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8:00 a.m.
I felt my brain slip out of its dream
state. It was so comforting to finally
wake up in an actual bed. I lay still,
appreciating the moment before finally
opening my eyes. They slowly opened,
and I took in the scenery around me.
The room was plain, but it was sturdy,
safe, and I was finally able to claim
something as my own.

Cecilia and I'd begun to consider

the snow shelter as our temporary



My New Normal

home. It was the first clean and suitable
shelter we had since the earthquake
almost two weeks ago. I shuddered at
the pang of painful memories. 1 just
didn’t want to go there. Not yet. I don't
think I could ever thank God enough
for keeping me and the love of my life
alive and, for the most part, healthy. It
definitely wasn’t the easiest weeks of
my life, but we got through it together
and with very little physical damage.
I'll never be able to get rid of the
horrible memories of that day. The
screaming. The boom. The flash of
light. The gore. The pain. The com-
plete blood-pumping horror. It was
almost too much to bear. No matter
how long I live, that day will never stop

haunting me.
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Day 13, 8:00 a.m.

After traveling on foot for many days
and nights, we now call the Denver
Snow Shelter home ... at least for the
time being. I can’t explain how, in a
time of such desperation, I was able to
conveniently—brilliantly, if I say so—
come up with the idea to come here.
Luckily it was still intact. And I've been
thankful for this space every moment of
the last two days ... even if we've yet to
figure out the many unexplained noises
we continue to hear. We often wonder
if it's the shelter or just the world itself
trying to decide if it’s truly finished with
the horror it has unleashed.

I sat up and stretched, ready to con-
tinue working on our new normal—the
new lives that we would build. The

road to completing our goal was going



My New Normal

to be rough. But with Cecilia—for
Cecilia—I'd be able to accomplish any-
thing. I was sure of it. I rolled myself
out of bed and made my way over to
the closet-sized bathroom.

I stared at my reflection and tried
to figure out how a guy like me was
still alive after this devastating earth
alteration. My face looked scruffy since
I hadn’t shaved since the quake. My
hair was getting too long, and the
blond was fading more into a lighter
brown, almost auburn. My arms were
firm, and I had defined muscles in all
the right places. My eyes, still a bright
blue, never failed to be the biggest
charmer for Cecilia. My girl.

I debated whether or not to hop in

the shower or go see if she was awake.



Day 13, 8:00 a.m.

Since we'd been here, I'd taken at least
nine showers, taking advantage of the
plentiful hot water. A very nice luxury
considering the current state of affairs.
Maybe it was too indulgent? I wasn't
sure how long our luck would last.

It was so unbelievably hard to man-
up and comfort Cecilia when I could
barely stand the horrible conditions
myself. All in all, T was just glad the
initial struggle to survive was over. We
were safe for the time being.

I decided against showering and
instead went to see if Cecilia was
awake. | walked out into the hallway
and tiptoed up to her bedroom door. I
knocked and waited a moment to see if
she would answer. She didn't. I turned

the doorknob and peeked inside. Her
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My New Normal

bed was perfectly made, and she was
nowhere to be seen. I rolled my eyes.
She’d always been the tidiest girl I'd

ever known.



9:00 a.m.

Just as I began to wonder where she
could be, the smell of maple oatmeal
and burned toast wafted down the
hall. My stomach growled. I shut her
door. Then I followed my nose into the
large kitchen. I found her there stirring
a pot of oatmeal. I came up behind
her and wrapped my arms around her
small waist. She yelped in surprise and
turned to face me. Instead of her usual

smile I got a scowl.



My New Normal

“Don’t scare me like that while I'm
cooking, Ryan,” she scolded.

I removed my arms from around her
waist and put my hands up in surrender.

“Sorry, Chef Boyardee,” I replied
sarcastically.

She rolled her eyes, turned her
back to me, and continued stirring.

Geez! What was up with her this
morning? She continued to finish
cooking breakfast without saying a
word. She soundlessly handed me a
bowl of oatmeal and took her seat at
the table. I followed her and took my
own.

“What's wrong with you this morn-
ing?” I asked.

She took a spoonful of oatmeal and
didn’t meet my eye.
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Day 13, 9:00 a.m.

“Nothing,” she replied quietly and
continued eating.

This was totally suspicious. She
was never pissed at me. Where was the
attitude coming from?

When she was through eating,
she stood up and grabbed my bowl. 1
wasn'’t exactly finished, but I decided it
wouldn’t be smart to protest right now.

I helped Cecilia clean up and
grabbed her hand. She didn’t pull away,
but she held her hand limply in mine.
I led her back to my room. I wanted
to discuss the next step to moving on
from this disaster. As much as we both
avoided accepting it, the snow shelter
wouldn't sustain us forever. I figured the
supplies would last four to five weeks at

the most. Who knows when the power
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My New Normal

would give? I wasn't sure about the
water supply either. We had already
used so much without thinking about
conserving. It was scary to think about,
but we had to be realistic. I opened my
door. She took a seat on my bed.

“So what’s today’s agenda?” she
asked quietly. Curiosity sparkled in
her eyes, along with something else |
couldn’t put my finger on. I sat next to
her and took her hand again.

“Eventually, we're going to have to
start exploring the city. The snow shel-
ter is a huge blessing. But realistically,
it's not going to last us forever.”

She rolled her eyes for what seemed
like the hundredth time this morning.
“I'm not a child. Or stupid. I know that.

How long are we talking?”
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Day 13, 9:00 a.m.

Okay, honestly, I was getting a little
irritated with her sore attitude. I hadn’t
done anything to her and didn’t deserve
to be treated so rudely. I just didn’t
understand girls. What was up? I took
a deep breath and calmly replied, “I'd
give us five weeks tops.”

Cecilia looked down once again.
“That soon?”

I felt so helpless looking at her. I
felt all my irritation slip away. I hated
not being able to fix things for her. This
situation was way out of my control. |
was willing to give up anything to go
back to the way things were before we
were enveloped in this inescapable hell.

I wrapped my arms around her. I
tried my best to comfort and reassure

her that somehow everything would be
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