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Written by Emma Uren 

The Day of the Fire 

1. 

It was a sunny day, the day of the fire. Where we lived, the sun had a habit of reaching its 

cruel fingers down and poking your eyes. That day, it smeared its choking heat over all the 

plains, leaving no place untouched save for glimpses of shadow. 

The trees huddled along the riverbank, forming a tiny, twisted haven where that 
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