
Last week, Andromeda the Psychic informed me 
with a smile that I would meet my soulmate. Then, she 
took my palm and said, after staring at it for a good 
minute, that my relationship wouldn’t last, because the 
universe had decided that I was going to die today.  

“How do I die?” I asked.  
“A tragic accident is going to happen to you.” 
“Is there any way to prevent it? So I can have more 

time with my soulmate?” I asked, feeling desperate. 
“There’s only one way you can prevent your death,” 

she replied. “Try so persistently to fight death that the 
universe stops trying to take your life - for the time 
being.”  

Her prediction came true. I met my soulmate, Bailey. 
She’s a blues singer (like me), a crazy-dancing, fun-
loving person (like me), and she’s intelligent, kind, and 
makes every moment a memorable one. 

When we met at my best friend’s Fourth of July 
party, she was only in town for the weekend. We agreed 
that I’d take a plane out to California to visit her today. 
That plane snapped in half, before falling into a clump 
of trees and throwing me onto the ground.  

Somehow, I managed not to break anything, as I was 
strapped to my seat when I fell. Right now, I’m post-
plane crash, and I have no idea where I am.  

As I get out of my seat and stand up, I see that I’m in 
an open, grassy field. By the looks of it, the field goes 
on for acres. 

I step through the open grassland. I feel naked, like 
I’m being watched by something. 

I see that there’s a high fence up ahead, and realize 
I’m in an enclosed space. The fence is climb-able. I 



can’t explain why, but I feel like I’m in immediate 
danger. I have to get out of here. 

As I walk toward the fence, I see that there are huge 
animals lying close to the fence. I move closer to get a 
better look and chills crawl up my spine.  

There are two gigantic African lions sprawled out on 
the grass in front of the fence. And one of them, the 
male with a huge, frightening mane, is craning his head 
towards me. I stop dead, even though that’s probably 
the stupidest possible thing I could do. I know that he’s 
so fast that he can cross the yard and pounce on me in 
five seconds, but my body freezes anyway. 

He turns his head over his shoulder and I know he 
sees me.  

My eyes flip to a tree at the perimeter of the fence, to 
my right. If I can climb up that tree, I can escape him. 
Can I make it there in the five seconds it’ll take him to 
reach me? 

He opens his mouth and his roar fills the air. I see 
him leap onto his legs in a split-second before I turn 
towards the tree to my right and start sprinting toward 
it.  

So this is the universe’s first try to kill me, I think, as 
one second passes and the lion gets closer. 

He roars again. I try to remember what my track 
coach always said about reaching your top speed, but 
my mind’s blank and my heart’s racing and I feel him 
getting closer.  

Don’t look back, my track coach had always said. If 
you’re looking back, you’re not going fast enough. 

It’s been three seconds. Even though I know I 
shouldn’t, I whip my neck around my shoulder to see 
how close he is.  
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He’s only a few steps away. 
I whip my head back toward the tree. I can’t go 

faster, my legs are maxing out. The acid burns and my 
breath is short and my legs, though I’m wishing them 
to, just can’t go faster… 

His roar is so close now that I hear it as if it’s 
surround sound, IMAX. Four seconds have passed. I 
have one second to escape him.  

I look back again. I can see his pupils.  
I whip my head back around to see a long branch 

close to the trunk of the tree, about five feet off the 
ground. I could never even dunk a basketball. How am I 
supposed to jump onto the branch? 

As I feel the breath of his roar I know that I don’t 
have time to do anything but hurl myself into the air and 
hope I can land on that branch, far enough from him 
that he can’t tear me apart with his claws.  

The sound of his predatory desire is all I can hear as 
I throw my left arm up and grasp for the not-so-sturdy 
branch.  

He jumps at me. I feel his forehead collide with my 
shoe. I’m just above him, but I haven’t grasped that 
branch yet and I could fall, hard, right to him… 

My hand encloses itself on the branch and I swing 
forward. The branch isn’t very high off the ground. I’m 
eerily aware of this as I see the lion leaping at me. As I 
watch him come for me I hope that what I heard once 
on a third grade field trip -  that fully grown lions aren’t 
the best tree climbers due to their mass - is true.  

I hear the branch breaking and feel myself begin to 
fall. The air is whipping downward and I know I’m 
going down with it.  As I fall I see another branch, just 
below me. I have to get my feet on it. If I can stand up 
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on it, and balance on it without it breaking, he can leap 
at me all he wants, but he won’t be able to get up and 
reach me.  

But if this move doesn’t work, I’m going to fall on 
my back, and I’ll have to watch him pounce on me and 
eat me. I’ll look into his jaws and know that I’ll never 
experience life with Bailey… 

His roar is so close that the hairs on the back of my 
neck shoot up. 

I seize the bark of the tree like a toddler clinging to a 
parent. The momentum of my leap causes my forehead 
to come flying toward the bark. If I don’t turn my head 
in a split second, my head will slam into the tree and I’ll 
sprout a concussion, then fall right off the tree, forced 
into the lion’s jaws.  

My survival at this point may be all luck, I figure - 
but that’s not going to stop me from trying my hardest. 

I whip my head away from the tree, but the side of 
my forehead grazes it. My forehead yells in pain, but I 
try my hardest to think of nothing but keeping my 
balance on the branch I’ve fallen onto. My feet find the 
branch, but bounce off at first. The lion is waiting at the 
foot of the tree, roaring. I hug the bark even tighter and 
throw my legs down again. This time, I vow, I’m 
balancing on the branch and I’m not giving this 
indifferent predator another chance at my body.  

My feet come down and land hard on the branch. It 
shakes for a second. I feel fear shooting up my spine, 
spreading through my mind. This is not the end, I think. 
This is not the end to my story. I’ll have a happy ending 
with Bailey, no matter what the universe wants to do.  

I know it’s a crazy thought, but that doesn’t deter me 
from believing it.  
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The branch steadies itself. For a moment, I catch my 
breath. The lion’s stopped roaring now, and he’s staring 
at me coldly. I imagine that he’s frustrated, and I hope 
that he’ll consider giving up. Maybe the universe is 
frustrated too, my hopes continue. Maybe you’ve 
resisted it enough that it’ll give up, and let you have 
your time with Bailey. 

Another second passes and my heart is swelling. I’m 
growing convinced that I’ve made it through the 
universe’s attempts to take me, that everything’s going 
to be okay. Maybe this was all just a real-world 
nightmare, that one day Bailey and I will tell our kids 
and grandkids, only for them to say, “no way! that 
couldn’t have happened!” 

Then the lion leaps at the trunk of the tree. “You 
idiot,” I taunt him, as if it’ll matter. “You can’t climb. 
I’ve got you. Give up.” 

The trunk shakes, causing the branch I’m standing 
on to wobble. I can keep my balance, but I can’t help 
but be rattled. I know he can’t climb, though, so I figure 
if I just stay calm and grip the branch hard, he’ll run 
away.  

He stares at me for another second, piercing me with 
angry eyes. Then he leaps again. 

He hits the tree hard, and it shakes wildly. I nearly 
slip, barely catching hold of a small branch above me to 
keep from falling down to him, right where he wants 
me. I try to stare him down, irrationally thinking that 
my stare will convince him that his pursuit of me is 
hopeless, but he just stares back, making it impossible 
for me to know what he’s thinking…what he’s 
plotting… 
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He roars this time as he leaps, and his intent seems 
clear. He wants to knock the tree over, all by himself. 
This can’t be real. What lion wants to eat me so 
desperately that he’ll persist beyond all struggle?  

I remember the psychic telling me that the universe 
would take my life through a little accident. Little 
accidents, she said, were the universe’s “mysterious 
ways.” The universe has decided to place me in an 
enclosure with a lion who wants nothing more than to 
eat me. Its mysterious ways are kicking my ass. 

But where in California would there be an enclosure 
with a hungry lion that I could have fallen into? I 
shudder as the realization hits me. I’m trapped in the 
zoo…overnight.  

The lion roars and leaps, ramming into the tree 
harder than ever before. The tree moves in a full-blown 
seizure this time. I’m knocked over, falling from 
standing on the bark onto my stomach. I wrap my arms 
around the branch as it sways and tilts, lying atop the 
branch like it’s a wave-board. The lion leaps up, trying 
to reach me, but I’m just high enough to avoid him.  

It hits me that he’s not just stupidly persistent - he’s 
crafty and strategic. He’s trying to make the tree shake 
wildly enough that I fall out of it.  

I can’t just stay in this tree, I realize. I have to keep 
moving. Somehow, I have to escape.  

But how? I’m stuck in a tree with no rescuer. The 
soonest I’d see a rescuer is the morning, when the zoo 
would re-open. But would a zookeeper even find me? I 
can’t just drop down and walk across the grasslands. 
Not without becoming the lions’ snack. 

The tree pulses wildly again, feeling as turbulent as 
my plane did before it nose-dived. This is the universe’s 
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plan, huh? Kill me with turbulence, no matter what I do. 
The branch sways up, down, up, down. Every moment 
I’m aware of my impending death.  

I try to block out my fear and clear my head. There 
has to be a way. I know it sounds idealistic to think that 
when you want something, you can find a way to make 
it happen, because the real world sometimes just doesn’t 
want the same things to happen that you do. But if it’ll 
save my life, then damn it, I’ll be as idealistic as 
necessary.  

Though it seems like a crazy thing to do, I close my 
eyes. I know the lion’s about to shake the branch again, 
and that this shake might be the one that topples me, but 
I have to envision some way to make a positive 
outcome happen. I have to block out the terror right in 
front of me to imagine what I could do to defeat it.  

As I close my eyes, all I see is black. It’s like I’m 
staring at an empty movie projector, but with my life on 
the line. There’s only This Is How You Die playing in 
my mind right now - no This Is How You Survive.  

I urge myself to imagine a way to survive. I’d pray 
for the solution, but if the universe doesn’t want me to 
live, then it probably doesn’t want me to find the 
solution - if one exists.  

I open my eyes and feel like I’ve found a way I 
might survive. Maybe it’ll just stall my death, adding 
moments of painful anticipation before the lion 
inevitably feasts on me. But I gotta at least try.  

I stare up the shaking tree, still clinging hard to the 
branch, lying on my stomach. There are more branches, 
shooting out from the bark at irregular intervals. Yet the 
branches do look climb-able - and the tree reaches high, 
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nearly to the top of the fence. Maybe, with my life on 
the line, I can somehow find the skill to climb it.  

But first - I have to get the hell off this branch. 
Which is shaking harder than ever before. And 
beginning to sound like it’s going to snap and break.  

I push up onto my hands and knees. The lion is 
barely waiting a second between his leaps, never letting 
the tree settle down from the seizures he’s causing it to 
break into. I start crawling down the branch toward the 
trunk of the tree. The branch wobbles.  

Then the branch - the one my survival depends on - 
cracks.  
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