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The Frailness of Life 

The sun peaked out, rising above the crisp white gates around Sammy’s farmhouse. Sammy 

lived a tranquil and simplistic life. She awoke every morning to the rooster’s call from his place on her 

white picket fences, and she slid on her slippers and ventured outside. Sammy usually went outside with 

her beautiful golden retriever, and as she would watch him race around, she would walk over to the 

mailbox and grab the mail. From that spot, she would admire her gorgeous, well-kept farmhouse from 

its benevolent stance. She would take in the white shudders in contrast to the calm blue of the walls, 

and her gaze would move upwards, onto the crisp roof and the dainty rooster weather vane on top. On 

this particular day, Sammy smiled as the little metal rooster calmly twirled around. She knew the day 

was going to be relaxed and light. Sammy went back inside and made herself a nutritious breakfast 

paired with a cup of coffee. The morning continued in that routine pattern.  

 Sammy was outside on her porch, embracing the warm breeze when out of the blue, a moving 

truck pulled up. Confused, she went up to speak with the driver. She exclaimed, “What’s going on? Are 

you lost? Do you need help finding a house?” 

The driver looked her house up and down, focused on the address on the mailbox, and read 

aloud, “8578 Marigold Lane. Nope. This is the one.”  

“You must be confused. I don’t understand.” 

“Miss, I’m sorry. I’m just the driver here, but this property was just purchased a few days ago. I am just 

doing my job, taking things over from the old house and whatnot.” 

Stunned and rapidly blinking her eyes, Sammy asked, “How could this be?” 

Apologetically, the driver said, “Again, I’m sorry ma’am. Here’s the number of the folks moving in. I think 

you should talk things through with them.” 

“Oh, dear. Thank you.”  

Empathetically, he said, “Anytime. Have a good one,” and he continued on his business, unloading giant 

crates and boxes onto Sammy’s driveway.  

After the interaction, Sammy raced inside in a frenzy. She thought to herself, “How could this 

be? I’m getting kicked out of my own property?”  

Then, it came to her. The house’s name was under her brother’s name. Aloud, she spoke, “What 

if…? No Theo would never do that to me. Would he?” 

She plopped down on her cushioned sofa, suddenly drained. Sammy did not have the slightest 

idea of what to do, so she pulled out a novel and endorsed herself in it. She read for what seemed like 



an eternity, past the sunset and late into the night. She had little appetite and was unable to perform 

her normal chores and routine with the dread she was feeling, so she eventually fell fast asleep on the 

same couch.  

 The next morning, she woke up to the dependable call of the rooster on her beloved white 

picket fence to her beloved blue farmhouse. Then, Sammy remembered. The house might not be her’s 

anymore. She tried to ignore her impending fears. Instead, she let her dog outside and went to grab the 

mail, like normal. Except for this time, it was different. As Sammy was sifting through the mail stack, she 

spotted an unusual envelope. Her face grew anxious when she saw the return name and address. Of 

course, it was Theo, her brother. Sammy unsteadily tore open the envelope to reveal the most painful 

note she had ever seen. It read, “Sammy, Sammy, I know you are going to be upset with me, but I had 

to. Yes, I know the house has been in our family through generations. Yes, I know you love it, but I had 

to sell it. I’m sorry. I desperately need the money.”  

 Sammy swore in place. Her brother had become corrupted and addicted to gambling, but she 

never thought he would bring his own miserable life upon her. After their mother’s death, her brother 

had become detached and distant from anything that could show him love, and he resorted to alcohol 

and gambling to fill the void. She threw the letter down and paced. Now, her brother robbed her of even 

a shelter to live in. She just wanted to yell at the top of her lungs. What would she do now, homeless 

and alone? She went back inside, filled with dread and panic. Sammy spent another day reading on the 

sofa, unproductive and unmotivated.  

 Even though Sammy gave up on maintaining her chores for the most part, every morning, she 

still walked outside with her pup, watched the calming weather vane, and checked the mail, just in case 

it would bring fortune instead of terrible news. Then, one day, after grabbing the mail, another letter 

stood out of the usual pile to her. After taking a better look, she realized it was again another letter of 

misfortune. She opened the letter to reveal an eviction notice. It claimed the house was no longer in her 

family’s name, and she had no right to stay. It said she must leave the property with her belongings. 

Sammy again was filled with dread and fear. Theo actually sold their house. Not to mention, the weather 

was most certainly not helping that day. The dark, ominous clouds combined with the eviction notice 

made Sammy feel trapped with no escape. She felt a physical pinge in her heart and wanted to collapse. 

She just stood outside, staring blankly until the clouds decided to give out. It started to rain a depressing 

stream, and the thunder decided to join in with its quiet, deep rumbles.  

 Then, all at once, Sammy broke her trance of numbness and depression, and she just lost 

control of herself. She could not take it all any longer. Her life just kept getting worse and worse. She 

just wanted to be with her mother again! 

Sammy screamed at the top of her lungs, creating a both menacing and trill noise. At the same 

time, the metal rooster weather vane at the top of her pretty house started going crazy, matching her 

emotions and pain like magic. When she lost control, it did too, zipping around crazily on its post 

without rhythm or rhyme. The weather vane looked like it spun quicker than the speed of light. Then, to 

add to the peculiar situation, the vane not only spun but began to make a violent buzzing sound. 

Although, even through this whole commotion, Sammy paid no attention to the vane since she was too 

preoccupied with her own wails and breakdown.  



Finally, the weather vane’s movement and noise caught Sammy’s attention, and she looked up 

at her roof in surprise. She forgot about her own concerns and kept her eyes fixated on the weather 

vane. She did not cry or scream any longer; she just stared up in awe. It did not spin calmly and 

controlled like it normally did atop her roof.  Even though Sammy had calmed down and stopped 

sobbing, the weather vane still had not. Now, it was not only whirring out of control, but it lifted up off 

its post, floating through the air towards Sammy. She jumped back in surprise, eyes still fixated on the 

now floating weather vane. It was coming towards her, and she did not know what to do. What was 

happening? Why did her weather vane have a mind of its own and why was it coming closer? Not to 

mention, the weather device looked eerie in flight, glowing and reflecting on the rain. This all was so 

strange and unexpected. To make things worse, in the process, the weather vane’s roaster came alive in 

its descent down to her.  

The pure metal vane slowly gained color, growing rounder and more mobile. It melted from a 

slice of metal to a majestic, live rooster. At this point, Sammy was just dumbfounded. Her puffy, red face 

did nothing but stare at the unraveling extraordinary events.  

From there, the rooster soared up and around in circles. It again sped up, powerfully flying 

around in loops with strong beats of its wings. This was already hard to process, but then, the rooster’s 

path of flight began developing into the endless electric blue of a portal, revealing another world and a 

passage to a foreign world. The ground shook. The wind whipped around trees, and the ground rumbled 

with might. The portal was so powerful, it disrupted the whole atmosphere, causing a combination of a 

hurricane, a tornado, and an earthquake. Sammy was terrified. To avoid getting demolished from the 

weather, she dove through the portal for cover.  

As soon as she hit the other side, the portal disappeared, and Sammy was left standing in the 

same exact place as she was before, or so it seemed, except the place had gorgeous weather, a beaming 

sun, and still winds. She knew something was off. This was not the dreary place she just came from. She 

could feel that she was somewhere else, somewhere better. Unsure of what to do, she paced forwards a 

few steps and then walked back to where she was first standing. Sammy was lost in her own familiar 

neighborhood, isolated. She again glanced around in a circle, but this time, she realized the place was 

deserted. It was completely still, except for her. But wait! With another glance at her own barren house, 

she saw a familiar presence. The presence looked just like her mother, with the same characteristics and 

even the same movements. Sammy squinted her eyes, again in disbelief, but this time ecstatic disbelief. 

She took a few steps closer to her house to check on her suspicion. Could it really be her mother? There 

was no way. Impossible. Right?  

When she got closer, Sammy cried aloud. It was actually her mother, standing out on the porch 

of her beloved house in the peaceful sun! At this point, Sammy raced through her yard and onto the 

porch and without a second thought and screamed, “Mom! Mommy! It’s me!”  

 She ran up to her mother and encaptured her in an enormous hug, beginning to cry aloud. She 

was so joyous to see her mother standing there, in front of her eyes. Her mom cried silently in her arms 

as well, and the pair hugged each other as if the world depended on it. Her mom whispered, “My baby.” 

After a solid few minutes of sobbing, Sammy quieted down and caught her breath. With a hint 

of fear in the voice, she asked, “Am I in heaven? Is it really you?”  



Her mother somberly smiled and answered, “Love, it’s me. I missed you more than anything. I love you 

so much.” 

Sammy said, “I love you so much. I have missed you so much….bu-but, where am I? This is all too good 

to be true.” 

“I know dear. This place can be wherever you want it to be. It can be heaven if you’d like.” 

Sammy replied, “It doesn’t matter, as long as I’m with you mom. I’ve missed you with my entire heart. 

So much happened after you left.”  

“I want you to tell me everything,” her mom replied. “We have all the time in the world.” 

“Okay, good. Where do I even start?” 

This day was better than a dream to Sammy. She was able to tell her mother about everything 

that happened on Earth after her mom passed away from cancer. Starting off, Sammy talked about the 

joyous events and the great parts of life like her adorable, loyal pup, but then, she had to add the 

melancholy parts to her collection. Sammy talked about her brother, Theo. She explained that he had 

been so affected by their mother’s death that he turned to alcohol and gambling to lessen the pain. He 

became numb to human feelings and emotion, and he only felt joy through material things like drugs, 

alcohol, gambling, and money. Sammy’s mother felt devastated by this information. Her mother blamed 

it all on herself and felt so guilty, so Sammy tried to comfort her mother. During the recollection, there 

were lots of mixed reactions to Sammy’s story of life on Earth. After Sammy described the jist of how life 

had been and important details, she paused. After a moment of thought, Sammy admitted, “Mom. I 

think I’m like Theo. I need you to feel truly happy. I have been numb on Earth without you, too. I just 

didn’t lash out like he did.”  

Sammy then explained how she was already lonely and isolated when she was living on her own 

with her dog, but when the news of her brother’s betrayal reached her, she could not take it any longer. 

She felt excruciating pain. She felt helplessly alone. With these emotions all piling, she finally broke. It 

was when she had a meltdown that the portal opened and took her away, to her mom. That was her 

recollection of the events.   

 From there, her mother decided to tell Sammy the truth.  

“Dear, remember when I told you that this place is whatever you wanted it to be…? I did not tell 

the full truth about it. I am so sorry.” 

Confused, Sammy replied, “What do you mean?” 

With a somber and nervous expression, her mother explained, “Well you see, you can call this 

place whatever you’d like, but it is the place you go after your life has ended on Earth. People back on 

Earth do call it heaven.”  

“What? You’re saying I-, I died back on Earth?!” 

“Love, you were so heartbroken that your heart stopped in despair. After you felt truly alone 

and lost from everyone’s betrayal and departure, your body couldn’t take the emotion and pain 

anymore.” 



In shock, Sammy reacted, “There’s no way! I was just on Earth earlier today. I was yelling and 

crying from the eviction notice. I was there. I was alive. I am alive!... and I’m here because of this 

massive portal that opened. Let me tell you! It was insane. The weather vane came to life and opened 

this passage that brought me here!” 

After hearing herself ramble, Sammy, realizing, said, “Wait. An insane portal brought me here. 

Through a rooster weather vane coming to life. Wait. What?” 

Sammy’s mother looked sympathetic and did her best to soothe Sammy. She said, “Honey, that 

portal was in your mind. You did receive an eviction notice, but after that, your heart stopped with 

despair, and an ambulance rushed you to a hospital. You did not take a magical portal here, love. That 

was a hallucination from the lack of oxygen in your brain because of your broken heart.”  

Sammy fell back, stunned. She said, “Wha-wha? So I’m really…. gone?” 

Her mother hugged her in a warm embrace.  

“It’s okay sweetheart. I’m here. You aren’t alone anymore.” 


