
Somewhere in Middle America

I sat back on the battered old lawn chair, feeling the cold plastic through my torn gray shirt. Closing my

eyes, I listened to the world around me. It was quiet now, and the only noise was the rustling of the far-

off trees and the erratic fluttering of broken flags before me. A drop of scarlet blood hung precariously

from my lips, seemingly undecided if it should stay or go before dropping sadly to the ground. With

mortally tired eyes, I looked over the battlefield; only the myriad damaged traps, the broken heaps of

bones and the slightest twitching and moaning of the odd orc indicated the epic ass-kicking fiesta that

took place here only a few minutes ago. 

I’d always had that feeling, hidden deep inside me, that this day would eventually come, though

the amount of destruction brought a sobering calm over me. I never wanted this burden, nor did I wish

to carry the cross he’d left me, but I had no choice. Someone had to take his place on the wall and stand

watch. The distant lights twinkling behind me; I could almost imagine the townspeople sleeping

blissfully unaware and safe in their beds. They must never find out what happens around here when the

sun goes down.

And how the hell would I ever even explain it to them? 

“Orcs and lycans and skeletons and all sorts of things that go bump in the night are real, but

don’t worry; I’ll keep you safe.”

Only fifteen years old, I would’ve been carted off to the nuthouse long ago. I couldn’t even get

a driver’s license yet, but here I was, the last line of defense against every sort of messed up nightmare

that poked its collective snout from the underworld.



‘You read too many comic books, Michaela,’ I chided myself gently. I sat there for a moment,

studying the bruises on my arms intently and feeling all the pockmarks and scars where it had taken

damage. We had been through a lot of really screwed up things and seen stuff that could make any jock

cry like a bitch into his low-alcohol beer. I glanced down to the off-pink teddy bear stuffed into my

belt, seeing its missing arm and two black crosses where its eyes used to be. As the soft rain started to

drizzle down and mingle with the creatures’ spilled blood, I thought of her again. I missed my little

friend and partner in crime terribly. She would have loved being here, right by my side, kicking the ass

of any nasty that was stupid enough to get through our defenses. 

Wiping away a tear and silently cursing myself for showing weakness, I looked up to the grove

of darkened trees in the distance. The wind picked up slightly, rustling my long blonde hair. The rain

grew subtly colder as I felt him approach. Both material and never really there, the shadow drifted

across the battlefield, its eyes looking down in disdain at the carnage I had caused. Carefully stepping

past a still functioning spring-loaded trap and shaking his skeletal head at me, the demon approached.

We had been at it so long that a sort of mutual respect had formed between us. He threw everything he

had in his arsenal at me, sent the rank and file and the elite of his army, but somehow I’d clung on and

driven them back time and time again. Sometimes it was sheer luck, and the stupidity of the grunts he

commanded; other times it was pure desperation and knowing that if I failed, there would be nothing

stopping them tearing the townspeople to shreds.

Just a girl, her best friend, a ratty and torn engineering handbook, and the know-how to build

the best traps and defenses you could imagine. It was weird, but I sometimes felt like the last

gunslinger, the unnamed cowboy making his final stand; the sort Nazmirah and I used to watch on her

parent’s old TV in their basement. I could almost hear the Ennio Morricone score of The Good, The

Bad, and The Ugly playing in my head as the shadow walked up to me and stared out from under his

black cape. It had gone so well for him, destroying any who dared stand in his way with callous ease,

spreading his darkness subtly through the land and gathering power as he went, and yet he could not



get the better of a little girl somewhere deep in the heart of America. To be frank, it was pissing off

Death terribly. He cleaned his fingernails with his scythe and looked down at the woman below him,

raising his bony eyebrow at the sight of the teddy bear on my belt and shaking his head in disbelief. I

stood up, looking the Horseman straight in the face, fire dancing in my black eyes; I smiled crookedly

and spat out a blood-stained tooth.

“Bitch.” Death said in a gravely, demonic voice. So there we were, as if frozen in time, two foes

standing face to skull, neither of us willing to give an inch. The skeleton in the black robe and the girl

with what was left of the engineering book floating around her. All while the cold rain came down,

somewhere in a little town in America.

Away from this the scene, another figure emerged from behind the tree line. A curious creature

in shades of red with a large soup-strainer mustache and a pronounced belly, squeezing the belt that

was keeping his pants up. He tapped his chubby fingers on his belly and smiled deeply at the two

figures in the distance.

“That’s my girl.” He said softly, stepping behind a tree and fading from view, the only sign of

his presence the deep red, lingering glow of his eyes.

Six months earlier, in a little town somewhere in Middle America

“Jones? Miss Jones, are you even listening to me?” The elegant voice rose a notch as I slowly came to,

lifting the engineering manual off my face and staring at the teacher with dark shadowed eyes. I

blinked a few times, shaking my head and pulling my feet off the table. Must have fallen asleep in class

again. Another late night, keeping watch on the wall, and it was starting to catch up to me. 

“I doubt there are textbooks on American geography inside your eyelids, Miss Jones.” I usually

appreciated Mister Perry’s sarcasm, but not this morning. I smiled sheepishly at the forty-something

teacher and reached for my bag. He didn’t have to say anything; the simple act of opening the door and

showing me out was a clear sign of the often-repeated act of sending me to the principal. The others



had an ungodly fear of the old man, but we had an unspoken bond deep down. We have both suffered

in life, he with his messy divorce and me…well that’s obvious. I think he recognized the scars of war

in my eyes. I kinda liked him, though I never showed it.

“And what do we say, Miss Jones?” Mister Perry asked, a devilish glint in his eyes.

“Suck my dick?” I knew I was playing with fire, but I didn’t care. When you’d faced the worst

the underworld had to offer, then a trip to the principal’s office and a bit of detention really didn’t scare

you.

“Suck my dick is the correct answer. We have a winner.” I did not look back, merely heard the

door close behind me. In case it isn’t obvious yet, I was the girl who never fit in. The Dolls and Jocks

thought I was nothing short of the Antichrist, and even the Goths steered well clear of me. It didn’t

matter to me, though; my only goal was to get out of this dump and back to the things that really

mattered to me, like keeping the town safe from the monsters. I would have quit school a long time

ago, but I’d promised my father, and the thought of disappointing his memory…no, I couldn’t do that. 

The halls were empty and quiet; the only sounds were the voices of the teachers inside their

classrooms. I could find my way to the principal’s office blindfolded. As I walked the well-worn path, I

thought about the insane asylum they called a school. It could not be more middle-America and clichéd

if they’d tried. It had the usual assortment of freaks and losers inside its prison walls: the Dolls, the

Jocks, the Band Geeks (which I had a soft spot for. I would often listen to them practice when I was

stuck in detention), the LGBTs, the Atheists, the Goths and all sorts of other denizens trying to survive

this dump. Life was pretty standard for all of them, well, as much as can be expected. It would be best

if they never found out what exactly was going on outside the town and how I was involved in it. I had

barely made it around the corner near the cafeteria when I heard a banging from the nearby lockers.

‘Not again,’ I sighed, shaking my head. Reaching for a hairclip in my bag, I quickly picked the

poorly made lock and waited the obligatory three seconds. A small figure burst from the locker. I

caught her by the hijab, pulling her back.



“Where are those fucking clowns? I will stick my hand up their asses and work their vocal

cords like a puppet,” the irate figure screamed, clawing at the air. I pulled her slowly back, careful not

to get bitten. She turned around in anger, then saw it was me. She immediately calmed down and

smiled broadly in my direction.

“Why, Naz, why?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“As-Salaam-Alaikum, Michaela.” She beamed at me, fixing the scarf around her neck. I raised

an eyebrow at her, and she fell quiet. “The Dolls again. You make one crack about how they plaster

their faces with a cement trough, and you get stuffed into a locker.”

“Sweetie, how many times has it been now?” Nazmirah was two years behind me and was the

closest thing I had to friend in this godless place. She came to my rescue a few years ago as the Jocks

were beating me up. We left a lot of bruises and bite marks that day, even though we both spent

considerable time in the nurses’ office. I was the guardian on the wall, but I was never a fighter. The

whole Buffy-badass persona never applied to me, but I did what I had to do to survive. I admired Naz’s

spirit, even though she was only five foot something. Her heart was much bigger than that. 

“It’s all good, baby; it was worth getting a shot in on those stuck-up bitches.” She paused for a

moment, then smiled slyly at me. “You got the stuff I asked for?” 

I rolled my eyes good-naturedly and reached into my bag. “You know this is ridiculous, right?”

Nazmirah took the USB drive from my fingers, looking at it like it was some sort of

magnificent treasure. I had downloaded all the weekly American and Japanese wrestling shows for her.

“We all got our vices, sweetheart; don’t deny a woman this.” Naz was utterly, hopelessly addicted to

professional wrestling and she would often show me the collection of wrestling t-shirts she kept hidden

in her school locker. Once or twice, I’d had to pull her off some unfortunate Jock she was trying a

wrestling move on, often with unfortunate consequences.

“Why can’t you just watch it on a TV like a normal human being?”

“Are you kidding me? My parents think Road Runner is too violent. Between them



and Madrasa, do you think I have any chance of sitting down and watching my shows in peace? No, I

gots to get my freak on here at break time.” 

I laughed softly to myself and walked away. “Stay classy, you nut.” 

“They can’t touch me, baby!” Naz knew I was on my way to the principal’s office but said

nothing about it, just staring after me as I disappeared down the hallway. Maybe she knew I was

hurting inside, but I wouldn’t allow anyone near me.

‘Here we go again,’ I thought glumly to myself as I pushed open the office door, seeing the

secretary sitting by her computer. She was supposed to be working, but I knew she was secretly writing

an erotic novel, one that would make management sweat bullets if they ever found out.

“Moneypenny,” I said casually, tapping on the counter.

“Bond. Back for our usual engagement, are we?” She didn’t bother looking up at me, already

knowing the drill.

“Thought you guys were lonely without me,” I quipped back, smiling resignedly.

“Just wait over there, and he’ll see you in a bit.” The secretary pointed with a pencil, not taking

her eyes off the screen. With a deep and palpable sigh, I sat down on the hard wooden bench and closed

my eyes, thinking back on everything that has happened to me in the past, pulling the sleeves down low

over the scars on my arms.

My name is Michaela Jones, and this is my story.

I am the girl on the wall.
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