
Imagine Freedom 

To the world, I was a piece of a puzzle that didn’t fit. I had no freedom. 

Since my ninth birthday, I’d be dumped into a chair, had tasteless food thrust into my 

mouth, and left alone for what felt like hours without end. I had to sit there and wait, and wait, 

unable to do much else on my own. 

I felt that my life would never change, that I would always be considered something less 

than I was. As time passed, I learned to accept it, to go with it. Knowing that everything was 

always going to stay the same . . . always. 

--- 

A cool wind brushed my bare shoulders. Sitting on a run-down bench in my backyard, 

and feeling the wind blow against me always felt calming. I breathed in the fresh air, feeling it 

rush through my lungs, then back out through my nose. 

I didn’t know what I was going to do today, where I was going to go, or even if I was 

going anywhere at all. I would have no choice but to wait it out. 

For me, everyday was the same. My parents tried to help, but they didn’t know how. I 

never had the chance to experience things, or to socialize like most kids my age. The only 

abilities I lacked were the ones I really wished I had. However, there was one thing that 

separated me from most other kids, something much greater and more powerful than what they 

had. My imagination. 

With it, I could soar through the sky on a flaming red phoenix, or dive deep into the 

ocean to explore the fascinating world under the sea. In the world of my imagination, I’m always 

doing something. Adventures, mysteries, romance, fantasy, where every moment for me was 

real, and yet it lived in my mind. My imagination is so wonderful, limitless, powerful … and yet 

so solitary. 

 



I feel someone picking me up. I feel the thud of each step traversing the backyard, 

pausing, then continuing. I assume I’m being taken to the car. Though I’ve never seen the car, 

I’ve always imagined it to be a fiery shade of red with sleek black jet packs sticking out at the 

back.  

Of the many times that I’ve been in a car, the engines would feel as if they were blasting 

me through a car race, gliding across the slick road, and soaring high in the air as it leapt off any 

bumps on its path. 

As the car started, I felt the engine revving, preparing me for an adventure. My eyes 

remained closed as I imagined what was in store… 

…Ghostly figures approached the car. Gravel crackled under the weight of the tires. Fog 

began creeping in from all directions, enveloping us in an impenetrable white mist. The air was 

cold. It’s chills ran down my spine. As we drove farther and farther, the ghostly figures stared at 

us with empty, soulless eyes, I could feel the darkness within them. We had to get out of there! 

The car drove faster as we tried to escape the fog. One of the ghosts approached and touched my 

window, frost quickly spread from its finger. 

The chill in the air became more intense. I was frozen, my eyes were partially shut, I 

couldn’t move. The car slowed, the sound of the engine faded, all that could be heard now was 

the chattering of teeth and shivering breaths. 

The figures surrounded us. We couldn’t do anything. We were trapped, captured, with all 

hope slowly fading away 

Suddenly a blinding flash of light overwhelmed everything. Slowly, its gentle warmth 

began to spread through my numb body and the unwelcome chill began to fade away. I opened 

my eyes. The ghosts were gone, so was the cold. Everything was back to normal when… 

 

The car jerked to a halt. I felt myself being hoisted out of my seat and carried across an 

uneven pavement. I didn’t bother opening my eyes, it wouldn’t do me any good anyways. 



A few moments later, I was placed on a cold wooden seat. I didn’t know where I was, but 

it didn’t matter. My imagination was my freedom from this prison. 

Snow colored walls surrounded me and the roof was partially caved in. The floor creaked 

whenever I moved … everything else was silent. 

 

Someone touched my shoulder. I froze. My muscles tensed as I waited for something to 

happen. When nothing did, I relaxed slightly. 

Suddenly, the white walls began to shift and change. The white transformed to  green, the 

room warped and twisted, until finally the walls dissolved to reveal a whole new landscape. 

Lush greenery surrounded me. Vines curled up and across the branches of the thick, 

towering trees. Four-winged birds soared overhead, sailing towards fluffy white clouds that 

speckled the indigo sky. A gentle breeze caressed my skin. I inhaled its fragrant, perfumed 

aromas as it swirled around me. 

Perched high in the trees, the birds chirped their songs. This world was welcoming and 

full of vibrant, animated, and free creatures. It was so beautiful. I didn’t want to leave, I could 

live my whole life here! Suddenly, the vines began to wrap around me, I could feel them like a 

pair of-- 

--hands pulling me out of my day dream, and yanking me out of my seat. The forest was 

gone, my daydream shattered. I was shoved back into the car. 

The engine vibrated, I felt the seat belt hug me tight. With my daydream gone, my 

thoughts drifted down a path I rarely explored. A path of theories, questions and curiosities 

around what freedom really is… 

My name is Shirley Blake. I’m thirteen years old and I am the complete opposite of 

everyone else in my age group. Ever since the paralyzing accident on my ninth birthday, I 

became unrecognizable to everyone, even to myself! I lost my abilities to explore and interact 

with the world. I lost my freedom and became an oddity, a hindrance, a chore. 



I once took those abilities for granted, but I know now that freedom is truly a gift that is 

easily lost, but is never forgotten.  

Even though part of my freedom is gone, I know in my heart that I have more of it in my 

imagination, than most people have in their entire lives.  

 


