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    To you, who your fingers are, sweeping through this page.
I write because you read.
Without a reason, there is no essence.
Thank you for grabbing my work!
                Enjoy

      

    

Trigger Warning

This book has strong language; please read it at your discretion.

Thank you.

Save Me
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She wallowed in pain.

In self-pity, she lived her life.

With prolonged sadness in her eyes, she muttered some prayers:

“Can someone help this wretched soul of mine?”

“Can someone save me?”

Then she was gifted the fruit of oblivion.

Lost in its world, she became unchained.

“Was the gift a curse or a blessing?”

She now wallows yet in self-pity.

Wondered who she is and how her life had come to become void.

Now she stares into oblivion and prays yet again,

“Can someone help me, please?”
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Chapter One
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Klair 

I would have loved to start with my dreams, but I have forgotten them. The theme of my mind has become an illusion, and remembering facts has become an ordeal for me.

On top of it all, I can’t seem to recall the dream I had a few seconds ago. It is bothersome, as if it is scratching at the back of my head like a cat clawing its way out of an enclosed space. I can still feel it eating at me from within.

Thinking about it isn’t solving anything.

I try going back to bed, envisioning myself all wrapped up in a soft woolly blanket, dreaming of nuts and caramels.

That’s exactly what my therapist has suggested. I know it isn’t going to work, even as I squeeze my eyes shut. I listen as the clock ticks, the seconds turning into minutes. I listen to the soft whistle of the wind as it travels over the shores. I count to six hundred, then wait again.

As expected, it isn’t working.

I sit up gingerly, glancing around for nothing. This happens every morning. At least since I can remember. The house is eerie; the silence is deafening. I keep getting the feeling that something is wrong, but my therapist says it’s just my imagination. I’m always imagining things, I guess.

As she speaks from the other side of the desk at our last session, I have this strange desire to yell at her. To ask how a blank mind could imagine things. She is supposed to be the expert, after all.

There is a big t-shirt carelessly thrown on the couch beside the bed. I would have told you the color, only I can’t. The color doesn’t register, no matter how hard I try to force it. Most times, it ends up giving me a nasty headache and a feeling of emptiness. My therapist’s diagnosis is color blindness. It is my body’s way of protecting me from the trauma of an accident I cannot even remember. She doesn’t exactly know if it has a cure, but she is optimistic that it will be corrected soon. I wonder how soon this “soon” is.

One might think I’m addicted to my therapist, given the amount of time I spend with her every week, as well as several different bottles of drugs lying all around, labeled Therapist’s Prescription.

I have no idea when the accident happened or how long I have been this way, but Luke says it’s been some time. I guess it depends on what he calls “some time”—years, months, days, or perhaps hours?

He says I took a sleeping pill one night because I had insomnia, but I sleepwalked into the woods and fell. I hit my head from the fall and was lucky to be alive because the ravine, which he once took me to, is full of rocks. He found me there in the early hours of the morning when he checked my room and noticed I wasn’t in my bed. According to the doctor, I was medically diagnosed as comatose due to the hemorrhage in my brain caused by the trauma. The doctor did not use the word lucky, but his words meant it was a miracle I survived.

Our home is situated in a gated community, Though I haven’t been able to really walk around the community, I can feel that my husband isn’t telling me everything about that night. Is my husband lying to me, or just keeping a secret?

My feet touch the floor, and I cringe as the cold seeps into my body. Shivering slightly, I put on the t-shirt and the flip-flops I find on the rack before paddling my way around the room. I have no idea what I want to do, so I end up just walking in circles, thinking and feeling.

The clock strikes nine a.m., its clanging chord too loud for my ears. I lie back on the bed, then take a seat. I feel the need to wait as if I’m expecting something, only I’m not.

I wait a lot these days without a clue as to what I’m waiting for. It feels like a veil has been placed over my mind, and I can’t seem to get it off.

The canvas on the other side of my room catches my attention. Its splendor and grace call to me, an echo of my name resounding in my mind. I can feel it reach its hands out to me, pulling me in a warm embrace, pulling me into an unfamiliar yet safe dance.

I get up for the second time, my legs pulling me in its direction. I try to understand why I am suddenly interested in the canvas. I have no clue what to do, yet I feel strangely confident about my choice.

My hand finds a brush, its pointed tip telling me stories of its meeting with colors. Its old handle is worn by the repeated use by someone who fancied and loved painting, but I can’t find any of its produced work hanging on the walls.

I think about putting the brush down and returning to bed, frustrated at how I can’t see the colors. But something is holding me back, willing me to wait yet again.

The cans of paint are lined up irregularly beside the canvas as if someone had been using them for a long time but stopped abruptly. A thin layer of dust covers the lids, but that doesn’t bother me as my hands pry them open.

The palette feels so natural in my hands. I smile in excitement, glad that I’m going to do something that has nothing to do with waiting or my therapist’s office.

A particular can of paint catches my attention. Its dented sides feel familiar in my hand, so I decide to use it. I gently scoop some paint onto the palette and notice the uneven markings of different strokes. It looks like the palette has been hastily wiped with some kind of sponge.

The brush hits the plain canvas, stroke after stroke. At first, I don’t feel a thing. It all goes back to being unfamiliar, like I’m not there, detached, staring at myself making a stroke with the painting brush.

Now, I’m in front of a half-painted canvas, holding a palette that bears all resemblance to a hidden act. I’m not there anymore but waiting in a room or something that looks like a room. Its features are unidentifiable, a picture of a row of corridors that all look identical. There is a flash... a woman... pale eyes... in a pool of liquid.

Another flash.

This time, I’m staring at the figure. It’s hazy, and I can’t see its face. But I’m here: where? Something is pulling me towards the first door in the corridor. I feel the unquenchable urge to know what lies behind the door. I have seen this door somewhere. I’m sure of it.

Suddenly, I’m not there anymore, but in a hallway with strange markings and symbols. I’m in the middle of the hallway, looking around for anything that could get me out of here.

The figure is back, lying in a sort of pool.

Confusion and fear set in as I try to find my way out.

The palette clatters to the floor. My cat weaves its way between my feet, and his high tail brushes my exposed skin. I collapse in a torrent of ragged breaths; I’m confused and frustrated. Just what exactly lies behind that door? Why am I seeing these images? Why do I feel I’m missing something very important?

Mr. Sim—the cat—passes by again, staring at me as if he can sense something isn’t right. I have woken up to him watching me at night. An oval-shaped pendant around his neck dangles and shines, giving me a headache. I feel bad that I can’t remember him, but my husband says I have always loved him.

I push myself off the floor and make my way to the room next to mine. My husband isn’t in, as expected. He works in a museum as its director and has to leave early to return late.

I don’t miss him when he leaves each day because the idea of me being married still feels strange. Luke says we were college sweethearts. Though I don’t remember him, I like that I can depend on him.

I like the way his hair falls over his eyes, the way his eyes watch me when he thinks I’m not looking. I like the way he calls my name, another thing I can’t remember ever hearing. He calls me Klair and showed me my birth certificate as proof, so I suppose Klair must be my name.

I like the name. Still, something is wrong. My husband hates it when I speak about my flashes. He hates it when I try hard to remember.

I know he told me about what happened that night, but I still feel like it was a lie, so last night, as we ate at the dining table, I told him to tell me what happened the night of the accident. His expression became unreadable for a few moments, and it frightened me. When I pointed it out, he excused it as stress and told me not to bother myself with what happened that night.

I see how he constantly tries to evade the topic each time I bring it up. There is always a stammer, a hard stare, silence, or scolding.

He loves me. He told me that himself. And what other option do I have other than to believe him?

I walk to the small kitchen, running my hands through the utensils he said I once loved using. Ever since I got here, he has been making our meals, pointing out delicacies I enjoy.

I smile every time he does that, not wanting to hurt his feelings with a confused expression. I think he’s seen it, how hard I try to hide it, yet he never complains.

I grab the plate of eggs on the kitchen counter, finding the bread right beside it. This is supposed to be my favorite food. Mr. Sim hops on the counter as I sit to eat, watching and waiting. He meows, but I ignore it. He walks away to do something else. I try, you know. I try to remember how much I used to love him, but I don’t remember.

The clock shows nine thirty a.m. I feel its already clanging sound over the past minutes echoing and traveling through the unoccupied three-bedroom apartment, making the space feel emptier than it is. My husband usually calls around this time to ask if I’ve had breakfast. Sometimes, I feel the real reason is to check whether I’m still in the house, like he is afraid I would run off somewhere. Maybe it is just my imagination. It wouldn’t be the first time it has played tricks on me.

Putting the plate back on the counter, I wonder how my husband would feel if I suddenly announced that I had gotten my memory back. Would he be excited, lifting me in his arms and whirling me around like in the movie we saw together last night? Or would he get upset, asking me for the specific details I remembered, trying to save some secret? I shouldn’t have this thought about the person who claims to love me, but I can’t seem to help it.

I go back to the canvas. I try to decipher what could have triggered those flashes. My therapist says it occurred when I saw or heard something that had happened before. But what was it?

I try looking at it one way, tilting it the other way around, hoping it would spark something. I try going back into my head, trying to focus on images. I just want to remember something, anything. Why is it so hard? That scratching feeling is back again, this time much more violent and forceful... I push my way through it, fueled by my desire to get an answer. The only thing that returns is the hazy face of the woman lying on the floor.

The shrill ring of the telephone startles me. I walk to the kitchen, expecting the call that is becoming a ritual. I’m not too fond of it when he asks if everything is fine.

I place the receiver to my ear, about to say hello to the person who claims to love me more than life itself.

But the voice that greets me from the other side doesn’t sound one bit like the man I have known for a while.

The hoarse voice over the phone calls me Klair Knox; the name is beginning to sound familiar to me. He says I had applied for a docent position at the museum some months ago and was wondering if I was available for an interview. I agree to the interview.

I’m not ready for a job, but having a job would be better than sitting around all day trying to remember a missing piece of my life.

I glance around for my cell phone after the caller hangs up. It’s time for Luke to call, but for some reason, he hasn’t called today. He is a busy man, being the director of a museum. I remember he told me the name of the museum. What was it again? Gevi?

Come to think of it, the caller said the position of a docent was for the same museum. If I get the job, will I be working with Luke every day? This new opportunity leaves me with a nostalgic feeling. Should I be happy or sad about this? I look for the large Georgian clock on the wall, its design a half-moon. I scoff at the fragmented design. It is a close depiction of what my memory is like now.

I walk into our living room, and a rag-looking carpet with bulb-like designs covers the floor. I reach my hand out to feel it on my skin. It’s like a plain canvas with blotches from a paintbrush. I have asked Luke several times about them, but he is evasive about it. I might have gotten them on the night I had the accident.

Is this a reflection of me, or just another mirage of myself? I’m pulled from my daze by a loud clanging as the old clock and, its cuckoo birds make that annoying noise again. It’s ten a.m. I sigh deeply, knowing what lies ahead. I must visit my therapist in thirty minutes. My husband and therapist are so desperate about what is in my head that I must see her every day.
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Chapter Two
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Klair 

This morning, I lie on a leather reclining couch in my therapist’s office. My skin feels scratchy from the leather. I’m seeing my therapist, who is here to help, but for some reason, my palms feel wet, and it feels like I’m in an interrogation room.

“So, Klair, have you remembered anything?” my therapist asks.

I run my eyes along the edge of the window, which hangs above where she sits. A ray of sunlight streams into the room. She is seated behind a desk, which holds a nameplate showing her name: Dr. Abbey Mallot. Her curly hair seems a little messy, and her long-sleeved shirt is rumpled like she just woke up from bed.

Her awards hang on the wall next to the window. Although I have been here often, this room still looks strange, and I still feel uncomfortable; I don’t know why.

I glance at a pinhole on the door of her office, and it reminds me of when I was little. I would peep through the pinhole whenever the property owner knocked on it, her voice loud with threats of eviction due to our unpaid rent.

“I’m ready when you are,” my therapist says.

What is she ready for? For me to remember?

“Remember? What am I expected to remember? I can only retain a part of my memory of when I was twelve. I remember my mum’s pale skin, her tired eyes, and the strong smell of alcohol
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