
​Echoes in the Borderlands 

Table of Contents

Title Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Echoes in the Borderlands

Chapter 1- The Beginning

Chapter 2- Fears and Rumors

Chapter 3- The Crash

Chapter 4- The Spark

Chapter 5- The Training

Chapter 6- Shadows Underfoot

Chapter 7- The Bonfire

Chapter 8- First Contact

Chapter 9- The Price of Survival

Chapter 10- Ashes in the Wind

Chapter 11- The Parade of Heroes

Chapter 12- The Betrayal

Chapter 13- Aftermath

Chapter 14- The Hallow World

Chapter 15- Fractures

Chapter 16- The Hollow Days

Chapter 17- The Cracks Between Us

Chapter 18- The Static Between Heartbeats

Chapter 19- The Cracks in Reality

Chapter 20- Breaking the Mask

Chapter 21- Real or Not?

Chapter 22- The Final Betrayal

Chapter 23- The Truth

Chapter 24- The Lesson

Chapter 25- Holding on

Chapter 26- The Return

Sign up for Haley Nicole Burke's Mailing List



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Life is long so why not try new things like writing and publishing a novel?
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​Chapter 1- The Beginning

​Eve's POV:
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In my dream, I am already dead, but the world doesn’t seem to notice. This world is ending quietly, one heartbeat at a time. Every time I close my eyes, it shows me something it’s not supposed to. I see a reflection of a closed eye in a puddle, but I don’t see my own. 

As soon as I opened my eyes in the early morning after my weird dream, the first thing I heard was "Evelyn, breakfast is ready!” I tried my best to respond despite how tired I was, “coming, Mom!” I almost fell down the stairs when trying to hurry because of my lack of sleep. 

Mom is humming while placing breakfast on a plate; the smell of pancakes and coffee fills the air. The kitchen is warm, but I still feel unsettled from my dream. My mom says, “I couldn’t sleep last night, I kept hearing something moving under the house.” I brush it off, but the line continues to linger in my mind.  

The breakfast was really good, I thanked her for it, and rushed back upstairs to get ready for my second week at school in my senior year. School so far isn’t too bad. Some classmates get on my nerves, but at least I have my best friend in the same class as me, and we get to sit wherever we want. But, since it is our senior year, we have to make important decisions for our future and have to stay focused on work a whole lot; it sure is draining.

First, I make the cozy bed that I struggled to get out of as quickly as I could, with the short amount of time I have. After that, I brush my long, dark, cherry colored hair that usually gets complimented randomly during the day. And finally, I get dressed in my vintage jeans and zip-up jacket that goes over my clean white tank top. Even though it isn’t that cold out, I always freeze in class, and people tend to notice, so I try to wear warmer clothes. 

I quickly look around, checking if I’m missing anything. The strange details distract me. The clock in my room is ticking slightly off beat, my reflection in the mirror seems to move slower than my own self, and I hear my mom singing a familiar song downstairs. I keep feeling like I’m running late, but I’m not. 

I force myself in a rush, almost forgetting my bag, computer, shoes, and phone! I quickly get on the bus with Maya and Caleb after walking the long sidewalk. The only reason I could easily notice Maya is that she has a fall vibe that I really love. Maya is my best friend and classmate, who has brown hair with green eyes. We have been best friends for over three years now. Caleb is also a classmate who I’m a little close to, and he has black hair with green eyes. While the bus driver starts taking our normal route to school after we all sit down next to each other, I notice a crack in the road near the school that glows faintly. When looking at the road sign that says, “End of route 07,” I feel like something is off or weird with it. Caleb notices me zoning out and teases me about it. 

I glance into the bus window, thinking about what I just saw. My reflection doesn’t seem right, just like this morning in the mirror. It smiles a second too late, then blinks on its own. Maya asks, “Are you okay? You look really pale.” I say that I’m fine, but in reality, there are chills flowing down my spine. Speaking of “Reality,” it’s almost like reality isn’t syncing properly. But maybe I’m just out of it or overreacting. 

As I walk into school, a weird compulsion to check my phone rises over me like a crashing wave. There’s a missed call from my mom, but it’s strange; she never reaches out to me after I leave for school. There’s a voicemail that only contains pure silence, except for a faint static, along with a single beat in the background. I go numb for a second, my heart synced to that one beat. Besides the missed call that probably shouldn’t even exist, the halls feel weird.  

Blinking lights hum above me, flickering on and off. And just like the voicemail, the flickering has the same rhythm as my heart. I stop by the trophy case and stare at a photo from last year’s trip when I feel drawn to it. Our homeroom teacher, who we have now, is half-blurred. My reflection overlays the glass, and for a split second, I can swear that the reflection isn’t me, but someone tilting their head the wrong way. Maya breaks the moment, “Come on, Eve!” I follow her, my footsteps echo, and there is a sprinkle of static on my arms.

Luckily, we get to our first period just in time, even though our homeroom teacher, Ms. Reynolds, complains. We sit down in our seats next to each other. Maya sits up, excited, and says, “Guess what? I really like this guy in a different class, he's named Nathan, and he may ask me out soon, which I can’t wait for!” Although she was really happy to tell me, I didn’t care one bit about it. She’s always hung up on some random guy whom I don’t know, and usually pushes me away after they get closer, and it bothers me. But hopefully I can forget about that fact sometime soon.

Ms. Reynolds, our homeroom teacher, starts the day with optimism and energy that fails to affect us, and she says she believes in us for the upcoming test that we need to study for. She also announces the upcoming field trip that is for our future. Since it is closer to the start of the school year, our assignment is to write down our biggest fears. I write two different things, unable to choose. “Losing my loved ones and forgetting who I am.” 

In class, bored and finished with my tiny assignment, I rested my eyes for a bit. Darkness turns into dust, and I stand in a fog-covered field where the ground hums like something is alive beneath it. A distant voice whispers my name, “Eve, you’re late.” I can’t tell if it is my mom’s voice or someone else's. I reach out and see my reflection in the water beside me, but the reflection blinks slower than my uncontrollable body does. The ground cracks beneath me, and a faint blue-green light pulses in the cracks, the same color as my eyes in the reflection, even though I have natural brown eyes. 

I start gasping from my dream. Others around me are looking very concerned, and some are laughing. Caleb walks over, slowly, and puts his hand on my stiff shoulder, “Are you okay?” 

“Yeah, I’m fine. Thank you.” 

I look around the loud room, examining it. When I turn back around, and my gaze meets my desk, there is a muffin that he left for me. I quickly turn to the door to thank him again, but he is gone. When taking a bite of my muffin, the sweet taste excites me, but I can’t help but wonder where he had run off to so fast.

I walk into my next class, energized from my nap. The teacher goes up to the board and asks for a volunteer. I raise my hand, wanting to work the problem out. Suddenly, my whole body drops onto my desk, limp. Am I about to faint?

The ground breaks in and drops me in a white void. I stand up before voices start whispering names I don’t recognize. There’s a faint heartbeat echoing somewhere distant, far away. A flash of blue-green light appears, causing me to hear my own, that sounds like it is not where it’s supposed to be. A hand reaches for mine, but it fades slowly. 

I jolt up, scaring the other students and the teacher. If I just fainted, shouldn’t I be at the hospital? And why aren’t they concerned? They are acting as if nothing had happened. I just took a nap, so that couldn’t have been a dream from another one, right? My body temperature was normal when my body gave out, and I also wasn’t feeling sick or anything that would have caused it. 

At lunch, Maya starts talking about the field trip permission slips when Jonas jokes, saying, “Mr. Han is most likely going to make Ms. Reynold give us worksheets even on the bus!” Mr. Han surprisingly isn’t a teacher, like you would guess. He is in the military and has a soft spot for this school that he attended when he was young. If we have any field trips that involve the government, military, or anything that is important for students' futures, he attends, along with Mr. Allen, who is in a lower position than him. Caleb smirks at his comment but keeps watching the window, saying, “You ever get the feeling that something is counting down?” We all laugh, but what he has said makes me look at the cafeteria clock. It’s second-hand jerks twice in the same spot, like it is hesitating. I guess I’m the only one who did so because when I look back, Maya is chewing her straw, Jonas is typing on his phone, and Caleb is staring through the glass while thinking about something. 

All of a sudden, in class, the announcements call all the school staff down to the gym. The whole class was talking nonstop, wondering what was so important that they had to call everyone down there. It was weird; this has never happened before. Also, why are there so many odd things happening today besides the announcement? When class is over, I get rushed out of the way and drop my books while thinking. When I go down to pick them up, another hand is helping. It’s Caleb. I thank him, he softly replies, “No problem!” 

In class, a classmate busts into the room frantically and starts screaming, “They are coming back, the creatures! We are all so dead,” It was Jonas. I’ve never seen him like this before. He’s known as the tough one, until you bring up his dead brother, who died in the first wave of attacks years ago. 

Jonas and his brother were really close before he died, so it hit him especially hard, and his family fell apart after. They were twins as well, both of them had white blonde hair and brown eyes. Their family was super close before that tragic thing happened, and they were pretty well known, too. Most people knew them for their good looks, white dyed hair, being good students, and skilled football players.

Now, you may be wondering what the “tragic day” was, what the “creatures” are, and what the “first wave of attacks” were. Years ago, weird and huge, wolf-like creatures suddenly emerged from the ground, destroying cities before mysteriously retreating underground. Humanity braced for another attack, but nothing came. Unfortunately, his brother was one of the first ones to go out; even worse, they were unable to find his body. Well, unless the story was just a lie, and we can’t remember because we were so young at the time. 

Jonas has never been the same since. He used to be such a happy and playful kid. After that day, we distanced ourselves after being childhood friends because of the shock and change in the world. If I’m being completely honest, I miss him and the memories that we shared. 

After Jonas busted through the door and told us that the creatures were coming back, everyone was confused, so I stood up, “Calm down and slowly explain.” “I was in the gym, on cleaning duty, when the staff got called down. I hid behind the bleachers because I was curious about what was happening. I heard their whole meeting! They said that the government has been observing the seniors since the last attack, just in case we need military training to go to war with the creatures. Then Mr. Han and more of the military walked in and said that the contracts are soon going to be released to train!” 
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​Chapter 2- Fears and Rumors
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The class froze, and silence filled the room with expressive shock. A minute later, everyone keeps interrupting each other to ask Jonas questions and tries to share their thoughts about the unreal matter. Rumors are eating the school alive; some don’t believe any of it, some think the worst of the situation, and others think positively.

At lunch, everything and everyone feels louder than usual. Every fork clatter echoes throughout the whole cafeteria. I watch as Clara gets tipsy and drops her full tray; it seems like she hasn’t even laid a single pale finger on it. When the sound of the tray dropping gets heard from others, everyone turns in sync, too perfectly timed, almost scripted. Jonas jokes, “I guess she is cursed with bad luck!” I swear I can hear a faint whisper under the small laughter, “Not yet.” Maya’s gaze meets my uncomfortable eyes; luckily, she changes the topic faster than light itself.

One day after school, I told my mom about what happened, and she started sobbing like never before. She must’ve realized I’m not her little girl anymore and is scared about what’s coming next. I also start tearing up. Next thing I knew, drops of tears were falling down my face. I never wanted to see her like this and immediately regretted telling her. 

The funny thing is, I never even really cared about the danger; maybe it was because it felt unreal. I ran to my room and started sobbing without making any noise. I didn’t want her to hear me, not even one bit. That's how I've always been; I never wanted to cry in front of anyone. But if I accidentally started, I could never go back. 

I think crying shows vulnerability, weakness, and overall, it’s just embarrassing. After a while, I finally fell asleep. I wake up to a bright morning, but something is weird. My mom isn’t downstairs playing soft music, I can’t smell her usual breakfast, and she isn’t yelling at me to wake up. 

It’s awfully quiet, so I walk downstairs, and I see her. She looks like she hasn’t slept at all, staring off into space, and doesn’t say a single word. I go back to my room to get ready for school. Once I'm done, I rush downstairs again and walk past my mom to go out the front door.

When I'm walking out, she stops me by calling out my name. I freeze out of curiosity about what she's going to say, even though I told myself before to continue not caring, but I still didn’t dare to turn around and face her. “Eve, whatever happens, don’t sign your life away.” I continue staying still for a moment to fully process what she said, and then walk out like I didn’t hear her. 

When I got to school, I noticed that Maya wasn’t there, waiting for me. At first, I thought that she was most likely talking to the class about the whole situation. But that changed when I walked into my first class. It was almost like the first day of school when no one knew each other, and the room was filled with complete silence. 

I had a feeling that it's been that way for a while now. Maya wasn’t texting Nathan, Caleb wasn’t making jokes and planning to do something nice for me to win me over, Jonas wasn’t talking to his friends and challenging them to arm wrestle, our nice and encouraging teacher wasn’t talking to the students, and all the other students were just frozen in time. 

They don’t even react to me slamming the classroom door. Everyone is trapped in their own thoughts. I sit down, tap on Maya’s shoulder, and joke, asking why everyone was acting like they were frozen in time. She turns around and just looks at me like I have no humanity left, and I don’t have feelings of my own. She is clearly upset, so I apologize. But in reality, I don’t mean it; nothing has been confirmed, so why should we let the news take over our lives?

This continued the whole day, and I actually started worrying a bit, not only about me, my possible life change, but also my classmates' feelings and possible life changes as well. After what felt like an eternity, the school day finally ended. It felt very boring with the constant silence and no one to talk to because everyone was stuck in their own worrying thoughts. When I get home, there is still no noise, like it has been the whole day. 

I really think I am going to lose my mind at this point; there might as well be no one on the whole planet alive. I go to make food because my mom hasn’t made any, but I notice there is barely any food in the kitchen. “This won’t do,” I scream so that my mom will hear and realize she needs to get groceries, but there was no response. “Fine,” I say, letting her know I am upset. 

Suddenly, I hear humming coming from the stove that isn’t on. I start to recognize the humming when it turns into the same low static from my dream. I turn around, and it’s my mom cooking like any other time. When I blink once, the kitchen briefly looks older, the wallpaper has faded, and the fresh new bulb goes blank. What I hear and see changes. Everything goes back to normal when the TV is on the news. It mentions a local accident involving a government transport, but cuts off mid-sentence. I look at the reflection in the window, knowing that something is wrong. For a fraction of a second, someone else is looking back. A sense of fear flows through me, like a
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