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Oneself Lost
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The stars have never seemed brighter. I have always thought that the stars were a bit dull, up until this point. So bright. So very bright.

The invisible walls suffocated me. Darkness prevailed.

“Philomena!” a distant voice said. “Come back to us.”

I could tell that something wasn’t right, but I couldn’t distinguish what it was. I wasn’t even sure I understood what was going on. 
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DIM LIGHT INVADED THE lonely room. A monitor beeped nearby. Muffled voices followed the beeps, the voices were soft but loud enough for certain words and phrases to be captured.

One of those voices said, “She’s been through so much. Can you help her?”

Another voice said, “I’ll see what my team and I can do for her. I will say this, though. We can tell that something led her to this point, if not a lot of things, that just so happened to have happened all at once.”

There was no telling what was said after that as the voices ebbed away, leaving me in silence once more. The only thing that seemed to keep me company was the monitor, and the drip of the IV solution rigged up near the bed.  I didn’t quite understand where in this world I was, aside from the obvious, as I could have been anywhere in this given moment. I didn’t understand what, exactly, brought me here, or even to this point. I had so many questions, and not enough answers.

The door opened, and light from the hallway filtered into the once dim room. Footsteps squeaked on the tiled floor. I tried to stay as quiet as possible, as I didn’t really want to be bothered. Exhaustion had its heavy grasp on me, and I was resisting a rest that I knew I shouldn’t. That didn’t stop whoever was entering to enter anyway. I figured I should say something.

“Um, hello?” I asked.

A moment of silence passed.

“Did you need something from me?” I asked.

“Hey, Philomena,” a voice said. “It’s Doc. How are you feeling?”

I didn’t respond right away as I was unsure how to answer the question. A part of me wanted to lie, but lying is probably what got me here in the first place. So, I decided to at least go with a half-truth.

“I guess I am okay. Obviously, I am still alive, aren’t I?” 

Doc didn’t seem to like the sound of my half-assed attempt at a joke, because he let out a sigh that I wasn’t aware a human being could make. 

“Philomena, you need to worry about the important things,” he said. “Some things are more important in life than others, if you weren’t aware.”

“Aware of what?” I asked.

“Your health, Philomena,” he said.

The monitor beeped as if in agreement, and the IV dripped in a way that just made sense. All the pieces interlocked in my mind. I then understood the gravity of the situation. Reality began to kick in. 

I allowed for life to kick me in the rear in ways that shouldn’t exist. I was so damned busy working on things that didn’t even matter in the big scheme of things and look at where that got me. Here, in this forsaken place.

What I wanted all along was something that I failed to give myself for eons.

The focus on me, and not on others. Work, school, strangers, family, friends, and most importantly, life.

Life and I exist, self-care doesn’t.
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Remembrance on Black Cat Day
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Twenty-year-old Raevyn Saavedra lingered amongst a gathered crowd of people that wanted to partake in Black Cat Day celebrations. She, herself, did not want to participate but felt obligated to do so. She preferred the company of animals, but when it came to people? Not so much.

I really do not want to be here. There are way too many people...

Despite not wanting to participate in the Black Cat Day celebrations, she wore a purple dress, anyway. Raevyn figured that she could at least use this opportunity to dress herself up a little, and purple was one of her favorite colors. It was a lovely color, in her opinion, as purple made her feel as if she was at peace with herself. Nothing could beat an amazing, hi-low dress in one of her favorite colors.

Purple has to be one of the best colors in existence. It is very serene and wonderful to look upon.

She itched to get away from the crowd as she was not a huge fan of them. She also did not care too much about leaving behind her beloved wolfdog companion because other people were afraid of her, for whatever reason.

After she finally made the decision to break away from the bustled crowd, Raevyn immediately made her way over to where her wolfdog sat and waited patiently for her arrival.

“Hey, girl! Sorry it took me so long to get my butt over here!” Raevyn said to her companion. “I didn’t mean to take forever. The crowd is getting huge!”

Her wolfdog, Lillith, gave her a huge wolfy grin and thumped her large, bushy tail on the ground behind her. She was very pleased to see Raevyn and did not fail to show it.

Raevyn bent over and gave Lillith a firm hug, and thoroughly enjoyed the way her fur warmed her and her soul. Hugs like this made Raevyn so full of warmth, and they gave her an even greater reason to live. Nothing could also beat a nice, warm embrace.

“You are the best; you know that right?” Raevyn asked her companion. “What in the world would I ever do without you?”

*Lillith became Raevyn’s entrusted companion when she witnessed an awful scene a couple of years before. Raevyn was in a compromised position, vulnerable, left to fend for herself. Almost the same way Lillith was in her past. Lillith was dumped in the middle of a meadow, the grass rolled in waves as the wind brushed over the tall stalks. Raevyn experienced a very similar fate. *

Moments passed before Raevyn was able to collect herself after being near so many people all at once. She took many deep breaths as her heart raced and her palms sweated a little, in order to calm herself down better. 

“Where to now, Lillith?” she asked aloud to her companion. “Please don’t tell me that we have to go back into that crowd of people over there. You know how a lot of those people feel about you, girl.”

Lillith just gave her a look that Raevyn couldn’t quite explain. 

“Okay, then. I guess I’ll just come up with something. I don’t know.” 

The two just sat there, their gazes fell on each other as Raevyn contemplated what it was that they should have done. She felt as if she had forgotten something but couldn’t for the life of her remember what it was.

“Hey, you know what?” she asked Lillith, turning to her. “We should go talk to the fortune-teller!”

They then got up from where they sat, and Raevyn brushed off the dirt and bits of grass that was scattered about her purple hi-low dress, as Lillith shook herself off, fur, dirt, and grass was flung everywhere.
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RAEVYN AND LILLITH walked on over to where the fortune-teller’s parlor was located.

They walked up to the front door of the parlor and Raevyn knocked on the door, waited for a moment for a response and when she was about to knock again, the door swung open, and an unfamiliar face peeked out at them. 

“Excuse me, are you the fortune-teller?” Raevyn asked the person on the other side of the threshold.

“Why, yes. Yes, I am the fortune-teller,” the other person said. “What brings you here, my lovely?”

Her lovely? What the heck does that even mean? I don’t even know her!

“Um, I came here with my wolfdog to see if maybe you can tell me something that I must have forgotten at some point in time. I can’t seem to remember what it is, for some odd reason. I was wondering if you could tell me.”

The fortune-teller studied her for a moment before she said, “Hmm. Come on in and I will see what it is that I can do for you.”

As they visited the parlor, Raevyn noticed that there were these little glass bottles of who knows what that sat on top of the table. She went over and stood in front of it and inspected the contents of said bottles. There looked to be various powders and solutions contained within them.

Odd. I have no idea what fortune tellers did but I didn’t think it would be stuff like this. I was just here because I had too many questions and not enough answers. And I also believed that the fortune teller did not like it too much.

“I don’t understand why you must know so badly,” the fortune teller said, an exhausted expression plastered on her face. “Why are you refusing to relent?” she then asked Raevyn, quite baffled at the situation.

Raevyn sensed the fortune-teller’s frustration, and then turned away from the table and focused on her as she stood nearby.

How was I supposed to answer that question? It wasn’t a simple one for me to answer, honestly. I mean, who doesn’t want to know why, exactly, they were blacked out in the middle of a field? Or why did they wake up to see a huge-to-me wolfdog looking at me like I could be its next meal?

Raevyn began to get a bit frustrated as well. “You know what, it’s fine. I’ll go seek answers elsewhere.” 

She stormed out of the parlor and didn’t bother to look behind her.
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ROUGH AND RAGGED TERRAIN slowed them down some, but Raevyn and Lillith eventually managed to make the trip over to the Abandoned Mine. Upon reaching the entrance, a lone black cat sat nearby and studied them as they approached the entrance. It did not utter a sound, but instead, silently watched and waited for the right opportunity to make its presence known to the passersby. 

Moonlight illuminated the entrance to the Abandoned Mine, a cool breeze caused the trees’ branches to sway, the leaves shaking lightly, a sound was barely made by them. The crisp autumn air was chilly but comfortable in its own way. Black Cat Day was somewhat eerie at night, to some at least. The atmosphere was... different. 

Raevyn did not notice the black cat. Lillith, on the other hand, did. Hackles raised; the magnificent creature’s throat deeply rumbled. A step forward was taken, her fur bristled, her teeth bared, as the creature scented the surrounding area. 

Raevyn hoped that she would not be stopped from entering the mine. Something about the area seemed off but she brushed that aside so she
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