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"What are you doing?! How many times have I told you, do not look out that window! Now you've brought Hell itself down on us, you foolish child!"
You wince inwardly and try not to roll your eyes where she can see. Your mother always was kind of eccentric, but this is taking it just a bit too far. Now she'll lecture you for another hour, and you'll tune her out like you always do because it's the same thing every time.
Why should it matter to you anyway? It's just a window, Mother, a window that looks out into a lovely garden, half obscured by a falling brick wall. You're not sure if it's part of the property, or if it belongs to the neighbors you never see.
You only moved here a short time ago, even though it feels like an age since you moved in. The odd part is that you don't actually remember the move. You don't remember bringing in boxes, or riding in the moving truck. Even though you know it hasn't been long, there are no moving boxes anywhere in the house. It's like you've always lived there.
Oddly enough, your mother doesn't lecture you. She's gone quiet, and out of the corner of your eye, you can see that she's just gone back to her book instead. She's fingering that strange little necklace she always wears though, something else she never does.
You turn your attention back out the window. It's so beautiful in that garden, you could stare at it for hours on end. Sometimes, you swear you can see the flowers actually blooming slowly. 
There's a strange thing about the garden though, and you noticed this all by yourself, without anyone else pointing it out. It never, ever changes. You've been here long enough that the tracks of lawn should need mowing. The flowers should wither and die, their petals raining over the ground. It's late October, and most of the trees are oaks, and yet not a single leaf has fallen.
It's never sunny, either. You've never seen the sun except for the occasional glimpse of it through the shifting clouds, but unlike everywhere else, the garden is never dim. It's like something out of a fairytale. 
It's not until you hear the lamp in the room click on that you realize it's growing dark outside. How strange: you were sure it was just after noon, only an hour past. And yet as you look up at the clock you see that it's nearly seven at night. You've been completely unaware of the passage of time.
You get up and stretch, deciding that maybe you should go off and read a book. You hear a gasp behind you, and turn abruptly. It's only the maid, but she's staring at you like she's seen a ghost. You really don't know why your mother hired a maid. Even as big as this house is, it's not like the two of you couldn't keep it clean on your own. The poor thing is clutching her feather duster like a lifeline. You smile placatingly, hoping she'll calm down, but she just stares like a wild animal afraid to run.

Shrugging, you make your way out of the living room, and decide to stop in the bathroom for  a drink of water, since it's closer than the kitchen. You see the mirror out of the corner of your eye, and a flash of white surprises you. You look up into the glass and stare, your expression slowly turning to one of shock. Your hair is graying, your eyes wild, their sockets hollow and slightly darkened, heavy bags under them as if you haven't slept in weeks.

That can't be! You're still far too young for that,  still young enough that you haven't found your first gray hair and shouldn't for at least a few more years. And yet your hair, as you stare in the mirror, is clearly graying. Not just the occasional strands, but enough that you could easily rival your own mother. 
You grip the edge of the sink, trying to steady yourself. Maybe you're just sick. Or tired. There's a rational explanation for everything, and you try to think of one. You didn't notice any insomnia, but the days seem to be blurring together in your mind, even yesterday is a sunny blur. All you really remember is the garden. And your mother. Yelling at you for something, only you don't remember what.
Funny that, you always remember what your mother yells at you for. It's not like she yells often. Like earlier. She was yelling something to you about a window. You frown, brows drawing together as you try to remember what she was yelling at you about. Shrugging, you decide it doesn't matter. It's your mother, she's always been a bit eccentric anyway.
Glass of water forgotten, you wander through the house, with the intention of going to your room and reading a book. It's quite some time before you realize you're back in that room again, peering out of the curtains into the dark, staring down at the garden. It's easy to see in the dark, seemingly lit with it's own dim light, just visible in the blackness outside.

You shake your head and try to remember what it was you meant to do. Something about a book. You like books. You read them sometimes. Unfortunately, you can't remember what it is you wanted with a book. You draw away from the window, and make your way through the house, determined this time.

You finally do reach your room, lock the door, and fall onto your bed. You just want to lay here for a moment before you get up and pick up a book to read. That's what you meant to do, you meant to read a book. How odd that you'd forgotten something like that. So trivial, and yet at the same time, strange. You don't forget things like that, you love to read.
It was very strange. The fog seems to lift when you're in your room. You can remember what you did yesterday. You remember your mother yelling at you because you were supposed to be washing dishes, and she caught you staring out the window at the garden again. You can't see the garden when you mow the lawn either, even though it's so close. The brick wall is high enough, even where it's falling, that you can't see a thing.
Eventually you get up and pick up a book. You open it and start to read. A few hours later, you fall asleep reading it.

––––––––
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THE NEXT DAY, YOU'RE out mowing. You would swear you'd just mowed it last week, and yet it's as if it has a month's worth of growth. When you're just about three-quarters done, you stop, shutting off the motor, and wipe the sweat from your brow. It's warm for October, at least in the daytime, though nights are bordering on bitter cold these days. You take a drink from the bottle of water you'd had stuck in your pocket, and contemplate the brick of the walled up garden.

Studying the fall, you can see that it would be easy enough to climb up just far enough to see, to peer over the other bricks and see inside the garden. You would love to see it up close, after all the time you've spent looking at it from inside.

Sticking the bottle of water back in your pocket, you go and walk over to the wall. Treading carefully, testing each step, you climb slowly up the fall, until you come to the break in the wall. It's touchy here, and you know you have to be extra careful. Even though you're not up terribly high, it's high enough that if you fall, you could get badly hurt. You reach up and grab the edges of the broken wall, standing on your toes to peer over the edge. As you do, you get a very big surprise.

Not a single thing in the garden is alive.

Every tree and bush and flowering plant is dried up, dead, skeletal. The grass isn't even yellow; it's a bitter, pallid brown. Some of it still resembles a lawn. The rest of it is wildly overgrown even though it's dead. Some of the plants are heavily coated with something gray-white, and at first you think it's cobwebs. 
Squinting a bit, you see that while some of it is cobwebs, some of it is fine crystals of ice. A shiver goes through you. The garden is dead beneath a coating of frost. You can feel the breath of cold teasing over your skin like gentle, clammy fingers. Shivering again, you let go of the wall, and lower yourself quickly back down, hurrying down the fallen bricks. You stumble at the bottom, twisting your ankle on a loose brick, but that's all. Running back over to the mower, you put your hands on the handle and turn to stare back at the brick wall, with the garden you cannot see any longer.
Even under the hot sun, you feel chilled to the bone. Starting up the mower again, you go back to work. Your mind works double, even triple time.

How is it possible? Just last night when you were looking out of the window, the garden was alive, vibrant and blooming. Had there been a hard frost last night? Sometimes frosts only affected some areas and left others be, you'd seen it where you used to live. You'd never seen something die so quickly though, this looked as if it had been dead for years, decades even. Was it possible it wasn't the same garden? Was it that there were two halves of the garden, and only one was visible from the window, and the other half from out here? It had always seemed absurdly large from the window.

You finished the rest of the mowing in record time, and hurried inside after putting the mower away. This time you were going to have a good long look out of that window, and see if you could tell where the dead part started. Maybe it was just out of easy sight of the window. 

You walked right past your mother, ignoring her when she asked you if the lawn was done. It wasn't as if she couldn't tell, with the grass bits all over the
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