
        
            [image: cover]
        


DYING THOUGHTS - FIRST TOUCH

Joey Paul

Published by Bug Books

Copyright 2012 Joey Paul

Smashwords
Edition, License Notes

This ebook is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be
re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share
this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not
purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please
return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.


For everyone
who has supported me in some way – thanks, you guys rock!

And for Darla,
who brightens even the darkest of days!


​CONTENTS

-1-

-2-

-3-

-4-

-5-

-6-

-7-

-8-

-9-

-10-

-11-

-12-

-13-

-14-

-15-

-16-

-17-

-18-

-19-

-20-

-21-

-22-

-23-

-24-

-25-

-26-

-27-

-28-

-29-

-30-

-31-

-32-

-33-

-34-

-35-

-36-

-37-

-38-

-39-

About Joey
Paul

Acknowledgements

Also by
Joey Paul


​ -1-

In the beginning I just thought I was crazy and traumatised
from my mum’s death. I mean, she died when I was a kid but I still
remember her sometimes. I thought that the ‘visions’ were because
of that. I also thought that maybe I was a little schizophrenic. I
didn’t tell anyone about it though, because I’d never heard voices
telling me to go out and kill people or myself so they can’t have
been that bad. Sure, it was weird always thinking so much about
death, but I was pretty sure that was down to my mum’s death too. I
had it all under control; in fact it had been ages since my last
attack. It was all going so well. As long as I stayed out of second
hand shops and places where a lot of people had died, you know,
like hospitals, I was fine. No problem. Nothing. Nada. Then Kaolin
came along and everything changed.

I suppose I can’t really blame her for it all. I should really
blame my mother. You know, for dying and all. I can’t really blame
her though, since it wasn’t her fault. She had cancer and people
can’t really predict that kind of thing. That’s when it all started
though, the ‘visions’. I kept seeing her dying all over again,
except it wasn’t like the time she really died. It was different,
scary and nothing like my dad told me it was. I don’t remember it.
I don’t even remember her being sick. Dad tells me I was too little
to remember anything. He’s wrong though, because I do remember some
things. I remember what she looked like and how she smelled. I’m
not sure how much of that is down to me repeatedly remembering her
death or how much of it is an actual memory. I don’t understand it.
I don’t remember anything about her being sick. Dad said it
happened really quickly. I guess that is some kind of a blessing. I
remember her tucking me safely into bed one night and then her just
being gone. Maybe somewhere down the line my memories got mixed
up.

Anyway I’m getting off track. This isn’t about memories, or
at least it isn’t about my
memories. I don’t mind them; it’s everyone else’s
I’m worried about. Now where was I?

Oh, yes! I was telling you how all of this is really down to
my mother. Before she died, I was normal – whatever you class as
normal anyway. If you passed me on the street now you wouldn’t be
able to distinguish me from other people. It’s not like I woke up
one morning and discovered that I had grown horns or something.
(That happens - I read a book where it happened to one girl
overnight!) Nope, I still looked normal. I was still the same Tara
Leverton. I still had the same dark brown, short hair. I was still
tall with breasts that had yet to realise I’d actually hit puberty.
I was still me - I was just different.

I bet that’s confused you now. I bet you’re thinking I
really am crazy
but I’m not. I’m just trying to make you realise that it’s not that
I’m ‘noticeably’ different. I mean, I don’t walk around like Haley
Joel Osment out of “The Sixth Sense” – all jumpy and scared because
he’s seen a few corpses running around. Please! I’m like fifteen
and I’ve been having ‘visions’ since I was six when my mum died.
Nope, they don’t bother me any more. I don’t even want to tell my
dad about them – which I did in the beginning because they kind of
wigged me out. (They would you as well if you were six and had just
seen your mother being repeatedly stabbed.) I didn’t tell him then
because he was really cut up about Mum dying and I wasn’t about to
tell him now either. I really didn’t want him to send me to the
local funny farm. So, I figured I would write it all down. That way
it won’t drive me crazy (you know, seeing all the dead people) and
I don’t actually have to tell anyone. Even if I do say so myself,
that is the best way to deal with this.

“Morning, honey,” Dad said when I got up. He’s one of those
people who are bright eyed and cheerful, no matter what time of day
it is. I hate people like that.

“Morning,” I replied, trying to keep my eyes as closed as I
could manage and still see. I am not what you would call a morning
person. I could quite happily stay in bed until lunchtime, but
unfortunately I have to get up to go to school. On top of that I
have to get up extra early because we live out on the edge of town
so either Dad drives me or I have to catch the bus. I was hoping
Dad would drive me because that meant I could take my time in
getting my things ready. I mean, it’s not like Dad has to go to
work or anything. Dad hasn’t worked properly since Mum died. He
retired then because he thought it would be easier for me to come
to terms with it all if he were there at home. Besides, it’s not
like we were desperate for the money or anything. You see, Dad was
this famous singer; he had loads of number one hits. People loved
him and he wasn’t one of those singers who got a career by winning
some dumb television show. Nope, my Dad worked for his fame and he never
really splashed out on things. He saved most of the money he made
and so now we live off that and money from the occasional interview
he does, plus all the royalties. He made a fortune recently from
one of the pop star programs because they used one of his songs. It
was great. I am honestly surprised that Dad hasn’t gone crazy from
boredom by now. I would have! I mean, school isn’t my thing but at
least it gives me something to do all day.

“You want a lift?” Dad asked, as if reading my
mind.

“That would be great!” I replied. That meant I could take my
time getting dressed and everything. (Plus anything that involves
not having to actually ‘wake up’ straight away is a bonus in my
book!) I might even have time to do some of the homework I haven’t
done yet. Homework is not my idea of a good way to spend my
evenings. I took D.T. and I.T. as two of my options because I
thought they would be easy subjects. You know what I mean, no
homework, just practical stuff. Newsflash – they aren’t easy and I
get a TON of homework from them. The worst bit is that I’m not even
that good at both of them either. I swear, the only reason I get
away with it is because I’m good at lying. I’ve managed to get out
of detention for lack of homework every time so far this year.
(Don’t get too excited – it’s only November!) I think it helps that
I’m my father’s daughter. A lot of the teachers liked his music and
so they only half-glare at me when I dish out my excuse.

Dad isn’t as lenient as them though. When I got detention last
year for the same thing, Dad went mental. He said I shouldn’t be so
blasé about things like homework and school. Didn’t I realise that
this would shape my whole future – my choice of career, how much
money I made and where I would go in life? I told him I didn’t care
and learnt very quickly that that was the wrong thing to say. He
grounded me for a week – which wasn’t really a punishment for me
since I hardly go anywhere anyway. That’s right – the famous Colin
Leverton’s daughter has no social life. You need friends to have a
social life and I don’t have any of those. Don’t get me wrong, the
girls at school all want to be my friend, but only if I mention
them to my dad and his agent (or ex-agent as he is now) or because
they think I can set the up with someone famous. I’m not interested
in that kind of friendship. That was why, twenty minutes later, I
was sat in my tutor group at my usual table, alone. It was also why
I was speechlessly shocked when Kaolin sat next to me. I knew she
was a new girl because no one else would sit with me…ever. I kinda
upset them all when I said I would rather kiss a dog’s backside
than become friends with any of them. For some reason, they all
took offence at that. (Gee, I wonder why!)

So, there I was, looking at the new girl wondering if she too
had sat with me because she was under the same delusion as her new
classmates – you know, that being friends with me guaranteed that
one day they would date Noah Wyle. (I’ve never met him. I don’t
even think my dad knows who he is – hence why I think my classmates
are suffering from some kind of insanity.) I didn’t say anything to
her though, I mean she’s new and she might be all shy and delicate.
(Can you hear my sarcasm?)
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As it turned out she wasn’t shy and delicate. She also hadn’t
sat next to me because she thought I could get her a date with
someone famous. Nope, she’d sat there because Mr. Andrews told her
to. He then announced to me that he expected me to show her around
the school. He seems to think that my having no friends is
unhealthy. (He’s never had to spend long periods of time with any
of my peers alone.) That was how I got stuck with Kaolin. Don’t get
me wrong, she wasn’t one of those people who like to name drop and
ask me if I can arrange a face-to-face meeting with that person.
She was quite friendly actually and although she knew who my dad
was, it didn’t seem to bother her at all. No, it wasn’t that Kaolin
was irritating or anything like that. Nope, she didn’t bother me at
all and I could see us becoming really good friends – and I don’t
socialise easily. (As you’ve probably worked out already.) She told
me that she and her mum had recently moved here and she was still
getting used to the place and everything. (I’ve never moved so I
couldn’t really sympathise with her.) What did bother me was her
necklace – it was one of those lockets that you could put photos
in. You know, the kind that mothers wear with photos of their kids
inside. She had one of those and she kept fiddling with it. What I
mean is she kept running it through her fingers and twiddling the
actual locket part, that kind of thing. I didn’t think anything of
it to begin with, I put it down to nerves – after all she
was a new girl. Being
new at a school is probably one of the cruellest things a parent
can do to a child and not get done for child abuse. I don’t know
whether anyone has ever told you this, but kids? Yeah, we’re
cruel.

Anyway, it was really starting to get to me – the necklace
thing. I mean, she’d survived tutor group and first period, so what
was left to be nervous about?

“Okay, so what’s with you and the necklace?” I asked her,
while we were waiting outside English. (Which is what we both had
for second period.)

“It was my dad’s. He…uh…he…he died,” she spluttered. Her
cheeks went red and her eyes got all misty – the same way my dad’s
did when anyone mentioned Mum. I’d never had that problem – my
emotions are probably the same as my breasts – missing in action. I
still missed her, but nothing like Dad did. That was probably down
to me being only six when she died.

“Oh, sorry,” I said, and I was. I felt like I had put my foot
in my mouth. “My mum died when I was six.” I don’t know why I told
her that, maybe to let her know that she wasn’t the only half
orphan in the school.

“Sorry,” Kaolin replied. I didn’t want her sympathy – like I
said before it doesn’t really bother me.

“It’s okay. It was a long time ago and Dad said it happened
quick.”

“What did?”

“The cancer.”

“Oh.” Kaolin looked strange, as if she was thinking about
something she didn’t fully understand. “My dad had cancer too,” she
finally said.

“Oh. It sucks.”

“Yeah, it does.” She had a far away look in her eyes and she
was fiddling with her necklace again. You know how some people have
nervous habits? Like doodling on paper or not being able to sit
still. I reckon Kaolin’s was her thing with that
necklace.

“Can I have a look?” I asked. Looking back, this was probably
my first big mistake. I mean, didn’t I say I kept away from second
hand shops and hospitals? Yeah, I should add other people’s
necklaces to that list. I didn’t know that at the time otherwise I
wouldn’t have asked. (Obviously.) Nope, if I’d known what was going
to happen when I looked at her necklace I would have made a cross
with my fingers and slowly backed away. I didn’t though – nope, I
was being all nice and considerate and friendly – that’ll teach me.
Next time I get asked to show a new student around (did I say
asked? I meant told) I’m going to run away, screaming.

Kaolin took the necklace off and held it out for me to look
at. I took it off her without really thinking; I guess it had been
so long since I’d had one of my episodes I didn’t think of that
straight away.

The house was a total mess, everything seemed to be trashed
and spread everywhere. There was a man, tall with thin-rimmed
glasses in the corner of the room, trying his best to make himself
heard.

Two men were stood looking at him, neither looked at all
sympathetic to the man’s pleas.

“Matthew, you must have known we would find out,” one of the
men said. He was the shorter of the two and didn’t look very
intimidating. His voice was though; it seemed to have an edge to
it.

“I don’t know what you are talking about,” Matthew replied. “I
was trying to get your money for you.”

“I wish I could believe that.” The shorter man turned to his
companion and nodded. The second guy – who was heavily built and
looked like the scariest of bouncers – removed a gun from the
inside of his pocket, aimed at Matthew and fired. Matthew stayed in
the corner, but his legs crumpled beneath him and he slid to the
floor. Dead.
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​ The worst thing about the ‘visions’
(apart from the whole seeing people die thing) is the fact that my
eyes glaze over and I tend to twitch a lot. I can’t count the
number of times that I’ve been stood up, had one and woken up to
find myself flat on my back, with people staring at me. I’ve been
lucky, most of them have happened at home so I’ve never had to
worry about people seeing me. This was the first one for a long
time and it was also one of the few that didn’t feature my mum.
(You’d be surprised at the number that have.) Oh, sure, I’ve had
the odd one about old ladies lying in their beds, dying with their
family around them but none really about other people’s parents.
Well, I suppose the old people were once somebody’s parents but I
mean people I actually know.

Kaolin was looking down at me with a concerned look. Yep, I
was flat on my back again. You’d think that the amount of times I’d
woken up like that, with people telling me that the ambulance was
on its way, I would be used to it. I’m not. People did that a lot
(call an ambulance I mean) when I used to go into second hand shops
– it’s one of the reasons I stopped going to them. The other was
that they kept giving me visions. My dad has come to collect me
from A&E so many times and I’ve had loads of brain scans to see
if I was epileptic. I’m not, apparently. My many hospital visits
had made me hate them just as much as second hand shops. Some of
the beds seem to give me horrible visions, and sometimes I would
wake up in the resuscitation room. Those beds ALWAYS give me
visions and they were the reason behind my many actual
admissions.

Anyway, Kaolin was looking at me weirdly and my English
teacher, Mr. Daniels was knelt down beside me. He must have been
the one who put me in the recovery position. (That happens a lot
too.)

“I’m okay,” I said and started to sit up. Mr. Daniels pushed
me back down and gave me a concerned look.

“You’ve had some kind of fit, we’ve called an ambulance. You
need to stay still until it arrives,” he said. Okay, so who died
and appointed him nurse of the school?

“They happen sometimes. Seriously, I’m fine, I don’t need an
ambulance,” I told him. I really didn’t want to go to the
hospital.

“Tara, we have to have you checked out. Don’t worry; we’ve
called your dad. Everything is going to be okay,” he explained. I
stifled a laugh. I should explain really, Mr. Daniels is one of the
least sympathetic teachers in the whole school. He’s renowned for
his unfairness; he gives out detentions for the tiniest things,
like they’re going out of style. Him being so nice and
understanding was hard for me to comprehend. I did what he said
though, but did manage to convince him to let me sit up. I
preferred that to lying on the floor with everyone gawping at me
like some goldfish in a bowl. This was all Kaolin’s fault – her and
her stupid necklace.

The paramedics arrived in good time and loaded me into the
back of the ambulance, Mr. Daniels in tow. Due to the crowd of
pupils, they let me walk into the ambulance before checking me
over. They sat me on the trolley and it happened again.

It was a dismal morning with a November chill in the air. The
young man was tapping his PIN into the cash machine. He was tall
and had a baseball cap on that was blocking his facial
features.

A young girl appeared behind him from nowhere. She was short
and only looked about fifteen. The knife she was holding glistened
in the little sunlight there was. She took aim and plunged it deep
into his back, grabbing his card from his hand and memorising the
PIN she had just seen him type in.

The young man fell to his knees, clutching his stab wound and
trying to call for help. “Little bitch,” he thought. “She’ll get a
shock when she finds out I’m over my overdraft limit!” He gasped in
breaths, as people began to come to his aid.

As the crowd watched him being loaded into the ambulance, the
man closed his eyes, gasped once more and died.
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See? That’s why I hate hospitals and ambulances – they always
seem to bring on ‘visions’. The worst bit was, of course, that the
paramedics thought I was having another fit and so started to poke
needles and drugs into me. Mr. Daniels must have thought I was
about to die in front of him. Ha! That’ll teach him to pick on his
pupils.

“She’s coming round,” one of the paramedics, said. Yep, I’m
back and before you say anything – I’m NOT epileptic. Oh yeah, and
I hate your trolleys! “You had another episode but don’t worry,
we’re almost at the hospital now, love.” Need I mention that I hate
it when people call me ‘love’, ‘deary’ and ‘petal’, which a lot of
paramedics seem to do. I don’t get why they just don’t call you by
your name. It’s not like they don’t know it!

“I’m fine,” I muttered. Okay, they stuck me in the foot. I
hate that. Why do they do it? What did I do to possibly deserve
this? I hate being stuck with needles.

The ambulance stopped at the hospital after a few minutes and
before long, I was being lifted out of the ambulance and pushed
down corridors.

“This is Tara Leverton, (see, I told you they knew my name)
fifteen years old. She had a fit at school and another in the
ambulance. We gave her 2mg of diazepam PR. (Unless you would like
to have something shoved where the sun doesn’t shine, do NOT ask me
what PR means – it’s personal and gross.) Sats were 98% on air,
pulse was a little high at 112 but her BP was normal,” the
paramedic rattled off.

“Okay, take her into resus,” the doctor said. Why? Why, I ask
you? I’m not at death’s door, yet they still take me into resus. I
felt like screaming ‘NOOOO!!! Anywhere but resus!!’ Of course, I
couldn’t actually say that, all I could do was allow them to take
me in there and transfer me across to another trolley.

“Nina? Nina? Can you hear me love?” the paramedic asked. Nina
didn’t reply, her eyes looked heavy, like she was struggling to
keep them open. She kept drifting in and out of consciousness. The
scenery blurred and as it became clear once more, it had changed
from the roadside to the back of an ambulance.

“Nina? Are you with us dear? You’ve had an accident. We’re on
our way to the hospital.” Nina was on a trolley and although the
headphones she had been wearing when the car ploughed into her had
been removed, it was still hard to make out what she looked like
under the blood and matted hair.

The scenery blurred again and it sharpened to show the
resuscitation room of the hospital. Nina was moved across to one of
the A&E trolleys and attached to several monitors. The
paramedics were saying something to the doctors but over the
commotion it was hard to make out what exactly was being
said.

“Sats are 88% on 15 litres of oxygen,” a nurse
said.

“Okay, call ICU and page a surgeon,” the doctor replied.
“Nina? Can you hear me? You’ve had an accident and I’m just going
to examine you.”

“Sats are down to 79%. We’re losing her.”

“Stand by to intubate.”

“She’s in VF!” another doctor called. Nina breathed in once
more and died.

So, I had better ideas about how to spend my day and trust
me, being stuck in hospital was NOT
on the list. I’d woken up after my last episode
to find them pumping more drugs that I didn’t need into my system.
You know, one of these days I’m going to get some adverse side
effect and end up brain damaged or something and then the hospital
really will be screwed!

The absolute worst part has to be that they never listen to me
– I mean, I tell them EVERY time that I’m not epileptic and there
is no need for me to have a CT scan, but they always insist they
had better check – just to be sure. It’s things like that, that
make me wonder why the NHS is always complaining about lack of
funds – maybe they shouldn’t waste the money they do have on
unnecessary tests!

The school had called Dad too and of course, he came straight
down to the hospital, all panicky. He’s the same every time; you
would think that he would be used to getting those kind of phone
calls by now, but he isn’t. He always tells me not to worry and
insists that the doctors will get to the root of the problem this
time. He has eternal faith in doctors, believes they are to be
worshipped in all ways possible. I don’t agree with his views – I
think most doctors suffer from the God complex – you know, that’s
where they think they’re the font of all knowledge and we should
all bow before them. There are probably only a few doctors that I
can actually stand. Luckily for me, one of them is the consultant
paediatrician who always seems to have the misfortune of taking on
my case. I’ve seen him about fifty million times (well maybe that
is a slight exaggeration!) and he never seems to be able to find
anything wrong. Sometimes I manage to have a long enough break
between episodes that he gets round to discharging me. I managed it
last time, but they sent for him before they packed me off to the
CT scanner. Maybe I can persuade him not to make me have a scan
this time. Last time I got this freaky vision while I was in there.
That sure freaked them all out, if I hadn’t have been near
hysterics, I would have laughed at them all.

“Now, didn’t I tell you never to darken my doorway again?” Dr.
Ashton said, when he came to see me in A&E. (He thinks he’s
funny. I know he isn’t.)

“I missed you. But my aim is improving,” I replied, my voice
laced with sarcasm.

“What happened?” he asked. His face serious, he was back in
‘doctor mode’ now.

“The usual.” He moved his hands, gesturing for me to explain
further. “I was at school and I had one of my ‘episodes’ and they
dialled 999.”

“Okay, I hear you’ve had two more since then.”

“Apparently.”

“How long since your last admission?”

“Six months or so.” See? I told you it’d been a
while.

“Hmmmm. (I hate it when he does that!) We’ll do another CT
scan (bugger) and keep you in for observation. Okay?” Actually, no
it’s not okay, but I don’t seem to have any choice in the
matter.

“Guess so.”

“Don’t worry, we’ll sort you out.” He patted my knee in a
reassuring way as if to comfort me. It didn’t work. I know that he
was trying to let me know that whatever was wrong with me; they
would be able to sort it out. That would have worked, honestly it
would have – had it not been like the fiftieth time this has
happened.

I’d believed it when he told me the first time, but then again
I had been twelve and it had been my first episode outside of the
four walls of home. I’d been leafing through some second hand books
at a car boot sale when it happened. It was nothing major – just
some old lady dying with her relatives around her and the actual
vision hadn’t scared me half as much as waking up on the grass with
people gathered round me yelling something about
ambulances.

It had freaked Dad out though; he’d dropped me off that
morning and then got the phone call. He’d come running down the
hospital corridors yelling, “Don’t worry honey, Daddy’s here!” I
almost died of embarrassment. It got worse though, because he then
proceeded to grip my hand and demand to know whether they could
give me anything for the pain. I wasn’t in any pain, or at least
not the kind that any drug could ease. Now, emotional pain? Yeah, I
had a ton of that. Every time it has happened since, though, he
always asked me what happened and every time I tell him the same
thing – that I don’t know.

Yeah, I lie to him, but what would you tell your dad? That you
saw someone die? Yep, because all I’ve ever wanted to give my dad
is a heart attack! Besides, what do you think he would do? I’m
guessing one of two things. One, he’d pat me on the head and talk
to me like I was a five year old or something or two, he’d pack me
off to a child psychiatrist and worry that the ‘little voices’ talk
to me. I couldn’t do that to him, so instead I lie. I tell him that
I have no idea what happened and keep to myself what I actually
saw. People say that keeping things bottled up inside isn’t healthy
and it can really give you issues later in life. People also say
that seeing things like I see means you are most likely very
disturbed. So, I figure whatever happens I’m pretty much already
messed up for life.
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​ Anyway, there I was on this
hospital trolley waiting for them to run some more tests or take me
up to the ward – whichever comes first. (In NHS hospitals, you can
never really tell.) Dr. Ashton had left and it was just Dad and me.
He was being all fussy and making sure I was comfortable. I try to
just let him get on with it – it’s easier than fighting him, but
this time it was really starting to piss me off. I couldn’t shake
the feeling that Kaolin’s necklace had caused all this. I know it
did, I mean I was fine before and then I went all “I see dead
people” and ended up in a hospital. I’ve never really been able to
work out why it happens. Yeah, I’ve spent a load of time trying to
figure out what they mean and why they only happen when I touch
certain things.
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