
The orphanage of death 
 
“Are you coming honey”, the lady in the yellow dress asked. “We are 
here.” I stepped out of the car and took the open hand of the lady. 
Now I could see her better. She had red hair with a headband. She 
had beautiful crystal earrings and a necklace of gold. She reminded 
me of my mom. That’s why I didn’t want to look at her. I missed my 
parents, even though they left this world only a couple of days ago. It 
still felt weird to be an orphan. We walked to the front door and the 
yellow lady knocked twice before someone opened. It was an old 
lady with crooked, rectangular glasses. She let us in without a word. 
We walked into a hall with lots of doors. It smelled moldy and not 
very welcoming. At my right side there was a mirror. I did really look 
like an orphan now. I had old clothes and my hair was a mess. My 
face was disgusting, there was mud and dried tears everywhere. I 
used to look different. Happy, fresh. I was a happy girl, for 14 years. 
Now I looked like a rat. I didn’t want to see me, it would bring me to 
tears. Instead I looked at my left side, there was another hallway, 
with many doors on one side. On the other side there were dirty 
windows and green benches. You could really see the benches got 
used very often, many planks were broken and the green color was 
fading away. “You just have to wait for the headmaster”, the old lady 
said. “You can sit on one of the benches.” “Okay, we can wait”, the 
yellow lady answered. “Right, Sarah?” I nodded. We sat down on the 
first bench. “You will be happy here, I promise”, the yellow lady said. 
I didn’t really trust that, but I had no choice. On the end of the hall 
there was another door. “Headmasters office” it said. A lady walked 
out, she wasn’t that old. I would guess she was about 30 years old. 
“You can come in now”, she said. We walked past all the doors and 
got inside of her office. “Take a seat”, she said. There were two little 
chairs, made for children, I would guess. We sat down and the two 
women started to talk.  
 
I was sitting in my new bedroom, there were two bunkers. Each in a 
corner. I was sitting on the first bunker. On the bed closest to the 



ground. I was thinking.. Of what would happen now. If I still would 
have a “normal” life. Not a sad life. I heard something that made me 
look up. The door opened.. Three girls came in. They stopped talking 
when they noticed me. They just stared at me. Then one of the girls 
got a smile on her face. “Hi”, she said, but not in a bad way. It 
sounded sweet and I got a little less sad. “I am Katelynn, she said. 
And you?” “I’m Sarah”, I said nervous and quiet. “Hi Sarah”, she 
answered. “This is Siri, and this is Faith”, she said and pointed to the 
other girls. “Hi”, I said again. “Are you new”, one of the girls in the 
back asked. She had black hair and purple/black clothes. “That must 
be Siri”, I thought. “I guess”, I answered to Siri. The girls sat down on 
each a bed. The other girl of the trio sat above me. That must be 
Faith. She looked like a really nice person, but she felt shy. Just like 
me. They started giggling again, small talk. I think Siri didn’t join, but I 
didn’t really hear what they said and who said something. I was in 
“my world”. 
 
“Are you coming outside”, someone said carefully. I looked up and 
saw that it was Faith. She sat on my left side, I hadn’t even noticed. I 
had eaten my lunch and had very much energy now. I nodded. She 
stood up and reached out a hand to help me up. I took her hand. It 
was soft and warm, and thanks to it I also felt a little warmer inside. 
We walked towards the front door, still holding hands. It was very 
big, almost like heaven’s gates. Maybe was it more hells gates, we 
had to work hard for the food, everyday. I usually did the laundry and 
helped cleaning up in the bedrooms. It was a hard job. Faith let go of 
my hand and took a pair of boots. I just stood there staring at her. “I 
don’t have anything yet”, I thought to myself. I think Faith noticed, 
‘cause she walked to a big bookshelf next to the door. She picked up 
another pair of boots, walked back to me and handed me the old, 
red, muddy boots. I put on me the boots. The boots felt weird. When 
I was done Faith had already taken a jacket for me. She had also 
already put on her own jacket. Her jacket was red with white corners, 
her boots were orange, but the mud changed the color to brown. I 



put on the ugly, yellow jacket and looked at myself in the big mirror. 
Faith took my hand again and I followed her out. 
 
After a few days I got a bit used to the fact that I was an orphan, I 
even knew almost the whole orphanage. I think I could go almost 
everywhere blindfolded. Only the root cellar was a big question mark. 
Kaitlynn, Faith and I had become best of friends, we giggled and small 
talked almost every day and night. I got a bit sad for Siri, who was 
alone all the time. But I totally forgot about her, I just had such a 
good time with the other girls. Everyday, so many girls got adopted. I 
didn’t like it, why did so many people want an orphan? I thought it 
was very strange. I wanted to go talk with Katelynn and Faith, I 
wanted to ask them about the root cellar which maybe could lead to 
a clue.  At lunch I walked up to them and dragged the to the “lonely 
table”. That table always stood empty and was out of reach of 
anyone to hear what we were saying. “Do you know what’s in the 
root cellar”, I asked them at the moment we sat down. “I think extra 
food and stuff”, Katelynn answered thoughtful with food in her 
mouth. “So you don’t know for sure”, I wanted to know. “No”, Faith 
said joining the conversation. “Why do you want to know this”, 
Katelynn confronted me. “I’m just wondering”, I lied. I didn’t really 
want them to know just yet. “I do think we could get in easily” Faith 
said with her thinking face. When she has her thinking face, you can 
really see she’s thinking. If you talk to her she won’t respond, 
because she is in her “thinking world”. Faith is also really good in 
opening things, even locks. We decided to look up the root cellar at 
break, maybe we could see how we could get in.  
 
The root cellar was locked… Typical! “I think I could get in”, Faith said 
with another of her thinking face. We got a little hope. “Tonight 
maybe”, Katelynn proposed. “Good idea”, I answered. “Then Faith 
can think all day long”, Katelynn said while giggling. I also giggled and 
even Faith stopped thinking and joined. It was pretty fun, even 
though I had a bit of concern.  
 



That night, I was thinking, thinking of clues..? Thinking of different 
people and their alibis. I have a few ideas of what could happen; 
someone adopts all of us so that we can work for them, someone 
wants to kill all of us, someone… I was thinking so much I fell asleep. 
 
“Wake up!” someone said. I recognized the voice. It was Faith! “The 
root cellar!” she repeated. “It’s time.” I got out of bed and we went 
outside, quietly. When we came to the root cellar the lock was gone. 
We still went in, even though it was very suspicious. I was scared, and 
I could feel Faith and Katelynn were too. It smelled even worse in 
here than in the orphaning itself. It also smelled moldy in here, but in 
a worse way. In a way like if something had died in here. It was dark 
and I think I saw rats running around. The root cellar was just like a 
tunnel, which never ended. Then, we heard something. “What’s 
that!?“ Katelynn said with a scared voice. We were all creeped out. 
“It’s the rats,” I said quietly. I didn’t believe it myself, but I didn’t 
want to freak everyone out. That’s when I finally remembered 
something. Siri wasn’t in her bed when we left. That I didn’t even 
think about it! This creeped me out even more. It’s now or never. 
“Why do you guys think so many got adopted”, I asked. My hands 
were shaking. There was no way back now! “They didn’t get 
adopted”, one of the girls said quiet and it sounded sad. “What do 
you mean”, I asked creeped out, but still curious. “They 
disappeared”, someone said. I freaked out, because it wasn’t Faith’s 
or Katelynn’s voice. Then we heard footsteps, moving towards us… 
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