
D A R I U S  H E M S L E Y

Friends, 

It’s been four years since I’ve seen any of you in person. I figured it was good time to put some truths to 
paper in case I ever disappear. 

Look, there isn’t really an easy way to say this but I’ve left a lot out of our conversations. Specifically, 
I’ve left out my home, St. Paxton. After graduation, I was pretty blue. You all know that my breakup 
was devastating and seeing you all leave, well, it was hard. I knew that I needed to dive into another 
project like I had with school. I wandered around Northview but honestly, the place had lost its luster for 
me...what is a place without friends?

I took out a small loan and rented a boat to take me to St. Paxton Island. Edward was right, the place 
was not great. Getting there was a journey in and of itself. You see, the Island seems to want to protect 
itself from intruders. The boat and crew that I had rented to take me there warned of the dangers but I 
wouldn’t listen, I wanted to see this place for myself. We dealt with high swells, rain, the sea and the 
sky gave us every reason to turn back but I refused. As our boat got closer to the island the waves and 
wind drew back thier assault. I thought that, at last, we had made some kind of headway...that our bad 
luck had come to an end but it was only just beginning. 

The water was only still for one minute and then something, something quite large, hit the bottom of 
our boat. I looked back at the captain, whose eyes were as big as dinner plates, she said, “Mr. Darius,” 
and the thing that was hitting the bottom of the boat stopped, like it was listening to us, “I think we 
ought turn around while we have the…” something dark, like the branch of an evergreen reached down 
from the sky above and drove itself through our boat before she could utter another word. The captain, 
in shock, took a step or two toward me and my torch light. I saw that whatever it was had sheared off her 
left arm. Her blood was pouring into the bottom of the boat, which was filling quickly with sea water. 
The rest of the crew began screaming, sure that we had all sailed to our doom. I kept thinking, ‘No, 
Captain, I don’t think we ever had a chance at all.’

I don’t know what happened to those poor men and women, 4 of them but there bodies were never found, 
mostly because no search party was ever sent for them. I alone washed to the shore...again, I found 
myself laying face down in the wet sand. A few days after I got my wits about me, my things washed 
ashore. I made a rather clever sleigh and hauled my things inland. I hate to think this but I believe the 
Island was sated somehow. My friends, should I ever need to leave you and leave St. Paxton in your 
care, trust that Patty Caldwell

[The page ends.]
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