoveling snow off the roof of their two-story home, when he slipped on an icy patch. Unable to 
catch himself, he fell into the small frozen pond, hitting his head on a jagged rock and breaking 
through the thin ice, where he lay unconscious and face-down in the water. His wife, inside 
vacuuming, had been oblivious to the terrible accident. 



 Rachel Daniels, 2 

“Go hold the door open.” Will handed Tyler the keys and shook the memory of his 
father’s frozen body from his mind. He opened the truck door and hopped out, then gently slid 
the girl’s cold body across the seat toward him. With one arm under her neck and the girls knees 
bent over his other, Will carried her up the slippery path and through the open door of his cabin. 
He laid her on the couch and took a look at her injury. 

The girl’s right thigh looked as though it had been gnawed on by some sort of animal. 
Though the bleeding had slowed, the wound was pretty nasty. Will took out a pocket knife and 
began to remove the right leg of her jeans, cutting the denim above the injured area. He made his 
way to the kitchen hurriedly to get a warm washcloth. 

“Think you can make it to Mrs. White’s cottage?” Will asked Tyler, who had followed 
his older brother to the sink and was watching him fill a small bucket with warm water. 

“I’ll go get her!” Tyler shouted as he ran out the door. Mrs. White, a retired nurse, lived a 
short way around the lake on which the cabin was located. Tyler trudged his way along the path 
to her cottage as quickly as he could. She would know what to do to help the girl, and she would 
have the necessary supplies.  

Around five minutes or so later, Mrs. White pulled into the cabin driveway with Tyler in 
the passenger seat animatedly telling the story of how they found the unconscious girl. They 
hurried inside so Mrs. White could have a look at the girl’s wound. Will had been gingerly 
rinsing the blood from her thigh with the cloth when Tyler and the old woman walked in. 

“Oh my,” she gasped at the sight of all the blood and the torn jeans and flesh. “You were 
smart to get me. She’ll be in good hands now.”  

Tyler put the nurse’s first-aid bag near the couch, and the woman began working right 
away to clean and bandage the girl’s thigh. As the healing process was happening, Will told the 
story about finding the girl in more detail. After a few moments, Mrs. White finished bandaging 
the girl’s leg and covered her with the blanket from the back of the couch. 

“Well, I cleaned her up nicely,” Mrs. White informed them, the corners of her mouth 
pulling down slightly. “It seems to me she must have lost quite a bit of blood, or she’d have 
woken up by now.” 

“She’ll be okay though?” Will asked with knitted brow. 
“Of course, dear. You might want to get her out of those clothes though – into something 

warmer. If you could bring me something, I’ll do it,” she added, seeing the apprehensive look on 
Will’s face. At this, he ran upstairs to find fresh clothes for the girl and came down a moment 
later with the smallest socks, t-shirt, sweatshirt, and pajama pants he could find in his wardrobe. 
He and Tyler stepped into the kitchen while their neighbor undressed and redressed the girl; Will 
didn’t feel right about seeing her sans clothing while she unaware. 

“Now if you don’t mind, I have to go make breakfast for Harold,” said Mrs. White after 
she had dressed and wrapped the girl in the blanket again. “I really must be getting back. If you 
need anything, feel free to drop by.” 

“Thank you. You’re a life saver,” Will replied with sincerity. When he saw through the 
window that she had made it to her car all right, he turned back to the couch.  

The girl – Alexandria according to her license – still had not moved. Tyler had turned the 
television on and was watching cartoons, though was thoughtful and had the volume down low. 
Will put on a pot of coffee, started a fire in the fireplace, and decided he’d better clean the blood 
out of his truck. Since his vehicle had a leather interior, the process wasn’t too difficult and 
didn’t take him long. He went inside and checked on the girl again, feeling her pulse. Seeing that 
she wasn’t any worse, he went back outside to take care of Tyler’s deer. 
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As Will drug the animal to hang it, Tyler sat in the warm living room and continued to 
enjoy his show, glancing at the unconscious stranger out of the corner of his eye every once in a 
while. He almost didn’t notice when she finally regained consciousness, because she barely 
moved. First she opened her eyes and stayed still. Then the realization that she was in some 
stranger’s house set in and she began to panic momentarily. She stood up quickly and opened her 
mouth to say something, but both her injured leg and the dizziness from jumping up too quickly 
caused her to sink back into the couch immediately. 

“Alexandria,” the little boy said “I’m Tyler. We found you in the woods and had your leg 
patched up.” At this, she made to look at her injury and noticed her change in attire. 

“Bathroom?” she asked weakly, throwing her hand over her mouth. 
“Does your leg hurt a lot?” Tyler asked as he led the girl through the kitchen to the 

bathroom. “You were bleeding all over the place.” 
She didn’t have a chance to answer him, however; she had slammed the bathroom door 

and begun emptying the contents of her stomach into the toilet. Tyler climbed on the counter to 
get a glass and was filling it with water when Will entered the house. 

“Tyler?” he called, slightly panicky and rushed into the kitchen. “Where is she?” 
“She woke up and started puking right away.” Tyler pointed to the closed bathroom door 

and turned the kitchen faucet off. They heard the toilet flush and the bathroom sink run before 
she emerged. 

“Are you all right?” Will asked anxiously and slowly made his way closer to her, since 
she looked like she might pass out at any moment. “I’m Will. We found you in the woods and 
took you back to my place. My neighbor cleaned your leg up and got you out of your cold 
clothes. She just left. She’s a nurse.” 

“He’s not here?” she asked fearfully. 
“Uh, no. There’s no one here but the three of us. You’re going to be okay now.” 
The girl said nothing in response but limped the few steps to Will and collapsed into his 

arms. He stood there in the kitchen awkwardly supporting her while she hugged him and cried 
into his chest. Will led her back to the couch, and Tyler offered her the glass of water. 

“So, what exactly happened to you – uh, Alexandria is it?” asked Will hesitantly, running 
a hand through his golden blonde hair. 

“Alex,” she stated, keeping her eyes down and sipping her water. 
“Did you get attacked by a bear or something?” Tyler piped in. 
“I – I don’t really remember,” Alex stammered awkwardly. 
“Well, what were you doing in the woods that early?” Will wondered.  
“I don’t know,” she replied quickly, not meeting his eyes. 
“Do you need anything? I can get you a cup of coffee or something to eat. Do you want 

to use my phone?” 
“No, it’s fine. Do you mind if I take a nap? I’m a little tired.” 
“Go ahead. I imagine you’ve been through a lot, even if you don’t remember,” he said 

with a trace of doubt in his voice. “You can sleep in my bed. You’ll be more comfortable than on 
the couch.” 

Alex followed Will upstairs to the master bedroom, a good-sized room that was painted a 
grey-blue color and had a large window with a view of the lake. The furniture of the room – the 
dresser, nightstand, and headboard of the bed – was handcrafted mahogany. The black curtains 
framing the window matched the comforter and pillows of Will’s king-sized bed. Will strode to 
the window and slid the curtains shut against the incoming sunlight, then retrieved a bottle of 
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Tylenol from the adjoining bathroom and handed it to Alex, who was still clutching the glass of 
water. 

“Thought you might need it, you know, for your leg,” he explained. 
“Thanks,” she said quietly and swallowed a few of the pills with a large gulp from the 

glass of water. “You’re not going anywhere are you?” 
“No, I think Tyler and I are going to skin his deer out back. Are you okay?” 
“I’m fine.” 
“You’re sure you don’t want to call anyone?” he asked, concerned. 
“I don’t have – no.” 
“All right, well I’ll be outside then if you need anything. Make yourself at home.” 
Will retreated from the room, closing the door behind him, and headed down the stairs, 

pondering at the odd behavior of the stranger in his room. Then again, he had to take into 
consideration that she had been attacked. She still ought to call someone, he thought. He roused 
Tyler, who was eager to assist him in skinning the deer. 

Drawing the curtains open a crack, Alex watched the brothers make their way through the 
snowy yard to the deer hanging from a tree. The younger one, wearing a bright orange cap over 
his light blonde hair, was bouncing along excitedly. Both were covered in camouflage, and she 
realized they must have been out hunting when they found her. She closed the curtains again, and 
hoisted herself up onto the bed. 

She was lucky they had found her before she froze to death and really quite glad they 
hadn’t taken her to a hospital. This way, she could leave unnoticed and be on her way quickly – 
no waiting for release forms or anything else. She lay in the comfortable king-size bed, trying not 
to think of the previous night, but she couldn’t help seeing her attacker’s face. Panic threatened 
to overwhelm her, and she worried for the brothers by whom she had been rescued. What if he 
found her here and harmed them in some way? Putting herself in danger was one thing, but 
risking the safety of two helpful strangers was another. Feeling drowsier by the minute, she 
resolved to leave before nightfall. She drifted off to sleep. 

Alex woke with a start several hours later and was relieved to see sunlight leaking in 
where the curtains didn’t quite cover the window perfectly. Feeling the pain of her leg getting 
strong again, she took some more Tylenol. Usually she didn’t take anything for pain – she saw 
that as a sign of weakness – but since she wanted to leave the brothers as quickly as possible, she 
needed her strength. She found a note on the nightstand: 

 
Be right back – went to take Tyler home, shouldn’t take long. Go ahead and 
help yourself to a shower or anything to eat. 
Will 

 	  
She couldn’t see any harm in taking a shower quickly before leaving, and she desperately 

needed one.  Hopefully she could get washed up and take off before Will got back. She made her 
way to the bathroom and found an indigo towel and washcloth lain out for her on the counter. 
The reflection staring back at her in the mirror above the sink startled her; she had dark circles 
under her eyes and looked exceptionally pale – not to mention what a mess her hair was. She 
couldn’t seem to mask the fear apparent on her reflection’s face. She hastily snatched the towel 
from the counter and hung it on the hook by the shower. Turning the faucet on and letting the 
water get hot, she stripped out of her – well, Will’s – clothes. 


