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The title shall ensure the ending PT.1
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He ran his fingers through her long, curly beautiful, blonde hair. She awoke. "Where am I?" The young woman said aloud without meaning to. They felt embarrassed, but did not understand why, as no one was around. Felt a presence. They saw a shadow. But when they looked — no one  there! The spirit felt perhaps stronger. They find themselves in an alley. Unsure as to whether it is day or night — had their eyes grown accustomed to the lack of light? They knew not. It was unnaturally quiet, the 'existence' ( if that is even the right word) was considerably more 'tangible'. With such trepidation the girl looked around — what was it they expected? They peered into the darkness, yet all they could make out perplexed them further. She could see a form. "Who is  here on this most lonely of nights? They were about to speak ( or so the girl thought). Should they approach? They, with much fear, did so, now the time seemed right for the moment to converse, but what should they say?

Whatever happened that night, they simply have no recollection of. How long have they been in this place? — Time has no meaning anymore! They were stuck in this  'world' of nothingness — eternal night. "Am I in a ' Purgatorio' of sorts?" She thought aloud. She did a lot more of this these days ( talking to themselves).

––––––––
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"Who is there to hear my utterance?"

All felt so peaceful then. Darkness and nothingness were all that existed.      

In the hospital, the head nurse spoke. Dread ran through the patient's husband. It was as if they knew what she were going to say. 

" There is no easy way to say this, I think we would be better off talking in private."

"Where is my Wife?" - He screamed”.

"I think you should follow me sir, I shall explain further, but seeing as though this is delicate..." - She trailed off, as if she were at a loss for the right words. The nurse spoke. Numbly he listened ( without wanting to admit to himself that his fears were real ). 

"No matter how many times I do this I always falter, please excuse me."

"That is all very well but where is my wife?" ( Denial of what is now so obvious has clearly set in).

"Your wife... your spouse, has just sadly passed away." No more words could the nurse say she could feel his palpable sorrow and anguish.

"I guess I should let you have a moment alone sir, please let me take you to her."

"Please." Was all he could say through a veil of tears.

––––––––
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They went down a bleak corridor to a room. They stopped at the entrance. The nurse said to him, "I will wait here. Please take as lengthy a time as you need."

After they had stood there for what seemed like an age, he finally spoke to his wife. They could still not accept the fact that she was dead.

"They told me that after you were brain dead, you gave a slight twitch in your face, I suppose I will never learn now, but I wonder if that meant that you could 'see' something. An afterlife perhaps. Or maybe you 'dreamt' it before you died. I surmise I will never see your last 'vision'. I surmise I will never see ..."He said again, as they burst into tears.  He raced to his love, thew his arms around her, kissing her incessantly. " I love you."  

For the last time, he ran his fingers through her long, curly, beautiful, blonde hair.
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The title shall ensure the ending PT. 2 ( prequel)
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The young girl sat, shotgun on lap, a seating spot used for brick making once, in days gone by(?) A field was before their eyes, the field they tried to run to, to be free. That may be many a year ago now, but for her it remains as clear as day, Imbued in her mind. A memory, a memory that won't ever allow her to be alone. She looks down the bridleway — still in the woods. 

" I wish this would leave my world, I do not want to be haunted by my past any longer."

At that moment , a man rounded the corner, with a gun (?)  He screamed something,they tried to shoot the gun away. All that could be heard was a shotgun blast.
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The title shall ensure the ending PT. 3 ( conclusion)
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The inevitability of life has moved forward, but there remains a feeling of such guilt, both at my weakness, coupled with the fact that I was not in time to do more. I know it's about perception, but I still cannot help feeling guilty about my flaws in the situation, although rationality dictates otherwise.

I still carry on with my 'ritual', my journey. And yet despite how much I abhor myself, when I am in that private glade that I have dedicated to that ghastly day, I feel love, or maybe forgiveness (?) 

I feel as though a plea from another reality tells me that time forgives me, so now is the moment that I should do so as well. I cannot say with any level of accuracy that the one who was afflicted blames me for not being able to help her.

As I meditated ( as I always do) , I felt a presence. Another pair of hands! 

"Look up." A young girls voice said to me. I did as instructed. Somehow my eyes were open without being so! 

"Before I go back to my world, please listen. I am at peace now. Cry over me no longer. You did nothing to hurt me."

The words trailed off, as I awoke, " I love you." Was to be heard. I cried myself back to sleep in the glade.

I must have left, otherwise I would not be writing this.
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The past revisits ( it runs through all I write)
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Young maiden, seated, forlorn, with such a look of sorrow. So apathetic and empty of emotion. This place that they find themselves in holds such bitter and dark memories, yet the girl knows that she must face them; her reason for being here. Cursed day! It rendered her life desolate.

I drowned that very afternoon. No one would help me; I do not ever recall being so alone. I assumed I knew what loneliness was like, but clearly I did not. The pain the sheer agony that left me like an empty shell. It still pains me to this time. I beg for an answer ( rhetorically);is there an end to my suffering?

'Only a raven brings darkness' ( or words to that effect) I expected that was true until all became futile because of another human. Again I plead thee, dear loneliness will my state of being in this form of separation ever escape me? Must I leave life ? I do not wish to. If only things were different; I am cast aside, as if I do not belong. In fact , for as long as I can remember ( from a very young age) I have constantly been this way. So it would seem isolation and misery are all that remains for me in this world. I crave this were my 'world' ( I am referring to where I am now). Few people come here, so I am alone with my thoughts for hours; safe here, and yet I am always saddened after a time. It becomes more real to me that I am doomed to go home again. Back to my mundane life of trying to please others. Always do I remain mindful of the fact that I  consider others far more than I do myself. I yearn for, in fact I strongly crave a kind of attention even slightly close to how I feel towards others to be felt towards me, but I doubt I deserve it. Footsteps? Another is in the woodlands. Nervous now, heart is pounding. I must run, no I must stay calm, if I run I may alert another of my being here. "Ms,I think you dropped something..."

Ambling at first , I move toward a field; nearly there, then...I ran, not turning back. I headed for where cottages were nearby; when I was sure I was far enough distant, I slowed down my pace. I appreciate I must get over my past, but every time I come up against opposition, I run elsewhere like a child, just like when I was younger...

I awaken from another nightmare; as I rouse, I hear myself scream more. My voice(?) I do not understand any longer. I do not seem to understand this world in both my waking and sleeping hours. I wish I could be happy for just one day, to laugh once again, and daydream about the dreams that girls my age do. My perfect life, my dream job; happiness. "Please leave me alone."  I beg, but to no avail. All I can do is cry more; I only cry when alone. My parents committed me to therapies, as they could not comprehend [logically] how seemingly emotionless I was as a child. They could not fathom how even the saddest of films had no [emotional] effect on me, and so they became very concerned.  Yet every therapist they sent me to reached the same conclusion, from which my parents drew a great deal of much needed alleviation (on their part,not mine). "Just the normal sort of thing that a girl of your daughter's age is going through, trust me, I see it all the time." I knew that was not the case at all. Before any of this happened, I was totally unaware of how little attention people paid to the internal, traumatising demons of another.  They just lay there festering, unnoticed.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





