
Another Place, Another Time 

“How much longer?” 


“How would I know? You’re the one who told us to come along for this.”


The four children sat on the small wooden cart gliding down the track. The cart was 
made out of shoddy wooden material, and the wheels were always creaking. Beck’s 
clever mind came up with the idea for the sail. It moved the cart along much quicker 
than it was when they were just pushing it. Every now and then, however, a gust of 
wind would come from the wrong direction and push the cart backward. 


“It looks like it’s going to rain.”


“It looked like its going to rain for as long as we’ve been out here Georgina.”


It’s true. The clouds overhead have had the temptation to let loose a torrent of rain on 
the children, but never seemed to really work up the courage to do it. Maybe they felt 
bad for the children, maybe they just didn’t care enough. 


The boy in the sailor costume, Beck, looked off to the shore. I always wanted to cross 
these tracks his whole short life. He wanted to see The Other Side. He thought I can’t 
wait to see the magic and mystery of The Other Side. There’s so much I want to see! 
He had so many questions about life and about what life was like across the way. If 
there was an answer, he’d find it there. 


However now that Beck was on the tracks, maybe he wanted to go back. After all, it 
seemed like they’d never make it. It was like they were never moving, just stuck in one 
spot with the illusion of movement. But they were moving! Beck could feel the ground 
beneath him shift, and those wheels creak, and that sail flutter from the wind. 


“I’m getting hungry” Georgina was fidgeting in her seat, impatient. “We need to get 
over there soon” She started rubbing her stomach and grimacing like she was in pain 
from her hunger. 


The general mood of the four adventurers was somber. They had been out on this track 
for so long they lost their sense of time. When they started this journey, they were so 
hopeful of making it to The Other Side as they so fondly called it. Now they were in one 
spot seemingly never moving. Their home was too far behind them to turn around, and 
The Other Side seemed to close to leave behind. The water, the tracks, and the two 
landmasses in front and behind them, seemed to never grow closer, farther away, or 
change their distance from the children in any way. Yet the waves still brushed up 
against the rocks holding the track, and the cart was always moving. It was like they 
were stuck in a limbo, between worlds, between lives, never closer to the one side or 



the other. But Beck still had hope. For some reason, he believed that The Other Side 
held his answers. He didn’t know answers to what exactly but they would be would be 
there. They had to be there.



