
Continuation of Chapter 20 
of Louis Sachar's "Holes".


           Her red and curly hair gently fell on her shoulder from her ponytail. Her eyes 

looked intensly out of the window: she was 
staring at the loneliness around her. A tear 
found its way out from her dark eye. She sat 
down on her green and old sofa and she got out 
a little book. She opened it and started looking 
at it. While she was looking at it, tears were 
furiously precipitating from her sad eyes. Her 
lips began pronouncing some words, she 
whispered: "I miss you". She stood up and ran 
to the bathroom to wipe away her tears. She 

looked at herself in the mirror framed by some photos of a 
man. She couldn't stop looking at her eyes filled by 
sombreness  caused by those photos. Her thoughts were 
concentrated on that man and her cabin was consumed by 
his smell, of his photos and of memories of him. 
           His name was Robert. The Warden looked at his 
green eyes and suddenly started shouting, trying to set her 
mind free, but her thoughts wouldn't go away. She got onto 

her knees with out wanting it and whispered his name three times. She closed her 
eyes. She could nearly retrace his face's outline. His elegant voice, his soft blond 
hair were what she loved of him. His graceful way of solving problems was what 
she needed in that moment. If she could only hear him calling her, or even his smile 
with those perfectly white teeth she loved to stare at. Robert. Robert was the only 
part of her past she actually missed.
             She had met Robert in Seville in the summer 1989. She was there having  
from her gloomy, downhearted house it was fully after her brother's death the year 
before. She was tragically affected throughout her whole life by this event but she 
had finally decided to recommence living her eighteen years in a young, wild and 
free way, just like she had always desired. She had no friends so the Warden was 
alone during her move from Boston to Seville. One evening, while out to buy a 
packet of chocolate, her delicate hand met that manly hand trying to grab the last 
chocolate box the Warden wanted too. He could only say sweet words which made 
the Warden smile and blush. He left the chocolate to her while he got an apple. 
They exited the shop and started talking about their own lives and what brought 
both of them to Seville from Boston. "I'm here to escape from sadness," the Warden 
said. "I'm here to live to the full my last five weeks of life," he said. The Warden's 



face suddenly turned serious and pale, just as if she was the cause of the imminent 
death. "Uhm... I didn't want to...", she almost whispered. 
He hugged her and tried to reassure her with its delicate 
voice. "It's all right".
               Days passed, and Robert and the Warden 
became even closer, until three words were pronounced 
by Robert for the Warden: he said: " I love you". Luckily 
the feeling was reciprocal, so no problems were caused. 
By now, three weeks had passed and  Robert decided to 
pass his last two weeks of life at his great grandfather's 

house at Green Lake. There was no meaning in calling it Green Lake, it was just a 
huge desert with a cabin left for Robert by his great grandfather. "When I die, I want 
you to keep this cabin and find more about the city there used to be here", Robert 
explained to the Warden. 
                    Another week had passed and Robert was aware that his time had 
arrived. "In a couple of days the pain 
will be unbearable", he began "Please 
kill me," he finished. For the Warden, 
that was the most difficult plea someone 
ever made of. But Robert wasn't just 
someone, he was her love with whom 
she had spent some spectacular weeks. 
Wednesday night, while Robert was 
sleeping, the Warden pointed a gun at 
his heart. "Do it," incited Robert. The 
Warden wasn't able to do it: she couldn't put a stop to a life, especially when the life 
is of someone you love. Just before putting down the gun, Robert  pressed the 
trigger. Bang. In one second Robert's dead body laid beside the Warden's bed. The 
next day he was  buried by the same Warden who immediately started to do as she 
was asked by him before dying. 
                         Just when she was retracing those 
moments, a motor was heard from outside. Afraid that 
someone could find out about Robert or that she used to 
love someone, made her feel scared. She got up and 
recovered Robert's photos to then put them into a box 
underneath her bed. To make it more believable, she 
turned on the TV and started watching it. Last but not 
least she wiped away her tears and returned to being the 
woman with no feelings.


