Millie Ford

Excerpt from story called Whispers
Past Tense	
	I made it to end of the first block when I reached Kunka’s Pharmacy. The banana-colored building trimmed in chocolate brown took up the whole corner and it was closed. White window shades covered all the display windows. I thought I saw one moving. 
	I sped across Loomis Street to the next block. Even with the streetlights on, the sidewalk was dark. Bridgeport Bakery was closed, and the cake stands were all empty, dim light shining on their silvery surfaces. I walked past Sabbo’s Certified Store. I looked through the signs showing the price of ham and grapes, but no one was shopping. The aisles were dimly lit, but store was closed.  
	Just as I was reaching the end of the second block, a car pulled up just in front me and stopped.  My breathing hitched. My jelly legs tried to move faster. The window of the passenger side rolled down, and a young man asked me a question. I didn’t answer. He got out of the car and stood almost in front of me. Another man opened the driver’s side door and started walking toward my back. I was in trouble. I turned around, hoping to outrun the man in back and get back to Mary Ann’s house when I heard a large booming voice, “Leave her alone.” It was Mr. Finucane trailing me, making sure I got home safely. 

Present Tense
	I make it to end of the first block when I reach Kunka’s Pharmacy. The banana-colored building trimmed in chocolate brown takes up the whole corner and it is closed. White window shades cover all the display windows. I think I see one moving. 
	I speed across Loomis Street to the next block. Even with the streetlights on, the sidewalk is dark. Bridgeport Bakery is closed, and the cake stands are all empty, dim light shine on their silvery surfaces. I walk past Sabbo’s Certified Store. I look through the signs showing the price of ham and grapes, but no one is shopping. The aisles are dimly lit, and the store is closed.  
	Just as I reach the end of the second block, a car pulls up just in front me and stops.  My breathing hitches. My jelly legs try to move faster. The window of the passenger side rolls down, and a young man asks me a question. I don’t answer. He gets out of the car and stands almost in front of me. Another man opens the driver’s side door and starts to walk toward my back. I am in trouble. I turn around, hope to outrun the man in back and get back to Mary Ann’s house when I hear a large booming voice, “Leave her alone.” It is Mr. Finucane trailing me, making sure I got home safely. 
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