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GENEii Category 2 
Runner Up 
 

A Sprig of Life, Summerville, South Carolina 
Jeremy Flood 

 
It was a frigid day in February…too cold to be exact.  The piercing wind invited an abhorring sensation as 
I glanced at the lifeless corpse that lay before my eyes.   They stung with heaviness as I glanced at the 
body, shed a few tears, and then plodded back to my seat. 

 
It all started one week before when I first received the news.  Ecstatic from a good day, I scampered 
down the stairs of my school bus, with a slanted smile plastered on my cheeks.  As I trotted down my 
road, I spotted a mysterious figure ambling from my house, in which I immediately identified as my 
brother, Jeffrey.   “Hey, Jeffrey!” I pronounced, still smiling faintly.   He didn’t respond; he stood planted 
on the road as if he was a tree.  He had a glum scowl positioned on his face.   “Aunt Ba...Babran,” he 
stuttered, “just had a heart-attack.” 

 
I immediately rested my hand over my chest, as if these few words skewered my heart out my body.  My 
face was completely drained of happiness.  “She died,” he finally finished, still situated on the right edge 
of the road.    I stood still with him, with an appalled glare fixed on my face.  He started speaking of the 
minor details, but I didn’t listen.   I didn’t care.   It seemed as if the world paused at the exact moment 
the word ‘died’ oozed out his mouth, with me in it.   

 
We stood there stationary, glaring at the beams in each other’s eyes.  We began to mumble simple 
words of regret and skepticism as we sauntered to our neighbor’s house, waiting for our parents to 
collect themselves and finally drive home. We sat with our neighbor, Aunt Lula, as she prepared a hot 
meal for us to eat.  I remember chewing my food, swallowing it, but not tasting it.  The news of my 
aunt’s death temporarily obliterated my five senses.  

 
They sat in the living room (my aunt, uncle, and brother, that is) and watched television.  Of course, I sat 
with them, hearing the television, glancing at it occasionally, but never watching it.  My mind was 
completely occupied: how could I dare watch television after my aunt died?  How could I dare enjoy life 
without her?   

 
Days plodded by.  I could feel the individual minutes, the tick-tock of my watch stumbling by, mocking 
me, until it was finally time for the funeral.   As we pulled in the driveway, a shockwave of various 
anxieties welcomed me to its home.   The weather was piercing cold, a freeze like no other.  I walked 
inside the church building, spotted a pearly-white casket, then scoped the area for an empty seat.  The 
service was a blur; all I could remember was people murmuring, whispering songs, and then sitting 
down.   Of course, I wasn’t listening.  No, I had more important things to do: fight myself to release 
tears.  

  
The pastor of the church babbled on and on about the life of my aunt, then finally sat down.  “Thank 
God,” I remembered thinking, already wanting to leave.  As people began to migrate out the church, so 
did I.  I remember seeing my pastor and his wife sitting in the back of the church, but I looked the 
opposite direction, trying to avoid another awkward conversation.   I stole one more glance at my aunt 



 

and then walked out the door. As I hugged my mom outside, the packed suitcase of tears that I carried 
with me finally burst into pieces; I couldn’t take the pressure anymore.   I felt like a recovering alcoholic 
stealing another sip of beer; a recovering drug user stealing another needle of heroin. 

 
No words could attempt to describe the heaviness and burdensome anxiety we experienced the rest of 
that week.  Life suddenly became dreary: full of fake smiles, forced laughs, and empty promises.  It felt 
as if our whole lives have been instantaneously enslaved to hurt, skepticism, and fear, without rest or 
salvation. 

 
Days, weeks, and even months went by, but the agony still remained. During that time, I remember 
questioning my life, questioning my purpose.  “Why was I born?” I remember asking myself as I sat in a 
‘guidance’ office, forced to explain why I was acting different, why I was writing such depressing 
literature. I felt as if life was making a permanent stop, leaving me shipwrecked on a deserted island. 
“Why am I here?” I remember mumbling multiple nights, drenched in my own tears.    I felt as if God 
himself had forsaken me, as if I finally reached his breaking point.  I couldn’t see my deliverance. 

 
After going through the agony and trepidation, I’ve realized that I have so many things to thank God for.  
Yes, the grievances were burdensome and painful, but God allowed it to happen only to teach me how 
to trust and depend on him.  He taught me how to smile and laugh even when the world around me 
crumbled down; he taught me how to have joy when friends and family abandoned me.   Little did I 
know, this circumstance that I went through was only a bridge connecting me closer to God; a sprig of 
life in a world of darkness. 

 


