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I met him at the shore.

His eyes were crystal blue, but distant in their
gaze.

He had been an old friend, but our friendship sadly couldn't
last.

Not after that devastating event that had split us
apart.

"Paul," I said to him quietly, spotting him walking towards me
from the sandy shore and he froze stiff at the sight of
me.

I couldn't blame him, I would've too.

He looked at me in silence, his body quaking and I just asked
in a quiet whisper, "What are you doing here?"

He let out a little murmur of a word, something I couldn't
distinguish very well and just turned his eyes to the
ground.

The wind from the sea blew past us gently and finally, he
responded.

"I can't believe it's you, Johnathon."

"Well believe it," I replied, and gulped a little nervously. I
placed my hands in my pocket and swayed a little on my legs, "After
all, seeing is believing."

"Don't even mention that to me," he spoke back,
briskly, and I blinked my eyes, confused.

"How's it been since that... day?" I asked just then and he
turned his gaze quickly away.

He stared at the sand, how the waves swept up the beach gently
and his eyes just watched the water push up the shore, my own gaze
following the tide as well.

We both stood there, silently, before he muttered in
pain.

"It's been good... or at least, as good as it could
be."

"I'm sorry for mentioning it-"

"Johnathon." He said weakly, looking at me with quiet pained
eyes, "What are you doing here... on this beach?"

I trembled a little at that response. I didn't know how to
reply exactly. I was afraid to get my words out, though finally, I
uttered, "I had to see."

He stared at me quietly, his breath becoming quaky and uneasy
in its breathing.

"I had to see if she was still here..."

"Me too," he responded, silently. His words were stiff and
formal, but what we were talking about was anything but.

You may be thinking that the woman we were talking about was
an old friend. But you'd be wrong.

She was the one that tore us apart.

That night...

It was at a bar, six months ago. I had
waited there for my old friend to show up. We had decided to meet
up at a place near the sea, as both of us were to be heading our
own separate ways back to our homes.

We had been college friends, and our
final year exams had finished, the two of us deciding to have a
drink in the midsection between both our family
homes.

I had sat at the bar's counter stand,
just sipping my Guinness in little gulps. I wanted to enjoy the
strong brewery taste of barley in my mouth, and I swigged it back
down the throat.

I had always been a fast drinker but
could hold my liquor well. At least that's what I believed. Paul
was a little late, and I was getting tired waiting for
him.

And that's when I spotted
her.

Brown curly hair and light green eyes.
She was gorgeous.

I gave a small smile, looking across at
her and she reached forward grabbing her bottle of Heineken and
popping the cap open with a metal bottle opener.

I could see smokey vapour rise from its
lid and I took another swallow of my drink, watching her
quietly.

I uttered out with a small shy smile,
"Hey,"

She turned her grassy green eyes to me
with a sharp grin.

"She was beautiful..." I told him, coming out of the memory
and Paul stiffened at my response to an unspoken
question.

"Yeah," he said back quietly, staring at me with harsh eyes
and turning away to face the sea, "She was..."

I faced my own body towards the ocean too, it was clear blue,
the water clean and crystal and beautiful in its soft motion of
pulling in and out of the bay.

I placed my rough hand on his shoulder and Paul stiffened up
at the touch, "So..." I said to him, and he shut his eyes,
meditating on a thought I could never comprehend, "Let's find
her."

He swallowed down a pained gulp, barely opening his blue eyes
to look back at the rushing sea and finally turned back to me. He
said in a choked voice, "O-okay..."

I pat him on the shoulder two times as if to motivate him...
but honestly, I wanted to bring back the normality that our
friendship had lost when we had both seen Marian that night, and we
had both lost our senses in a way that was unspeakable.

And so, for the time being, we wouldn't speak of it. We would
just carry on forward in rekindling whatever brotherhood we did
hold.

As our feet hit the sandy beach's floor, we walked onwards up
the shoreline, the sun starting its descent into the horizon. But
it would be slow. The summers here would always stretch out the
daylight into well after nine o clock on June days, and many a
person would enjoy the warm heat radiating through the air from our
beautiful golden sun.

The atmosphere of the sea was a peaceful one, and it helped
calm our nerves, even if we couldn't.

I looked out across the breaking waves in the distance, seeing
an old broken apart castle and the history it held in its stone
walls being washed away gently with every inch closer the waters
got to breaking its low cliffs.

It was on a grassy weak incline just above the ocean, and I
knew that within a few years, it would be washed away and gone from
the world's heritage.

Not all memories could be saved, but sometimes I wished other
memories could be gotten rid of. Put into a box and thrown down a
well... the subconscious erasing it and hiding it in the dark abyss
where nothing could be seen.

But I knew I would never forget those memories... they
traumatized me late in the night and my slumbers were often
restless... insomnia inflicting me many a moon when I just couldn't
cope to close my eyes and let the nightmares come.

I could feel Paul's gaze hit my face as he looked at me
warily, afraid that I was thinking of the same event as
him.

But no, I had turned away from the bar scene for a moment and
just thought of the terrors in the dark.

Her hand placing on my chest, her lips
smiling a coy grin. Her words whispering in my ear.

'Wake up,
John...'

And when I did arise from the dream, I could feel my body
shaking and my heart drumming in horror at how a dream of lovely
lust could leave me so distort... knowing that if I had slept any
longer... the dream would've ended with pain.

"She was beautiful..."

I looked up as I heard Paul say this quietly, and I swallowed
down my pants as the memory of my many sleepless nights had
affected me. But I was brought back to the present by his gentle
sad tone.

"A beauty that in the end... destroyed her."

"It's not a sin to be beautiful," I spoke back, my breathing
trying to return to normal but was still shaky and timid, "But it
does cause others to do evil over it."

"Please, Johnathon," Paul said to me, afraid of where the
conversation between the two of us was going and I smirked a little
in pain, "Please don't mention that event."

"But that's why we're here, right?" I said back quietly,
hating getting these words that I was afraid to speak out in the
open, "To see her... to see if she's still there?"

"No one would've moved her..." Paul said sadly, his eyes
watering and I saw a teardrop slip down his cheek, "She was given
an undignified grave... an undignified death."

"Because of us..."

I halted back a little when he spoke the unspeakable, my steps
pulling away and standing still on the beach. His shadow crept away
from mine as he continued to walk drudgingly on and I yelled in
anger, "DON'T YOU SAY THAT!"

He paused, stilling in his walk. He stood apart from me, the
wind just gusting through our hair. He finally replied.

"Than what should I say? A lie?"

I didn't know how to respond. I wish we were here over a lie.
But we weren't. The sad reasoning that Paul and I were on this
beach was not to be keep hidden in the dark too much longer between
us. As that's where we had placed it, those six months
ago.

And that was why we had arrived back to this sandy place, our
guilt entwining our lives back together from something that had
broken it apart only so little time ago.

"No..." I said, my heart aching, "But please don't speak it
aloud."

"No one is watching us, John," he said back coldly and looked
from side to side to see if anyone really did care.

"What we are... are murderers."

If anyone was on this little strand of beach, they would've
looked to us in astonishment that my friend could speak this so out
in the open. But the reason was simply that, no one was here to
hear his declaration.

He finally turned his angry gaze back at me, and continued
spitefully, "Or should I say... you."

I looked at him, my face losing its expression of coolness and
turning into fear.

"Please don't say that..."

"It's true, but." Paul said back, his words cold and slicing
through me like a knife, "I may have helped bury her... but I never
did the deed."

"You did enough of it by just being there." I hissed and he
smirked, looking at me confidently. I didn't know where this
newfound confidence had come from, but it was only fleeting as his
eyes couldn't hold their stare, and he broke his gaze from me,
looking down and panting out a few heavy breaths.

"No..." he muttered, touching his right temple in pain with
his fingers, "No... don't say that. YOU'RE THE ONE WHO-"

"SHHS!" I said to him with an angry glare, "Just because no
one can be seen, doesn't mean they're not there."

Paul froze up a little, remembering that fact. He just turned
around, holding his arms in a tight grip and taking a deep inhale
and exhale out.

"So that's why we're both here... to see a corpse... o-or-" he
mumbled, his eyes stilling as they turned to the ground in hurt,
"Or hoping we don't see anything. That it was just a shared bad
nightmare."

I huffed a little, shocked at his hopeful wishing. I hoped I
was still in a dream from that night six months ago. At least then
I could wake up and start anew. My conscience hadn't been right
every day that followed after that kill, knowing it would never be
okay again if I kept hiding in my lies.

"Come on..." Paul only said quietly, his words a bare whimper
and he began to take unsteady steps forward as we walked apart up
the long shoreline that stretched the coast.

But the memories, they flashed before me as I followed
him.

'My name?' she
had said when I had eventually gotten her talking,
'Marian.'

'Beautiful,' I
said with a calm cool smile and she chuckled, taking another swig
of her beer.

'Jeez, no one's
ever been so forward before.' she said back, a twinkle in her eyes
as they shined before mine. Her pupils were dilated and her smile
inched up in a big teasing grin, 'So what brings you here...
er?'

'Johnathon.'

'Not just John?'
she joked, laughing a little and I shook my head
weakly.

'Nah,' I replied,
giving my own soft smile back in return, 'Too many Johns, have to
be unique.'

'Right...' she
said, her grin becoming infectious and I looked at her mesmerized.
I didn't know if it was her sexy personality, her beautiful looks,
or the Guinness getting into my blood.

But she played wonders in my
head.

'So who you
waiting here for?'

I looked at her, blinking confused and
she just giggled a little at my response to her
question.

"A guy like you
doesn't just hang out at a bar all night by
himself."

'My friend..." I
told her, my voice seeming now uncertain how to continue, "Meeting
up with a college friend for a beer, final year
over.'

'What did you
train in?' she asked, enticed by that response.

'Engineering...
but more of an interesting question would be,' I added on fast,
catching her off guard and she swallowed, looking into my dark eyes
with curious nervous ones of her own, 'Why is a girl like you out
here by yourself? In a bar in the middle of
nowhere?'

She leant forward. She placed her hand
on my forearm, and I watched her closely as she whispered in my
ear.

'Looking for
trouble.'

That memory slowly disappeared as I closed my eyes in pain,
revisiting the image and her touch on my arm. It was a gentle but
affirmative grasp and the way her eyes had
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