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Fly – 

The light bulb flickered to life and a sound of metal banging against metal invaded my 

head. I squinted my eyes open and looked up to the door of my cell where a guard was slamming 

the butt of his gun against the metal bars. When he saw I was awake, he smirked and said, “Time 

to get up, stupid. You’ve got a big audience for today. I’ll be coming back for you in a couple 

minutes. Don’t let me catch you asleep again.” 

I watched him walk away from the door and into the guard house that was nearby until he 

disappeared behind the sickly yellow glass at the front of the room. I swung my legs out from 

under the itchy fleece bed coverings and allowed my feet to get accustomed to the icy coldness 

of the cell’s metal floor before standing up. I moved over to the sink near my bed and caught my 

reflection in the dirty mirror above it. I looked horrible. My dark brown hair was frizzed and 

hanging into my eyes which had dark black bags underneath them. I cupped a small amount of 

water in my hand from the sink faucet and pooled it into my hair, combing the wild hairs with 

my fingers into a somewhat orderly array. 

A clink from the door made me turn around with surprise, only to find that the guard was 

back sooner than I had expected. “Forgot to give you these”, he said as he slipped an orange 

jumper through the bars. I hesitated for a moment and then reached and took the clothing from 

him, holding it up for me to look at. The word EXECUTIONEE was printed in black bold letters 

across the chest, making me gulp and lower the jumper to look at the guard. “Well? Put it on. I 

don’t have all day.” He smirked. “Besides, you won’t be wearing it for too long.” 

I cringed at his reminding words but stripped off my sleepwear, zipping up the orange 

jumper onto my body moments later. I turned back to the mirror and sighed. The black letters of 
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the clothing burned into the back of my mind and made my heart miss a beat. I realized that I 

was scared; petrified of what was about to happen. 

The guard laughed behind me as he noticed my fear and banged on the metal door again. 

“Come on, let’s go! Your audience is waiting.” 

I turned around to face the guard as he unlocked the cell door and took out a pair of 

handcuffs which he locked around my wrists. “Follow me.” He commanded. 

I had no choice but to do as he said, but I looked behind me at the prison cell that had 

been my home for the past few months. I knew would not be coming back. 

The twisted maze of corridors and gated passageways was easily traversed by the guard 

as I followed him, a feat that must have taken years to undertake. Just as soon as I had forgotten 

where I might be in the prison, we came to one last set of double doors. This time, the guard 

hesitated before pulling it open, motioning for me to look out of the barred glass before he did 

so. Beyond the two doors, I saw the outside; a sight that had not been graced to me for an 

extended amount of time. I also saw a long stretch of a dirt path that was fenced in with barbed 

wire and chain link on both sides. At the end of the path was a small metal room guarded by a 

large gray steel door that was much like that doors that I was peeking out of now. I stepped away 

from the duo exits and sighed, calming myself. The guard opened them with a swish and roughly 

escorted me outside. Another guard was waiting for me and grasped my right arm, holding on 

tightly as if I was about to run. 

The moment that I stepped foot out of the prison and onto the straight dirt path, I heard 

someone off to my left beyond the fence scream “There he is!” In a moment, there were 

hundreds of people clanging and clattering at the enclosure between me and them, yelling and 
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protesting my very existence. I was stunned by all of them and the words that they hurled at me, 

so I did the only thing that I knew would help. 

I raised my eyes to the frozen blue sky above me, searching for a place to cast my gaze; 

anywhere but the hissing and screaming crowd just behind the barrier. And that is when I saw it: 

a pure snow white bird, no bigger than a pigeon, perching on a nearby telephone pole. The bird’s 

curiosity on the happenings below forced it to cock its head this way and that, searching for the 

source of the mayhem and noise that had distracted it from preening its feathers. At that moment, 

I realized that I would have given anything to swap places with that bird, to be an observer of the 

events below. I would have given anything to have the ability to fly away, to fly towards safety 

and peace. But I could not. 

One of the guards behind me shoved my head, drawing my gaze away from the bird and 

back down to my ultimate fate which was approaching me rapidly. The gray metal door in front 

loomed tall against my seemingly shrinking frame. I suddenly felt as if I had received a thousand 

lashes upon my back, even though no one had touched me. In that moment of weariness, I found 

myself to be scared. I started shaking, my hands trembling in time with the pounding inside my 

chest. I desperately scanned the faces beyond the fence, finding no hope in them. There were no 

pleading looks nor were there distraught gazes; only furrowed brows and angry eyes met my 

stare. The words they were shouting hit me like a hammer to my skull. “Faggot!” “Whore!” 

“Despicable creature!” Only these reached my ears. 

But I treaded on towards the room in front of me, the door only a few feet in front now. 

With each footfall, I felt my legs grow weaker. My confidence that I, back in my cell, thought I 

could keep through the whole endeavor, even that was failing now. I was scared; scared of death, 

scared of the unknown, scared of the future. 
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We reached the great metal door, and I sighed in relief that I did not have to move any 

longer. I did not think that I would be able to cross that threshold when the time came. The guard 

to my right pulled out his ring of keys and jingled them until he found the right one, unlocking 

the door soon after. The other guard shoved me in once that metal beast had been propped open 

for me, an action that I was somewhat thankful for seeing that I did not know if I could have 

done it myself. 

Inside the room was a long metal table with leather straps in four places; a small metal 

counter was placed beside it. Syringes, rubber straps, flashlights, and an array of medical knives 

lay on top of the table, reminding me why I was there. One of the three doctors inside the room 

motioned for me to situate myself on the metal table, and I found just enough strength within my 

legs to nervously lie down on the slab. All three of the doctors made their way over to me as one 

of the guards strapped my arms and legs down to the table. One out of the trio sniffed and 

blankly uttered, “Let us get this over with as soon as possible.” The other two nodded. 

The one who had spoken lifted up a syringe that was filled with a clear liquid and looked 

at me. “You’re not going to struggle like the last one did, now are you?” I shook my head, 

gasping a little. 

Nodding with satisfaction, the doctor pinched an area in my upper arm and slid the needle 

under my skin, squeezing the concoction into my body. I clenched my fists and rapidly moved 

my eyes over the ceiling. I was terrified. I knew that there would be a small delay between the 

injection and when I would begin feeling the effects, so I unclenched my hands and stared up at 

the gray, metallic ceiling. I wished that there was a large open window just above me so that I 

could stare up at the sky one last time; my last look at freedom. 
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Within a few minutes I began to feel my eyelids’ weight increase. I realized my breathing 

had become ragged and not very efficient with delivering me the air that I had begun to crave. 

There was only one thought in my mind at that very moment: was I so much of a threat to those 

who saw me as corrupted that I needed to be exterminated? 

A shroud of darkness started to veil over my vision, and I weakly grasped the table. My 

breaths were coming slow and painfully for me now, and I did not think that I would be able to 

resist the call of death any longer. My heart felt as if it had been impaled by a dull knife, each 

beat more agonizing than the last. I let out a moan, but all that came across my lips was a gurgle 

and spit. I finally closed my eyes and wondered how much longer I would have to stay this way. 

Off in what seemed to be a very far distance away from me, I heard one of the doctors say, 

“There is another one gone. Good riddance. Don’t they know that their love is illegal? We can all 

sleep soundly tonight knowing that another one of these corrupters of minds are no longer able to 

inflict their chaos.” I sighed, or at least I think I did. I could not remember. A sharp stab in my 

heart made me crumple against myself. I could feel myself shrinking into the abyss. 

And then, I didn’t feel anything. The tethers on my legs and arms were gone and the 

press of the metal table underneath me lifted off my back. The cold metal was replaced with a 

chill air which whipped around my body. I could breathe again. I gasped in the air that swirled 

cool around my nose, and opened my eyes. The cold blue sky was above me and the cracked 

brown earth below, but nothing else. It was just the world and me. I was free. No one could put 

me in a cage now.  

And that is when I raised my wings and beat down hard against the chilly air. 

And I could finally fly. 
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