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Darkness. No light. Only the
sound of her own breathing. Himiko felt around the limited space
she had. Her breathing became more panicked. She fished through her
pockets. Finding a pen light she bought. Using the light she saw
she was inside a casket. Not wood. Pure marble. Cold to the touch
and frightening. Himiko put the pen light between her teeth and
looked around. Trying to find a crack, or some kind of opening.
Anything she could find to fill herself with hope that this was
nothing more than a prank. Not a dangerous situation like it was
playing out to be.

 


No such luck. The lid was
sealed tight. She wiped her brow. Wondering how long she had been
in the casket. The limited space she had, she looked to her right
and left. She couldn’t see anything but more of the casket. She
couldn’t see her feet. Himiko tried to remember where everything
went wrong. She had gone on a trip to the amusement park with her
boyfriend. Everything was going great until she blacked out. She
couldn’t remember anything beyond that.

 


“Scott,” said Himiko.

 


She turned the pen light to
save its battery. She knew saying his name would not bring him to
her side. She had to keep calm. To make sure that she saved her
oxygen. Himiko had seen enough movies that she knew that the longer
she lasted. The greater the chance of being saved. Provided anyone
knew she was missing. NO, she had to think positive. Himiko closed
her eyes. Not to sleep but to relax herself. Himiko thought of
Scott. His light brown hair, his brown eyes, and his laugh. She
thought of the red roses he brought her. The passion in his kiss.
This train of thought helped her settle down.

 


Himiko had no intention of
letting fear destroy any hope she had of escape.

 


Himiko woke up. Still in
darkness. She had no idea how long she had slept. Her brow was
covered in sweat. It was hot in the coffin. She started to feel
hungry and thirsty. No luck in getting a sandwich and a drink. She
focused her thoughts. She knew she could not be distracted no
matter the situation. She had to hope that she would be
rescued.

 


It was so tight and
claustrophobic inducing being in the coffin. Himiko felt like she
had entered hell itself. Himiko closed her eyes. She thought of the
sun. Its warmth. The taste of vodka and coke.

 


Some fries and a nice juicy
hamburger. Her stomach growled in protest.

 


“Damn, that won’t work.”

 


Himiko took the pen light and
turned it back on. The same ugly marble stared back at her. She
touched the smooth surface and pushed on it to see if it would give
this time. Still it resisted her. The coffin lid would not move and
she slammed her fist against it. Two to three times.

 


“Goddamn it, let me
OUT!!!”

 


Futile. No one could hear
her. Even if they did, they probably laughed at her suffering.
Himiko wiped the tears from her eyes. She would not allow herself
to cry. She fought back against the sadness. That is not what she
needed now. Himiko took a deep breath and exhaled. She turned the
pen light off again. Save the battery. She may need it at an
opportune moment. Himiko fell asleep again when exhaustion overtook
her. So she slipped off to slumber. Fitful nightmares almost as
real as her reality plagued her. She dreamt she was dead - Scott
and her family mourned her passing.

 


“I can’t believe it, it was
an aneurysm and she was so young.” Scott covered his face with his
hands. He was crying loudly and Himiko’s mom wrapped her arms
around him, crying with him.

 


Such a nightmare. Himiko
thrashed in her confined space. Waking up screaming her lungs
out.

 


“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!”

 


Himiko clutched her chest,
bothered by the nightmare. She was still in the marble casket. She
could feel its smooth surface. She began to cry in earnest. Crying
that turned into wailing. She pounded on the casket lid. Screaming
her head off.

 


“LET ME OUTTTTTTTT!”

 


Nothing. No response. She
couldn’t hear anything except her ragged breathing. She pissed her
pants. She could feel it. She probably shit them too. Himiko
continued crying and she broke down. Hope left her. She
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