
Scrambled eggs and orange juice  

I had just moved in with my grandparents, two weeks ago. I was new in 
class and fall break was coming up. I was afraid no one would 
understand why I was in such a bad mood. Therefore, I was not keen to 
make new friends in my class yet. During the break, Jacob came to me 
and asked if I would like to join them. After a while, Jacob asked why I 
had moved here.  

“So, you live with your grandparents a few streets away now? I saw you 
there some days ago".  

“Yeah... I life with my grandparents for two weeks now.”  

“Your parents too?” 

... 

“No, they...they...” 

"Are you ok...you don't look well, do you want us to take you to the 
infirmary?" 

"No, I'm ok, it's just....my... my parents... they're away on a business 
trip... they were..." 

"You said were? What happened?" 

"They never came back..." 

"Damn, I'm sorry about that... that must not be easy for you and your 
grandparents..." 

"No, not really, I've never seen my grandma so depressed and sad... I 
miss them..." 

"I have an idea what might cheer you up a little... we could go camping 
for the vacations, I found a lake in a small forest just outside of town, a 
few days ago..." 

We started planning our trip and I asked my grandfather if we could use 
his old truck. To my surprise, he agreed. Jayden, another guy in the 
group said, his dad has three big, red tents that we were able to borrow.  

 



2:15 a.m., I lay in bed as I do every night, sweating wet and shivering. 
The nightmare of my parents' death just wouldn't leave me alone. I 
could do whatever I wanted, nothing helped. I got up, sat down at my 
desk, turned on the light, and started my laptop. I couldn't let go of the 
thought that it was no accident. 76 newspaper articles I had collected so 
far. I clicked on the FAA-Homepage and started scrolling. I was so 
engrossed in my research that I completely forgot the time.  

The door opened and my grandpa came in. 

"You need to stop doing that, you're just driving yourself crazy... I know 
it's hard, but please stop cooking up conspiracy theories.” 

I shut my laptop, stuffed the newspaper articles into a drawer, and stood 
up.  

“Take a shower and then come down, I'll make breakfast.”  

When I walked into the dining room, there was a steaming portion of 
scrambled eggs with bacon and a glass of orange juice at my place, my 
favorite breakfast. I had just finished breakfast when the doorbell rang. I 
completely forgot that we were supposed to meet today to go to the 
lake... I ran up the stairs, grabbed my bag, and went to brush my teeth 
quickly, but then had to go back because I forgot to change clothes. 
When I came back into the living room, my grandma had already offered 
Jacob something to drink. 10 minutes later the rest of the group arrived 
and we could start loading my grandpa's 89' chevy truck. The truck was 
pretty old and rusty, but this didn't stop us from heading out.  

After one mile the engine started to stutter... I looked at the instruments 
and saw that the fuel gauge was empty. Luckily, we were stranded right 
on the doorstep of Jacob's grandparents, who lived right on the edge of 
town.  

His grandfather had an old diesel tank in the yard for his tractor, so we 
could fortunately fill up. We gave him 25$ and continued our journey. 
But as it had to happen, we had to stop again 6 miles later because 
something had started to clatter. We started walking around the truck 
and relatively quickly found out what was wrong, the exhaust was loose.  

"Do we have any tools to screw the exhaust back on tight?" 

"Yes, my grandpa told me earlier that there was a tool bag under the 
back seat." 
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5 minutes later the exhaust was tight again and we could continue the 
last 3 miles to the lake. After a short ride over a bumpy dirt road, we 
were off at the edge of the forest and could already see the lake through 
the trees.   

“Wait, here are only 2 tents instead of 3.” 

"You're right, let's unload first, maybe it's somewhere below." 

... 

"I think we've lost it..." 

"Yeah, I think you're right." 

“See that red thing back there in the ditch?” 

"Yeah, I will go to see if it’s there, please start unloading the rest of that 
stuff already.” 

We finished unloading the truck and carried everything a quarter mile 
through the woods to the lake. The sun was already slowly disappearing 
behind the hills, so we split up. Two started to set up the tents and the 
others went to look for firewood, we wanted to grill sausages tonight. 
We set up the three tents, in one we stowed our backpacks and all the 
other stuff. We made a campfire which was far too big and started to 
grill the sausages. It was getting late by now, 1 a.m., so we decided to go 
to sleep.  

I had just fallen asleep when I woke up again because I heard strange 
and scary noises coming from the forest. I crawled out of the tent and 
noticed that the others had also woken up. Jacob stood outside his tent, 
his flashlight in one hand and his grandpa's old hunting knife in the 
other. Jayden came out of the supply tent with flashlights for all of us.  

"What do you think this is?" 

"It's probably just a wild boar or a deer or something, maybe just a fox". 

"I don't know... perhaps we should just clap and shout, then we'll scare 
away the animal or whatever it is." 

"Look there is a light, it’s probably just a hunter. We should talk and ask 
if he could hunt somewhere else." 



"I'm not sure if that's a light, that looks more like a reflection, like from 
an eye." 

"Oh, you think that's an animal?" 

“Let’s find out…, hello...is anybody out there?"  

"I don't think it's human." 

"Are there bears around here?" 

“I don’t think so.” 

“HELLO? Is anyone there?” 

Something ran. That was definitely not a human. I don’t know… But what 
I did know, something was coming towards us. The cracking of branches 
was getting closer. I started to get nervous and panic.  

“Run!” 

“Where?” 

"To the truck, we're leaving!" 

While we were running I briefly looked back, the beast had arrived at the 
tents in the meantime, it looked like a gray shepherd dog that had grown 
too big. It looked straight into my eyes. We were not too far away from 
each other, so I could see the skin pattern. I had seen a documentary 
about wolves a few days ago, the animal looked exactly like one, only 
more aggressive and vicious. I looked ahead again and could already 
recognize the car. I looked back again and the wolf-like animal was gone. 
I hoped it would not chase me and I would make it to the car in time.  

Then I woke up, drenched in sweat. Fortunately, everything had been 
just another nightmare.  

"Good morning...you're all sweaty, another nightmare?" 

"Yeah...like every night." 

"Take a quick shower and then come downstairs, I'll get breakfast 
ready." 

In an hour from now, we will leave. Despite the nightmare, I was kind of 
looking forward to the week of camping. When I went into the dining 



room, the steaming portion of scrambled eggs with bacon and a glass of 
orange juice was already waiting for me. 
 


