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A Trip to Alaska
The more I listened to the story from my friend, the more I got convinced that my life was not as difficult as I had been telling myself for years. She sat on my bed, facing me with her legs crossed and her eyes wet but without tears flowing. She was stronger than I could ever. A pillow was in her hands, squeezed to her lap a little more roughly. She was still narrating her story with her head bowed as if she was reliving the events. My tears had flowed and already dried leaving me no choice but to stare at her and imagine how horrible it must have been for her. My pillow wasn’t clutched as closely to my lap as hers but several drops of tears had fallen on it.
She had visited her aunt who lived in Alaska when she was twelve. She had been extremely excited when her parents broke the news that her thirteenth birthday would be celebrated in her favorite state. She had been obsessed by her love for cold temperatures; that I knew about her. She showered in cold water, went swimming in the early mornings, and her moods were always high when it was cold. Perhaps the only thing about her that wasn’t cold was her heart. She was the warmest hugger I knew, always cherishing the moments we embraced whether it was for joy or for pain. Her story continued to unfold before me as I pictured everything, her parents, her aunt and Alaska in my enormously imaginative mind.
The journey had been rough, although it started just before the onset of winter. Her parents had decided that they would spend the winter season in Alaska because of her and then celebrate her birthday, the twenty ninth of December, before going back home. Winter had come early that year and it found them on the way. They had however managed to get to her aunt the next day before dinner. Her aunt had also been excited to host them and she had welcomed them very warmly. Everything had been working out well until two days before Christmas. That day, my friend had gone to visit a friend she had made within the little time she had been there. She came home to find her mother and aunt gagged and kneeling down. Their hands were tied together from behind. She was shivering from the cold but now as she saw her father lying dead a few inches away from where her mother knelt, and blood flowing from beneath his neck, her shivering stopped. Tears began to flow as she imagined a life without a dad. She had loved him, they had played together and even though she could remember several instances where she had been mad at him before, she couldn’t visualize finding joy in a life without her father.
She had been watching from the glass of the backdoor, through which she had planned to enter. She moved towards the window and saw two masked goons looting everything that was aunt’s property. Still, it seemed like they were looking for something in particular. Their anger at her aunt could be felt inside and outside the house. It was intense. Eventually, they found what they were looking for and bumped each other’s fists. It was a small box, perhaps one that carried aunt’s precious property. It had a combination lock and one of the men walked to the aunt, murmured something to her ear and then handed her the box. She threw it on the ground and that instigated the next action. The man who had handed her the box got so angry that she slapped her hard, pulled her hair, smacked her again, and kicked her on the ribs, forcing her to fall to the right bringing my friend’s mother with her.
 The man continued to kick her, letting out an evil laugh after every kick. I was wondering, as my friend explained, why the man was so angry at such a small thing. The other man was still standing a few feet away, perhaps enjoying the drama. But after a while, he went and forcibly detached his goon-friend to the fight he had been enjoying. I sighed, releasing all the air that I had been holding back since my friend started to talk about the death of her father. I thought that this was where the horror ended but I was wrong. My friend continued.
She had also sighed, although the sorrow of seeing her father dead was still overwhelming at the bottom of her heart. However, she was met by more shocking incidents when the silent man held the scarf that was around the neck of her aunt and squeezed it, quashing and finally killing her. My friend’s mother was crying, trying to plead with them not to kill her sister when the same man took the knife that had definitely killed the father and pushed it through her chest, removed it and pushed it again. The man then took the box and using an axe that his obviously younger friend had brought, cracked it open. The constituents of the box were papers pinned perfectly together and put inside a very neat file. The goons bumped each other’s fists again and removed their masks. My friend was shocked; she had seen them in her aunt’s photos. The older one was the husband and the younger one was the son. They dragged the bodies and buried them just outside the house.
My friend had been sad since then and, she had never celebrated a birthday. She was sadder and angrier at the fact that she stood there and did nothing. I put down my pillow and jumped to where she sat. I hugged her tightly and as I contemplated how hard it had been, wondering whether I should ask her how she managed to pull herself back together, an idea crossed my mind. I told her that we would be going to Alaska as soon as school closed for holidays. She had to celebrate her nineteenth birthday in Alaska, as well as her parents’ death anniversary. It wasn’t such a good idea, but I had plans for her.
[bookmark: _GoBack]We started preparations on how our trip would be. This time round, we would take a flight before winter. My mother, who I hadn’t seen for a while will host us and we would enjoy the hiking on snow. We would visit the many natural wonders that Alaska boasted about. Finally I would help my friend say a proper goodbye to her parents and celebrate her birthday for the first time in six years. I was already anxiously waiting for this.
