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Dedication




To Hazel

 


Who constantly shows us that family

is more important than any materialist
things in life.


Introduction

 These days I tend to write my darker stories
from more life-based horror as I
find I relate better and they scare me more! Oh, I still love a
good monster or devil story and have written a couple especially
for this series with new one in here – Book 2.

The selection of revised stories I have
chosen for this book along with the addition of newly released
stories all represent my darker
storytelling side of things that go bump in the night and to
me, read well. I believe there is
a diverse compilation of new and
old tales that align and progress from Book # 1.

I hope you enjoy this series as it does
represent my past and present style of writing and my love of the
darkness.

Jonny
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Seasons

 


Seasons come, seasons go

Time don’t stop I’m telling you so

 


Sunshine in, sunshine out

Blinding sun, night blacks doubt

 


Love’s comes in, out it goes

Broken heart, part of the show

 


Daytime in, daytime out

Life’s a spin, what’s it all about?

 


Tell me please that this isn’t true

All this hell you’ve put
me through

As all my love is all I had

Take that away, makes me mad

 


Heartache comes, heartache goes

Love’s a pain, when it comes to you

 


Better to win or better to lose?

All this hurt, I send back to you

 


Tell me please that this isn’t true

All this hell you’ve put
me through

As all my love is all I had

Take that away, leaves me sad

 


Don’t go – don’t go – don’t go – please
don’t go

 


~
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Story 1

The Miracle
of Millie






Introduction

It all
started when I was in grade 6 at Queenstown Primary
at the beginning of ’06. I was nominated as one of
the big brother’s to the new grade oners, and this is where I met
Millie. She had the whitest sun-bleached hair and the biggest and
brightest baby blues that were simply unforgettable. Her dimples
accentuated her friendly smile with her one missing front tooth.
Millie was talkative and asked lots of questions about me … it was
obvious we liked each other and my big brother job was too
easy!

Within
weeks we were inseparable and she was a joy to talk to with her
inquisitive mind and caring nature for such a very young and
innocent child. I was never one to mingle in the boy zone area as I
was a loner and so was Millie; we connected! She would always find
me in breaks, before me her. I never once missed collecting her at
the bus stop from her arrivals and departures, as well as our then
ritual lunchtimes together. I know now it was my duty to look after
her and I was a strident taskmaster (still to this day) especially when it comes to
setting tasks for myself. But this one was pure
joy.

There
was a magic about Millie that I couldn’t explain, she just had
something special and you were affected by it but only if she
wanted it to. She never played with the other girls in her class
(like most do) even though she liked them all. She was her own soul
and when she smiled at you, you smiled back. It was uncanny, she
had a magic
inside and I believed in her
magic! It worked on all, teachers, parents, and kids.

Millie
talked a lot but in questions more than statements and now as a man
I remember her always doing this. She knew all about me and I knew
fuck all about her. Now I realize it was
all a part of it – the BIGGER picture!

 


The
first time it happened I didn’t really comprehend that it just had,
but it did! Millie and I were sitting under G block eating our
bananas and yogurts when a
fight broke out between to grade 7 boys – Jimmy Bolden and Wes
Trent. Jimmy was the school bully and an oversized kid who was
destined to be in jail by the time he was 25, a bit of an
unpredictable bully actually. One day he was quiet as a mouse and I
remember seeing him sitting alone supporting a black eye. At first,
my joy was exuberant to see him suffering, before my feelings
progressively started to change towards him as that black eye had
obviously come from home; he was being flogged by someone! The next
week he was his usual show-off boisterous self, stealing lunches
from other kids and my sympathy was soon gone.

We heard
the commotion and the crowd of onlookers were gathering at a rapid
pace. I looked around and not a single teacher was in sight; where
the fuck was the lunchtime patrol to stop this shit? Millie stood
to attention and her half-eaten banana returned to her Power Puff
Girls lunchbox. Her head turned to me and her face was emotionless,
no dimples, no smile but her pupils were jet black not blue. Millie
reached out for my hand and to follow, so I did as she wished with
the second half of my banana in my mouth not to be wasted. I tried
to ask but too much banana quelled my voice (or any understandable
vocabulary) and I nearly choked. She was dragging me behind her or
more like pulling me towards the gathering and pushed her way
through to see the fight. I was shocked and in disbelief that she
would even want to watch this but she did. Jimmy equipped with his
adrenalin rushes was pulverizing poor
Wes. The crowd of kids was chanting the
usual “Fight! Fight!” in
unison to egg them on … or more like Jimmy. It was the blood and
tears that were my concern that was pouring from Wes’ nose and
straight onto his white school shirt and his red eyes dripped like
leaking taps. Jimmy’s hands were covered with Wes’ blood and he
kept turning to the kids and raising his fists demanding glory,
before turning his attention back to poor Wes, and then he’d smash
him one more time. I looked down at Millie and she was looking
straight ahead at them and I tried to pull her back and away from
witnessing her first disturbing fight. I was appalled and had
enough but no matter how hard I tried, she could not be moved and I
mean literally … she had the strength of a man! Millie’s hand
turned red hot and I let go; it was on fire! I was about to demand
her to come when it happened. Out of nowhere a pelican (yes, a
pelican) swooped down and attacked Jimmy as Wes cowered to the
ground in submission. The kids were all screaming now and breaking
the circle. I was aghast and frozen stiff watching a fucking
pelican scratch and bite Jimmy to the ground. The pelican was in a
frenzy and its sheer size was too much for Jimmy to handle.
Feathers and Jimmy’s screams filled the air. I glanced at Wes who
was now watching Jimmy get his comeuppance and was in a state of
shock, just like me. Over half the kids had exited, fleeing to
safety and I could hear Mr. Wilson screaming his lungs out at what
was going on. He was running over to us … and just like that, the
pelican flew off! Jimmy lay there with his scratched up face and
torn shirt and he was now a crying bloodied mess … just like Wes.
Millie’s hand that I was previously holding had cooled, so I
grabbed it and she turned her head and looked up at me. Her
dimples, blue eyes, and her infectious smile had returned before
she spoke,

“Did you see
the pelican Joel?” Millie took the lead and we ventured back to our
lunch boxes whilst Mr. Wilson took care of the aftermath demanding
explanations from the boys. My Millie finished her half-eaten
banana so I asked,

“Are you okay
Millie?” Millie nodded with her grin ear to ear,

“Did you see
the pelican? A pelican … here at our school!” Millie’s eyes were
huge and excited.

Well,
Jimmy got expelled for breaking Wes’ nose. So this was a biggie but
I was glad he was gone for a while at least … he was - Trouble with
a capital
T!

I never
thought much more of the weirdness of that day, well not ‘til a lot
later, about 5 years actually and we’ll get to that soon. But my
life journey was about to be thrown into disarray.

 


Millie
was my best friend! We were an unlikely match an 11-year-old boy and a 5-year-old girl,
but we just clicked … it is true to say, I loved her like a sister.
I was an only child as she, so we had each other and I was her BIG
brother. But all good things come to an end and on her instruction
or demand actually.

Millie
sat me down just before the end of term 3, as we sat together under
C block awaiting the first bell.
School hadn’t started for the day, yet I saw her worried face as
she stared into my soul, looking me in the eye, face to face. Once
again her dimples had been disappeared, replaced by those haunting
black soulless eyes.

“Joel,” Millie
said, “I have never asked you to do anything, have I?” I shook my
head in silence as she continued, “So you must do this for me
please.” I raised my eyebrows and felt them virtually touch in the
middle questioning, ‘Why?’

“Joel,
now listen and promise, tomorrow something bad is going to happen.”
Her face was even more stoney, so I listened. “I need you to be
sick tomorrow … do you understand that you must stay home!”
Millie’s dark stare was hypnotizing and
it was as if I had no choice; I would stay home.

After school, I
stepped Millie’s tiny legs up to the bottom step of the school bus
and she turned and glared at me and repeated, “Promise me.” So I
complied,

“I
promise!”

 


That was
the last time I ever saw my little Millie for the very next day she
was shot dead by none other than Jimmy Bolden, that had apparently
decided my ‘Go to jail and do NOT pass Go’ and all by my age 25 prediction, wasn’t going to be his life journey after all.
Jimmy stole his dad’s semi-automatic pistol after one too many
beatings, so came to school with nothing but vengeance on his mind.
While I was sick in bed with pretend stomach cramps, a full bottle
of Mylanta, and an
empty bucket … the bullets were flying. The even sadder thing is,
only Millie was shot dead by Jimmy (yes, his only victim), no one
else! They told me later that he was randomly shooting to kill,
venturing from classroom to classroom firing away. Teachers did
their best to hide and protect all the terrified students as Jimmy
continued on his shooting rampage. He wasn’t laughing insanely but
all in silence, except for his
bullet after bullet spray. It was then I heard that out of nowhere
my Millie appeared and stood directly in front of him and he halted
as she asked him to simply, “Stop, Jimmy please stop.” I heard
later from many that were in hiding, her exact words,

“Put the
gun down Jimmy … save yourself before it’s …” Jimmy then smirked
raised the pistol and said calmly and
quietly,

“Pelican girl
… it was you, wasn’t it?” Jimmy shot Millie straight through the
heart; she had no chance of survival! Yet, as my little Millie took
her final blood-filled breath, they say Jimmy instantly fell to his
knees in remorse, begging forgiveness, begging the Lord Almighty to
forgive and save him, before turning the pistol on himself … and
that was that; It was all over!

 


How
could a mere kid ever forget a conversation like this with his
father and the enormity of it all? I sat there on the end of my bed
as Dad explained the truth in what he had been told, as my Mum just
held me tight as humanly possible, as her tears flowed freely too.
I had actually used the sick bucket now, and then I just cried and
cried, and cried! My Millie was gone … but why? My beautiful
Millie, who was my little sister and had told me to stay home as
she had the foresight and
knew this was all going down. And she had protected me from this
terrifying day and event! Of course, I
questioned if she did know at all, especially her own death and if
so, then why did she have to die? It was all so senseless! She
could’ve avoided it if she truly knew. So I accepted she was like a
cat or a dog with a special gift of intuition and that was simply
it.

But
Millie loved me, and I her and we had both known that this,
was God’s
honest truth.

*
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To say I
was an awkward 16-year-old at the beginning
of Senior, was an understatement! My face was covered in bursting
pimples and not complemented by a gangly body that had not yet
proportioned itself. I was a good student, not a great one, just
your above average one and as I said before, had always set myself
tasks to achieve, so I had. My aim was to please my parents with
good enough grades to get me through to Uni. As with all kids, I was
right into video games and DVD’s (especially anything Star Wars …
games, movies, figurines); I was a pimple-faced nerd!

I was
home alone on a Sunday when Dad took Mum out to see Gran so I harnessed the opportunity to stay home alone
(and out of this pouring rain) and play games on Dad’s new
big 42-inch
television. It was this very
day that my life journey took a right turn, once again!

After 4
hours of games my skinny stomach was yelling at me to put something
edible in there, so I stopped the games and put on the
tele to watch cartoons while I ate. I got up went to
the pantry cupboard found a packet of salt ‘n’ vinegar crisps, then
straight to the fridge, rummaged through to find two beer sticks, a
few left-over slices of Devon, some
cheese cubes, and a can of Coke … aaah, a
meal fit for a king! I carried my plate of yumminess back to the lounge room, sat on the couch (with my
legs crossed, plate resting in the folds of the knees) and began
watching the remainder of the Ren and Stimpy that was playing on
cable. I’d seen that rerun episode too many times, so I flicked
through the channels as my entrée of crisps was being devoured. I
saw an old western on channel 11 and as soon as I saw a bar fight
was about to happen, I stopped clicking and shoved a slice
of Devon
in my gob.

I reflect back
constantly and wonder how this random nothing day could turn out to
be so important? I still don’t know how it all works but, destiny
is destiny!

A breaking
news story interrupted the unknown western and the reporter was
telling us about the rising floods in nearby Mitchelton. I sat up
straight as Mum and Dad had to drive through Mitchelton to get to
Gran in Westlake. Video footage played as the lady reporter spoke
of fallen trees and of flooded waters everywhere. My heart raced as
I thought of Mum and Dad but that was not it! I listened intently
as I watched with my now-to-be-devoured beer stick in one hand and
the Coke in the other, and I was in suspended animation.

The
reporter – “Not all bad news though, as two little girls were found
hanging onto a tree … in what we could only guess was a terrifying
ordeal!”

I watched as
someone’s crappy video footage showed two little girls clinging to
a submerged tree in a strong flowing current from the overflowed
drainage system. They were being rescued as they screamed for their
lives, clinging together … and one was … Millie!

I was
frozen for a good second or 2 until I raced to the T.V. and looked
closer. It was but it wasn’t! I don’t know how to explain it, but
it was Millie I was sure … just with black hair and no missing
teeth! She was crying as she hugged her rescuer, I could see closer
that she was somehow different but those dimples and her eyes were
definitely blue. The update report finished and I paced the house,
questioning whether I was insane or not? Millie died 5 years ago …
yes, I was insane! I waited with bated breath for the next update that first told us all that the floods were finally receding, just as
Mum and Dad walked in.

“Gran
says hi,” Dad yelled as he took off his raincoat as he continued to
yell at me, “and you’re lucky you stayed home … weather’s shit out
there!” But I never really heard him as the blonde reporter –
Jackie Raymond
told us both rescued girls were
doing fine, in hospital, and were with their parents. She then went on as about the mystery of how the
young girls had actually got there. They replayed the video footage
so I literally dragged a very wet Mum to watch with me as I pointed
and stated what I already knew, “Millie … it’s Millie!”

Mum squeezed
her eyes to get a better look then stood back up straight and just
hugged me so now I was wet too!

“Oh Honey, we
both know you miss her … we understand but …” I interrupted,

“Mum, it is
Millie … with black hair!” Then just as mothers do, she pointed out
the obvious!

“Joel … how
old would Millie be today?” And it hit me like a ton of bricks!
Millie would be 10 and that little look-a-like was only 5. I
admitted defeat as Dad walked in with a beer asking what the
commotion was all about, so Mum told him and I got embarrassed.

I resumed
eating my left-over Devon and the final cheese cubes and as the bar
fight finished what seemed like an hour ago, I watched Cowboy John
scull a glass of Texas’s finest shit whiskey, as he was arrested by
the town’s sheriff.

The more I
watched the report, the more I accepted Mum’s law of reality … but
deep down I knew she was wrong!

*
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Term 2
had begun and I was back at school when I decided that my curiosity
cat need to be silenced, so I was going to Mitchelton. So that day
I never paid any attention to Mr. Drowser’s
boring evolution theories, instead of planning my very first day of ‘wagging it’ or ‘truancy’ if
you must be so particular.

I awoke
early and packed my backpack with a few essentials like my hoodie
and sneakers, some hidden in the drawer munchies - chips, cheese
dips, crackers and two cans of Coke. I could’ve just pulled a
sickie and stayed home but I’d thought about the possibility of it being a very long day and so I had already
got Mum’s permission to go straight to Peter Ridgeway’s house to
study (then play games) or so she believed.

I got
dressed in
my formal uniform (tie and hat
which I hated as everyone), went downstairs, sat at the breakfast
bar and ate my ‘Just like a chocolate milkshake’ breakfast cereal.
My heart was beating like a bass drum as Mum and Dad flustered
around as usual. Dad kissed Mum and then gave me the middle finger,
as I shook my head and chuckled as he left.

I left
for school and made my way straight to Queenstown station and
bought a return ticket to Mitchelton. As it was still early, I had
no time to change clothes so I just pulled my hoodie over my shirt
(with tie removed), and carefully placed my overly expensive hat in
my backpack. My
mouth was already dry so I cracked a Coke on the platform and
downed it! Err, not such a great move with a belly full of
Coco-pops and milk … I felt quite ill!

By the
time the train reached Mitchelton, my
stomach had recovered and the queasiness was all over. I pulled out
my map of Mitchelton and studied my circled areas. I looked around
as I’d never been here before and my sense of bearings was
underdeveloped and useless. I saw a bus stop across the road so ran
across and read the sign which also had a map and it was going
straight to Mitchelton Primary, my first school of three
choices.

I
boarded the bus as if I was an outlaw in a western – Cowboy Joel,
feeling eyes tear into my soul, yet in fact, no one
gave a rat’s arse! Paranoia - what a wonderful thing. I sat
in the empty front seat as the bus was filled with
mostly noisy Mitchelton Primary kids. I looked back but her face
was not on this bus, so I turned back and studied my
map.

I departed the
bus, first stop after the school and walked back towards it so I
could watch arrivals safely from a distance and to not draw any
attention to myself. I hid behind a tree like a stalker would (or
so I presumed one would) and watched all the young kids arrive one
by one, but my guess was she would be on this school bus, so I
waited. The bus did arrive and my heart sank when she didn’t get
off … she wasn’t a student here.

So plan B was
now in place and I had a 50/50 chance of success now with two
schools left to view. I decided to walk to St. Peters College for
girls, as I had hours to kill before big lunch and playtime. I made
it about an hour before the bell finally rang and the girls
ventured out to eat and play. I sat across the road at the bus stop
with my map open pretending to read, as I perused with an eagle’s
eye for anyone that looked remotely like Millie … but none did.

I started to
doubt my suspicions now and started to believe Mum was right after
all. So I folded up my map and jumped on the number 32 to Johnson
Elementary on the other side of town.

I waited again
but this time my excitement was a little deflated and again I
watched as before, and no Millie. I had been here all afternoon and
I kept watching as the last of the students vacated the school
grounds. I slumped down under the big oak tree in failure with my
head down, face in hands and admitted … I was finally beaten!

 


“Are you
okay?” I heard a voice, looked up and the dark-haired Millie was looking straight at me with frowned eyebrows,
“Are you lost?” Millie asked.

“M-Millie?” It
was all I could get out in my shaky dry-throated voice.

“Millie? My
name is Lenny … what’s your name?” Her smile was the same, her eyes
were the same. Lenny was Millie but yes, different in ways … but
she had found me as she always could!

*


 


4

“So tell
me, Joel
… why did you call me Millie?”
Lenny’s blue eyes drilled me as we sat side by side at the play
park that we had just walked to together.

“You remind me
of my friend … no … she was more like my sister. I saw you on T.V.
… in that flood, I thought you were Millie.”

“Ooooh, when I
got rescued with Jane.” Lenny’s smile was exactly as Millie’s and
the gleam in her eyes was there but I admit this wasn’t my
Millie.

We talked for
half an hour about my family and I asked about the rescue, yet just
the same as Millie used to do – she danced around the actual
details. I then remembered that Millie was an expert at doing this
and those dimples caught you off-guard every time.

We were
about to say our farewells when we both heard the screams from the
other kids just as the screech of tires followed. We whipped around to see a small boy had run out
into the road to fetch his soccer ball and low and behold, a van
was braking hard! It would all be over in a matter of seconds … but
it wasn’t. It was as if time hit slow motion and I was able to
witness it all. I turned to look at Lenny who was looking straight
ahead at the oncoming catastrophe and her face was solemn
and focused. Lenny’s
eyes were black as the ace of spades and I could see that her black
hair was moving or wavering in the ever so slightest
way as if the wind around her had touched it. Then I
understood … it was heat waves! I turned my slow motioned head back
to view the kid and the blue van that was skidding to impact. But
then it happened and I know I saw it! The blue van seemed to veer
off its natural course and went in a 45-degree projection, away from the startled boy. I can’t explain
how, but it did, as if a ramp had been placed under the front
wheels of the van, sending it flying on a
different route … or was it a force field? The Van elevated (still
in slow motion) straight into the empty bus stop which I and a lot
of school children had been sitting in today. I watched the van
crumple with the bus shelter as the boy fell to the road and
had realized
what was finally happening,
then it was over! Time reverted from slow to normal and I was
smacked in the face with it; I fell over! I looked up at Lenny and
her black eyes were turning blue and her dimples came out of
nowhere. The driver climbed out of the wreck and the boy was back
with his friends crying, just as his Mum got to him. Lenny looked
down at me and spoke,

“I
missed you, Joel! Gotta go
home now, bye.” Lenny waved me goodbye and ran off as I stood in
shock as I placed all the pieces of my muddled mind to form some
sort of cohesion.

But I
heard Lenny’s last words clearly … ‘she missed me’ … so now I had no doubt … it was
Millie!

*
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I returned
home beaming that some magic or a miracle had entered into my life
when I was only 11 and here it was again at 16 and I got to see an
encore. I was so happy and I did my best acting to not raise any
suspicion to Mum and Dad as they wouldn’t understand, only see it
as me wagging school.

I missed
Millie even more now and the wonderful memories we had come
flooding back. I tried hard now to think of any other little
incidences that might have happened … but none came to mind except
one!

 


 


I
vaguely remembered back at school, we were watching a hyped up game
of volleyball between the boys and the girls, with the ‘who were
the better sex’ title up for grabs for the year (they did this
every year); the boys had always won! As usual bananas in our
mouths, yogurts
in our hands as the whole
school cheered them on. The boys were flogging the girls and they
were bragging and teasing the girls. Stacy the girl’s captain was
upset and complaining to Mr. Withers
about Ben Holsen (Boy’s captain) was calling her a -
“Slut!”
Yeh, I heard it loud and clear
and looked down at Millie who looked up at me and to my horror
asked,

“What’s
a slut, Joel?” Oh boy! I
was always truthful with Millie … but how did I answer this one
(did I really know)?

“Err … a girl
who kisses too many boys ALL the time … and worse things, Millie.”
I glanced away to break her eye contact. I saw out the corner of
her eye that her confused eyebrows meant she was processing the
explanation. Millie turned back to watch the game and stated with a
screwed up facial expression,

“Stacy’s not a
slut … I like Stacy, she’s always nice to me … I’ve never seen her
kiss any boy!” I thought it best to add,

“Yeh, Ben’s
just saying that to make her get mad … and mess up!” I pushed my
final banana chunk in my gob to stop talking before Millie
added,

“But that’s
not fair, that’s cheating!”

And then
it flooded back into my memory bank that her hair seemed to move in
the wind yet that day was hot with no breeze at all. Millie was
looking straight ahead and I never saw if her eyes were black, but
I did watch Ben Holsen throw a hoop shot as it connected with the
ring and bounced straight back into his nose. The blood poured
instantly and the game was stopped as the teachers were helping
Ben. I noticed Millie’s attention was on the girls and their rest
time, while Stacy’s silent encouragement speech was in full force
to her team, complete with fist slams. Millie looked up at me as
she restarted to spoon her tub of Yoplait. She was smirking and
then winked at me. What the f…? A wink … from a
5-year-old … that knows how
to wink?

So the game
recommenced and the boys (without Captain Ben) were going down
quickly, as the girls had evened the score. Ben was on the sideline
watching with an ice-pack on his swollen nose. He was quite irate
that the girls had caught up and there was only just over 1 minute
left on the clock and no score either way from that last 5 of them.
Ben threw the ice-pack on the ground, stood up, and demanded to get
back on the court, so Mr. Withers let
him on.

“Now it’s
fair.” Millie’s smile was excited as the whistle was blown and the
finale began. You know who won fair and square … no cheating … no
slurring! You know who threw the winning shot!

Stacy was
raised up by all the other girls of her team cheering just as Miss
Stevens was. And now my Millie was jumping up and down too (as
every girl in this school) clapping with her smile beaming (with
her new tooth poking through). Ben was sitting down, hands on
knees, head slumped as the other boys were patting his back in
condolences and for his last ditched effort, but just as most of
the boys in the school, he was fuming at the result – sore
losers!

2006 - The
year the GIRLS became the volleyball champions for the very first
time!

It was clear
to me now that Millie had evened the score (literally) that day.
But I tried harder to think of any other coincidences or events in
my childhood, but there were none that came to mind.

*
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2 weeks
passed and I wanted to visit Lenny again as I felt something inside
that was nagging the shit out of me; I knew something was wrong! I
had to see her so as before, I wagged it. But this time my parents
found out
when I returned home in tears
and I admitted all. I went to her school but it was closed. A fire
had broken out the day before. I stood at the front gate aghast
until a parent and a school friend of Lenny’s turned up and who
were there to place flowers at the front gate (with the many that
were already there) in her honor. They told
me the whole of E block was burnt to the ground. I knew in my heart
she was gone and the father confirmed that only one little girl
died and she was a hero. She had helped all the other children
(with his daughter Penny) escape through the classroom window
single-handedly and to direct them through the thick smoke, to the
safe hands of the awaiting teachers. But unfortunately that last
little girl was taken down by the now smoke-filled room and she
never made it out alive … and her name was Lenny!

Lenny was gone
just as Millie and all the misery I felt back in ’06 was here in
’11!

I cried all
the way home on the bus and train as onlookers kept asking me if I
was okay. I’d be brave and smile and nod. My heart ached sadness
again.

A week
passed and my parents were concerned I was losing it re my upset
over someone I never even knew, and believed was a reincarnation of
Millie. But now at least it started to make some sense that Millie
or Lenny was
a simple miracle and only to be
here to save others (children, I questioned) … not
herself.

Things got
easier with this knowledge and by the end of the year the painful
memories filtered to the distant and I just held on to the good
ones I loved.
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