

(Written during high school.)

Dedication: This story is dedicated to my best friend Brynni, for inspiring the idea of Wren Havoc.


T

his is the story of Wren Havoc. To this day she would most likely consider herself an ordinary person. But, to some, she is what they would call a hero. Or in her case, heroine. Even before this time in her life she wasn’t even close to ordinary. No one is ordinary. What we have in common is diversity. Wren was different.


From the time she was very small, she had been living with an alcoholic. Unfortunately for Wren, this was her father. She never told any of her friends about her dad’s problem. She didn’t want to stand out for that. Instead she dyed her hair, wore lots of spikes and chains, and got heavily involved in the punk movement. In other words, she was a typical high school student.


She didn’t set out to be a heroine, but this is her story nonetheless. . .


Wren had dreams of leaving behind the life she was living now, but she never thought she would follow through on them. 


That night Wren went to sleep after another exhausting evening with her family. And she had a dream. She dreamt of a man with a cloak on. His face was almost hidden, but she could just make out some aspects of it. He had a scar on his cheek. It looked exactly like the scar she had gotten from a fire she was in as a small child. He had bright blue eyes. They were piercing really. In some aspects he reminded her of her father, but he also had this air about him that made him seem as if he personified all the problems she had dealt with thus far in her life. In her dream he came toward her and said something she didn’t understand.


Wren awoke in a cold sweat. The dream had seemed so real. She was sitting up wide awake in bed when the sun rose.




*


*


*


Wren wasn’t someone who forgot things easily, nor did she ignore things that, to her, were clearly signs. She took her dream as a sign of something bad yet to come. 


It was a year later and Wren had not dreamt of the man again. But she continued to try even harder to connect with her father. Every night she would say goodnight and give him a hug no matter what he had said or done during the day. He never said goodnight back to her.


After school Wren rushed home and did her homework. Then she got a bunch of housework done so that her mom and dad would come home to a clean house. Her mom usually came home a couple hours before her dad with her little sister, Joy. Joy thought she was a superhero and walked around the house saying, “I’m special and different, yes I am.” But that’s another story.


Wren cleaned up the house. Dinnertime came around and no one was home. Wren ate alone. She cleaned up the kitchen and got ready for bed. It was midnight when the phone rang.


“Hello?”


“Yes, is this Wren Havoc?”


“Yes, it is.”


“This is Memorial Hospital. Your mother, father, and sister are here. They’ve been in a car accident. Your father was driving after he’d been drinking. I’m sorry, but your mother didn’t make it.”


As Wren rode the bus up to the hospital, all she could think of was how her dad had never said goodnight. What if he didn’t make it? What if Joy didn’t make it?


When she arrived at the hospital she was told that Joy was in ICU and since her dad only had minor cuts and bruises, he was in jail for drunk driving.


After being told she couldn’t see her sister, (“What in the world was I called up here for??”, Wren though to herself.) Wren took the bus home.


As she climbed back into bed, she had this awful sense of something being wrong, not just with her family, but with her too. All of a sudden, she had a flash of an image in her head. One of those where you don’t know what you saw, but you know it’ll bug you forever. She chose to ignore it what with all the stress already in her life that night. That was her first mistake.


Wren awoke to see a man standing at the bottom of her bed. She realized too late that it was the man from her dream. 


“What are you doing here?” She asked bravely.


“I’m here to kill you.”


“Why?”


“Because you are the only one strong enough here to stop alcoholism all by yourself. I can’t let that happen.”

And he shot her. But the goodness in her that came out when she was shot hit the man full-force. He died on the spot as Wren lay bleeding in her bed.


Her father found her the next morning. A relative had bailed him out, though he would later go to court and be convicted of manslaughter. The strange thing was, there was nothing wrong with Wren. No cause of death was ever found.


And the man? There was no trace of him.


Wren’s father did the first caring thing of his life and waited for Joy, who was in a wheelchair now, to get out of the hospital before having the funeral. He stopped drinking then and there. So even though Wren had never officially begun the great quest she had been put on the earth to complete, she saved one person. And sometimes, that’s all that matters.


At the funeral Wren’s father laid a single red rose on her casket and said goodnight then walked away holding Joy who was wearing her special superhero cape and helmet just for the occasion.
This story probably seems a bit simplistic. Usually my stories (even back then) were more complicated than this, but this story was actually for an English assignment. We had to come up with a run of the mill every day hero or heroine and help them solve some problem on Earth. So, this was my story, based loosely on Brynn’s life. She let me tell it. Her little sister really did used to run around saying she was special and different. And she was, take’s after her big sister.

