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DOUBLE LIFE

 

All other passages were written by Ivana Ng.

CHAPTER ONE

The people of Cynthiana were terrified of the Gypsy. A generation before, the enigmatic Gypsy 

put a horrible curse on the town. Her lover, Ernesto, a young Italian blacksmith, had betrayed 

her. It was the night before Christmas, and also their first year anniversary. The Gypsy wanted to 

surprise Ernesto with a romantic dinner at Altobello’s, an old family restaurant in the town square. 
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But when she met the blacksmith at his house, she found women’s clothing strewn around his liv-

ing room. A sultry voice coming from his bedroom called for Ernesto, and she knew that voice and 

she knew the ruby necklace on the floor. The woman came out to the living room, and the Gypsy’s 

notions were correct, as always. It was her sister.

CHAPTER TWO

It was almost a century from when the Gypsy cursed Cynthiana. On this foggy Christmas Eve, 

all was quiet. No one dared go out on the night before Christmas for fear of the Gypsy’s wrath. She 

despised seeing people happy and in love, especially on the anniversary day. A decade earlier, 

a young expecting couple, who were staying in Cynthiana while on their way to the woman’s 
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mother’s house, decided to tour the town on Christmas Eve. They were thirsty, so they decided to 

take some water from the town well. No one was out so no one could inform the couple about the 

evil Gypsy. The next day, red rain fell. The woman left town by foot. Her belly was flat, and she was 

ghastly pale. None of the townsmen spoke of the incident, but from then on, no outsiders were 

allowed into Cynthiana, except on Christmas Eve, when no one could stop them since no one would 

leave home. So, when a mysterious woman in a red shawl came into town on this Christmas Eve 

night, no one barred her way. She coughed loudly with a raspy voice and she walked with a cane. 

She shivered constantly, in need of drink and warm clothing during the harsh winter. Under the 

moonlight, a silver chain gleamed from her neck. The ruby pendant was hidden in her corset.

There were smile wrinkles around her eyes, Lila’s eyes, and a scar as long as her thumb 

streaked her left cheek. She was considerably aged, but there was beauty in her face. The woman 

looked around at the houses and stores. There was something familiar about the town, but she 

could not recall ever visiting there.

CHAPTER THREE
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In the forest, Lila could only hear the sounds of strange creatures. However, she was not 

frightened. Her love for Ernesto was too strong.

She heard something behind her—a strange rustling, not of leaves, but of live insects. She 

turned around to see the bugs from the east, following her. She shuddered, because when she 

inhaled, a horrible stench seeped into her nostrils. Lila quickened her pace, even though she knew 

the bugs were still following her. Suddenly, she felt the bugs crawling up her bare legs. Even though 

her gypsy skirt swept the ground, the bugs still managed to wrap around her legs at an alarming 

rate. Lila wrapped her left hand around the ruby necklace on her chest, clenching it until her 

knuckles were white, and ran.
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CHAPTER FOUR

“Ernesto,” Lila whispered over and over. “Grrr.” It was on the tip of her tongue. She was so 

close to remembering, but always a millimeter too short. She could see the tall man, with flowing 

black hair, in raggedy clothing but she could not see his face. All she could see was the bright rays 

of sun pouring through the tops of the trees. Crawling out from under the large tree branch that fell 

on her leg, she screamed in agony. A huge gash of red, dried-up blood ran down the length of her 

right leg.

Having lived with a gypsy sister, she knew how to make a healing potion. She limped around 

close to where she had fallen, gathering obscure herbs and berries. The potion soothed her pain, 

but only for a few minutes. Then, the pain came back, worse than before. Once again, Lila screamed 

and moaned in agony.

Suddenly, she heard a branch crackle and something touched her shoulder. She held her 

breathe, and slowly inched her to her left ankle. In her leather bootstrap, she had a small knife. 

With great speed and agility, she sprang up—forgetting the pain in her leg—and threatened the 

stranger behind her with the dagger.

She gasped. “Father!”

The man hugged her and gasped in surprise. “Oh, Lila, my darling, I can’t believe I’ve finally 
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found you. Ever since your sister sent you away, your mother and I have searched far and wide for 

you! What happened to your leg?! Hurry, come with me.”

She held on to her father’s hand and they ran deeper into the forest, until they reached a small 

cottage in an open area, surrounded by tall Redwoods.

Lila sat in a hand carved rocking chair in the corner nearest the door. Her “mother” handed 

her a cup of green tea. Lila smelled it and determined that it was not poisonous, so she sipped it 

quietly while her “father” washed her wound and wrapped it up in gauze. She winced, trying not to 

attract attention to her pain.

“Who is Ernesto?” Lila asked again.

“Sweetheart, maybe you need some rest. There is no Ernesto,” her mother said.

Lila’s eyes narrowed. “Then why did the Gypsy send me away?” Her father and mother looked 

at each other, and the man finally relented.

“Alright, fine...as you know, the Gypsy is your sister. She had been dating Ernesto for a long 

time when she caught you and Ernesto having an affair. So, in anger, she separated you two at 
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opposite ends of the world. It’s a miracle you ended up here, so close to Cynthiana!”

Suddenly, Lila could see Ernesto’s face in her memory. Her heart swelled, and tears streamed 

down her face. Clenching the ruby necklace around her neck, she got up and made her way to the 

door. “I must find Ernesto!”

“Wait! You must rest here, at least for the night. That wound must have tired you out. Please, 

stay,” said her mother.

“No, I can’t! I can feel it, he’s close. I have to go now! Every second I linger is another wasted 

second away from my beloved. I must go.”

Suddenly, Lila caught sight of a hammer hanging on a wall of tools across the room. She ran 

across to the hammer and brushed her hand over the handle. On the end of the handle were the 

inscribed initials E.E. “Ernesto Edgerton.”

She turned around to face her parents. “What have you done with Ernesto? Where is he?”

Suddenly, she heard the creak of footboards behind her. Before she could turn around to see 

who it was, she fell to the ground, unconscious.

CHAPTER FIVE
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CHAPTER SIX

When Lila came to, she had a splitting headache. Her hand went instinctively to her head, 

but she could not move her hand. It was tied up along with her other hand behind her back. She 

looked around and saw that she was still in the cottage with her “parents.” Someone was sitting 

in the rocking chair in the corner, near the door. She squinted but could not make out the face of 

the person sitting in shadows. Lila could hear the stranger snoring, the chair rocking slowly back 

and forth. She struggled to get her hands free but it was no use. The thick rope was tied around her 

hands quite intricately.

Suddenly, the door burst open, and she could see it was dark outside. Her “parents” came in 

carrying baskets, filled with fruit, vegetables, bread, and other foods.

Her “mother” smirked. “Oh. You’re awake. So sorry about the head-banging but we couldn’t 

possibly let you go after Roberto told you about Ernesto.” She elbowed her husband in the stom-

ach, glaring at him. They walked into the next room, the kitchen and whispered furiously.

“I’m sorry, Stephania. I didn’t think. I forgot. You know I’m a bad liar. Please forgive me, 

darling,” whispered her “father,” Roberto.

“Do not call me darling, you useless oaf! From now on, you are not to say a word to Lila, or the 

Gypsy will have your head! Now quiet down and start the dinner,” Stephania scolded.
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***

Roberto propped the stiff Lila up into a chair near the dinner table. Stephania came in and 

handed Roberto a bowl of foul smelling stew. He smiled to thank her, but Stephania returned it 

with a look of disgust.

Roberto tried to spoon-feed Lila, whose hands were still tied up. Lila did not like the odious 

green stew. With her chin, she knocked the bowl out of Roberto’s hands. He looked angry, but 

under his breath, he muttered, “Oh, Stephania will have a fit!” He was not mad at Lila, but afraid of 

his wife.

Stephania came in and began to yell and curse rapidly in Italian. She went back into the 

kitchen, fetched a mop and hit Roberto with it before throwing it on the floor. “Clean it up!” she 

screamed ferociously. Roberto obediently mopped up the soaked floorboards, not saying a word.

A plan began to form in Lila’s head.

CHAPTER SEVEN
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While Stephania went out to the nearby town to buy food and supplies, Roberto went out to 

the woods to gather chopped wood for the fire. “It’s getting cold up in these parts. Don’t want us 

to freeze to death, right?” he said, laughing. It was the first time Lila saw Roberto show any sign of 

happiness near home.

“Can I come, Dad? I haven’t been outside for so long; I can barely remember what sunlight on 

my face feels like! Please, can I?” Lila asked earnestly.

Roberto thought for a second. “No, I can’t. I’m sorry but if Stephania ever found out, she would 

kill me, no doubt about it!”

“Oh, I won’t tell her, I promise! She won’t be home for hours! Please, can’t I come with you? I 

can help you find wood.” she said.

“Oh, alright. But one word out of you about this and I’ll have your head!” he said, trying to 

sound stern but unsuccessful. His threat was empty and his will weak. Roberto untied Lila’s arms 

and hands. They had been tied so tightly that there were red rings around Lila’s pale wrists.

***

While they were in the woods searching for wood, Roberto climbed an old Redwood to cut off 
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one of its branches.

“It’s best that you stay away from that area, Lila. This Redwood branch could drop quite heav-

ily.” Roberto shouted from up on the tree.

Lila smiled and backed away from the tree. At first, she backed up slowly but as soon as 

Roberto began to saw away at the branch, she ran. And she didn’t stop running until she was out 

of breath, which took a long time as she was rather athletic. Even if Roberto tried, he would never 

have caught up with her. By the time Lila stopped, she was far from the woods, at the foot of a huge 

mountain range. She felt a strong need to climb the mountain near her. It looked to be at least five 

hundred feet high, but nonetheless, Lila started to climb.

Somehow, there was always a place to hold while she climbed, as if ridges in the rocky moun-

tains protruded along the mountain solely for Lila.

***
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***

CHAPTER EIGHT
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CHAPTER NINE
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***



23

***

The Gypsy seemed to glide to her parents’ cottage. She kicked open the door, and looked 

inside. Her voice boomed, “Where is my sister?!” But there was no one to answer. The cabin was 

empty. She stopped and listened. A faint snoring sound came from the next room. Deeply asleep 

and sucking his thumb was the Gypsy’s pathetic messenger who was supposed to be keeping an 

eye on Lila for her.

The Gypsy writhed in anger. “You IMBECILE!” she cried. Before the thumb-sucking man could 

even come to, the Gypsy was already out of the door, almost flying back to the well.

***

Suddenly, the tiny speck of light became an overwhelming stream of sunlight. Someone had 

opened the cave, temporarily blinding the reunited lovers, who had grown used to the darkness 

of the cave before. When Lila’s and Ernesto’s eyes adjusted to the newfound light, they saw the 

cackling, smirking laughter of the Gypsy.

The two lovers held onto each other tightly. The Gypsy cackled at them. She held her hands up 
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to the sky, and lightning began and red rain began to fall. “You didn’t think I’d let you get away, did 

you, dear sister?” she said.

“Please! Don’t do this!” the two begged.

A look of pity swept through the Gypsy’s features, but only for a second. Then it reverted back 

to her icy exterior. “Why should I spare you? You betrayed me—the both of you!”

Ernesto stepped forward. “Please, spare Lila. Take me instead of her. You can have me forever 

if you just let Lila go. Please!”

“Oh, how sweet! You love my dear sister so much that you are willing to give up your life for 

her! Well, too bad. No one makes a fool out of the Gypsy and gets away with it!” With that, the 

Gypsy made a wave of her hand, and a lightning bolt came down toward Ernesto and Lila, who were 

still holding on tightly to each other. They squeezed their eyes closed and whispered to each other, 

“I love you.”

***

When Ernesto and Lila opened their eyes, they were confused. They were still in each other’s 

arms. They looked around, and noticed they were still outside the Gypsy’s cave.

Suddenly, Lila fell to the ground, sobbing. The Gypsy was lying limp on the ground. The red 

rain had stopped and the sun came out clear and bright but before doing so, the rain had soaked 

the Gypsy’s skin and hair. There was no sign of movement in the Gypsy. Lila took a hold of her 

sister’s hand and put it to her face, to the scar on her left cheek. “Oh, Gypsy...I’m so sorry.” Sitting 

there with her eyes closed, tears slid silently down Lila’s cheeks. Ernesto knelt down beside her 

with his arm around her waist.

“It’s not your fault, Lila.”
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***
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Lila looked at Ernesto for a long time. Hurt and disappointment danced across her hazel eyes. 

“The Gypsy does not have to be evil. My sister was only evil because we made her that way. You 

and I had betrayed her. You know that, Ernesto,” said Lila. Her eyebrows were knit together with 

perspiration.

Ernesto looked away from Lila and at his former lover, the Gypsy. A feeling of regret and sor-

row swept over him. He loved the Gypsy, but when he found Lila, he could not deny his feelings. He 

knew what Lila said was true. He was the cause of the Gypsy’s anguish. His eyes softened. “You’re 

right, Lila. Let’s give the Gypsy a proper burial.”

Lila smiled through her tears. The two worked together to carry the Gypsy’s limp body, still 

warm from the lightening bolt, out of the well cave. They carried it to her imposter-parents’ cabin.

When Lila and Ernesto went into the cabin, it was empty. There was no sign of anyone, as if 

they had all disappeared. Lila took a shovel from the basement and went back outside to bury her 

sister. She and Ernesto decided to give the Gypsy a proper burial and wait to see whether Lila’s 

imposter-parents were coming back or not.

***

Lila closed her eyes, knees bent before her sister’s tombstone. “Dear sister. I always loved you, 



27

through all we’ve been.” Suddenly, Lila broke down, sobbing and then hiccupping. Through her 

sorrow, Lila kept repeating, “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

Ernesto looked on while Lila continued to cry. He stood behind a tree in the distance to give 

Lila privacy. The chill air seeped into Ernesto’s body and he shivered. Looking up into the clouds, 

past the tall Redwoods, he could see the sun setting. A flock of ducks flew across the red horizon in 

a triangular configuration. Ernesto inhaled deeply, eyes closed. Where do we go from here? In the 

distance, he could still hear Lila’s steady heaving sobs.
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“Well, my dear, what am I to do with you?” Lila asked. A mischievous look swept across her 

features while she walked around the tree that almost suffocated Ernesto. “I can’t simply let you 

go, now can I? We’ve already seen what you want to do to me so what shall I do?” she asked. It 

seemed as if she was talking to herself but every so often, she’d look up at Ernesto.

For a few moments, Lila continued to circle the tree. Then, she stopped in front Ernesto and 

stared at him with probing eyes. “Nope. Still want to kill me, don’t you?” she said. Smirking, she 

blew a kiss up to her old lover and whispered, “Farewell, my darling.” With that, she blinked, and 

Ernesto was gone.

As she walked away, back towards the cottage, her trembling lips curved downwards, and her 

eyes hurt from trying to hold back tears. “What have I done?” she mumbled to herself. She had just 

sent away the love of her life, the one she searched for and the one who, though indirectly, caused 

the death of her sister. But that wasn’t me. I would never do that to Ernesto. It’s these Gypsy pow-

ers, Lila thought to herself. Lila tried to find the balance between her and the Gypsy powers, but 

she could feel herself slipping away.

***

Ernesto looked at his new surroundings. He sat on the soft white sand and the waves came 

rushing in, cooling off his legs. No birds flew across the sky and there were no flowers or trees to be 

seen except for one palm tree whose leaves were wilted and brown. But, though the tree seemed 

dead, large coconuts hung off its weak branches. Ernesto chuckled. Lila left me on a deserted island 

to live off of coconuts, he thought. He remained laying on the warm sparkly sand, taking in the sun 

and enjoying the coolness of the water. Soon, he fell asleep, tired from all his adventures.
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CHAPTER TEN
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She was growing increasingly impatient. The sun had gone down two hours ago, and the air 

grew chill. Frozen in anxious anticipation, Lila fell asleep on the bed.

Lila felt a sharp tap on her shoulder. She was having dinner with her parents in their old cabin, 

back in Cynthiana. She knew it was a dream, but she didn’t want to wake up. Just a few more 

minutes, she thought. But then another sharp tap hit her on the shoulder again. She opened her 

eyes to see the Gypsy standing in front of her. But, it wasn’t the Gypsy. It was Lila’s little sister, a 

ten-year old dark-haired, doe-eyed girl in ribbon-tied pigtails.

“Lila! Wake up! It’s time,” the little girl whispered loudly. She tugged on Lila’s shawl and ran 

out of the cave into the forest. Every once in a while, she would look back to make sure Lila was 

following her.

It seemed like hours when, finally, Lila and the little girl arrived at an opening in the woods. 

Lila looked around at the open space, trying to remember if this was here when she had walked to 

the well earlier that day. The tall trees had withering leaves that drifted to the ground easily with 

the wind. Their trunks were thin and long, and the trees were so close together that Lila couldn’t 

see which direction she came from.

“Where am I, Julia?” she asked her sister.

The little girl pointed to the lake in the middle. “She’s waiting for you,” she said. She took 

Lila’s hand and led her to the crystal-blue lake. The water rippled as the wind raced through the 

air. Lila looked into the water, but all she could see was her reflection. Looking at herself, she was 

surprised and ashamed to see how much her face had changed. Wrinkles crinkled up her diamond-

shaped face, and there was weariness in her eyes.

“What am I supposed to do? Where is she?” Lila asked.

Lila’s sister, an innocent little girl that stood before her with no magical powers but those in 

her mystifying blue eyes, gazed at her in a brief moment of wonder.
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“Jump in, Lila. She’s waiting,” said Julia. She smiled to tell Lila that she needn’t worry.

Something in the girl’s eyes told Lila that it was okay to jump into the lake, that she had to 

jump in.

Without looking back, Lila dove into the icy-cold water.

***

The little girl got up, and she slowly backed away from Lila.

“You have to go in by yourself, Lila...” she whispered. As Julia slowly backed into the shadows, 

she waved to her sister and smiled reassuringly.
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Well, there’s no point in delaying, Lila thought. She inhaled sharply and dove in head first with 

her eyes closed.

When Lila finally opened her eyes, she found herself in a dimly lit cave surrounded by rushing 

waterfalls. She looked around and saw nobody. Suddenly, a voice boomed overhead.

“Hello, dear sister,” said the voice.

“Julia?”

“Yes, dear, it is I. Now, I don’t have much time. I’ve overstayed my welcome in Purgatory 

already so I’ll be frank: now that I’m dead, you’ve become the new Gypsy. You mustn’t abuse your 

powers. Only use them for good. And...go back to Ernesto. He loves you, and I know you still love 

him as well. Go back to Cynthiana, and live peacefully with your new child.”

Lila gasped, and her hand went instinctively to her stomach. “How do you know?” she asked.

“Good-bye, Lila.”

The voice faded away, and the waterfalls around Lila stopped. Suddenly, Lila was outside, in 

the woods, again. As she stood there trying to sort everything out, she caught sight of Ernesto in 

the distance. Ernesto spotted her, and grinned. He ran towards her, and they grasped each other in 

a long embrace.

“Come on, sweetheart. Let’s go home,” Ernesto said.



33

ADRENALINE

All other passages were written by Aglika Darakchieva.

Mrs. Maple was considered one of the best detectives on the force. She had encountered many 

cases similar to this, but this was just so exciting, yet disturbing. The sentence on the wall was in 

dark, dry blood as it was dripping while the killer wrote it. The blood was neither from the killer, 

nor the victim, well at least not this one. This man was the newest serial killer in New York. He ha 

used his previous victim’s blood to write such greetings. They scared her, but she kept her cool.
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She got through the spotless house. There were no clues whatsoever. Mrs. Maple finally got to 

the body. It was probably a week old, and decaying, slowly. The cold weather prevented most of the 

damage. Mrs. Maple was just another detective to be put on this case. There were three detectives 

before her, and they all died, murdered. She was one of the future victims. No, that ccould never 

happen, I’m too paranoid to let that happen, she thought to herself. But still there was an uneasy 

feeling flowing around her. What if she gets murdered, what if the killer is after her, what if...

***
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Mrs. Maple headed for home after she visited the lab. It was raining outside, horribly, and she 

didn’t have an umbrella. She quickly stopped a cab and gave her home address. As the cab pulled 

over she paid the driver and exited the cab. She entered her building, passing the doorman as she 

was heading for the elevator. She turned around and walked towards him.

“You keep records of who goes upstairs, right? I mean, any people who don’t live here and only 

visit, they’re signed in a book right?” The doorman nodded as Mrs. Maple smiled. “Thanks,” she 

said as she headed for the elevator. She got in and pressed her button. On the second floor a man 

entered the elevator.

“Good to meet you,” he softly whispered next to her ear while smiling evilly. Mrs. Maple 

jumped. The man was dressed all in black, and the shadow of his hat covered his face.
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“You…” She was just about to say something when the man exited the elevator on the third 

floor. It was him… it was the killer.

Well it was too late to ponder on it now, so Mrs. Maple went to bed with her gun under her 

pillow. She had a right to be paranoid; she could barely sleep. This case was just killing her. She fi-

nally fell asleep at two in the morning. She soon heard her alarm go off at its usual time, 6:00 A.M. 

She lazed around more than usual as she jumped out of bed by 6:05 and took a short, hot shower. 

She was dressing when she got a phone call. Her hands shook as she picked up the receiver “H-h-

hello?” She heard a familiar voice on the other line.

“Hey, come quickly, I think I found something. How are you today anyway? I’ve never heard 

you stutter.” Mrs. Maple softly, but angrily responded.

“Mark, you scared the hell out of me…I’m coming, and about my condition, well…I’ll get over 

it.”

Mrs. Maple soon found herself in the elevator of her work building. It scared her, but as she 

got to her floor the feeling was gone. She got to Mark. “What, did you find anything?” She was so 
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excited… Mrs. Maple felt so happy. Finally, something on the killer.

Mrs. Maple slowly walked into the dull, white interrogation room. A woman was sitting at the 

table intently following the detective with her eyes…“So what’s your name?” The woman looked at 

Mrs. Maple.

“Shirley Carlson.” Mrs. Maple looked at her.

“Would you please write the Pledge of Allegiance for me? If you don’t mind, we would like to 

do a handwriting analysis.” Shirley nodded as Mrs. Maple handed her a sheet of loose leaf and a 

pencil. Shirley started writing as the detective exited the room. She met up with Mark.

“Mark, I want you to keep an eye on her. Do the handwriting analysis, I need to do something.” 

Mark tried to stop her but she was already half-way down the hall. She got in the elevator as Mark 

followed her.
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“Where are you going?” Mrs. Maple pressed the lobby button.

“To the crime scene.”

Mrs. Maple’s predictions were correct. “The handwriting is indeed male,” Mark claimed as Mrs. 

Maple smiled.

“And it didn’t match.”

“No.”

“Ha! I…”

“Yes, you told me so.”

Mrs. Maple looked at Mark.

“I need to go back to the crime scene. I know that there’s something more there….”
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“Okay, totally out of place here…” Mrs. Maple was wondering what the killer meant. Why, 

why did he think that she was his friend? She ran down to the lobby and headed for the doorman. 

Mrs. Maple showed her badge and asked to see the visitors list for the last month. She took it for 

handwriting analysis. “Thanks. I need this for a case, I will bring it back. You won’t get in trouble.”

***

“Not even one of the names matches the handwriting on the wall!” Mrs. Maple cried. “Damn 

it Mark, I was so close.” Mark nodded. “Listen, I’m going to Shirley’s place. I want to see if there’s 

anything I could find there. You check out the events that happened during the last few weeks. Any 

weird events, any irregularities. I think there’s something that doorman didn’t tell me.” Mrs. Maple 

and Mark separated ways. Mrs. Maple arrived at Shirley’s. The small apartment was neat, but she 

could feel someone roaming around the empty rooms.

***
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Mrs. Maple stayed in the hospital, alone. No one went to visit her. Mark never came. She 

waited and waited. But why did she care so much about him? Why? Because she was attracted to 

him. He was the only person who actually really talked to her. But why? He was married, he didn’t 

really have feelings for her. He was only a good friend. Mrs. Maple shook off the thought as she got 

up from her bed. She paced around the room just so that she can get her stiff body to wake up. “I’m 

getting old.”

“No, you’re not.” a strange, yet familiar voice crept up behind her. “You are the perfect age…” 

Mrs. Maple turned around, expecting everything, expecting the worst.

“Mark! Gosh, you scared me!”

“Yeah, sorry about that. I came just to tell you, there was another victim. By the way, I wasn’t 

lying. You’re not old.” Mrs. Maple chuckled. There was something in Mark’s voice that made her feel 

uneasy.

“Who was the victim?”
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***

***

As Mrs. Maple finished checking the small apartment, she finally found a finger print. “Mark! I 

found something!” Mark didn’t move as he looked at her. “Mark! Mark!”
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