
To Laugh At Death

by J. R. Kruze



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TO LAUGH AT DEATH

    

    
      First edition. September 9, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 J. R. Kruze.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386458500

    

    
    
      Written by J. R. Kruze.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

To Laugh At Death (Short Fiction Clean Romance Cozy Mystery Fantasy)

I

II

III

IV

V

VI

VII

VIII

IX

X

XI

XII

XIII

XIV

XV

XVI

XVII

XVIII

Looking For More?

Sign up for J. R. Kruze's Mailing List

Further Reading: Story Hunted

Also By J. R. Kruze

I died every night. And learned to live forever.

Dreams were important, because those told you your past lives. And like the old guy said somewhere, if you didn't learn from your past, you were just condemned to repeat it.

I wanted to live each day to my fullest. Because I knew it was over when I closed my eyes to sleep.

Each day, I had to learn everything all over again. Because I wanted to make each day last, to do something with my life, to have some satisfaction.

To find true love became my final goal. Somehow, it' escaped me most of my life.

When she finally found me, we both were now writers. Before long, there was something else between us, a romantic mystery that had to be solved.

Together our combined genius might be able to solve it. Maybe. 

Is it true that "To deeply love is to laugh at death."?
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THE FIRST TIME I DIED, it was so long ago, I hardly remember. Other than waking up in a hospital and not wanting to eat. Of smelling the anesthetic they'd given me as it wore off. The stink in my nose, and this stupid gown that tied in the back where I couldn't reach it - but made me move around the bed to get the knots where they didn't hurt or scratch.

And they fed me Jello. I don't remember what kind. But I was supposed to eat, supposed to be hungry. So I tried it. It was pretty tasteless, sitting in that whitish plastic cup. Never finished it. Just quit and lay back.

They had put some girl in the other bed next to mine, but she wasn't awake. And I went back to sleep then. And died again.

When I woke up, she was gone. And I tried to remember anything about her, but - nothing. Only that she had been a character in that life, a stand-in, a red shirt. Like the nurses that came and went - they were just cardboard cutouts. Not real. 

That's what I remember for sure. The rest of my memories earlier than that seem to be the ones they told me I should have. Because that's they ones they had. 

Those lifetime-stories came from people who called me their son. They were called parents. And they said they loved me, but I wasn't sure. If they loved me, they why did they let me die every night? And then come back the next day like nothing had happened? 

But everything had happened. This was a new world again. And only what I could recall of my reincarnations, my past lives, told me how I was supposed to act in this one.

And acting I did. I got pretty good at acting out the part I was supposed to play in every life. By remembering my earlier lifetimes and the "now-you're-supposed-to's" from those.

I couldn't say life was good. But I could say that it continued on, regardless. Because nothing really mattered when you died every night and were re-born each new day. 

It was a way to get through life. In a steady calm, one that was  even pleasant at times.
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TO ME, LIFE WAS GREAT. I loved waking up as a girl, in my own room, in a big house, with plenty to do every day. Life was an endless adventure.

Now that I was older, and on my own, life was still an adventure. 

Of course, being "on my own" started early for me. Because of that car wreck. I lived because I was in the back of that station wagon, asleep, along with the other girls from the neighbor's family. I was going with them on a vacation. But we never made it.

All I remember is something about waking up with a lot of flashing lights and noise, and something on the side of my face. Then I went back to sleep and briefly remember being hauled around through white and green hallways on some sort of bed with rolling wheels. Whatever was on my face wasn't letting me see out of that side. 

And then I was lifted onto a solid bed with a big light overhead and then some ugly mask was put over my nose and mouth and I went to sleep again.

Then woke up with my sad parents around me, who were wiping tears off their faces, but put on nice smiles for me when they saw I was awake. I could see out of both eyes now, but couldn't feel much on that side of my face. So I reached a hand up to touch it, a hand with tubes and wires attached.

I barely got a touch before someone had stood up and taken my hand away, telling me to "not touch it" and "leave it alone for now." More smiles. But I was so tired, I just tried to smile back and only made half my face go up. But the people smiled back and so I closed my eyes and turned my face over onto the half I could feel, and sank into grateful darkness again. 

My old friend, the dark.
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I'D LIVED QUITE SOME years now, I'm told. To me, they were thousands of lifetimes. When I was younger, I tried playing games with the other boys my age. Found that their rules didn't make sense, and that the other boys were trying to either cheat or just go along. The cheats made umpires necessary. And if you were really good at playing by the rules, you learned where the holes were. 

But holes are for nails. And anything that sticks out is a nail that needs to be hammered. So I learned to keep my head down. 

Because of all the push and persuasion they used on us as kids were to excel at everything we did. They even put the smarter kids in their class and the dumber ones in their own. So the smarter ones learned the names mostly of the smarter kids. And the dumber kids tended to drop out, or learn the dull jobs. The smart ones were trained to do the jobs where there were a lot of numbers and symbols that could be made to do different things. 

The problem was that it was all just another game. And if you stood out, you got hammered. The rules could be broken, but they were tougher rules. "Box rules" I finally called them. Somewhere along the lines, I was told to "think outside the box." Like that was something special that nobody could do. 

I just shut up about that. Because that was the way I was wired. And if I stood out, I'd get hammered. 

The dumb ones turned out to be all the people that just went along. Drugs, sex, school dances, having a car - all those were "now-you're-supposed-to's" and just rules that could be broken anytime you wanted to. The next rule was, of course, not to get caught. 

And what I did with my own mind that didn't show on the outside, what they couldn't see behind my "now I'm supposed to" smiles and jokes and nods - those things I could never get caught or hammered for. 

Making straight "B's" mean that people would leave me alone, and not pressure me to make A's. Because I already didn't have a chance at making valedictorian, which was a relief. There were several girls who tied for making the most straight A's all the way through high school. Finally, they made them all co-valedictorians.

Like I cared much by that time. 

Because I had already been hammered for showing people too many times how the rules could be broken.

And only looked forward to dying each night. Just to get relief from stupid people with stupid rules.
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