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***** 
 
PRESENT: It is a Tuesday night in November. The weather is chilly, but the breeze hits wonderfully. I 
turned to my right and saw my cousin frantically smoothing his velvet suit that simmered under the 
smile of the moon. We step into the building admiring the exquisite golden walls and the vivid old 
paintings. I am joyful when I hear my favorite song, “Shake It Off,” blasting in a nearby room. My 
cousin and I turn to look at each other and laugh thunderously. The song playing in a formal meeting 
seemed so out of place.  
 
PAST: “So, what type of meeting is this exactly?” I ask my cousin, Alex, incredulously. “A formal 
meeting with the CEO of TechSaviour,” he replies. “Whoa! Why did you not tell me about this earlier? 
I am not prepared to meet in an hour with a CEO.” I cry frantically. “This is why I did not tell you 
before. You would blow up so nervous and mess the whole thing up. Just follow my lead, and we will 
be fine, Saige.” “Sure, we will be fine. We have not prepared anything for this meeting, but we will 
be just fine!” I shout sarcastically. I run out of the office, anxiety levels climbing higher and higher. 
Getting a contract with TechSaviour could change our company forever. The app my cousin and I 
had been working on for years would get some spotlight.  
 
PRESENT: I take a good look at the interior of the building. Greg Smith, CEO of TechSaviour, was the 
leading man of Silicon Valley. It did not surprise me that his office was so luxurious. As Alex and I 
walked around, we heard a beep multiple times. We had not thought much of it, but we became 
worried when we came across a table with a bomb in the center. We saw a letter right next to the 
bomb system. “Alex, where did you bring us?” I whispered, spooked by what I was seeing. “Greg sent 
me this address. Let me try calling him. Do not worry. I assume this is probably a joke or 
something.” Alex replied coolly. However, each time Alex called Greg, the call declined.  
 
PAST: “Girl, are you ready?” my cousin shouted. I took a deep breath and grabbed the letter Greg 
Smith mailed us a few days before. I stepped out of my room and reread the letter to make sure 
everything we needed was ready. The letter said to meet Greg at this office at 7 pm to go over our 
app details. I ran to meet Alex, praying that the meeting went well.  
 
PRESENT: I picked up the letter, read it, my heart pounding with fear. “It says we have five minutes 
to find Greg, or we do not have a chance at the contract. He says it is supposed to show him our 
problem-solving skills.” I scoff at the last part of the letter. “What?! Is this some joke?” Alex says, 
incredulous. “I do not want to find out. The timer already started.” I pointed to the bomb. Suddenly, 
Alex bolts to the next room, where we heard the music at the beginning of our visit. I follow him. As 



I enter the room, I hear Alex shouting. “Saige, I just saw RBG. She was dancing, and when I came in, 
she smiled and disappeared.” Alex told me. “Are you insane? She is not alive anymore.” I say 
serenely. “Play the music! I promise you will see her.” Alex said, looking pale. I play the music 
slowly, and as I turn to see Alex, I see RBG. A ghost version. Not knowing what to do, I stand there 
open-mouthed until Alex shakes me. I grab Alex and run out of the room. “Alex, I do not need this 
contract. I am sure we will find another one. I need my life! Let us leave.” I whisper-yell at my 
cousin. We ran out of the door, not looking back, spooked to our core.  
 
PAST: As Alex and I were driving in his new car, a Tesla, courtesy of my aunt and uncle who spoiled 
him like nuts, I think back to when I began my career and how far I’ve come. I love writing. It’s an 
odd stress reliever for me. No one in my family understands it, and that’s all right for me as long as 
they let me continue writing. As a teenager, any spare moment I would spend writing. I tried writing 
everything; poetry, music, etc. But, it all stopped when it was time for college. There was one path 
for me in the mind of my family. It was not creative writing. I’m not sure this fear of the arts as a 
profession has to do with me at all. My aunt loved poetry. She tried everywhere to get published, 
wanting to have some sort of recognition for her work, but she never got it. So, using her as an 
example, they pushed me, not forced me to learn how to be a programmer. I liked it for a while 
since it was cool at first, but I never pictured myself working in Silicon Valley as a coder ever. It 
took a toll on my mental health. Without Alex, my cousin, I don’t think I could have ever recovered 
from the endless cycle of expectations and dreams getting crushed. I turn to my cousin, whose 
eyebrows get crossed in concentration, and hug him. He hugs me back, surprised. I know I can at 
least trust him not to tell anyone my secrets. It might not be out of love, but it’ll sure be out of fear 
of his secrets coming out.  
 
PRESENT: I keep running, after all, I was on my track team in high school, but Alex slows down, 
panting. “Wait, I don’t think I can go further. Can’t you slow down?” he shouts. “Sure, but we better 
head home soon,” I replied. “Yeah, Captain Obvious. Of course, we have to go home. I can’t believe 
our luck. We got one contract, and it’s from a psycho!” says Alex. We stood there for a few moments, 
quiet and scared. I hear a ring in my pocket. “Oh, great, it’s my dad. What should I say?” I ask Alex. 
“IDK, just decline it. We have more important things on our mind right now.” I nod, slipping the phone 
back into my pocket.  
 
PAST: It’s my 21st birthday. I am sitting in my room, playing some of Taylor Swift’s new albums while 
putting on makeup, when I hear a knock at my apartment door. I scream, “Come in!” thinking it has 
to be my roommate. In walks my good ol’ cousin, Alex. He had a paper in his hand, looking quite 
perplexed. It had been years since I last saw my cousin. I knew he still visited my parents from time 
to time since they were close, but I never paid much attention to him up until now. “Oh, wow. Hey 
Alex! What’s up? Long time no see.” I casually say. He sighs and then takes a seat. “Uh, hey there, 
Saige. So, I don’t know how to tell you this, but I was at your parents’ house.” He paused, waiting to 
see how I reacted to what he just said. I nod, putting on lip gloss, indicating him to go on. “And, your 
mom asked to go get the mail. I said yes, and I found this letter.” Alex inhaled sharply, handing me 
the letter. “It said you weren’t attending your classes at CalTech.” Shocked, I turned towards him. 
“Wait, what? How did they send the letter over to them? I told the office specifically not to!” I talk to 
myself, startled. “Don’t worry. I didn’t give it to your parents. I just wanted to tell you.” Alex says 



awkwardly. Wide-eyed, I wasn’t sure what to say to Alex. We were never close enough to spill 
secrets to each other, and I never paid much attention to him. Alex was just a nerd with prodigious, 
black glasses whose nose was always in a computer-related project. After high school, he went to 
Stanford. “Alex, you can’t tell anyone this, all right? Now I have to leave for a party, so I’ll see you 
later, k?” I say in a rush. “That’s the thing, Saige. I can’t tell your parents you’re not going to CalTech 
without knowing why you aren’t!” Alex stands up, his green eyes blazing with anger.  
 
PRESENT: “Saige, where are we?” Alex whispers. I look over, and my cousin is sweating madly. 
Honestly, he appears faint. I walk over and take off his suit’s jacket. “Don’t worry, bud. We’re going to 
figure this out, you understand?” I crack a few jokes to help him feel better. After all, it’s hard for 
anyone not to freak out.  
 
PAST: “That’s not your business, right? Just hand over the letter, and leave.” I shouted at him, 
annoyed. I mean, what is this person doing in my dorm, yelling at me? Sure, he was saving me major 
mental breakdowns, but still. “I have cancer.” Alex rushes out. “Huh?” I ask. “I have cancer,” he 
whispers. “OMG. Alex, did you tell anyone yet?” I hug him, understanding why he’s so mad. He’s 
scared of change. Aren’t we all?  
 
PRESENT: When I open my eyes, the sun is out and shining. I find myself lying in mulch. As I look 
around, I discover that I’m in a playground. Make sure not to freak out, Saige. It’s going to be good. 
You have to be brave for Al. He’s been through so much this past year, I think to myself. I feel tears 
building up in my eyes, so I wipe them away, snorting how childish I look right now. My dress is 
ruined, dirty from the immense running. I move my feet, realizing how sore they feel. Note: never 
bring heels when going to a psycho’s office. Alex sleeps a few feet away from me, softly snoring. I 
chuckle to myself, thinking how weird it is for us to be in the middle of nowhere, but still sleeping 
peacefully. I see a water fountain nearby and splash some water on my face. Hey, looking this great 
takes time and care. I walk over to where Alex is sleeping and gently wake him up. Alex frantically 
gets up, looking pale. “Hey, you ok? How are you feeling?” I say. He mumbles, “I was fine until you 
woke me up.” My response is lightly smacking him in the arm. Alex grins slightly. It amazes me that 
someone can have so much positivity while going through such pain.  
 
PAST: “No, I-I just can’t tell Mom and Dad after what happened to Sammy.” he cries. Sammy was 
Alex’s sister, who got diagnosed with leukemia when she was 12. Alex and I were seniors. It shook 
our family rather harshly. “You know Saige Sams passed away 204 days later. I know, cause I 
counted every one of t-them.” It took months for Aunt Coco and Uncle Olly to recover from their 
grief. “She fought like a trooper,” I told him. He nods and looks over at me. “You know what this 
means, right? I can’t tell them. Mom and Dad will panic, and I don’t want that.” Alex explains. “Alex, 
you need to tell them, bro. I mean, they would want to know. You can’t hide this from them, no 
matter how much you try.” “Saige, if you tell, you better believe your secrets are gonna get spilled.” I 
feel sick. How’d I ended up here? “Dude, let me explain. I’ve always loved writing, but Mom won’t let 
me. Certainly not after her sister ended up on the streets after trying to write professionally. So, I 
applied to USC too and took classes there for writing. I dropped out of CalTech, but I can’t believe 
they still sent the letter after I begged them not to.” I scoff. Alex shakes his head up and down. “You 
could have told me,” he whispers. I put my hands on my face. “No, I couldn’t have. A secret is a 



secret for a reason.” “So, does that mean you hate to code or something? I thought you loved coding 
with me!” he jokes. “Uh, I do like programming, just not professionally,” I told him. He looks up, 
surprised by my answer. “I think I have a perfect idea,” Alex says, with a mischievous glow on his 
face.  
 
PRESENT: “So, Alex, where do you think we are?” I said to him. He shrugs and says, “Maybe, Central 
High Park? I think I’ve been here before with Sammy.” “Ok, why don’t we write down everything we 
know happened to us to help understand the bigger picture of the situation we have. Maybe like a 
flow chart?” I take out my phone and open up a New Notes Page. “Sounds like a good plan. Hmm, so 
we know that Greg Smith first called us saying he wanted to meet to discuss our app.” He pauses as 
I type furiously into my phone. “Then, we landed in his office where a bomb was counting down. I 
peeped into another room and saw a ghost, namely someone who looked very much like RBG. And, 
we ran.” Alex finishes. “Oh boy, this is gonna be hard to figure out!” I exclaim, worried. I kept typing 
into my phone until I asked Alex if he could describe the ghost more in detail. I look and see him 
down cold on the ground.  
 
PAST: “Um, ok. What’s your idea?” I ask nervously. I wasn’t sure if I should trust Alex completely. 
After all, this was like the third time I was talking to him in my 21 years of life. “Why don’t you help 
with my app project? If you help me, it’ll satisfy your parents, and it’ll be a huge favor for me!” Alex 
exclaims. “Dude, what about college? How am I supposed to fake the college part?” I say, twisting 
my necklace anxiously. “I have a friend who can help with that. That’ll take like two days to do. Don’t 
worry about that, Saige.” He stands up and walks over to my desk. Alex grabs some paper and 
exhales. “Follow me, Saige. The party starts now.” He says. I shake my head but follow his lead.  
 
PRESENT: “Alex, Alex! Wake up! That is not a joke.” I scream. That was when I heard footsteps. I 
turned and saw a tall man, I mean tall, probably 6’3, waving at me. I narrow my eyes at him, feeling 
like I’ve seen him before. Wasn’t he at an app convention? Something seemed off about the man. 
“Hello, Saige. Remember me? You probably do since I’m not someone people easily forget.” He 
whispers creepily. “Um, excuse me. Can you call 911? My cousin just won’t get up, and I -” I stammer. 
“Enough!” the man cuts in. “I’m Greg Smith, the so-called CEO of TechSaviour you both were looking 
for,” he shouts. “What the, what are you doing here? Aren’t you supposed to be at work?” I say. Greg 
laughs. It’s deep and dark but leaves a weird feeling in the air. “You all are so gullible. There was no 
company called TechSaviour, I am not the CEO of it, and this whole thing was a joke.” Greg cackles. 
“Wait, what?” I stand there, dumbfounded. “Sweet girl, your cousin made this whole thing up. He’s 
the one who set up the bomb, who brought a fake RBG, and who made up the app convention.” “No!” 
I cry. “B-but, w-why?” I ask, tears streaming down my face. “Darling, I’m an oncologist. Alex is my 
son’s friend. He didn’t want his last moments in life to be taken over by cancer. Alex fought hard. He 
was a tough man. He, he won’t wake up.” a tear falls from Greg’s face. I fell to the floor, crying and 
crying until no more tears were in me.  
 
PAST: “Alex, my man, where are we?” I shout over the noise in the building. “It’s an app convention. 
Come on! That is where we need to be. We’re in an app challenge by TechSaviour. Greg Smith is the 
CEO of it.” We run over to the booth covered in green, blue, and purple spray paint, decorated with 
bold letters spelling TechSaviour. “This is such an ugly display, but it catches the eye.” I laugh, 



seeing Alex roll his eyes at me. In the booth are two teams of two people. There’s a young child and 
what appears to be his sister. On the other team, there are two older people, who looked to be in 
their sixties. One of them looked so like RBG. “Hey there. You look so much like RBG. It’s cool, 
frankly.” I told her. “Oh, wow, thank you, sweetie! I get that a lot.” she laughs joyfully. I smile and 
turn to Alex. “So, what do we do now?” We make the app and ask Greg’s assistant for an 
appointment with him to discuss the app.” “But, I thought you made the app?” I ask. “I did, and I need 
your help to pitch it to them. It’s kinda like a mini, cheaper version of SharkTank.” I nod, 
understanding.  
 
PRESENT: It’s been five years since that moment in my life. I still don’t understand many things 
about that day or the next. I work at Wired Magazine now as an editor. I got married and eventually 
told my parents about my college situation. They were disappointed, as expected. We got over it, and 
they’re happy now I am. Every day, I think about my sweet cousin Alex. Even in his last moments, he 
was caring and benevolent. Alex, wherever you are, I love you, and I know you do too. Live life to the 
fullest like Alex. Our dark moments are where we need to shine. 
 
PAST: After 6 hours of pitching the app, we finally got selected. Man, was it tiring? The assistant was 
friends with Alex, so we got some help that way. Shh, don’t tell anyone! Before we left to go home, 
Alex told me something. He said, “Saige, remember whatever happens in the end, I love you. We 
might not have been close, but the family was always first. I might not ever tell my parents about 
my cancer because I know it would break them. I don’t want that. I trust that you’ll be there for them 
if I can’t.” He pauses, pensive. “I-I want you to know that I’ll miss you, but know that I’ll be up there 
with Sammy.” Alex points up at the sky. I nod, scared but ready to help fight in his battle. Little did I 
know what would be coming for us.  


