
Saved 
I was meant to die yesterday, but I’m stIll here. 

At bIrth, everyone’s tAttooed wIth theIr dAte of deAth. Mine 

is dated yesterday, but yesterday a bad thing happened… 

It was two in the morning, screaming occurred; I got dragged 

by my ankles under the bed. I saw my roommate, who was 

holding my mouth to stop me from screaming. Bodies fell on 

the floor, blood edging towards us; I almost screamed. 

A few hours went by; we were walking around the corridors 

with bodies from wall to wall: a blood bath. thAt’s when 

they started to appear; running ferociously. 

By Chenille reeve 

     


