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PROCESS OF WRITING 
Emma Fisher (Grade 12) 

 
 

Somewhere in the world, a girl was writing. 

 

Today I died. Again. This would be the sixth time this week. Most of it 

was my own fault, like falling down the stairs and breaking my neck, but one 

or two were completely out of my control, like that stray javelin. Iôm not even 

sure how that last one happened. My mom is going to be so mad at me. She 

told me to stop dying. At least this monthôs death tally is lower than last 

monthôs. That should count for something, right? 

Back to how I died today. I think it was a murder, but Iôm not entirely 

sure. The details are a bit fuzzy. That usually happens when the cause of death 

is a head trauma. Maybe someone came up behind me and whacked me with a 

baseball bat. Or, maybe Iôm just hearing hoof beats and thinking zebras. Just 

because it was a head trauma, doesnôt mean someone malicious was behind it. 

No matter how many times I try to say this to myself, my gut says dif-

ferently. Itôs likeé  

 

 óNo, that wonôt work,ô the young author thought as she erased 

those last two paragraphs. She really had no idea where she was going 

with this free-write. The concept was awesome, but she just couldnôt fig-

ure out where it would lead.  

It would make a magnificent story, and the author made a mental 

note to finish it some other time. For right now though, it just wasnôt the 

story she needed, so sheôd have to come up with something else.  She 

paused to think for a moment, and then tried something new. 

 

 

Hector Moore didnôt like killing people; it was just something he had 

to do. He wanted nothing more than to keep those girls alive. He always made 

it clear to them that they didnôt have to die so long as they cooperated, but 

they never did. They normally tried to escape or call for help. Hector hoped 

this new girl would be different, easier to break for his sonôs sake. He really 

needed a friend. 

This particular girl had seemed like a promising candidate. Hector 

had been watching her for over a week before he decided to take her. She was 

around eighteen years old, give or take a year, and wasnôt particularly athlet-

ic, which made her easier to abduct. Her core was soft, but not flabby, and she 

had shoulder length, mahogany colored hair with bangs falling straight across 

her eyebrows. Her eyes were the bright green color of emeralds and she had a 

heart shaped face. Altogether, she was beautiful. Hector sincerely hoped she 

would work out. She seemed like such a nice girl. It would be a pity to kill her. 

Besides, he didnôt think Trevor could handle much more rejection. 
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Hector kept a close eye on her as the sedative heôd given her wore off. 

He made a point of being in the room when the girls woke up so that he could 

explain the rules right off the bat. When she started to wake up, he sat up a 

little straighter, and smoothed out his white, button down shirt. She looked at 

him, and he smiled warmly at her to put her at ease. It didnôt seem to work. 

She looked at him like he was some sort of viscous, rabid dog. This wasnôt off 

to a good start. 

 

óOkay, this is creepy,ô the author stopped as she paused in her 

work. óWhere did this come from?ô She looked up at the TV screen at the 

other side of the room. It was on some sort of true crime show, which an-

swered her question. She reached over for the remote, and turned the TV 

off. She hesitated before putting the remote back down. This was a very 

interesting story, albeit very creepy. It had a good flow and she had an 

idea of how it would end. 

Smiling to herself, she turned the TV back on for inspiration and 

went back to work. 

 

ñHello,ò Hector started politely. ñMy name is Hector. Hector Moore, 

if youôd like to be formal. Whatôs yours?ò 

This was the point where the other girls would have asked questions 

like: ñWhat do you want with me?ò or ñWhy are you doing this?ò but this girl 

seemed smarter.  

She hesitated, but then answered the question. ñKaylee Hobbs.ò 

ñNice to meet you, Kaylee Hobbs,ò Hector said politely. He would 

have extended his hand for her to shake, but he was too far across the room to 

do so, and past experience taught him that coming closer didnôt help put the 

girls at ease. ñIôm not going to hurt you as long as you behave. That means 

you donôt cause any trouble. Do you understand?ò 

Kaylee nodded her head, but didnôt say anything. 

 Hector continued, ñYouôre my guest here, and I intend to treat you as 

such.ò 

Kaylee seemed to be on the verge of saying something, but then 

seemed to think better of it. 

ñIôd like you to meet my son, Trevor, but first, you have to get ready.ò 

He gestured to the bureau on the far side of the room. ñYouôll find everything 

youôll need over there. Iôll be right outside if you need anything.ò 

Kaylee watched Hector closely as he walked out of the room and shut 

the door behind him. She didnôt hear a click, so she assumed that meant he 

hadnôt locked the door. She looked around the room carefully then. It was rela-

tively small with four plain walls and no windows. The only pieces of furniture 

inside were the bed she was propped up on, the bureau off the right, and the 

folding chair in front of the door which Hector had vacated. 

Hector had seemed genuine when he said that he wouldnôt hurt her so 

long as she behaved. Kaylee decided that her best chance for survival was to 

play his game. She didnôt really have any other option now. She thought this 



8  

 

through as she went through the bureauôs three cabinets. The top one con-

tained hairbrushes, clips, and various perfumes. The middle one had many 

brightly colored sundresses. The last one had strappy sandals in various styles 

and sizes. 

 

The author looked at the TV screen for help. Right now, it was on 

a commercial for toilet paper, and that didnôt help her at all. She turned it 

off angrily and dropped the remote onto the floor. She liked the story she 

was writing, but she wasnôt sure if she could cram it all into three papers 

like her English teacher wanted. Creative writing was so much easier 

when you didnôt have limits. She may have been able to persevere, but 

then self-doubt crept in. Did the characterôs actions seem genuine? Would 

a kidnap victim really seem that calm and quiet? These questions were 

like a guillotine to her creativity, cutting it off short in one fell swoop. 

She put her head in her hands and groaned loudly, frustrated 

with herself. After taking a few deep breaths to calm herself down, she 

had an idea. Sheôd go back to the idea of the first story where the main 

character died, only this time, sheôd try something different.  

 

I donôt remember how I died. I canôt remember much of anything, 

actually. Thatôs strange. I should probably be more concerned about that, but 

right now Iôm just too hungry. Itôs hard to even think straight. Iôve never been 

so hungry in my entire life, and the feeling is all-consuming. 

I notice Iôm lying down, so I push myself up to my feet. It seems just a 

little more difficult than usual, like I canôt quite find my balance. Everything 

looks a little blurry too. Itôs not so bad that Iôm stumbling over my own feet, 

but itôs still not crystal clear. I can see a deep, red/brown colored stain travel-

ing down from my shoulder to my chest. Now how did that get there? Death is 

very confusing. 

I try not to focus on that as I shamble forward awkwardly. Itôs not too 

hard when I have my hunger to distract me. I donôt know where Iôm going, but 

I donôt really care. The street Iôm on is devoid of all life.  

Thatôs not right, is it? I canôt remember. It doesnôt matter anyway. 

Iôve already come to the conclusion that if thereôs no food here, then Iôll have 

to find it somewhere else. 

 

óYes, this one is good,ô the author said to herself with a proud 

smile on her face. This one will work. It had to. She continued writing, 

determined to finish this one story. 

 

As I walk, the day turns to night and then back again. This happens 

several times, but I never stop. I donôt feel the need to rest or anything. Even-

tually, the stone beneath my feet turns into grass and the surrounding build-

ings turn into trees. I still havenôt found any food, and my belly feels like itôs 

about to collapse in on itself if I donôt eat something soon. 
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When I finally find something, Iôm too eager to feel any other emo-

tion. Iôm not sure exactly what Iôve found, but I donôt care. Its food and its 

meat. What more can I ask for? As I drop down onto the ground, I start to tear 

into the carcass before me with my bare hands. Iôm nearly blind with hunger 

as I shove flesh, organs, and intestines into my mouth. I feel like I could pick 

this carcass bare, and it wouldnôt be enough to eat. Hell, I could probably 

have twenty deer and it still wouldnôt be enough. 

 ñHey!ò someone shouts by the time Iôm halfway through with my 

meal. 

 I look up, and open my mouth to tell whoever it is that Iôm not shar-

ing, but all that comes out is a breathy grumble. Heôs pointing something at 

me, and a word pops into my head: gun. Before I can figure out what that 

means, thereôs a loud óBANG!ô and then darkness at last.  

 

 It wasnôt exactly the best story ever written, but at least it was 

something. The ending was a bit of a cop-out, but then again, how else 

would a zombie story end? The author just hoped that her English teach-

er would see it the same way. Even if she didnôt, at least the author could 

say that it was just a rough draft. That was the thing about writing, it can 

always be fixed. 

 As she saved her work and put it away, she felt a combination of 

relief and pride at having finally finished the assignment. She made a 

mental note not to wait until the last minute next time an assignment like 

this came up, but she knew that note would be long forgotten in an hour 

or two. 
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4ÈÅ ÃÌÁÙ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÐÒÕÎÇ ÕÐ ÉÎÔÏ ÌÉÆÅ  
!ÎÄ ÐÅÅÒÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÁÂÌÙ ÁÔ "ÏÂ΄Ó ËÎÉÆÅ  
΅!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÒÖÅÄ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÒÔȩ΅  
΅) ÁÍ ÉÎÄÅÅÄȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÍÙ ÁÒÔȢ΅  
  
΅$Ï ) ÌÉÖÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÏÎÅȩ΅  
΅"ÅÆÏÒÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÎ ÓÔÏÎÅȢ΅ 
 ̈́7ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÍÁËÅ ÍÅȟ ×ÈÙ ÁÍ ) ÈÅÒÅȩ΅  
΅3ÏÍÅ ÄÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÃÌÅÁÒȢ΅  
  
4ÈÅ ÃÌÁÙ ÔÈÅÎ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÃÒÙ  
%ÁÃÈ ÔÅÁÒ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÍÏÒÅ ÄÒÙ  
4ÈÅ ÃÌÁÙ ÔÈÅÎ ÃÒÁÃËÅÄ ÁÎÄ "ÏÂ ÓÁÔ ÉÄÌÅ  
!Ó ÔÈÅ ÃÌÁÙ ÒÏÂÂÅÄ ÉÔÓÅÌÆ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÖÉÔÁÌ  
  
4ÈÅ ÃÌÁÙ ÉÎ ÐÉÅÃÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ǨÏÏÒ  
"ÏÂ ×ÁÓ ÂÁÃË ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ  
  

΅)Ô ÎÅÖÅÒ ×ÏÒËÓȟ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÏÎ΄Ô ÓÔÏÐ ÔÒÙÉÎÇȟ  
!ÆÒÁÉÄ ÏÆ ÓÅÎÔÉÅÎÃÅȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÎ΄Ô ÓÔÏÐ ÃÒÙÉÎÇȟ  
) ×ÉÌÌ ÓÏÏÎ ÍÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ )  
) ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÕÐȟ ÁÇÁÉÎ )΄ÌÌ ÔÒÙȢ΅  
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Ȱ7(%%, 4(2/7. "/7,ȱ 

'ÁÖÉÎ (ÁÄÌÅÙ ɉ 'ÒÁÄÅ ΧΨɊ 

Ȱ7!4%2-%,/. "/7,ȱ 

"ÏÂÂÉÅ *ÅÁÎ 3ÍÁÌÌ ɉ'ÒÁÄÅ ΧΦɊ 
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Ȱ-!2),9.ȱ 

4ÁÙÌÏÒ %Ä×ÁÒÄÓ ɉ'ÒÁÄÅΧΨɊ 
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,)44,% 3+%,%4/. 
%ÍÉÌÙ 7ÉÌÌÉÁÍÓ ɉ'ÒÁÄÅ ΧΨɊ 
 

) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓËÅÌÅÔÏÎ 
/Æ ÁÎ ÁÎÇÅÌȟ ×ÈÏ ÆÅÌÌ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÁÖÅÎ 
 
(Å ÄÉÄ ÎÏÔ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ %ÁÒÔÈ 
"ÕÔ ÌÁÎÄÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÌÌȟ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ ÍÅ 
 
) ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÄÙȟ 
!Ó ÔÈÅ $ÁÒËÎÅÓÓ ÔÏÏË ÏÖÅÒ 
 
.Ï ÌÁÓÔ ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ×ÁÓ ÔÁËÅÎȟ 
(ÉÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÈÒÉÖÅÌÅÄ 
!ÌÌ ×ÁÓ ÌÅÆÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÎÅÓ 
 
3ÃÁÒÙ ÈÅ ×ÁÓȟ ÆÏÒ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÁÌË 
"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÈÅ ÓÁÙȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÔÅÌÌ 
 
0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÈÅ ×ÒÏÔÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌȟ 
"ÕÔ ÎÏÂÏÄÙ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÂÕÔ ÍÅ 
 
(Ï× ÃÏÕÌÄ ) ÈÅÌÐ 4ÈÉÓ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÓÏÕÌȟ 
7Å ÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÌÌ 
 
&ÏÒ ÎÏÂÏÄÙ ÃÏÕÌÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ) 
(Å ÐÁÓÓÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÓÏ ÓÏÏÎ 
 
) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ 3ËÅÌÔÏÎ 
7ÈÏ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ 
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tƻŜǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ !Ǌǘ  

ōȅ 

.ǊŜƴŘŀ CǊŀǎŜǊ 
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Ȱ2!34! 34!2ȱ 

)ÓÁÁË  3ÏÔÏ ɉ'ÒÁÄÅ ίɊ 


