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Elliot Youden, otherwise known as "Blink", was born on a Halloween. His mother died when she gave 
birth to him. His father took his own life six years later. Blink was placed in an orphanage with only a few 
possessions, especially the black bracelet and the teddy bear which were given by his father when he 
was five years old. Four years later, he was adopted by the Hieisters. 
 The Hieister family may not be a wealthy family, but they're more than just a middle class 
family. The family Blink's going to live with are actually good, but some of his foster siblings disliked him. 
The reason why some of his foster siblings hated him is that he was taking the place of their younger 
brother, Tim Hieister. Tim is a young genius, who is a few years older than Blink, and the most loved 
child in the family. Unfortunately, he was always bullied at school and when he couldn't take it anymore, 
that's when he forced himself to commit suicide by hanging himself inside his room. Bli nk was adopted 
by the Hieisters because his features resemble those of Tim's. 
 Since he was adopted and educated, his life slowly started to fall apart. Aside from hatred from 
his foster siblings, he was always bullied like Tim had encountered, this time i t was even harsh. Worse, 
he was beaten up by these bullies as if he was like a wimp, causing him serious injuries. He experience 
being pushed down a flight of stairs and getting locked inside a dreaded room where some of the 
student victims are murdered. These terrible incidents gave him nightmares and ended up getting sick 
for a week. He would sometimes play sick so that he could excuse himself in going to school. 
 Blink is known to be secretive, distressed and depressed. He was actually facing the 
heartbreaking reality he never thought will happen. His miserable life pushed him to write all his 
thoughts in countless journals. Most of his journal entries express hate, anger, sorrow and despair. He 
had never told anyone except his foster parents about it and began taking anti-depressants. But instead 
of a cure, his condition worsens resulting in intense anxiety and suicidal tendencies.  He tried to work it 
out, but then he couldn't. His life was falling apart. 
 Then here comes the shocking incident. It was a few days before his thirteenth birthday when 
Blink came home from school, teary eyed and despondent. His parents tried to ask him what happened 
but he suddenly rushed straight to his room. They followed him up to his room but he had locked the 
door. There he wrote his last journal entry asking forgiveness from his family and friends. Afterwards, he 
hanged himself in his room. One of his siblings decided to smash the door open and saw Blink hanging 
lifelessly on the rope. It was too late to save him… he was already dead. He was given a decent funeral 
and was buried after a week, beside Tim's grave. His family later read some of his journal entries and 
they concluded that he had faced the same fate as Tim's. But then, they were glad that Tim and Blink 
were relieved of such hardships and they had found some peace. 
 
CHARACTERS IN THE STORY 
Blink (Elliot Youden) – The orphan who faced tough challenges and later took his own life because of 
too much depression. 
Mr. and Mrs. Hieister (Richard and Ellen) – They're Blink's foster parents. They loved him as if he was 
their youngest child, Tim. 
Brock and Gareth – They're Blink's foster siblings who accepted him as a part of the family. 
Terry and Shelley – They're Blink's foster siblings who hated him at first, but eventually accepted him as 
a part of the family. 
Mr. Isaac Hawkenlieux – Blink's elementary teacher, his trusted mentor. 



Mr. Sedge Rockfield – Blink's high school teacher. 
Taragon Heincore – Blink's best friend. 
Noreen Hulley – Blink's classmate and friend who rescued him from the rowdy bullies. 
Ms. Penelope Crowfeather – School librarian who assisted Blink whenever he comes there for a 
research or storytelling with the other students. 

Prologue 
 
I am Blink, a high school student… I decided to put it to you this way: this is the last page of my life. 
 This is too much, I can't take it anymore. I won't be surviving a few blows anymore, and I would 
rather die than living in braces and bandages. 
 I never had a chance to see my real mom, who died when I was born. My real dad told me so, 
and I felt like I'm gonna cry… I see children all over the town, always with their mom and dad. They were 
quite happy being with them. I guess that's how it feels having both of them. 
 When I was six, things got even terrible. My dad shot himself to death and I couldn't stop crying 
during the wake. I was brought to an orphanage with only a few possessions, and our house was 
auctioned. I knew that someday I could find a family and that would not be the same family. I was ten 
when I was adopted. At first, I thought it would be fine, but some of my foster siblings don't like me. At 
school, I was always bullied and stomped, as if I was a wimp. I wanted to take revenge against them but 
I would better not take this risk. I don't know why I did it, though I still ended up in braces, bandages and 
crutches. 
 I know by the time you will read this, I had gone to a place where my mom, my dad and I will be 
together once again. Of course, I will always remember my foster parents, who loved me dearly like their 
youngest son. Oh, and I will meet him someday. But for now, I wanted to say thank you for all the good 
things you've done… I'll be leaving right after I wrote this. I'm sick and tired of all the terrible things 
happening to me. Mom, dad... I'm sorry if I caused you so much pain knowing that I had disappointed 
you. I'm deeply hurt inside and I'm longing for a new life. To all of my friends, thank you for making a 
greatest effort of bringing back my smiles. And finally, to those who I consider them my enemies, I do 
hope you'll be glad now that I'm gone... for long... forever. 
 Knowing it would be better if you would just know my story, and it would be nice if someone 
could bring me back here in Earth. Turn my spirit back into a grown-up boy who was greatly depressed, 
and having trouble moving on with my life. If you were I, probably you will consider moving on rather 
than dying. I hate the thought of going away, but I have to. 
 It's tough, and it's sad. But I know that someday... we'll all be together here in heaven. I'm 
looking forward to it. And thanks to you, for understanding my story.  This is goodbye… 



Part One 

Chapter One 
 
It was a bright Sunday morning when Blink had finally reached the Hieister residence. Mr. and Mrs. 
Hieister were glad to have him as a part of the family, so does Blink. 
 They had lost their youngest child Tim to suicide a few months ago. Although it still hurts for 
them to lose their precious son, they had found courage to go on with their lives. They're certain that 
Blink looked like him, only he was wearing glasses. 
 "This will be your new home Blink," Mrs. Hieister said, smiling at him. "We hope you'll find it 
enjoyable living with us." 
 Blink took a look around. It was a large house, a two-storey house. He walked around the lawn 
garden for a short while then turned to his parents. 
 "Don't worry, you'll be fine here," Mr. Hieister said as his wife winked at him. They brought 
Blink's things inside the house. 
 Mr. and Mrs. Hieister showed Blink his room. "This will be your room Blink. You can make 
changes to it, if you want." 
 "I think this would be fine anyway," Blink said. 
 "Do you need help with the unpacking?" Mr. Hieister asked. 
 "No thanks, sir…" Blink said shyly. 
 "If you need something, please don't hesitate to ask," Mrs. Hieister said as she smiled at her son 
and went to the kitchen to prepare something. Meanwhile, Mr. Hieister was downstairs, having a talk 
with the children. They all look like grown-ups, he thought to himself. 
 Blink unpacked the box containing some of his possessions. He got out all his clothes, some of 
his books, a large teddy bear and a black bracelet, both of which were his birthday gift from his late dad 
Mr. Youden when he just turned five years old. Finally, he took out the picture of him and his dad… 
which was taken at the park nearly seven years ago. He placed it at the bedside table. 
 He arranged his things on the empty shelf, and he placed all his clothes in the empty closet 
which was once filled with Tim's clothes. Inside the room, there was a door leading to a study, but it was 
all filled with Tim's possessions. He takes a look at some of his things and he noticed a pile of old 
journals on the study table. He read some of his journal entries and there he possibly knew the reason 
of his own death. 
 He went out of the study and took off his glasses. He was a bit exhausted that he wanted to get 
a quick nap. No sooner he was about to get up from his nap when the door opened.  It was Mr. Hieister 
with a mop and some cleaning materials. 
 "Oh hi sir…" 
 "Please call me Richard," Mr. Hieister said. "I'm going to arrange some things on the study room 
so that you can use it." 
 "I see… By the way, can I call you dad?" 
 "Of course," Mr. Hieister said as they chuckled a bit. "Oh yeah, maybe I could put back all of 
Tim's clothes on the dresser… besides there's no place to accommodate them." 
 Blink shrugged as he watched Mr. Hieister clearing out some of Tim's possessions in the study. 
 "He must be fond of reading," Blink said as he noticed a lot of books on the shelf. 
 "Maybe," Mr. Hieister said. "Most of the time he stays here." 
 "I see… And there are a pile of journals on the study table…" 



 Mr. Hieister stopped for a while then he nodded a bit. "Yes Blink, these are a pile of his 
journals." 
 "But it seems like they're in a set." 
 "I guess so," Mr. Hieister said. "He was always writing in his journal most of the time." 
 Blink nodded a bit, trying to understand what Mr. Hieister had just said. Mr. Hieister placed 
Tim's journals on the shelf, together with some of his leather bound books and school yearbooks. 
 "I wonder… what happened to Tim?" Blink asked, and he suddenly got scared by his question. 
But luckily, Mr. Hieister is open to that question. 
 "He took his own life six months ago… He hung himself in this room and left a suicide note under 
his pillow. As soon as we found out about what happened to our son, we couldn't help but to blame 
ourselves for what happened. He was actually bullied almost every day and that forced him to kill 
himself by means of a rope." 
 "That's shocking…" 
 "The reason behind Tim keeping a journal is that he let out his anger by means of writing it 
down. He also does that every time he's sad and depressed, so much for making my wife and his siblings 
so terribly upset about the matter." 
 Blink fell silent for a while, then nodded a bit. "This is too much for Tim to handle. He couldn't 
fight for himself, that's what I think." 
 Mr. Hieister nodded. "It hurts though. I never thought Tim would do that thing. Never in his life 
would he mention that, but that does not mean that he won't be doing that on purpose. He'd done it." 
 Now I know the reason why I am going to live with them, Blink thought to himself. Poor Mrs. 
Hieister… She must have been so depressed when Tim died, and she must be so glad that  she had found 
a kid similar to Tim's… that's me. But I don't know if Tim's siblings would like me. 
 "I'm sorry if I had asked such things," Blink apologized, but Mr. Hieister patted the kid's 
shoulder. 
 "No, it's all right Blink. Anyway, Tim's actually that way though," Mr. Hieister said. "Now, I have 
to clean the whole study room so that you can use it." 
 "Okay dad," Blink said as he smiled and went out of the study room. 



Chapter Two 
 
That night, Blink was at the study room reading some of Tim’s books. They are mostly novels. Some of 
them are quite juvenile. 
 Mrs. Hieister came inside the room with a bunch of hardbound books, novels which are more of 
a young adult variety. 
 "We actually want to surprise him with these novels," Mrs. Hieister said and she sighed a bit. 
"But since he took his own life days before his thirteenth birthday, we had decided to give these to you 
instead." 
 "Thanks mom," Blink said. 
 "Dinner is ready Blink. Why don't you join us for a while so you could meet your siblings and 
have a talk with us?" 
 "Sure," Blink said, smiling. 
 As soon as Mrs. Hieister left, Blink decided to read the book later and changed clothes. He 
rushed downstairs and joined the family on the table. 
 Blink sat down beside Mrs. Hieister, worried about what will happen next. She assured him that 
everything will be alright. 
 His siblings were startled to see a new child in the family. Blink didn't mind them, although that 
bothered him for a while. After dinner, Blink tried to introduce himself to his siblings but they don't 
seem to pay him attention. 
 Disappointed, Blink went back into his room. Most children would have cried in his place, but 
Blink doesn't do that. He would never give up that easily. 
 There was a knock at the door. Blink opened it. 
 "Hi, my name is Brock Hieister. How are you?" 
 "I'm fine," Blink said. "My name is Elliot Youden, but I was called Blink." 
 "Nice to meet you," he said. "Please don't mind them. I'm certain that they were shocked to see 
you." 
 "I understand it now," Blink said wistfully. 
 "I'm sorry if I ignored you," Brock said. "Don't worry, they'll soon realize about it." 
 Blink smiled a bit. "It's all right, I understand you." 
 Brock smiled. "I have to go help dad. See you tomorrow." 
 "Good night," Blink said as Brock left. 
 
The next morning, Blink got up early and went straight to the study room. He had read a few entries in 
one of Tim's journals, and his heart skipped as soon as he finished reading them. 
 He went downstairs to join the family on the breakfast. Mr. and Mrs. Hieister noticed that it is 
getting quiet during dinnertime. It started when Tim died, and neither of the children would rather start 
a talk ever since. 
 "Well, is it about time to talk about something? It seems like we didn't have a family talk during 
these past few months," Mr. Hieister said. 
 At this point, one of his children said, "What is that kid doing here?" 
 Blink was shocked, and so does his parents. Brock squinted at his brother, "That's not the right 
thing to approach the new member of the family!" 
 "Who knows?" It was Terry, 16 years old and a bit taller than his eldest brother, is second to the 
youngest in the family. "We didn't knew that you're going to place a rowdy young kid at this house—" 
 "Terry!" Mr. Hieister yelled at him. 



 Another one snickered. "He's right dad. That kid is really a nuisance in the family." 
 "He hasn't done anything to any of you, so why would you consider him a nuisance?" Mrs. 
Hieister scolded her daughter, Shelley. 
 Shelley was a year younger than Brock, who is already 21. She knew that she would never win 
against his brother Brock or her parents, so she was looking forward to defeat Blink. 
 "Right, but I'm going to take down that Blink, for sure." 
 "Shelley, stop that!" Brock commanded. 
 "No, I won't!" 
 At this point, Brock started to get mad. "Get out of this table, now!" 
 "Fine, then I'll take my leave." And she left her place immediately. 
 The headstrong kid Terry also left the table as soon as Shelley had left. He gave Blink an insulting 
look. 
 "Brock, I really want to talk to you about your actions." 
 Brock couldn't say a word. He turned to Blink and said something. 
 "I'm sorry if I brought tension to this table…" 
 Blink was still in shock about witnessing the terrible actions at the table. Gareth, the quiet child 
in the family who is a year older than Terry, excused himself at the table and went into his room. Mrs. 
Hieister shook her head anxiously as she finished her breakfast. 
 After breakfast, Blink returned to his room teary-eyed. He locked himself at the study room and 
he cried all morning, wishing that he should be taken away in this land, next to his father. 
 Gareth knocked at the door. "Blink, are you okay there?" 
 There was no answer. 
 Gareth opened the door and he went into the door to the study. "Blink, the situation's fine. 
Please come out and let's have a talk…" 
 Blink slowly opened the door. He got out of the study room and Gareth offered him a 
handkerchief. 
 "Things had been so terrible in this house, thanks to Terry and Shelley. In fact, Mom really wants 
them to have it. Too bad Brock was also taking his consequence as well. Please forgive them for the 
tension on the table. Actually Brock is a good person, but then he, his sister Shelley and the headstrong 
kid Terry don't get along even when Tim was still alive." 
 Blink brightened up a bit. "Go on." 
 "Having Tim around is like having a peace keeper in the family. He makes them got along, and 
they're at ease. But when he died, that's when they don't get along anymore." 
 Blink nodded a bit. 
 "Right now, I'm trying to talk to Shelley and Terry about it, and maybe reconcile with every 
member of this family. I don't want any more tension in the house because of them, and that's for your 
own sake as well." 
 "Thanks Gareth." That was all Blink could say at this moment. He  was still affected by the 
tension created by two of his siblings yet he'll get over it soon. 



Chapter Three 
 
Blink was enrolled to Cyber Fields Academy (the same school where Tim studied) two weeks before the 
school year starts. He was getting excited at first, yet he was also worried about the kids of his age that 
he will meet. 
 
That night, Blink asked his dad Mr. Hieister if he could have his own journal. 
 "And why having a journal?" Mr. Hieister asked. 
 Blink shrugged. "I feel like I must write," he said. "And besides, I knew that every person must 
write their emotions in their journal. That's what a kid must do." 
 Mr. Hieister nodded a bit, understanding his need. "Sure, I'll buy you one. I promise." 
 "Thanks dad," Blink said as he hugged his dad. 
 "Good night Blink." 
 "Good night dad," Blink said as he went back to his reading. 
 Mr. Hieister was glad that Blink decided to keep a journal. For such instance, when Tim had 
committed suicide a few months ago, the answer lies on his journals, telling them that Tim was always 
bullied at school. That serves as evidence regarding his death. 
 As Mr. Hieister went downstairs, he said something to himself. "Kids these days… they don't 
know how to move on right when darkness falls into them…" He shook his head slowly  as he went inside 
the library. 
 
It was midnight, but Blink was wide awake reading Tim's journal. He wanted to know more about him. It 
was actually tough for a kid who was in junior high to handle tough situation involving bullies. What 
about his fellas, for they're the ones helping him in times of trouble… It's too late for Tim to realize that 
there's more to live in this world, but it's even too late for the family to realize that the genius of the 
family will eventually took his own life. He's gone, but not forgotten. What about his siblings? What 
about his parents? They're so much depressed thinking about his death and they are still moving on with 
their lives. 
 Blink was reading a few entries from Tim's journal. Though he was not supposed to read 
someone's journal, he was actually curious about his life. He was determined to know more about Tim 
and his tough life, at such a young age. He's certain that Tim's parents had already read it after he died. 
For them, they had lost their precious gem of the family. 
 Blink closed the journal and as soon as he's done reading it and placed it back on the shelf. His 
heart skipped… it was uncontrollable. He later knew that Tim studied at the same school where he was 
enrolled. It's not easy being bullied. It's like dying a slow death. And Blink must be aware of that. 
 
The next morning, Blink woke up late. Groaning, he dragged himself off the bed and went to the 
bathroom and he tidied himself up. Afterwards, he went downstairs and ate his breakfast. 
 "Good morning Blink, it seems like you stay up late," Gareth said from the kitchen. 
 "Yeah," Blink said, rubbing his eyes beneath his glasses. "I didn't know that it was already past 
midnight, and yet I didn't felt a yawn. But then, I suddenly fell asleep once I rolled into bed." 
 Gareth nodded a bit. "I tried talking to Shelley and Terry about it. But as expected, they turned 
their backs and didn't even listen to what I say. I guess they'll learn." 
 Blink looked down on the dining table sadly. He finished his breakfast silently. 
 "What's the matter Blink? Is there something wrong?" 
 Blink shook his head and smiled at Gareth. 



 Mrs. Hieister came in, carrying some bag full of groceries. Blink lends her a hand on arranging 
the groceries on the cupboard. 
 "Thanks for your help Blink," Mrs. Hieister said as she gave him a hug. "How about some ice 
cream for dessert this lunch, dear?" 
 "Sure," Blink said delightfully. 
 "Very well, I shall prepare a sumptuous lunch complete with ice cream as dessert. Gareth, could 
you please slice the onions for me?" 
 "Sure mom," Gareth said as he gets three onions from the fridge. Meanwhile, Blink decided to 
sweep the floor and later, he will finish reading the book while waiting for the lunch to be served. 
 When he's done sweeping the floor and dusting some of the furniture, he went up to his room 
to finish the book he was reading. 
 As soon as he's done reading the book, he began searching some of Tim's pictures since 
elementary. It took him a while before he found the large photo album containing most of Tim's 
childhood pictures. He looked at each picture with amazement, but then he suddenly felt saddened that 
these wonderful moments would end up into a wound that only time can only heal. It's been months, 
however. 
 Mr. Hieister came in with a special gift for his son. Blink was surprised to see his dad, yet they 
both fell silent a bit as soon as Mr. Hieister noticed Tim's photo album. 
 "He sure was so handsome way back when…" Mr. Hieister said wistfully. "He exactly looked like 
you, as you could see in some of his photos." 
 "I see…" Blink said as he placed the photo album into the shelf. "Come on dad, I think lunch is 
ready." 
 "Well, we certainly have to come to the table then," Mr. Hieister chuckle a bit as they went 
downstairs. 



 

Chapter Four 
 
Silence... is an element that can kill people slowly. It might cause certain breakdowns and chronic 
depressions, enough for an eleven year old to suffer too much. I was once become totally depressed and I 
have to see a psychiatrist to know what's going on with me and my life. 
 Silence... is a characteristic that is mostly present in a young person dealing with their own 
problems in life. I am one of them, and I don't have any problems but inside the campus where I study. I 
was a victim of these crank bullies who did nothing but pushing us wimps. I didn't dare tell my parents 
about this, since I'm too scared for the possible consequences. I spent hours hiding inside my locker, 
hoping that they wouldn't find me there, or I would rather play sick and stay in bed the whole day. It's 
some kind of tough life in here. 
 One day, this is the worst day in my life—when I was invited by those bullies to a secret place 
somewhere inside the campus. If ever I didn't show up there, then my parents will find my body inside the 
grave. I hate the thought of being dead in an instant, where you wouldn't have a chance to do what you 
want to do in life. It's scary. When I got there, they suddenly whacked me in my head and got beaten up 
a lot of times. That's when the news had reached my parents and that, they rushed me into the hospital 
and asking me a lot of questions… and I'll end up staying  at my bed for a long time now, and had eaten 
just a little. I usually lied to my parents about my life inside the campus that led me to this consequence. 
That's what you get for being silent all the time. 
 Well, if I knew silence can put me up into this, then how I wish I should stop being silent for the 
rest of my life. Everything would be fine if you just tell them about what happened, and they might  help 
you as well. 
 
It was from one of Tim's journal entries, and Blink actually keep on wondering why did he ever kill 
himself yet a lot of kids do experienced getting bullied or beaten up, and they still live their lives. As 
soon as he figures it out, that wondering kind of stopped. He knew it now. Tim is a secretive person, 
keeping everything inside him. His trusty journal tells otherwise. 
 He finally got his first journal, and he decided to start working on it once he got into the school. 
Like Tim, he sometimes doesn't have the courage to tell anyone about his life so he decided to have a 
journal. There are some things better written than being said and done. 
 Someday, I might as well keep as much secrets as possible, Blink thought to himself. Those 
secrets… might depend on the situation. I have to be prepared for that. 
 
Today is the first day of class in Cyber Fields Academy. Blink is now a fifth grade student and it is his first 
time to go to school outside the orphanage. 
 Mrs. Hieister had decided to give Tim's black and red coat to Blink, for he might as well need 
one. It looked perfectly on him. To his eldest brother Brock, he was exactly like Tim in spectacles. 
 As Mr. Hieister drive him to school, Blink wondered if he'll be at least fine inside the campus 
alone, without a friend. It seems like Gareth would be his only companion, probably until he could find 
some new friends. 
 "If anything happens, please don't hesitate to seek help from your brother and to your 
teachers," Mr. Hieister reminded. 
 "Yes dad," Blink answered as he waved at him. 



 "Be careful there Blink, and good luck on the first day of school," Mr. Hieister said as he drove 
off slowly. 
 The campus is almost flooded with black uniformed students. He immediately search for his 
name on the list of students posted on the bulletin board and went to his classroom. Finally, he had 
found the classroom, but was a little bit intimidated to see a group of rowdy, rough necked students 
whom he hated right from the start. Yet there are a number of good students who were not only nice, 
but helpful as well. He seated beside a broad-shouldered kid with a nice grin. 
 "Hi, are you the new student?" he asked. 
 Blink nodded. "Yeah... Hi, I'm Elliot Youden, and I was called Blink by my family." 
 "Nice to meet you Blink. My name's Taragon Heincore. How are you?" 
 "I'm fine, thanks." 
 A few minutes later, their class advisor in a blue coat, dark blue framed glasses, green blazer and 
black slacks came in, carrying a blue attaché case. He is a 32 year old bachelor, blond haired and a bit 
taller though he looks like he just graduated from college. He is a kind hearted and compassionate 
teacher, and he's not that strict but he however, wants to make sure that his students would behave 
and improve inside the class. 
 "Good morning class, my name's Isaac Hawkenlieux, your class adviser for fifth grade." 
 Everyone fell silent. Perhaps, Blink was a bit surprised upon meeting the class advisor... He 
seems to be kind, he thought. But then, Mr. Hawkenlieux looked at him and smiled. 
 "I'm quite glad to meet all of you class. This is the first day of class, and I expect all of you to do 
better in this class," he said as he smiled a bit. 
 Blink looked around his desk. The rowdy boys were seated far from him, now that's good, Blink 
thought. Beside him was Taragon, and on his row are a few good students who excelled in class. 
 Mr. Hawkenlieux was preparing a surprise activity to do: writing an essay describing their 
childhood. As soon as they're done with their essays, one by one the students introduce themselves in 
front of the class. 
 It was his turn to say something about himself to the class. As Blink was about to say something, 
Mr. Hawkenlieux noticed something about Blink… he looked like his student, Tim Hieister. He's certain 
that he really looked like Tim, only he was wearing glasses. 
 After the first day of classes, Mr. Hawkenlieux and Blink were at the school grounds, having a 
short talk. 
 "You know what… you looked like my student Tim Hieister. By the way, you said that you  were 
living with the Hieisters, am I right?" 
 Blink nodded. "I am, sir. I was actually adopted by the Hieisters, but I knew a little about Tim." 
 "I see," Mr. Hawkenlieux said, nodding a bit. "I was actually a high school teacher, so this is the 
first time I'll be teaching elementary students. Tim is the genius of the class, yet I noticed something 
weird about him." 
 "He actually took his own life months ago," Blink said. "I accidentally read some of his journal 
entries saying that it was a tough world for him." 
 "I'm not that surprised though," Mr. Hawkenlieux said wistfully. "He killed himself because he 
could no longer bear being bullied, especially during class. He was basically the silent type, always shy 
and lacking courage to fight for his own self. I'm deeply hurt, because I had lost a genius in my class." 
 Blink lowered his head in sorrow. "I feel sorry for the Hieisters though… It really hurts losing a 
love one. I lost both my parents and I lived in an orphanage… until the time I was adopted." 
 Mr. Hawkenlieux looked at his watch. "I guess we should continue our talk sometime. See you 
tomorrow, Blink." 
 "Please take care of yourself, sir." Blink waved his hand as he waited for Gareth at the edge of 
the school ground. 



 

Chapter Five 
 
Blink was at the living room with his brother Brock, watching TV while waiting for the dinner. 
 "Mr. Hawkenlieux is my class adviser in fifth grade," Blink said. 
 "He was Tim's high school teacher," Brock said. "He was so glad to learn that Tim is a genius. I 
guess he must be quite confused knowing that you resembled Tim." 
 "I guess so," Blink shrugged. "But then I was wearing glasses, while Tim doesn't." 
 Brock nodded. "It seems logical, yet he was still confused." 
 As soon as the dinner was set, they headed to the dining table. 
 "It seems like you're enjoying the first day of school Blink," Mr. Hieister said. 
 "I guess so," Blink answered. 
 "Well, did you meet any new friends at school?" Mrs. Hieister asked. 
 "I had met one. His name was Taragon Heincore, and he was a real awesome friend." 
 "Heincore… Heincore… Yes, the Heincores were the most respected clan in the military." 
 "His dad is a retired lieutenant, if I knew know correctly." 
 "You really did meet a real awesome friend! Congratulations," Brock said, smiling. 
 Blink blushed for a moment. He was so glad that he had found a friend, and that really keeps 
him smiling at this moment. 
 "You know, you're one step closer to adaptation to a new environment you're living in. Blink, try 
to get used to it. We know you can." 
 Blink nodded. "I will… I promise… I can." 
 
Later that night, Blink decided to write in his journal. 
 
Today is the first day of school, and today is the first day that I'll be writing in this journal. I'm certain 
that I can write everything about my personal life in here. 
 At school, I met a real awesome friend. He was a decent person and the son of a lieutenant. I 
wonder if he could introduce me to his family though, he said that his family would be glad to invite me 
over soon. 
 But then, my heart skipped… something tells me that those roughnecks at the back row might 
put me into such serious trouble or worse… into danger. Dad told me that their youngest son Tim Hieister 
couldn't handle being bullied at school and so, he decided to take his own life. I wonder… why would this 
happen to him… or to anyone who were also bullied? Can't they fight, just for their own defense? 
 I'm excited to be in school, but I'm worried of who will be my friends there, aside from Taragon. 
And it's not just easy to survive there, as mom always says that the weaker ones are more likely to get 
pushed. Wish me luck... and I hope someone will pray for me 'cause I need their support later on. 
 Until then, time to get some rest since I'm all fed up. See ya! 
 
 He felt a yawn as he closed the journal and placed the pen beside it. Afterwards, he went to bed 
for he couldn't stand the cold night due to chilling winds. Even in his sleep, he was smiling a bit. 
 
During the next few days, he was quite worried about meeting his other classmates. What intimidates 
him is a group of roughnecks at the back. He tried not to approach them, but something tells him that 
they wanted to challenge him as soon as possible. 



 As soon as he was seated, he sighed a bit knowing that something terrible might happen. 
 "Hey, is there a problem?" Taragon asked. 
 Blink shook his head. "It's nothing, Taragon. But then I started to worry…" 
 "Don't worry, you'll be fine." 
 He nodded a bit as the class starts. Some of the rowdy boys started picking on Blink. 
 "Are you the new victim in this class?" one of the boys said. "Nice to meet you, but you'd better 
prepare 'cause you're going to be our attendant from now on." 
 While the rest are laughing, one of his classmates said to him, "Don't mind them, they're just the 
kind of idiots inside the class." 
 "What? What do you say?" the other one snarled, his eyes squinted at his classmate. Soon, the 
whole class was as noisy as a screaming crowd. 
 "Enough please," Mr. Hawkenlieux's voice was calm. "What's going on there?" 
 The class suddenly fell silent as Mr. Hawkenlieux approached the boys at the back. He shook his 
head as he resumed the lesson. 
 "I guess there should be order in this class. Oh well…" Taragon sighed heavily as the situation 
goes back to normal. 
 Later that afternoon, Blink sensed that these boys will sure get him after class. So he decided to 
leave the campus with Taragon. 
 When the bell rings, indicating the end of class for the day, Blink arranged his things real quick 
and catches up with his friend. 
 "By the way, is Tim your foster brother? He was actually my brother's classmate," Taragon 
asked. 
 Blink nodded. "Yup, but I never had a chance to meet him." 
 "It's not surprising though. Mr. Hawkenlieux had Tim as his student and he said that he's a real 
genius. I heard that he killed himself when he could no longer handle being bullied." 
 "If he didn't take his own life, then probably I would be able to meet him." 
 "Still, that's quite a shocking story…" Taragon said. "Are you still bothered by those rowdy 
roughnecks at the back of the room?" 
 Blink nodded. "I'm quite intimidated by those boys at the back. Do you think I'll be fine?" 
 "That's a tough situation… I'm worried that you might end up being bullied… or wrapped up in 
bandages. But don't worry. I'm here to protect you from those guys." 
 Blink smiled a bit. "Thanks." 
 "Anytime," Taragon winked at him as they started walking. 
 
Blink went straight to his room when he reached the house. He was trembling as he grabbed his journal 
and pen and sat on the edge of the bed. His face was pale with fear as he began writing his next journal 
entry. 
 
I was quite intimidated when one of the boys at the back, those roughnecks, started picking on me. Looks 
like I'm going to be their next target. One of my classmates said that they had victimized every student, 
especially the weaker ones. What am I going to do now? You know I can't fight. I've never encountered 
that, even at the orphanage. Does that mean I'm going to end up like Tim? Please, don’t… I hope it's not 
going to happen… 
 
 As soon as he's done, he closed the journal immediately and lay down on the bed. What now, 
how can I survive this tough challenge? 



Chapter Six 
 
During the first school month, Blink made friends with some of his classmates aside from Taragon. But 
then, he was having trouble with the roughnecks, which were effectively his enemies from that day on. 
He must have felt somewhat better, because he was not alone inside the class. 
 Lunch time, Blink and his best friend Taragon were at the cafeteria waiting in line for the ir lunch 
to be served on their trays. Luckily, the roughnecks were not at the cafeteria at this moment. Otherwise, 
it's trouble. 
 As they were seated in one of the cafeteria booths, Blink was quite uneasy about what will 
happen next. Taragon must have noticed him though, because he was worried for his friend. 
 "Are you a bit anxious?" Taragon asked. 
 Blink nodded. "Yes. And I'm a little worried too." 
 "You might be in such a stressful state." 
 "I guess so…" Blink muttered. 
 They ate their lunch quietly. The whole cafeteria was in dead silence, and the students were 
either eating their lunch or whispering something to one another. 
 "It's actually quiet in here," Blink wondered. 
 "I bet you're right Blink. Well, it's always getting quiet in here, though they were allowed to talk 
for as long as they want. But then, they seem to be either quite embarrassed to do much talking or they 
don't feel much like starting a conversation here." 
 Blink nodded as he finished his lunch. 
 "By the way you look, you seem to be lonely." 
 "Not really," Blink said. "Why?" 
 "You were totally wrapped up in your clothing." 
 "Well pardon me for that. I love wearing upturn-collared jackets. Does that make me feel or look 
lonely?" 
 "Of course not… Oh well, I guess we need to head back to the class." 
 "Well, we really need to," Blink said as they stood up and headed to their classroom. 
 
One afternoon, as Blink was about to get out of the school campus, he encountered a group of bullies—
those tough roughnecks! They must have tracked him since the bell rings and there's no way to escape 
now that he was surrounded. 
 "Hey, look what we caught up here," one of the boys said. 
 "What do you want?" Blink grumbled. 
 He was dragged into the back of a school building. Right afterwards, he was dropped to  the 
ground, his glasses almost fall off. 
 "We've been searching for you, don't you know?" 
 "Just let me go," Blink said as he got up and pushed his way but he got pushed back to the 
ground instead. 
 "Oh no, not yet kid. We're not done with you yet." 
 Blink sighed heavily as he squinted at them. "What do you really want from me?" 
 All of them laughed. One of them said, "You really want to know what we want from you?" 
 "WHAT DO YOU REALLY W—" 
 "Shut up kid!" the tall guy said as he hit him on the head with a baseball bat. "We really want to 
beat you up, just because of you hiding from us! And you gonna pay for it." 
 Blink suddenly got scared as he slowly stood up despite having a mild concussion. 



 "GET HIM!" 
 Blink was grabbed by the collar and the roughnecks started to beat him up. They socked him 
first then one of the roughnecks picked up an iron pipe by the wall and started to hit him with it. Blink's 
head was bloodied due to a number of blows yet he was able to stand up and struggled his way out  to 
the open school grounds. 
 "Go catch him!" 
 Blink had run for his own life and scampered up the stairs to the third floor and hid on one of 
the classrooms, hoping that no one will find him. It's been an hour since he had escaped those boys and 
his head throbbed and his heart skipped. He was about to faint yet he managed to went to his locker to 
get his cap, went down the school building and out of the campus. 
 It didn't take long before he suddenly collapsed to the ground. One of the teachers saw him 
lying down unconscious in the grassy ground outside the campus with his head and his cap streaked 
with blood. Horrified, she called an ambulance to take him to the hospital. 



Chapter Seven 
 
It was the first time he had encountered such a bloody beating from the rowdy roughnecks. For Blink, it 
is quite terrible, having his forehead wrapped with bandages. 
 A few days later, he was staying inside his room most of the time. He would lie down on the bed 
all day, thinking of his injury. He almost had a concussion, at least that's not exactly happened. 
 Mrs. Hieister knocked at the door. "Blink, would you mind if I come in for a while?" 
 Blink stood up and opened the door, letting his mother inside. 
 "How are you? How's the injury?" 
 "I'm fine mom, thanks," Blink said wistfully. "I think the injury still hurts a little." 
 "You should give it a rest dear. Poor child… we're so worried about you." 
 "I'm sorry mom." 
 "It's all right dear, nothing to worry about. Does the head still hurt?" 
 "A little, I guess." 
 His mom nodded. "You need some rest. Are you sure you'll be fine?" 
 Blink nodded as his mother left the room. He went back to his bed and stare at the ceiling the 
whole afternoon. 
 
His head was still bandaged when he returned to school a few days after he was beaten up. He wasn 't 
supposed to be going to school in that situation, but he insists on doing so. 
 As soon as he was seated, he started searching inside the bag for his book in History. He needed 
to catch up for the time lost because of a slight concussion. 
 "Hey, are you sure you'll be fine?" Taragon asked, looking worried. 
 Blink nodded, making sure that the rowdy roughnecks won't hear what they had talked. But 
they were gone at the back row. Not even one of them. 
 "What happened to those boys at the back?" 
 Taragon's face was serious. "They were in detention." 
 Blink felt a sigh of relief. "Are you sure? It seems like I'm getting a bit safe." 
 "But they've got some alliance, so be careful." 
 Blink looked outside. The sky was almost covered by white clouds. 
 "By the way, how are you?" 
 "I'm fine, thanks," Blink said wistfully. 
 "Is there something wrong?" 
 Blink hesitated. "The thought of being bullied and beaten up give me such terrible nightmares." 
 "Are you serious?" Taragon asked in shock, though not that much. 
 "I'm starting to believe why Tim ended up taking his own life. It's scary…" Blink looked down in 
sorrow. "I certainly don't want it to happen, but…" 
 "Let me give you a hand on these persons who would do such terrible things to you. Believe me, 
we can beat 'em up." 
 "Thanks pal," Blink said with a weak smile. 
 "How’s your head wound?" 
 "It's healed fine, my mom said so. I'm not yet sure." 
 Taragon nodded a bit. "You should be more careful. I think those roughnecks are somewhere 
around the campus. Try to be a little cautious about going places inside the campus." 
 Blink nodded as he tried to remember what he had just read from the History book. 
 



That afternoon, Blink was on his way to the library when he spotted someone who is much similar to the 
roughnecks. It was one of the boys from the roughneck alliance. 
 "Who the hell are you?" he asked, as he took off his hood and went straight at Blink. "Did you 
know that your bully classmates were on detention?" 
 Blink hesitated to answer, but he decided to let out his anger. "So what?" 
 "You're such a wimp. Don't you know that? Because of what you did, I think it's time to teach 
you a lesson." 
 Blink was about to back off when he took hold of his hand and dragged him to an abandoned 
room at the basement. It was actually locked, yet he has the key. Blink tried not to let out a howl or 
otherwise he would be beaten to death. 
 As soon as the door was opened, he was thrown inside the dreaded room and the roughneck 
locked the door. He left soon afterwards. 
 "LET ME OUT HERE!" Blink screamed, but it seems like no one was around to help him. 
 A moment later, Blink gave up and decided to look for a place to rest. As he was about to go to 
the far end of the room, he heard someone's voice from around the room. He looked down to where 
the voice came from and he was shocked to see a kid of the same age. It looks like he was being locked 
inside the room since morning. 
 "Who are you?" the kid yelped. "Please don't hurt me…" 
 "W-what are you doing here?" Blink asked as he offered the kid a handkerchief. 
 The kid immediately accepted his offer and wiped off his tears. "Are you the one who were just 
being thrown inside?" 
 Blink nodded wistfully. "I'm Blink… Blink Youden Hieister. Are you all right?" 
 The kid stopped crying. "I am… thanks. By the way, my name's Stu." 
 The two talked like they had known each other for a long time. "But why are you locked here, in 
this dark place?" 
 "Don't tell anyone, but I was in it for always telling on them. For every nasty thing they've done, 
I would go to the teacher and tell what they did to me or to my classmates. I was such a tattletale myself 
and I admit it." 
 "Just because of that, you're in such consequence? Don't let them do this to you." 
 "But why are you also locked here, in this dark place?" 
 Blink sighed a bit. "I was beaten up by a group of roughnecks, and one of the teachers found out 
who did such thing to me. Just this afternoon, I stumbled where one of the roughnecks was loitering and 
he dragged me right here." 
 As soon as Blink was done telling his part, they heard a grumbling sound. Stu was too scared to 
move. 
 "I—I'm scared," Stu yelped as Blink patted his shoulder. 
 "This room looks dreaded," Blink said. 
 "This room is haunted…" Stu cried with a straight look. "I heard this is where the student victims 
are murdered…" 
 "Gracious sakes…" Blink mumbled as he shook his head and his blood run cold. "Don't worry, 
we'll find a way to get out of here." 
 Stu nodded as they stood up and headed for the door. 
 Suddenly, the door opened. It was Mr. Hawkenlieux and the principal Mr. Gaekkolienou who 
were quite relieved upon saving the two kids from the dreaded room. 
 "Blink… Stu… are you both all right?" Mr. Hawkenlieux asked, and they both nodded in fear. 
 Meanwhile, the roughneck was caught at the school corridor, holding the key. Mr. Gaekkolienou 
threatened the kid to give the key or he'll face detention. He was so scared that he decided to surrender 
the key to the principal and run off somewhere. Blink and Stu were both excused for the rest of the class 



and they were allowed to go home. Suddenly, Blink felt a little sick as he reached home and slumped 
into bed. He was having a bit of trauma and he wanted to get a little more rest. 
 
Blink had gone to bed that immediate for he's not feeling well that day. As soon as he was sleeping 
soundly, his father came in. 
 "Blink," Mr. Hieister called as he went inside. "Oh my, are you all right?" 
 Blink slowly opened his eyes and tried to get up, managing a weak smile. "I guess I was getting 
too tired…" 
 "Is something happened?" Mr. Hieister asked, looking worried. 
 "I'm not feeling well dad, maybe I should need some—" 
 Mr. Hieister touched his son's forehead. "You're sick. You should take a rest. Let me get the 
thermometer so we could take your temperature." 
 Blink nodded as he went back to sleep. 



Chapter Eight 
 
It took him three days to snap out of his nightmarish experience, plus another two days to recover from 
his sickness before he set foot to school again. 
 It was almost a week since he was locked up in a haunted room, and he didn't dare mention the 
experience to someone else, especially to his family. 
 Gareth and Blink walked to school together, smiling to each other as they approached a bright 
sunny morning. 
 "Are you all right now Blink?" Gareth asked. 
 Blink nodded. "Yup, and I feel better now." 
 "That's good to hear," Gareth said, relieved of worrying. 
 They had reached the school, a few minutes past eight. Blink parted from his brother, waving his 
left hand at him. He then joined Taragon in the school ground. 
 "I'll meet you here in the school ground later," Blink said as Gareth waved at them. 
 As soon as Gareth had left to join his classmates, Blink and Taragon walked to their classroom, 
exchanging talks about Blink's condition. 
 "You sure missed school for almost a week," Taragon began. "How's the week?" 
 "Nothing much," Blink answered. 
 "You stayed in bed all week?" 
 Blink shook his head. "Nope, not at all… Just getting up often and take short walks outside the 
house to make myself feel better… That's all." 
 "That's better though," Taragon said. "You didn't strain yourself too much, did you?" 
 "Of course not," Blink muttered. 
 "I guess so," Taragon smirked at him as they entered the classroom. 
 
"I guess what Tim experienced during his time must have experienced by Blink at this time," Mr. 
Hawkenlieux bellowed in disbelief. "Therefore… I hereby announced that from this day on, no such 
bullying will be permitted especially during my time in your class. Understood?" 
 All of the students nodded silently. 
 "Then we won't be having any trouble just because of this bullying. I really hate it. Now, let's get 
back to the lesson," Mr. Hawkenlieux murmured to the students. 
 As Mr. Hawkenlieux was explaining the lesson, Blink felt that he was treated like someone 
special, but it was nothing at all for the rest of the class. He must have figured that Tim was also treated 
like a prince or something, but he killed himself in the end. 
 "What's the matter Blink?" Mr. Hawkenlieux asked, grinning. "Is there something wrong?" 
 "Well… uh…" Blink doesn't know what to say. 
 "You need to calm down a bit. Afterwards you'll feel better…" That was all Mr. Hawkenlieux can 
say, but for Blink he didn’t mind it. He nodded instead and tried to calm himself down due to too much 
pressure given by the rowdy roughnecks. 



Part Two 

Chapter Nine 
 
I was having a wonderful time with my classmates, and then at home I was having a depressing moment 
still being rejected by my two siblings. After all, it’s nearing the end… 
 How quick time passes… I was now in sixth grade, a few months left before graduation. I don't 
know but I am still the target of those roughnecks. Until when are they going to stop what they are doing 
and start reforming themselves? 
 What am I going to do? I'm stuck in depression for months and the family is getting worried 
about me. I don't want them to worry, but… 
 
Blink stopped writing and looked outside the window. It was a night without stars and even the moon 
that constantly brightens the night sky. He frowned to himself as he decided to call it a day and turned 
off the lights. 
 What's the matter with me? Blink asked himself. Why am I in this? 
 Suddenly, the door opened. Blink immediately got up and reached for his glasses on the 
bedside. To his surprise, it was Shelley, carrying a silky blue box. 
 "Hi Blink, how are you?" Shelley asked, smiling at him. She was now of a reformed character and 
she began to like Blink, just like Tim. 
 "I… I'm fine, thanks," Blink said wistfully. 
 "Is there something wrong?" Shelley asked affectionately. 
 Blink looked down and shook his head. 
 "Oh, by the way, Terry wants you to have it. Honestly, he's been lonely these past few weeks 
and he needed someone to talk with…" 
 "Don't worry, I promise I'm going to be your good brother from now on." It was Terry, standing 
behind his sister. 
 Blink cheered up. "Thanks, and I'm so glad to be a part of this family…" 
 "Why don't you open the box?" Shelley suggested. 
 Blink nodded as he opened the box. Inside the box was a new set of journal and a pen with a 
fancy blue feather on it. He almost cried with joy as he hugged them with great affection. 
 "Thanks for the gift… I absolutely love it." 
 "We love to have you Blink," the two of them said as the stars began to twinkle in the sky. 
 
Sixth grade… Sixth grade… It's been more than a year since I was adopted… 
 The only thing I could remember on my fifth grade was a dozen of nightmares. I got beaten up, 
carried by a stretcher, wrapped up in bandages, locked up in a haunted room and waking up from a bad 
dream… How I wish I would die… Some of them, after all sorts of nightmares… they either move out of 
school or took their own lives. 
 It's sad, scary and dangerous. It's getting me sick every time I remember these troubles. And that 
could push me to do suicide. 
 Tell me, what's the matter with me? Why am I in this situation? 
 
 Why… 
 



It's an unusual day for Blink as he woke up getting weary through his thoughts. I don't get it… Yesterday, 
I was cheering up to the humor of my friends… and now, I was glooming. What's the matter with me? 
 He went inside the library and started digging through Tim's journal to read about what 
happened to him during his sixth grade. If his assumption is right, then he might be facing the same fate 
as Tim's. 
 After breakfast, he prepared himself for school, wearing a mix and match of red and black outfit. 
He didn't mind the people who were staring at him with pity, for as long as they understand him, that 
would be fine. 
 Taragon, who was outside the school gate waiting for his friend, was holding a red book which 
he was still reading. Upon seeing Blink in that outfit, he wasn't that surprised. But knowing that 
something terrible might happen if he didn't change his ways, Taragon decided to help him out. 
 As soon as Blink approached Taragon, the two of them started walking together inside the 
campus. 
 "You seem to be quiet today. Is something happened?" 
 Blink only shook his head as they went on walking. 
 "Then you must be worried about your life." 
 Blink nodded, not sure of what his friend was asking about. 
 "I see it now," Taragon said as he stopped asking. 

Somehow, Blink must need silence in order to move on, but even that couldn't help. 
 
Most of Blink's classmates in sixth grade were the same ones he had since last school year. Of course, 
there are some additions, like this girl named Noreen Hulley, who had a crush on Blink. 
 It was noontime and Blink was inside the classroom, reading a novel. He didn't join the others at 
the cafeteria, and in some rare occasions, Noreen would bring him food so that he won't be  hungry. 
 "Can I ask you a question Blink," Noreen said. "I've noticed that you were the only person in the 
class who was always apart from the crowd." 
 "I'm always like that," Blink said wistfully. "I had a lot of bad experiences with the roughnecks." 
 "Oh, those punks," Noreen asked. "No wonder you're leading a tough life." 
 Blink nodded as he looked away. "That's true… Normally I'll just get mad to myself for what 
happened to me…" 
 Noreen shook her head in disbelief. "But then, you can fight to defend yourself from those 
roughnecks. Why letting them do such thing to you?" 
 Blink hesitated to answer the question, but he proceeded. "It's because… I can't fight." 



Chapter Ten 
 
Back in the house, Blink was inside his room throughout the whole afternoon, eithe r reading a book or 
taking a nap… he does this often due to depression due to being a loner. Despite having a few friends to 
keep him company, that only happens in school. 
 Before, it was his two siblings. Then a year ago, it was the roughnecks. Just recently, some of his 
classmates refused to include him in the fun. It was Taragon, Noreen, and a few of his concerned 
classmates, who were his only companions in his academic life. 
 His life is getting miserable. If he didn't make a move now, he'll soon regret being stuck in 
depression for long. 
 
It was dinner time when Blink came out of the room and went straight to the dining table to join the 
family. Blink didn't bother talking about his achievements for now, for he didn't feel like talking. 
 After dinner, his parents decided to talk to their son regarding his situation so they followed him 
up to their son's room. They feared that their son might be having depression. 
 "Blink, son, you seem to be quiet these past few weeks," Mrs. Hieister said, worried. 
 Blink looked down and nodded. Deep inside, he was about to cry. 
 "But… why? Is there something wrong?" 
 He couldn't control his emotions anymore. He suddenly burst into tears as his parents cradled 
him in their arms. 
 "That's okay son, just cry it all out," Mr. Hieister said, patting his son's shoulder. "After a while, 
you'll feel better." 
 As soon as he calmed himself and stopped crying, he decided to tell his parents about what he 
feels about himself. 
 "I… I feel like I'm dying… I… I…" Blink stammered, gasping between words. 
 "Please don't say that," Mrs. Hieister begged earnestly. 
 It took him a few moments before he finally let out a weak smile, and then collapse down to the 
ground. His father caught his son and carried him to his bed and pulled up the covers. 
 "I'm sure he's fine at this moment. He needs to be alone for now," Mr. Hieister said. 
 "He's emotionally tired," Mrs. Hieister said in a hushed voice. 
 Mr. Hieister only nodded as they quietly left their son's room. 



Chapter Eleven 
 
His depression becomes worse, day after day. The moment his parents realized this, he was brought to a 
psychiatrist. After a few tests and analysis, they later knew that Blink was having anxiety due to his 
depression and if not treated early, he might took his own life later on. 
 Blink had started taking antidepressants and his parents have to watch out for the possible 
effect of the drug that could be the solution to his depression… or worse, the reason of his worsened 
condition. 
 
It was the time when Blink had written so many journal entries, counting them all to ten journals. Most 
of them express anger and sadness throughout his life. He continued writing in his journals for he didn't 
have the heart to tell anyone about his dark life. 
 The antidepressant had helped him move on, just a bit. He decided to visit the school library 
once a week, maybe for a research or joining the other students in the storytelling. 
 Ms. Penelope Crowfeather, the school librarian, was amazed by Blink's intelligence and interest 
to join the storytelling club, where he would listen to the stories as read by the other students. She 
sometimes assists him on his research and other things. 
 After visiting the library, he went back to the classroom and there he decided to work things 
out, but then there's something wrong… some of his classmates still ignored him.  He figured out that 
he'll soon walk the plank if ever he will fail. 
 
Blink wanted to have his room painted dark red, the light green curtains to be replaced with thick red 
curtains… everything in his room is in a darker shade. 
 In his green terry robe, he sat down on the bed which is covered by red-and-black themed 
bedding, trying to adapt into his new look of his own private space in the house . He must have thought 
he was real mad, but he didn't mind it. For his parents, this is quite a serious problem, something to 
worry about. Blink was trying to isolate himself to the world, in order to regain his former self. 
 Since then, he started wearing such unusual outfit, such as upturned collar shirt with a red shirt 
underneath… wearing such weird outfits that could make any person think that he was totally different. 
He also wants to hide his face from the crowd by wearing a cap with the visor lowered so that he 
wouldn't be recognized easily. 

But despite taking antidepressants, he was still trapped in his lonesome condition. At times, he 
tried to kill himself by means of slashing his wrist, only he survived the attempt. That left a scar on his 
right wrist, forcing him to hide it by means of a handkerchief. 
 It was not easy living in depression, but it was difficult living a miserable life. If Blink only 
realized what he had done, he would think that there is more life to live than to stay inside the room all 
the time. 



Chapter Twelve 
 
"I'm afraid antidepressants have a dangerous effect on your child. Now, he had suicidal tendencies. 
What are we going to do," the doctor asked. "It would be nice if he would take a weekend off for a 
retreat." 
 "Maybe we should," Mr. Hieister said. 
 The doctor sighed as he was treating Blink's slashes on the wrist. "This doesn't look like it's a 
deep cut. I'm certain that it would heal in a few months' time. For now, it's going to be painful." 
 Blink stared at his scarred wrist and his eyes narrowed in wistfulness. 
 When they got out of the hospital, Blink didn't look at his parents for a fear that they might 
scold him or whatever. But by the look in their faces, they seem to be quiet and hurt by their son's 
condition. 
 As soon as he got inside the car, his father decided to ask him. "I was just wondering Blink, do 
you want to go on a retreat right after the graduation?" 
 But Blink was looking away, not minding his father. 
 "I can't understand why you are like that. You're as headstrong as Tim, in terms of your 
behavior." 
 "Richard…" Mrs. Hieister pleaded. 
 Those words struck like ice in Blink's chest. Right afterwards, he started to cry. 
 "I'm sorry if I say this, but you'll be going to a retreat house soon," Mr. Hieister said in his cold 
voice. 
 Without hesitation, he nodded slowly. 
 
When they got home, his siblings noticed that something strange has happening to Blink. Brock really 
wanted to know what's going on, but he decided not. 
 It was only a month before graduation. As Blink started to realize what he had done was a 
hazard to his life, he thought of changing his ways. Unfortunately, he couldn't do it despite the 
willingness to leave his bitter past. 
 Finally, when the issue subsided, Brock decided to knock at Blink's bedroom door. 
 "Blink, still there?" 
 Blink opened the door, his face full of weariness. "Hi," he greeted. 
 "Are you all right?" 
 Blink hesitated then shook his head. "I'm not feeling well as of now, but then I am up for a talk." 
 Brock nodded. "Can I come in?" 
 "Sure," Blink answered. "By the way, sorry if I made you worry during those past few months." 
 "It's all right with me, as long as you're fine." 
 "Thanks for your understanding," Blink winced a bit then smiled. 
 "What happened to your wrist?" 
 "I… I…" Blink stuttered. "I've done it…" 
 Brock shook his head in disbelief. "You crazy fool. Why did you?" 
 Blink looked away, wishing to change the topic. He felt tears misting his eyes. 
 "I'm sorry," Brock said apologetically. "I'll change the topic." 
 "Sometimes," Blink said, "it does take time to forget the most terrible things that happened in 
my life." 
 "So that's why you decided to go to a retreat house?" Brock asked, concerned. 



 Blink nodded. "I guess it's the only way… I might not be able to see you until three weeks. They 
say that it was for my own good." 
 Brock smiled a bit then patted Blink's shoulder. "It seems like you're getting back to your usual 
self. Keep it up, and you'll soon feel better for the rest of your life…" 
 
Today was the graduation, but Blink didn't feel like going up the stage to get the medals. Despite being 
the brightest in the class, he was falling apart. 
 "Blink, what's the problem?" Taragon asked. 
 Blink shook his head. As usual, he pretends that everything's fine. 
 "And now, let's call on our honor student… Elliot Y. Hieister…" 
 As the crowd's applauds grew louder, Blink couldn't help but look down as he went up the stage 
to get the diploma. As he looked up facing the crowd, everyone was still clapping their hands for him.  He 
delivered a long speech afterwards. 
 He went back to his seat beside his friend, and got a handkerchief from the pocket of his slacks. 
He wasn't crying. He must wipe off the sweat from his forehead. 
 Throughout the graduation, Blink was quiet. He was imagining himself in a retreat house, 
meditating himself to recovery. Taragon must be quite upset upon seeing his friend in this state, but he 
didn't dare say a word. 
 The road to recovery would take the whole summer vacation. But for Blink, it is the time for a 
change… a real change… going out of his depressive life. 



Part Three 

Chapter Thirteen 
 
It may seem like a terrible plan for Blink to spend his whole vacation in a retreat house, but he finally 
recovered from his depression. For him, it's recovering in silence. 
 "How are you now?" Mr. Hieister asked. 
 "I'm fine, thanks," Blink said, cheering up a bit. 
 "We're so glad you're back to your old self dear," Mrs. Hieister said with a plaintive look in her 
eyes. 
 "Oh mom," Blink said with a weak smile. He was a bit of embarrassed, his face nearly turned 
red. 
 "I'm just worried about you… You almost killed yourself and gone mad with your life…" 
 "You don't have to remind him that," Mr. Hieister said wistfully. 
 Mrs. Hieister looked at her son. "You're going to start a new life Blink. Everything will be fine…" 
 Blink smiled to himself as he approached the house. I'm home, I'm home… But how can I start a 
new life after depression then? It's difficult, but I promised. 



Chapter Fourteen 
 
As expected, Blink was no longer depressed, at least for now. He was cheering up with his siblings. They 
missed him dearly. 
 During the next few days, Blink had finally went back to his usual habit—reading books, hanging 
out with his best friend Taragon, and helping his mom with the gardening. His parents were so glad they 
planned on taking him to the amusement park and giving him presents. He received a stopwatch, one of 
the valuable gifts his parents had given him, and a brand new brown sweater. 
 He was now a high school student. Taragon and Noreen were with him and together they are 
under one class. Noreen must have fallen in love with Blink and he was very fond of her. 
 Also, he was undergoing a few changes. He was no longer a kid. He keep on telling himself that 
he's no longer a kid, that he was now a bit of a grown up. They seem to understand what he had meant 
for he might as well need his own private life. 
 
Finally, the first week of high school was a bit smooth for Blink. He had finally gained back all of his 
classmate's trust, which eventually draw Blink out of his miserable past. But he was encountering a small 
group of roughnecks in which some of them are senior high students. That doesn't gonna stop Blink 
from enjoying his first year in high school, but there are times that he was worrying about his life. 
Taragon encouraged him to worry nothing about those roughnecks and Blink tried to avoid their gazes 
just to be safe. 
 Mr. Hawkenlieux, who had been Blink's mentor ever since he started his 5th grade, smiled at his 
beloved student. "How are you?" 
 "I'm fine, thanks," Blink replied. 
 "I'm so glad you're back to your old self again. The last time I saw you, I thought you're going to 
lock yourself inside your room." 
 Blink chuckled a bit, so does his teacher. "I guess it might, but…" 
 "It's time to start over Blink. I'm sure high school life's going to be fun. Or so I was told." 
 Taragon and Noreen suddenly appeared from behind Blink's back. They smiled at Mr. 
Hawkenlieux. 
 "Well, I guess that's where we going to part… at least until I became your teacher for the third 
time. See you soon, Blink. See you soon, Taragon and Noreen." 
 They waved their hands at Mr. Hawkenlieux. 
 "How's your summer going, Blink?" 
 "I spent a few weeks at the retreat house." 
 "Then I suppose you had finally gone back to your old self?" 
 "I don't know… but I guess you're half right." 
 "I really need to see your improvement Blink," Taragon sighed a bit and they went inside the 
classroom. 
 Noreen, in her braids, was at the front row reading a book. As soon as the two boys passed by, 
she put down her book and smiled at them. 
 "Hiya! How are you Taragon? Oh, and you too Blink?" 
 "We're fine Noreen, thanks," Blink said. 
 "It's so good to see you again. It's so nice to be back in school… My summer's boring…" 
 "You know Nory, you should be lucky that nothing terrible happened. Mine was absolutely more 
than terrible," Taragon smirked in embarrassment. 
 "You've gone on some sort of a hilarious adventure, aren't you?" 



 "Well, let's not get into the details…" 
 "Okay… Well, Blink…" 
 "Yes?" 
 "Is something bothering you?" 
 Blink shook his head. "None as of now… Did I worry you?" 
 "Huh? Of course not, Blink. But I'm concerned about you…" 
 Blink suddenly blushed. "Gee… thanks…" 
 "Hey, it seems like you're head over heels with each other…" 
 "Of course not," Blink and Noreen replied in chorus, then looked at each other and chuckled. 
 "Now, you're quite a jolly good fellow Blink," Noreen said. 
 "Not really," Blink said. 
 The new teacher had just come inside the classroom and everyone stopped talking. He was in 
his forties, somewhat looked like a military officer—quite strict and tough looking, a disciplinarian. 
 "Mmm… I guess you all seem to be nice. Well, so good to see all of you," the new teacher said in 
a serious tone. "I'm Mr. Sedge Rockfield, your class advisor for this school year." 
 Everyone hushed as soon as Mr. Rockfield was done introducing himself to the class. 
 "I expect that all of you will comply with my rules and regulations, especially inside the 
classroom. You all know that, don't you?" 
 Some of them nodded without hesitation. 
 "Fine then, we'll start the class tomorrow. For now, you can do what you want, but make sure 
that you don't disturb the others." 
 "Yes sir," they all said in chorus. Afterwards, Mr. Rockfield left the classroom. 



Chapter Fifteen 
 
As soon as Blink got home, he went straight to his room and started reading some of the books he had 
bought. He was enjoying his past habit, a habit that was deprived during his depression. 
 The door opened and Blink put the book down for a moment. 
 "Hi Blink," Mr. Hieister said as Blink gave him a nod. "I'm so glad you returned to your old self." 
 "I'm so glad to be in this new life," Blink said. 
 "Well, it seems like you've come out from the season of darkness." 
 Blink shrugged. 
 "Dinner will be ready soon. And we've prepared something for you…" 
 "Sure dad, I'll be coming later," Blink said as his father left the room with a glad expression and 
he continued his reading. 
 
He had written on his journal, this time it was based on how glad he was returning to his old self. He got 
so overexcited that he had written too much. 
 
It was a wonderful day… We had Mr. Rockfield as our class advisor on the start of high school. He was a 
bit of strict, but he was quite nice. 
 Inside the classroom, the atmosphere is entirely different from where I was during my 
elementary days. And even though I was quite glad throughout the first day of high school meeting new 
friends and teachers, it would be inevitable for them to learn about my dark past with the slashes on my 
wrist. I don't want to have them remind me of those nasty, dark pasts anyways. Good thing my hand 
could still write. 
 This is going to be a fun moment, or so I was told. Maybe this is the feeling of being in high 
school. At least, it's going to be a lot of fun. 
 
 He had filled two to three pages of his journal with a single journal entry. Being overexcited 
motivates him to go on with writing, and yet he was not done yet. 
 For the rest of the night, Blink was having fun with reading books and talking with his brothers 
and his only sister. He was so exhausted that he fell into deep sleep with lots of happiness in his mind. 
 
And tomorrow is another good day… I'm hoping that my life will always be full of happiness… away from 
depression… 



Chapter Sixteen 
 
It didn't take long for Blink before he could encounter another trouble… something that might lead him 
back to a dark, miserable life. 
 A few weeks after the school starts, he was about to reach for the jacket on his desk when 
someone tripped him. He suddenly bumped into a tall guy, who then was an ill-tempered person always 
a threat to anyone weaker than him. 
 "Hey kiddo, watch where you're walking," the tall guy scowled. 
 "I… I…" 
 Without a word, the tall guy shoved Blink forward, clashing against the empty desks.  "Don't you 
even say a word, 'ya hear?" 
 Blink suddenly got up and lunged into the tall guy, and exchanging punches at each other. Soon, 
the fight attracted crowd, and they were screaming and cheering for whoever who will win. 
 As soon as the fight ended, Mr. Rockfield came inside the classroom. By the sight of the 
classroom, he wasn't that pleased. 
 "Well, what is this fuss all about?" Mr. Rockfield asked in a calm voice. "The two of you?" 
  Neither Blink nor the tall guy would rather say a word. The tall guy was sporting a fresh bruise 
on his cheek while Blink stared at his broken glasses. 
 "I guess it's over then, but I don't want to see another fight again. Is this clear?" 
 "Yes sir," Blink mumbled. The tall guy gave him a dark look. 
 "Why don't you go to the clinic, both of you? You've got bruises. And Mr. Hieister, what are you 
going to do with your broken glasses?" 
 For now, Blink couldn't say another word. He was stunned, as if he was electrocuted. 
 
Is this what I'll get for accidentally bumping into someone, Blink asked himself as he slumped into the 
bed, screwed up by the incident at school. Still holding his broken glasses, he tried to hold back his tears. 
 For about a full hour, he was lying face down on the bed trying to forget the incident.  He was 
crying in silence, letting his tears fall down so that he could feel better. 
 
The next day, Blink must go to school without his glasses for a while. He was totally anxious about the 
incident, but then it was all nothing for him when nightfall comes. 
 "Are you all right Mr. Hieister?" Mr. Rockfield asked. 
 He nodded. "I'm all right sir, thanks." 
 "Your former adviser told me that you are once locked inside one of the abandoned rooms. I 
witnessed the incident and so, I called Mr. Hawkenlieux immediately." 
 Blink looked down. "I don't want to hear the end of it sir…" 
 "It's all right. You can let it all out…" 
 Blink looked up and smiled a bit. "I fear that in a few months time…" 
 "Whatever happens, try to look at your positive side. It's not good to always see negative in 
yourself." 
 "I'll try," Blink said. "I'll try to make it out of this darkness sir." 
  
Later that night, Blink had read some of Tim's journal entries during the start of his high school days. He 
was quite enlightened at first, but then his heart suddenly heaved like the fi rst time he had read Tim's 
first journal. It was clear that the journal entries are all about being bullied for quite no reason at all. He 
even cried in the middle of reading. 



 
…What was going on with this life? Every day, people turn their backs against you… people say 
something against you… people did something terrible to me… They had turned my life into shambles. I 
guess if I would die a good death, then the people might realize what they've done… 
 
 It was all too much for Blink to handle it. He closed the journal immediately and buried his face 
in the pillow and cried all night. It was all in an emotional rage that he couldn't even stop. 



Chapter Seventeen 
 
It was already the first week of August, and Blink didn't feel like going to school at that moment. He was 
slowly returning to his rather depressive life, which meant worrying for the family. 
 He's at it again, as some of his friends said it. Even Taragon and Noreen were saddened by the 
backfire of what they once knew as the solution for returning to his former self. 
 Blink was once again living in darkness. And it's getting even worse. Since his depression, he had 
written his entire life in countless journals. It piled up in stacks, yet he still managed to hide some of it 
behind Tim's journals, for he doesn't want his family to worry too much about him. He decided to keep 
the secret to himself and no one else. 
 There he was, with his unusual actions. He stayed inside the room most of the time and started 
having after school naps. He may be a genius, but his life was miserable. He wished that he would end 
his troubles, his depression, his life… everything. He didn't know what to do. His life was a complete 
disaster. 
 
One afternoon, just as the lesson would end for a break, Blink felt something strange from within. His 
vision sees motion blurs, he was indeed a bit dizzy. Taragon noticed this strange feeling of his friend and 
gave him a tap on the shoulder. 
 "Hey," Taragon said in a low voice. "Are you dizzy?" 
 Blink slowly nodded his head. 
 Without further ado, Taragon raised his hand and stood up. "Uh… Mr. Rockfield, I think Blink 
wasn't feeling well at this moment." 
 "What's the matter Mr. Hieister?" Mr. Rockfield asked, looking worried. "Is something wrong?" 
 Blink was about to say a word but right after he opened his mouth, he suddenly collapsed out of 
his chair. 
 "Somebody please help me take him to the clinic," Mr. Rockfield ordered and a bunch of 
students came to help. 
 
He found himself in his bed later that night. He was brought to the clinic, but then his parents came right 
after Mr. Rockfield told them the whole thing. He was sweating profusely, and his depression was 
making him weak. He looked around his room. It was real quiet as usual, and the dark colored walls 
made him wistful. 
 The door opened. It was his mom carrying a bowl of soup in a wooden tray. Blink wanted to get 
up but he ended up falling down. 
 "You don't need to get up dear," Mrs. Hieister said as he smiled wistfully. "I have prepared you a 
cream soup. You need to eat, at least just a little so that you'll get well soon." 
 Blink nodded slowly as he slowly got up and reclined against the back of the bed. He didn't reach 
for his glasses at the bedside table. 
 "I'm quite sure that Tim was always that headstrong when it comes to his illness. He would 
never tell us if ever he's not feeling well…" 
 "It was all unexpected," Blink said. 
 "I know," Mrs. Hieister said softly. "This morning, you look quite healthy. You didn't look like 
you're gonna get a cold or something." 
 A few minutes later, Blink suddenly fell asleep due to dizziness. "I guess I need to get some 
rest…" he mumbled as soon as he had closed his eyes. 



Chapter Eighteen 
 
The next two weeks, it rained continuously and the skies turned gray. Inside the room, Blink was 
watching the rainfall that could satisfy his depressive soul. 
 The door opened. It was Mr. Hieister. 
 "Blink, would you mind if I come in?" 
 He only nodded as his father entered his room. 
 "We'll be visiting Tim's grave. Would you want to go with us?" 
 At first, Blink was hesitated to go with them. But finally, he nodded. 
 It completely stopped raining but the sky remained gray all through afternoon by the time the 
family had reached the memorial park. The car pulled a few meters from the rustic bridge, crossing the 
small lagoon. 
 They had reached Tim's grave, surrounded by kelly green shamrocks. There are a few dewdrops 
[from the rainfall] on the shiny marble headstone. This was the first time the family will visit their child's 
grave since the burial. 
 Shelley and Brock were in absolute silence, while Terry felt tears rolling down his cheeks. 
 Blink sat down on the grassy ground, despite the dewdrops. He seemed to be deeply affected by 
the scene. Gareth gave a tap on Blink's shoulder and gave him a weak smile. 
 "It feels like it's a dark place in here…" Gareth said. 
 Blink agreed. "I've noticed. But then, Tim's grave is much greener than my parent's." 
 Gareth smiled wistfully. "It's your parents, am I right?" 
 Blink nodded. "They were buried somewhere in here. It's sad to think that… that…" He nearly 
choked as soon as he swallowed. "I never see my real mom though. She died a few days after my birth. 
My father shot himself to death when I was six." 
 "No wonder you're living in strife…" 
 "But I've got some nice friends in the orphanage. The ones who were really good to befriend 
with…" 
 Gareth nodded affectionately. It was like understanding a piece of Blink's life, he said to himself, 
completely poignant and true. 
 "Mind if I visit my parent's graves?" Blink asked. 
 Mr. and Mrs. Hieister nodded and Blink walked a few distance from his parent's graves. As he 
walked, he told himself… he had spent more than half of his life without his parents. It was the first time 
to visit their graves, he never had a chance to know where they are buried… but he remembered the 
place. 
 Blink was surprised to see his parent's graves. He supposed that it was full of dead grasses or 
something but by the look of it, it was well maintained. There was also this someone from the 
orphanage, which he later found out, was his father's friend Mr. Gregory Hawklien. 
 "Blink?" Mr. Hawklien said, surprised at how Blink had grown since he left the orphanage. "My, 
you look different." 
 "Well, you still look the same Mr. Hawklien." 
 "Thanks Blink." 
 A little while later, the rain started to fall down. Neither Blink nor Mr. Hawklien run for cover, 
and by the scene of raindrops falling into them, they seem to enjoy it. 
 "How are you?" Mr. Hawklien asked as he took off his jacket and placed it on Blink's shoulder. 
"It's been a long while since you've left us… and now you're all grown up." 
 "A little bit okay, I guess," Blink said wistfully. 



 "I thought so," Mr. Hawklien said. 
 For a little while, they talked about their lives and how Blink survived the struggle. 
 "Living in strife?" Mr. Hawklien said, "I guess you're encountering the same thing with Tim." 
 "How did you know?" Blink asked. 
 "Mrs. Hieister told me so. You looked like him." 
 Blink nodded, agreeing to what Mr. Hawklien said. "Yes, I look much like him. But I was wearing 
glasses while Tim doesn't." 
 "It doesn't matter now," Mr. Hawklien said. "I'm growing old now, and my children had their 
own lives now." 
 Blink looked down in disbelief. 
 "But I still have my wife, and until now we still enjoy life. We love children… I wish we could 
adopt you but…" 
 The rain stopped. The sky lightened up a bit and they both looked up at the sky. 
 "The sky… it brightened up," Blink said. 
 Mr. Hawklien nodded. 
 "Well, Mr. Hawklien, I have to go now," Blink said. 
 "Wait," Mr. Hawklien said. "How about lighting the candles for their graves?" 
 "Oh right, I almost forgot… Thanks for reminding me," Blink said as he took the candles and 
match from Mr. Hawklien. 
 After they had lightened the candles and placing it on their graves, Blink and Mr. Hawklien say a 
short prayer and afterwards, they got up. 
 "Here's your jacket Mr. Hawklien… I've got to go now." 
 "Be careful Blink, and thank you for the time," Mr. Hawklien waved at him. 
 
At the house, Blink poured himself a cup of tea and placed a large towel around his shoulder. Mr. and 
Mrs. Hieister were preparing dinner while the children were in their rooms, changing clothes. 
 "How's your moment with Mr. Hawklien?" Mrs. Hieister asked with a smile on her face. 
 "It's fine mom, thanks," Blink said. 
 "Well, you had drenched yourself too much in the rain. Are you all right?" 
 Blink nodded. "I am." 
 "Have some more Blink. I think there's still some left." 
 Blink poured himself another cup of tea. As he drinks it, he thought… what was Mr. Hawklien 
trying to say? Does he mean that there's a reason why they couldn't adopt me? But what he thought for 
the night doesn't matter now. He's fine with the Hieisters. And Mr. Hawklien was a great friend since his 
stay at the orphanage. 



Chapter Nineteen 
 
It was the first day of September and Blink was walking along the meadows. It was a bleak afternoon 
that Blink decided to move someplace else. 
 As he walked the quiet road, he tried to remember his past troubles… his father's death, his 
miserable life at school and his depression that could almost led to taking his own life… It was an 
unwelcoming path for him, without someone to comfort him or to cheer him up. It was like a fire that 
slowly dies out. 
 He reached the house and went straight to his room. From the window, he could see the trees 
swaying to the harsh wind, kites flying high in the sky though it was too windy to fly kites, and birds 
flying towards the north. He eventually closed the curtains and sat down on the bed, writing on his 
journal. 
 
"Just as long as I could take it, I'm going to live." Blink always said it in a manner that could horrify 
someone who hears it. He was a bit mad at himself, one of the dangerous effects of depression that 
could slowly deteriorate a person's mind. 
 Most of his friends are worried about him. Tarragon and Noreen tried to help him opt out on his 
most certain problems but Blink refused, claiming that he could do this himself. 
 "Blink, what's going on with you?" Tarragon asked. 
 "I can handle this myself. That's all," Blink said unwillingly as he stood up and headed for the 
door. 
 "You don't want to be helped?" Tarragon asked in a wistful manner. 
 Blink didn't look at his friend. "I really don't need your help, but thanks anyway." 
 It was not easy for Blink to go on, and it's not easier for his friends not to worry about him. 
 "If ever you need help, we're here to help you," Noreen said. 
 Blink nodded a bit, somewhat unsure of what's going on next. He cooled off… at least at this 
moment. 
 



Chapter Twenty 
 
It was a terrible day… I couldn't take it anymore… If ever I prepare to take my own life, then I must be 
really willing to… 
 
Blink closed the book he was reading. It was similar to Tim's set of journals, yet it is only fiction. Why is it 
that they would chose to hang themselves and leave them in despair? This is a question he would need 
to answer. 
 
Never in Blink's life will he ever cut his wrists again… He had done this before, that left a painful mark on 
his right hand. He had promised his parents that he will never end his li fe. But now that he was in a state 
of depression, he doubt about it. 
 He was at the campus grounds, at the soccer field. Their class had Phys Ed that afternoon but 
Blink wouldn't join them, not in his pensive mood. 
 At break time, he was at the classroom, looking at the window. He was having a hard time 
recovering from his depression. 
 "Hey Blink, is there something wrong?" one of his classmates asked. 
 Blink looked down. 
 "You're down already," another classmate said. "I thought you're back to your old self?" 
 "Blink, are you okay?" 
 "Blink, are you fine?" 
 Those are the concerns from his fellow classmates. Even Mr. Hawkenlieux was worried about 
him, the way he was worried about Tim. He would usually smile from his tears and tell them that he's 
fine. 
 But then, is he really close to deterioration? Most of them hoped that it will not happen, and it's 
not going to happen. 
 
One afternoon, he ran into Mr. Hawklien at the riverside park. Mr. Hawklien was walking his dog on the 
trail, which become his daily habit. From the look in Blink's face, he knew what's going on with him. 
 "My, is that you Blink?" Mr. Hawklien asked, quite surprised at his expression. "But what 
happened to you?" 
 They walked a bit and finally found a place to sit down and talk. 
 "You know all about Tim, am I right?" Blink asked wistfully as he took off his glasses, revealing a 
bleak look on his eyes. 
 "Yes, but why?" Mr. Hawklien asked, this time he was a bit worried. 
 Blink lay down on the mead, looking at the orange red sky. "He took his own life at the age of 
thirteen. That's because of depression… I had read some of his journals and maybe… by the way he 
wrote his feelings in there… it is concluded that he was a poor victim of injustice…" 
 Mr. Hawklien sighed. "But not all the time Blink. Remember, there are certain times that he was 
happy… of course with a bunch of friends. It seems like they all turned their backs on him." 
 "I see then…" 
 "You seem to be affected." 
 "Maybe… I'm afraid that one day, they'll soon turn their backs on me… I experienced that once, 
and I don't think I'm going to survive the next one." 
 "It's not going to happen, Blink. If it does then it's a matter of choice between destruction and 
survival. It's in you, your decision counts." 



 Blink looked down and nodded. 
 "So I guess that explains that Tim chose destruction…" 
 "But not all people who chose destruction would rather kill themselves by any means. It could 
also mean moving out of school, moving out of town… or perhaps, having insanity." 
 Blink sighed heavily as he put his glasses back on. 
 "There's no point in committing suicide, you hear? That could put your family into a bigger 
problem." 
 "I didn't say that I wanted to end it all." 
 "Well, just hope that everything will be fine for you. If I were you, I would choose survival." 
 A few minutes of silence followed. 
 "Well, I guess that's all for today," Blink said as he slowly got up. 
 "Blink… through all these times, we were so much worried about you… me and my wife. I doubt 
you will ever make it through this strife, but then… one day… you will find a way to get out of this room 
filled with troubles and problems… and living a perfect life." 
 Blink nodded as though he understand everything. 
 "If you need to tell me something, here is my number." He got out a small notebook and a pen 
from his pocket, jotting down the number, ripped the page out of the notebook and gave it to Blink. 
"Just give me a call and we'll talk. The perfect time to have a talk is after dinnertime." 
 "Thanks," Blink said. "I promise, I will call you if anything's up. I'd better get going Mr. 
Hawklien." 
 



Chapter Twenty One 
 
Halfway through October, Blink remained silent most of the time. He was haunted by his own thoughts. 
He was also haunted by the things he had read in Tim's journal. He was becoming insane lately that 
some of the big bullies wanted to provoke him. That would make Blink mad and they would throw 
punches at each other. 
 His insanity caused him trouble. He was sent to the guidance office and because of that, he was 
given one week detention. If he would ever got caught fighting again, he would be suspended for a 
month… or worse he will face expulsion. 
 For Blink's family, this was an ultimate chaos, having to deal with their suicidal son's troubles. It 
was like a nightmare. 
 
It later occurred to the family that Blink was facing the same fate as Tim's. They noticed some familiar 
characteristics in him, and they started to worry, knowing what to do next. 
 It's only a month before Blink's birthday, and the family had decided to plan for their son's 
celebration. But how are they going to plan such celebration with Blink in such distress? 
 One October morning, as Mr. Hieister drove Blink to school, he noticed something right in his 
son's eyes. Something beneath Blink's glasses was a wistful look,  a sign of despondence. Mr. Hieister 
tried to talk to his son for a moment but he held back. He doesn't want his son to take in any more of 
something that would remind him of his depressive past. 
 As Blink got off the car, he simply waved at his dad, and then went inside the campus. 
 When Blink reached the classroom, he looked for his seat and took off his glasses. He certainly 
looked like Tim, others were shocked to see someone who looked and acted like Tim. Some of them 
were a bit terrified. 
 Mr. Rockfield noticed Blink at the middle of the crowd of desks. He seemed pretty concerned 
about his student. 
 "Is something bothering you, Mr. Hieister?" 
 He shook his head unwillingly. 
 "I see then…" Mr. Rockfield said affectionately then he returned to his lecture. 
 At break time, Taragon and Blink were at the soccer field, having a talk. 
 "Are you still in despondence?" Taragon asked. "Tell me something. I can help." 
 Blink inhaled some air and he began his story. "All right then. You know me already before I was 
adopted by the Hieisters. You also know me already during the school year. But you know what, I feel 
like I was always alone… They simply ignored me—way back in sixth grade. I was also threatened by a 
group of roughnecks. For one thing or another, my life is in near death situation." 
 "Don't say that. You always survive, don't you?" 
 "I? Survived? That's a lie." All of a sudden, Blink took off his glasses and started to cry. "You may 
think that I survived every tough challenge that comes to me. But for instance, when I was locked up on 
that dark room… All I could see was bloodshed, just as the kid had told me. What happened right 
afterwards is that I started having nightmares, and I got sick thinking about the incident and the 
recurring nightmare that wouldn't go away for a week. Is that what you call survival?" 
 Taragon was stunned for a moment, and then nodded. "I understand it now. But then, you still 
survive everything that happened." 
 Blink wiped off his tears with the sleeve of his uniform. "I guess, but those roughnecks didn't 
stop searching for me… at the campus halls, at the cafeteria… almost everywhere. Now that I can no 
longer bear any of this anymore, it would be much better if—" 



 "If you want to plan something for yourself, think twice. Whatever you do, whether it's seeking 
revenge or slashing your wrists, it does carry consequences. And you're going to live with it… forever." 
 "I know what I'm doing. Does that make me feel mad?" 
 "It depends on what you're thinking." 
 "Well, everything I do, that makes me feel mad. But there comes injustice. Those big guys who 
only know nothing but tormenting and taunting student victims just get away with it. On the other hand, 
they'll risk being placed on detention." 
 "What do you mean?" 
 "That one Lougerston, the one who pushed me on the mud one rainy July afternoon, got away 
with what he had done. A few days ago, he showed up to me and humiliated me in front of others. I got 
so furious that I hit him on the head with a chair. That sent me to the guidance office and gave me a 
week of detention." 
 "The problem is that you really hit him in front of anyone. Even though he infuriated you, don't 
do something that will put you in trouble." 
 Blink lowered his head down. "Even I sometimes could make a mistake. But even making 
mistakes is a way of defending yourself." 
 "That's true. Sadly, those persons defending themselves were either facing detentions or worse 
they were expelled from the school, as with the major offense. You'll need to be careful whatever you're 
doing in order to defend yourself." 
 Blink lay down on the grassy ground, his eyes still misted in tears. "If only there was another way 
to get even with that person, then I would challenge him to a fistfight. I would rather risk my life than 
living in strife." 
 



Chapter Twenty Two 
 
Late October morning, in his black uniform, red shirt and black socks, Blink stepped out of the house and 
got inside the car, his heart was heaving with fear. Just recently, he and Lougerston got into a serious 
fight. Lougerston accused Blink of stealing the test paper, just a few days before the examination. Blink 
denied the fact and he accused Lougerston of cheating during examinations. While some of the students 
trusted the Lougerston kid, most of the students came to Blink's side. Such accusations lead to serious 
trouble. And now, both Blink and Lougerston were called into the guidance office this morning. 
 As soon as he got off the car, Taragon and Noreen rushed to their friend to tell them the bad 
news. 
 "Blink," Noreen said, tears forming in her eyes. "Mr. Llyeich was steaming mad at you for what 
happened… I'm sorry we weren't able to defend you…" 
 "We tried to tell Mr. Llyeich the truth, but…" 
 Mr. Llyeich, the guidance counselor, suddenly walked toward them. "Are you Elliot Youden 
Hieister?" 
 Blink nodded in fear. "I… I am, sir." 
 At this point, his voice was cold. "Come with me to the office. We need to talk about what 
happened to your fight, right now!" 
 Outside the guidance office, lots of students gathered outside the door. 
 "Clear the way! Don't you gather right at the door," Mr. Llyeich shouted at the students. They 
immediately clear the area. 
 Inside the guidance office, everything is intense. There was the principal Mr. Gaekkolienou and 
his teacher Mr. Rockfield, and Blink's greatest threat—Fred Lougerston. 
 Outside, some of the roughnecks who were in favor of Lougerston pressured Blink, who then 
was unable to talk due to shock. 
 "It's both of you… again, for the second time! Well then, defend yourselves!" 
 Neither of the boys said a word. Tears welled up in Blink's eyes, some of it catching the frame of 
his glasses. 
 "So none of you will say a word? Well then. Both of you were caught fighting each other for the 
second time. Why? What was the reason behind this fight?" 
 "Well, sir… I… I…" Blink stammered in between tears. 
 "What? You couldn't say anything?" Mr. Llyeich roared. 
 "Please Mr. Llyeich, don't scare the child," Mr. Gaekkolienou said as he looked concerned at 
Blink. "Blink, could you please tell us what really happened?" 
 "Well, Lougerston accused me of stealing the test paper a few days back, but really, sir, I…" 
 "That kid is lying!" Lougerston yelled, pointing his finger at Blink. 
 "All right! Enough! Now that you're both at fault and you Mr. Hieister, I can't believe you're 
doing such thing!" Mr. Llyeich said. "My goodness, shame on you kid! You are considered to be one of 
the geniuses here and then you're going to do such thing?" 
 "But—" 
 "You're going to stay at the campus grounds with the posters!" Mr. Llyeich said. 
 "But you didn't give the kid a chance to talk first? He's not done yet!" Mr. Rockfield stood up, 
confronting Mr. Llyeich. 
 "Orders are orders." 



 As Blink walked outside the guidance office, escorted by Mr. Llyeich and Lougerston and some 
of the students, he was looking at the kid he had been fighting with. Lougerston gave him an ugly 
remark. 
 
Kneeling on the campus grounds, with all the posters all around him, his hands were tied around the 
back, Blink felt that he was humiliated too much. What's even more shocking is that Mr. Llyeich is 
Lougerston's uncle. 
 So poor Blink had to go on like this and he'll really have to go on like this until the classes end 
that day. Some of the students were shocked and some felt sorry for him. 
 "No way Blink, it's not your fault!" 
 "This is so unfair! Mr. Llyeich is Lougerston's uncle!" 
 "That damn kid! I'll get him once I'll see his ugly porky face!" 
 It was not easy for Blink to go on like this though. He was crying all afternoon for things that he 
didn't do, though it was also his fault since he hit the guidance counselor's nephew. For him, things are 
getting terrible, too much for his heart and mind to bear. 
 The news even reached Mr. Hawkenlieux. The teacher, along with Mr. Rockfield and some of the 
other teachers and students asked the principal to fire the said guidance counselor and expel the kid 
Fred Lougerston. The principal agreed to help them, but then the action might be a little too late for 
Blink. 



Chapter Twenty Three 
 
I am Blink, a high school student… I decided to put it to you this way: this is the last page of my life. 
  
It was dinnertime when Blink reached the house, teary eyed and completely out of his mind. Mr. and 
Mrs. Hieister noticed their son in such distress. They tried to ask him what happened but he simply 
ignored them. 
 "What was wrong with our son?" Mrs. Hieister asked as she started to cry. 
 Mr. Hieister comforted his wife. "I'm sure he'll be fine." 
 But it's been three hours later and Blink hasn't come out of his room yet. Even though his room 
was upstairs, they could still hear his muffled cries. 
 Brock decided to check on Blink, but the door is locked. 
 "Blink, this is me Brock. Are you all right?" 
 "Please leave me alone," Blink said. His voice was muffled. 
 "Mom, Dad, is there something wrong with Blink?" Gareth asked. 
 "I don't know…" Mrs. Hieister said. "I'm quite worried about our son, Richard." 
 Mr. Hieister looked down in anxiety. This could be the second worst moment after Tim's death. 
 But at around midnight, they gave up waiting for their son to come down and have a talk. So 
they decided to talk to him tomorrow morning. 
 
Mr. Hieister suddenly woke up at exactly 3:00 AM, so does his wife and Brock, who was worrying about 
his younger brother who then was still inside his room since he came home from school. 
 Mr. Hieister was already upset at the thought of getting ignored by his son in the midst of his 
trouble. He rapped at the son's bedroom door. 
 "Blink, for God's sake. Please open the door." 
 There was no response. 
 "Blink, my goodness! We need to talk!" 
 There was still no response. 
 "What has gotten into our son anyway?" Mr. Hieister said, as he shook his head in dismay. 
 "Let me take care of that dad," Brock said as he decided to break in inside the room by means of 
dashing through the door. 
 It took him a minute before he could finally break open the door. The three of them slowly 
entered Blink's room. 
 They were shocked to find Blink hanging lifelessly on the rope. Mrs. Hieister suddenly broke into 
tears, Mr. Hieister nearly screamed at the top of his voice and Brock knelt down in sudden shock. The 
other siblings came rushing into the room to know what's happening. Upon seeing the scene, they all 
burst into tears as well. 
 "Why… why did you have to leave us?" Mrs. Hieister asked as the children surrounded her. Mr. 
Hieister had discovered the journal and flipped through its pages. He came across this journal entry 
written by his son a few minutes before he took his own life. 
 
I am Blink, a high school student… I decided to put it to you this way: this is the last page of my life. 

This is too much, I can't take it anymore. I won't be surviving a few blows anymore, and I would 
rather die than living in braces and bandages. 



 I never had a chance to see my real mom, who died when I was born. My real dad told me so, 
and I felt like I'm gonna cry… I see children all over the town, always with their mom and dad. They were 
quite happy being with them. I guess that's how it feels having both of them. 
 When I was six, things got even terrible. My dad shot himself to death and I couldn't stop crying 
during the wake. I was brought to an orphanage with only a few possessions, and our house was 
auctioned. I knew that someday I could find a family and that would not be the same family. I was ten 
when I was adopted. At first, I thought it would be fine, but some of my foster siblings don't like me. At 
school, I was always bullied and stomped, as if I was a wimp. I wanted to take revenge against them but 
I would better not take this risk. I don't know why I did it, though I still ended up in braces, bandages and 
crutches. 
 I know by the time you will read this, I had gone to a place where my mom, my dad and I will be 
together once again. Of course, I will always remember my foster parents, who loved me dearly like their 
youngest son. Oh, and I will meet him someday. But for now, I wanted to say thank you for all the good 
things you've done… I'll be leaving right after I wrote this. I'm sick and tired of all the terrible things 
happening to me. Mom, dad... I'm sorry if I caused you so much pain knowing that I had disappointed 
you. I'm deeply hurt inside and I'm longing for a new life. To all of my friends, thank you for making a 
greatest effort of bringing back my smiles. And finally, to those who I consider them my enemies, I do 
hope you'll be glad now that I'm gone... for long... forever. 
 Knowing it would be better if you would just know my story, and it would be nice if someone 
could bring me back here in Earth. Turn my spirit back into a grown-up boy who was greatly depressed, 
and having trouble moving on with my life. If you were I, probably you will consider moving on rather 
than dying. I hate the thought of going away, but I have to. 
 It's tough, and it's sad. But I know that someday... we'll all be together here in heaven. I'm 
looking forward to it. And thanks to you, for understanding my story.  This is goodbye… 
 
 Mr. Hieister was stunned right after he had read the journal entry that could be considered as a 
suicide note. In his calm voice, he commanded Brock to call an ambulance. 



Chapter Twenty Four 
 
It was at exactly 2:21 AM, October 23, when Blink took his own life. 
 The following morning, Mr. Hieister went to the school to ask Mr. Gaekkolienou what happened 
to Blink yesterday. The principal told Mr. Hieister about what happened to Blink that time, how the 
guidance counselor humiliated him and how the students and teacher appealed to have Mr. Llyeich 
thrown out of the school, along with his nephew. After Mr. Hieister told him the bad news, Mr. 
Gaekkolienou was stunned and saddened by Blink's loss. 
 It didn't take long until Blink's classmates and teachers learned about the sad news. Some of 
them offer condolences to the family. The whole class mourned their classmate's loss. Mr. Hawkenlieux 
and Mr. Rockfield couldn't believe that their beloved student was gone. 
 
Blink's classmates decided to boycott the said guidance counselor, in response to what happened to 
their classmate after he was being humiliated instead of just giving him a detention. Another reason for 
this boycott is that Mr. Llyeich never lay a hand on his nephew, even though he's the one who really 
stole the test paper (as witnessed by one of Blink's classmates, but he was too scared to tell on others 
about it) and cheated on every examinations. Those wrongful accusations led Blink to take his own life. 
Others knew that Blink could get into such a fight as this, but then he was still weaker than Lougerston. 
 The boycott was a success, Mr. Llyeich suddenly step off from the position of be coming a 
guidance counselor as if he was banished. Mr. Hawkenlieux was appointed to take over the position 
afterwards. 
 Mr. Hawkenlieux, Taragon, Noreen and some of the classmates decided to visit Blink's funeral to 
pay respects to their departed friend. Lougerston was also there as well, due to his conscience, to ask 
for forgiveness. Taragon suddenly went fierce as he went on to find a seat. 
 "Hey, are you all right?" Noreen asked calmly. 
 Taragon sighed heavily. "That kid… That kid's responsible…" 
 "But what can we do now? Oh Taragon, he's gone," Noreen said, weeping silently. 
 "I know, I know." 
 "We had forced Mr. Llyeich to resign, but that won't bring Blink back," Mr. Hawkenlieux said 
wistfully. 
 Blink's family—Mr. and Mrs. Hieister, Brock, Shelley, Terry and Gareth—they were in the front 
row, facing the coffin. Some of their close friends were right beside them, talking about Blink and his 
rather miserable life. 
 Later that night, Taragon saw Lougerston on the riverside. From the look in Lougerston's face, 
he was no longer a troublemaker. He is now a cowardly person who is bothered by his conscience. As 
soon as Taragon came nearer, he slowly backed off. 
 "What? What do you want?" Lougerston asked, wobbling as he backed off a bit. "Please don't 
hurt me—" 
 "Shut up!" Taragon yelled as he gave him a strong punch on the face. "You already knew what 
happened, right?" 
 "Y-yes, I-I k-knew…" 
 "What did you see? Stand up and answer me!" 
 But Lougerston didn't answer. Instead, he started crying, a realization of what he had done and 
the outcome of his actions against Blink. 



 "Did you know that he nearly had a heart attack after you and your devil uncle had humiliated 
him right in front of the students? Afterwards, he decided to end it all, while you are celebrating your 
evil deed!" 
 "I didn't celebrate anything! And stop saying bad things against my uncle," Lougerston said as he 
got up. "I didn't know—" 
 But Taragon didn't allow him to finish. He gave him another punch, a powerful one, right at the 
jaw. Lougerston was bloodied on the face and couldn't say a word. 
 "This one," Taragon said, crying, "is for my best friend Blink. Now, stay away from this place 
right now. And don't bother showing up your face at Blink's funeral, or at his grave. Cause if you do, I'm 
going to kill you." 
 And Taragon set off, leaving Lougerston nearly paralyzed. 
 



Epilogue 
 
Blink's burial took place on the day of his birthday, October 31. On that rainy day, the whole family, 
some of Blink's friends Taragon and Noreen and a few of his classmates, Blink's teachers Mr. 
Hawkenlieux and Mr. Rockfield and the principal Mr. Gaekkolienou were present. 
 Before the burial, there was a mass, and a eulogy. At around 11:00 in the morning, Blink was 
buried beside Tim's grave, and the family thanked everyone who paid respects to their son. 

 
A few days later at the house, Mr. and Mrs. Hieister decided to arrange some things inside Blink's room. 
The smashed door was replaced. The rope (which Blink had used to hang himself) was still there. The 
thick, dark blue curtains were removed and replaced with red ones. Inside the library, they had read 
some of Blink's journals and they were both shocked and saddened at some of his journal entries 
describing his miserable life. Mrs. Hieister sighed heavily as they walked out of the library. 
 Finally, Mr. Hieister found Blink's glasses on the unmade bed, on the green sheets. Beside the 
glasses were some ink blots. He picked it up and placed it on the bedside table. 
 Looking at the window, Mr. Hieister said, "I'm deeply hurt when Tim had left us, but I'm even 
more hurt when Blink had left us." 
 Mrs. Hieister nodded. "I guess it hurts so much, by the thought of it. But you know, I'm so glad 
that their hardships ended…" 
 Mr. Hieister agreed. "I'm so glad that both Blink and Tim had found some peace… They'll be 
much happier in Heaven than in here." 
 From outside the window, the afternoon sun was shining brightly. That marked the end of the 
season… the season of darkness. 
 

THE END 
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