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Cut Scene from The Glare Continues 
 

This cut scene from Laney’s attack on Robby provides a good example of why every 
writer needs a good content editor. Sometimes when you write a scene, you get so carried 
away by your characters’ emotions that you lose sight of other factors.  

In this case, my editor (Donna Taylor) pointed out that the scene that follows is pretty 
unbelievable. Sure, Laney’s on the verge of going crazy, but I have to admit, the scene is a 
bit over-the-top. Plus, Laney’s singular focus is on finding Jenna, and these extra two pages 
take her away from that task more than necessary. 

Of course, anytime you cut a scene from a book, you have to restructure some of the 
stuff before and after it, so I’ll leave it to you to figure out approximately where this scene 
was in the story. As long as you’ve read The Glare Continues and remember the basics of 
Laney’s interaction with Robby, you should be able to pick up on the change. 

Personally, I’m much happier with the edited version that’s in the book, but I have to 
admit it’s kind of fun to remember a more vicious version of Laney! 

          —Anissa Stringer  
 

*** 
 
Robby wasn’t in the circle of light when I got back outside. I gasped, the air disappearing from my 

lungs until I caught a glimpse of movement in the moonlight. I dropped the evidence I’d collected 
and ran down the street. Robby was pulling himself across the asphalt, like a wounded soldier in a 
battlefield, like I’d done when I’d finally managed to escaped from the men. I stormed up to him, 
wrath building with each step.  

He couldn’t see anything, and he was sobbing and breathing hard. Blood dripped down his face, 
leaving black splats on the asphalt, and it was caked in his hair and on his shirt. Even in the moonlight, 
I could see dark bruises that had blossomed on his body. I jerked his legs back, and he screamed and 
tried to twist around to kick me—just like I’d always done when I’d tried to get away from the men. I 
pulled harder, dragging him backwards against the hot, rough asphalt. “Stop! Please stop!” he begged 

as he clawed at the ground. “Please! I’ll do anything!  Please don’t hurt me!”  

How many times had I begged like that? How many times had I said those same words? Had 
anyone ever listened to me? “Shut up!” I screamed.  

I dropped him just long enough to kick him between the legs where I ached all the time. He yelped, 
so I kicked him again. His head dropped to the ground and he stopped moving.  

I dragged him back to the spot in the middle of the street where the flashlights were. His body 
was heavy and floppy, like a monster-sized doll, but it made me angry that he was unconscious. 
Unconscious meant he couldn’t feel pain. Unconscious mean he couldn’t feel fear. I shook him and 
then slapped him—hard. It felt good to hit him, even if it did contaminate my skin. “Wake up!”   

Robby flailed his arms to ward me away. “What do you want?” he moaned. “What do you want 
from me?”  

Why did he keep asking me that? Wasn’t it obvious what I wanted?   

“I didn’t do anything to you!” he said, crying. “I never hurt you! Why are you doing this to me?”  

“Liar! You’re a liar!” I screamed in his face. He flinched and tried to move away from me. “You 
drugged me! You sold me!”  

At least he didn’t try to deny those things. “What are you going to do to me?”   

He tried to creep away again, like he thought I couldn’t see him. I kicked his arms out from under 
him this time. His chin hit the asphalt and bounced.  
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What was I going to do to him? I looked around. His street looked like mine; there were a few cars 
here and there, and if it weren’t for all the trash on the street, it might have been easy to pretend that 
there was no such thing as the glare. But the trash gave me an idea.   

“There’s garbage everywhere now. Did you know that?” I whispered.  

He moaned, like he knew I’d just thought of a new way to hurt him.   

“Yeah. There’s trash everywhere. People must have thrown their garbage out their front doors 
when they couldn’t see anymore. You probably did, too. There are bags right in front of your house. 
The rats got into the bags and dragged stuff out of them. I bet the javalina and the coyotes did too. 
And so did the birds and dogs. So now there’s trash all over the place. And all that garbage is full of 
bacteria. You know that, right?”  

I continued on, my voice scary-calm as I told him things I’d learned from all the medical and 
science books my parents had given me. I was only seventeen, but I knew a lot, more than many 
adults. 

“With all those cuts and scrapes on your body, even if you weren’t surrounded by garbage, it would 
only be a matter of time before you got an infection. Did you know that sepsis is just an infection that 
attacks your whole body?”  

I nodded to myself, relishing the way Robby’s body shook with silent sobs of fear and pain.   

“Of course, it takes a while for your whole body to go septic. You’ll probably get gangrene first. 
You’ve heard of that, right? It’ll probably start in your left hand. It looks pretty bad. I bet it hurts, 
huh?”  

He nodded his head, and I walked over and put my foot on his hand. He screamed. I put more 
weight on it, and twisted my foot so I could feel the broken bones crunch together. And then I eased 
up. I didn’t want him to pass out before I could scare him more.  

“When you start to get gangrene, first your hand will swell up. Then it will blister and turn black 
as the infection gets worse. If your hand doesn’t get amputated, the infection will go from your 
hand, into your blood.  

Robby was weeping again and that was good, but not good enough. “In fact,” I said, “You know 
what I’m going to do? I’m going to find the smelliest, grossest garbage there is, and I’m going to dump 
it on top of you. You’re nothing but garbage anyway, so you won’t mind, right?”  

I walked down the street and I talked loudly over my shoulder so he’d hear every word as I 
searched the broken garbage bags with a flashlight. “Ewww! I found a nasty old diaper! Now that’s 
pretty gross! You must have had a neighbor with a baby.”  

I walked the ripe diaper back toward him, holding it out between my finger and thumb so I didn’t 
have to touch much of it. I laid it on his hand so that the poopy side was against his skin. He screeched 
and flung it away. I picked it up again.   

“Now, now” I said, as if I were talking to a little kid. “You leave this where it is, or I’ll find 
something worse. You understand?”  

I placed it on his hand again and then stepped on it to grind the bacteria into his skin. He screamed 
and shook, but he didn’t move.  

“Very good,” I said, nodding.  

I walked around and found more garbage, and I put it on top of him too—dirty napkins and bones 
that might have been from a rotisserie chicken. I even found a mummified rat buried under the edge 
of a trash bag. Its eyeballs were gone, probably picked clean by ants or maybe by other rats. Its body 
was as stiff as a piece of cardboard, but light. I picked it up by its scaly tail and it put it under Robby’s 
chin. “That’s a dead rat—just so you know.”  

He cried out and grabbed at it. “Oh no! Remember? I’ll get something worse if you don’t leave that 
where it is.”  
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“What could be worse?” he asked, like he thought that what I thought was worse might not be as 
bad as a rat. Maybe he was afraid of rats. For a moment I relished the idea of finding a whole bunch 
of dead rats to cover him with, and then I realized that there was something worse than rats.  

“Well, I could find a dead person, you know.”  
I shrugged even though he couldn’t see it. “They’re everywhere. Some of them are pretty chewed 

up because of the animals, but there are tons of them. I saw a bunch of them on my way over here. If 
you don’t like rats, maybe I could drag a body over here and pull it on top of you.”  

He started blubbering again, but he left the rat under his chin, and that made me laugh. I looked 
around, spooked for a moment when the sound of it came out of my mouth. It still sounded like 
Mom’s laugh—the hard cruel one, but I didn’t care. I kept laughing and laughing and I couldn’t 
stop…until suddenly I did. The sound shut off like a faucet that’s been turned off.  

“I’m not going to kill you, if that’s what you’re worried about,” I told him. My voice was calm and 
steady again.  

“Then help me! You have to help me!”  

“I’m not going to kill you. I don’t have to. You can’t see at all, can you? So you don’t know how 

much things have changed. So let me tell you what it’s like now.”    

I settled down on the asphalt that still radiated heat from the sun like I was going to read a story 
to a little kid. “Almost everyone is blind, just like they said on TV before the electricity went out. But 
I can see. And there are a lot of dead people. They’re everywhere. They died in their cars and in the 
street. Probably some of the ones in their houses are alive, like you were, but they won’t be for much 
longer. They need food and water and they can’t go out to get it because they’re blind. They’re getting 
skinnier, just like you, because they don’t have enough to eat. But the dogs and the coyotes, they’re 
eating well. They eat the bodies, you know. I bet they get pretty tired of all that rotten and dried 
out meat though. I bet they’d love to bury their teeth into some fresh meat for a change, don’t you? 
It was cooler and more humid in California, so there were more rotten bodies there. Here, they’re 
mostly drying out, like chew sticks. But you—you’d be like a juicy steak, wouldn’t you?”  

Robby shook his head and I could see the horror on his face. “No,” he whispered. “Please, no!”  

I grinned and nodded. I probably looked crazy, like a serial killer or something. Too bad he 
couldn’t see my face. Maybe it would have scared him even more. I would have like that.  

“Yes. And I bet the hawks and owls would like a piece of you too. I bet they’d go for your eyeballs 
first. Or maybe they’d pull out long strands of your intestines. I wonder if you’d still be alive while 
they pulled them out of your body and ate them…”  

“Just kill me!” he begged. “Don’t do this! Please, just kill me. There’s a gun in the dresser by my 
bed. Please!”  

I smiled wider. I could feel the craziness sinking deeper into my soul, and I liked it. Crazy wasn’t 
scared––crazy wasn’t afraid of anything.    

 


