
Logline: A Young woman contemplates her future while recalling her past. 
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Sophie reached down under her shirt and pinched her shoulder blades to get a 

better feel of the scar. The raised skin felt like worms resting on her back. It formed the 

letter “t”, which one could easily mistake for a cross, but everyone knew it stood for 

Tullymore.  Tullymore boarding house was a dreadful place where the poor could enter, 

but never leave.  In exchange for room and board, the occupants cleaned, cooked, stole and 

deceived, in order to survive.  

Sophie slowly sat up on the wood floor, her frayed blanket tossed around her as she 

opened her eyes to the darkness surrounding her.  She brushed her brown, matted hair 

away with her fingers.  She wore high cheekbones covered in bruises.  Her young features 

looked older by the day and at the age of 20, the light in her eyes had set quicker than the 

sun into the horizon.  The waft of fresh urine made her nostrils flare and the sour odor 

filled the room as the others stirred in their spots on the floor.  Five women and two young 

girls under age ten shared the crawl space in the attic.  A narrow window in the room had 

been carelessly boarded up, exposing the tiniest bit of light to the outside world.  

An eight- year old girl whimpered in her sleep as Sophie stared towards the 

window.  There was a vacancy, which meant that someone died and the space needed to be 

filled immediately.  The landlord, his wife and two sons used the children to recruit more. 

Sophie had recruited twelve children in the eight years that she’d been here. She’d earned a 

favorable spot with the landlord and he’d given her small privileges denied to the others, 

such as a third meal during the day or a second sponge bath in the month. There were so 
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many rules to follow and they lived in constant fear.  The heated metal branding iron 

scorched new flesh often and the screams that followed had finally pierced through 

Sophie’s heart.  

She had never let the guilt consume her, as she was as dead inside as the body 

downstairs.  But tomorrow she knew that she’d be bringing in yet another unsuspecting 

child, for a life of torture. No more. She went to the window and clawed at the nail until her 

fingers bled.  Her hand twitched as she held up the rusty nail, inches from her neck. It was 

time to go.  

 THE END 
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