
“Come, leave all this behind.” 
“I can’t-” 
“You can’t just leave?” 
“That’s right.” 
“Why not?” 
“My Aunt.” 
“You’ve told me you’re not happy, that she’s not happy.” 
“But she’s family. I can’t just up and leave.” 
“Won’t you miss me?” 
“More than anything.” 
“Well?” 
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I am the child of a murderer. Funny how only three weeks have passed and 
now everyone’s views had changed. What, was I tainted? In their eyes did they see 
me capable of something similar? Now I’m stuck here at Aunt Violet’s house, pulled 
out of school and stuck inside, nowhere to go and no-one to see. I could tell Violet 
hated having me, her and my mother were not close, and she says she has finished 
mourning, but it’s obvious she is still struggling. I remind her of my mother. What 
could I do but keep my head up and try and carry on? 

I heard noises coming from outside, it was that time again. I stood up and 
went over to the window. Teenagers from my old high school rounded the corner, 
walking past the house quickly, glancing in at the windows. Luckily I stood far 
enough back that no one would see me. I was about to turn away as everyone finally 
filtered out of sight. But then a girl appeared. 

She walked slowly, stopping at the wall that separates Aunt’s house from the 
street. The girl flattened her skirt and sat on the wall, her head hanging low. She 
looked all around, her blonde hair swishing back and back and forth. Seeing she was 
unobserved, her shoulders started bobbing up and down, she was crying. I wanted 
to go out, but I didn’t know how to introduce myself in this town anymore, everyone 
seemed to know me. But if she knew that, then she would know I live here. Without 
realising what I was doing I ran down the stairs, skipping steps and nearly falling in a 
pile at the bottom.  

I slowly opened the door and stepped out. It struck me then that this was the 
first time I had been outside for over a week, the last time was to mow the garden for 
Aunt. The wind picked up and felt nice on my skin, refreshing, almost cleansing. The 
breeze carried a moist scent, I looked up at the sky, dark grey clouds hung low in the 
sky. I took all this in quickly and strode up to the girl. Apparently she didn’t hear me 
approach, she didn’t look around or even so much as lift her head. I tried to not stand 
too close and cleared my throat, unsure what to do. 
 Her head snapped up and she turned round so fast, eyes wide with shock, it 
looked like I’d almost given her a heart attack. Wiping away the tears from her 
cheeks she started backing away. 
 “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to intrude by sitting here. I’m so sorry.” She 
gestured at the wall and started to leave. 
 Her voice washed over me, calming, musical. The way her words rolled 
together, they held me, for a few seconds I was unable to speak and she nearly left. 
 “Wait!” I croaked, “don’t go. I’m not here about you sitting on the wall.” 
 “Then why?” 



 “I saw you sat there, crying. I wanted to make sure you’re okay.” 
 “I’m okay, I’m just…lost.” 
 “Lost? Where do you live? I can get you a map from inside.” 
 “I’ve got to go, I’m sorry.” With that she turned and ran round the corner. 
 “Lucy, wait!” The name just came out, it bubbled up and felt like it physically 
pushed its way out of my mouth. I started to run after her, sprinting as fast as I could 
to the corner she had turned around. I rounded the corner and scanned ahead of me 
but I couldn’t see her. She was nowhere, as if she had never existed, but a single 
word echoed off the houses. 
Lost. 
Or maybe it was just in my mind, I wasn’t sure. Standing there, out of breath, surely I 
looked odd. Taking a deep breath I went home. 
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 The next day as soon as the school had emptied the children from its bowels, 
ejecting them into the weekend, I went over to my window and looked out, standing 
just far enough back to be unnoticed. Like before, as soon as everyone left she 
appeared, she didn’t progress to my wall but stood off to one side, as if afraid to walk 
past the house. After standing there for a few minutes she looked straight up at me, 
locking eyes. I flinched back, automatically hiding, but I caught myself and instead 
held up my hand in greeting. I turned away from the window and went outside, luckily 
Violet was out today, some meeting, so none of her nosing around. 
 She came over to the wall and sat down, waiting. I got to the wall and sat, 
legs either side of the wall facing her. 
 “Hey.” 
 “Hi,” again her voice, washed over me, captivating me, I felt myself slipping 
away, falling into her. “Sorry about yesterday.” 
 “Lucy. How do I know your name is Lucy?” 
 “Maybe I had a name badge on yesterday.” 
 “Did you?” 
 “No.” 
 “Then, how…” 
 “Magic.” 
 “Magic,” I repeated. 
 She nodded in response, just a slight tilting of her head. Throughout the 
conversation her eyes looked at me unblinking. Deep blue like the ocean and then in 
a blink they seemed to almost change to green. Everything about her was so odd, 
but yet it felt so right. Something drawing me in. 
 “How can you get lost and stumble to the same place twice?” 
 “I know my way here now, I’m not lost. It’s by design.” 
 “Yesterday you seemed so upset. You were lost.” 
 “Indeed and I still am.” 
 “No tears?” I asked, if she was still lost, why wasn’t she upset? 
 “None needed. I have you.” 
 “You have me?” 
 “Yes, you can help me find my way home.” 
 “I don’t…” 
 “Please, I need your help,” she seemed to almost be pleading with me. 
 “You found your way home yesterday, just take the same route.” 



 “But it’s not that simple.” 
 “I’m going to be honest with you, I’m getting lost now.” What was she on 
about? How could someone get themselves lost twice in a row. 
 “Follow me.” 
 “I can’t just.” 
 “You can and I know you will, come on Eric.” Lucy set off walking, without 
even checking to see if I was coming along, for a moment I was just going to go 
inside, put this encounter behind me, say to myself it never happened. Instead I 
followed after her, walking in the slipstream of her presence, her golden hair flowing 
behind her. I nearly asked how she knew my name, but what did it matter, I knew 
hers. Magic. 
  

 


