
24 25

Inner Voice
Mai Urai

Countdown
Marrisa Bylo

     3 hours left. Sunlight welcomed the newest high school graduates as they left their school 
one last time. They were surrounded by their families and loved ones. Cameras flashed, hugs 
exchanged. “College won’t get in the way of our friendship,” was the promise of too many hopeful, 
ignorant teenagers that day. Ignorance is bliss. But at least today they still shared their vibrant 
friendships. Today they were on top of the world only to start over as freshmen in the fall. It was an 
interesting transition to fall from the top and work your way back up. 
     I was at the graduation. My cousin Audrey wrapped her arm around my shoulder. I tried to pull 
away. I didn’t like pictures. She was stronger and taller than me.
     “Come on! Take a picture with me. You know you’re going to miss me this fall,” she laughed 
as she posed and gave a goofy grin. She bent down so she wouldn’t be too tall next to me. Her 
graduation gown matched my red hair. The tassel on her hat tickled my nose. I almost sneezed.  
But I held it back and smiled like she asked. She wanted a picture of me, which was nice. The 
camera flashed. 
     Audrey grabbed the camera, looking at the picture. She said, “It’s perfect! This is going up on 
my wall. You are my favorite cousin, of course.”  She ran off to take more pictures with her friends. 
I could hear her chatting with her classmates. There were a lot of cameras flashing. Mom and Dad 
took me to the car. I would see Audrey at the BBQ at her house.
     I liked the picture though. We were both smiling big. It was the last picture I ever got with 
Audrey. 
     2 hours, 50 minutes. My family and I went to the BBQ at Audrey’s house. My Aunt Karen and 
Uncle Robert threw the graduation party. Audrey was their only child. They didn’t cry even though 
they would miss her. I was going to miss her too. Even with weather reports of an approaching 
storm, people were everywhere. Thunderstorms were common here in the Midwest. No one paid 
attention to the clouds in the distance. We were used to them. 
     There was lots of food. I sat with my parents and my two younger brothers, Riley and baby 
Charlie. We ate slowly because we had on nice clothes. Mom and Dad smiled as they talked to 
people who were also our neighbors. I watched all the graduates as they took even more pictures 
and played in the pool. The boys would push the girls in the pool even though the girls said no. The 
girls would yell as they hit the cold water. It was funny. 
     Audrey opened up gifts while saying “I love it” a hundred times and blew out candles on a 
yummy cake. Aunt Karen took a piece of cake and put Audrey’s face in it. Everyone laughed at the 
blue icing hanging on Audrey’s nose and forehead. She laughed too. She posed for pictures with 
her closest friends and then her parents. Audrey with her blue face. She wiped it off, and the cake 
was passed out. She gave me an extra-large piece, and she handed it to me with a wink. 
     Her birthday was tomorrow. She would have turned 18. 
     1 hour, 45 minutes. Baby Charlie started crying so we had to leave the party before it was over. 
I waved good-bye to Audrey as we climbed in our gray minivan, and she got into a car with some 
friends. Her mom needed more tea, so Audrey left her own party to get it. I don’t know why tea was 
so important. But hanging out at Walmart was what teenagers did for fun. She was sent to get tea, 
but she would buy other things: probably candy, an energy drink, and a new sun hat. They would 
look at dorm stuff, dreaming about what the future should hold. They would forget about the tea, 
and the party, while they hung out at Walmart.
     She shouted through the open window, “BYE, STEVEN!” I waved again as our cars turned away 
from each other. Our house was only a few blocks away. We visited each other a lot, especially 


