
“So come with me, leave all this behind.” 

“I can’t-” 

“You can’t just leave?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Why not?” 

“I…” 

“Well?” 

# 

 

“I don’t want you to be here, you’re too much like him. I told them they need to 

check you out before putting me in danger, like father like son. But no, here I am 

stuck with you, fearing for my own life.” 

“If I was going to do anything, I’d have done it by now, Violet!” 

Same argument every day, just worded differently, her words couldn’t have 

hurt me though, I was numb to it. I had been shoved in the spare room at Aunt 

Violet’s house, none of my posters up, none of my bags unpacked, she was trying to 

appeal the decision for me to be here. No point unpacking just to pack again. 

I sat cross legged on the bed, lost in my own thoughts. Over time I heard 

noises coming from outside, they slowly filtered into my day dreams, filling my mind. 

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 she appeared. A girl walked into view, slowly, but with a strange grace to 

her movement. Stopping at the wall that separates Violet’s house from the street, the 

girl flattened her skirt and sat on the wall, her head hanging low. She was tall and 

slender, her limbs looked slightly longer than should be natural, but it didn’t make her 

look strange, in fact, I couldn’t have imagined her being any other way.  

She looked all around, her blonde hair swaying with the movement. 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 

Violet. 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 

not to 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. 

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 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 sitting there, crying. I wanted to make sure you’re okay.” 

 “I am okay, I am just…lost.” 

 “Lost? Where do you live? I can get you a map from inside.” 

 “I’ve got to go, I am 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 hung in the air and echoed off the houses. 

Lost. 

Or maybe it was just in my mind, I wasn’t sure. I took a deep breath, turned 

back and walked home. 

 I sat on my bed in silence for hours that night, just staring at the wall opposite. 

How did I know her name? What did she mean she was lost? She must’ve been new 

to the town, I hadn’t seen her before at school, I’d have certainly remembered her. 

She was beautiful, thinking of her made me feel warm and even though I somehow 

knew her name how was I ever supposed to meet her again? I’d met and lost her all 

in the same day, she didn’t know who I was, I would have had a chance to start 

again. I led back on my bed and pictured her, falling asleep with her in my mind. 



 

# 

 

 The next day as soon as I knew school was over, I went over to my window 

and looked out, standing just far enough back to be unnoticed. I don’t know what I 

expected. What are the chances of someone getting lost twice in the same place? 

But the school was just round the corner and at least half of the students had to walk 

down this road, so maybe she was in that half, maybe she just didn’t know the way 

from the bottom of this street? 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 trying to hide, 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, she had to go to 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 stumble on the same place twice?” 

 “I know my way here now. It is by design.” 



 “Yesterday you seemed so upset. You were lost.” 

 “Indeed and I still am.” 

 “No tears?” I asked, if she was still lost, she was certainly coping with it well? 

 “None needed. I have you.” 

 “You have me?” 

 “Yes, you can help me find my way home.” 

 “I don’t…” 

 “Please? You can help.” 

 “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? 

 “Follow me.” 

 “I can’t.” 

 “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. 

 

# 

 

 I followed her to the forest on the outskirts of town, we were pretty much silent 

all the way, until she kept pointing out things that were beautiful. The bus stop was 

beautiful. The noise of cars driving through puddles was beautiful. The breeze, the 

houses, the streetlights. Beautiful. Her childish wonder with the world around her 

was refreshing, it began to rub off a little during the walk. After a time we lapsed back 

in to silence, but it wasn’t that awkward variety. It was more of a ‘we’ve said 

everything there is to say at this moment in time, so let’s just enjoy the company.’ 

Finally, we entered the forest, it was a national park on the outskirts of the 

village we lived in, I’d come here with Mum and Dad for picnics during the summer. 

Not any more though. 



“Do you have many friends Eric?” 

 “Yeah, well… no.” 

“Yes and no?” 

I had a chance of a blank slate and I was about to potentially ruin it all, “My 

father killed my mother. Three weeks ago. Now everyone’s views have changed, 

they must think I’m tainted. In their eyes they see me capable of something similar. 

I’ve been stuck at my Aunt’s, pulled out of school and stuck inside.” 

She stopped suddenly, hair falling flat against her back. She turned, slowly, 

and looked me in the eyes, her eyes were blue again, dark blue. 

 “I’m so sorry,” she whispered and started walking towards me. She got close 

to me and blinked, her eyes changed colour, green bleeding in at the edges, 

physically swirling into the blue. 

“Your eyes, they…” 

She threw her arms around me and whatever I was about to say was gone, 

no longer important. 

“Come on,” she took my hand and led me further into the forest. My arm 

stretched to its limit before my mind and body kicked back in, the urge to follow her 

was over powering. Tears started to roll down my cheeks, even to this day I couldn’t 

tell you why, something was moving inside my mind. The sound of her voice. Her 

arms around me. Her eyes. 

After another silent walk we reached a clearing, it was getting dark now, the 

first stars becoming visible up above, the temperature was dropping, along with the 

light. 

“We need to go back soon,” I said. 

“Keyword, soon. Can you feel this?” 

 “What?” 

“This. The energy, circling around us, the electric tension in the air.”  

As she said this I felt it, there was a charge to the air, like the feeling you get 

when there is a storm coming, the sense of calm before a downpour of rain. She 

span in a circle, finishing facing me in the middle of the clearing. Her hair started to 

flutter, blown by a non-existent breeze. 

“I feel it,” I held out my hands and could feel the air being disturbed by my 

hands path, it was such a strange sensation to feel what you couldn’t see it, almost 

like the static pull from a balloon, but, different. 



Lucy smiled at me and held her hand out, palm facing upwards. I placed my 

hand on top of hers, palms touching. Suddenly a shock ran up my hand, I tried to pull 

away but couldn’t, hand stuck fast. Images flooded into my mind, washing away the 

world in front of my and replacing it with something new, something brighter. 

Oceans crashed upon a shore, trees swayed in the wind, dark violet sky 

stretching in every direction, not a single cloud in sight. The images spun and I was 

gazing upon two moons hanging low on the horizon, bright red orbs drifting 

heavenward. People stood on the beach, surrounding me, Lucy was in front of me 

our hands still touching. 

 “Welcome home.” 

I broke contact with her and the images faded and the warmth that had 

washed over me vanished, leaving me shivering. I dropped to my knees and held my 

head low. 

“Home,” she said. “I’m lost and that’s home, and somewhere in this forest my 

world will join with this one and I will have a chance to go back, I’ll have five minutes 

from its opening to its close and if I’m not there then I’ll be stuck here forever.” 

I didn’t say anything, I couldn’t think of anything worth saying, with the images 

came small pockets of knowledge of her home and there felt like there wasn’t even 

room to think anymore. Eventually I raised my head and looked at Lucy. 

“You’ll get home, I promise.” 

 

# 

 

I had just got up and dressed after my first untroubled night’s sleep in weeks. 

The hairs on the back of my neck stood up on end and a familiar feeling washed 

through me, calm. I went over to the window and looked out, there she was again. 

I pulled on my hoody, flicked up the hood and left the house, not bothering to 

say goodbye. Lucy smiled and walked over to me. 

“Hi.” 

“Hello.” 

“Can’t get enough of me,” I said. 

“True.” 

“I have a question. If you’re not from…here, where do you stay?” 

“Rosewood Estate.” 



“The orphanage?” 

“Yes.” 

“The images I saw?” 

“Come on, let’s go.” 

“Aren’t you going to answer me?” 

“You already know the answer.” 

We walked through town, I don’t know where she was leading but I followed 

blindly, just trying to keep my head down, but I still noticed people staring. At first I 

thought it was because of Lucy, but eventually I noticed they were looking at me and 

not her, they begun to cross the road to get out of my path. 

“Ignore them,” Lucy said, she took my hand, evidently noticing the looks. 

“God knows what I did to deserve this.” 

“You don’t deserve this, we won’t be here much longer anyway will we.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“We’re nearly at the woods, we’ll be out of sight.” 

I looked down at my hand, her fingers were still threaded through mine. 

 

# 

 

 We got to the entrance of the forest and Lucy stopped at the sign on the 

entrance. 

 “Rosewood National Park,” she looked at me, smiling and then looked back at 

the sign. “It’s such a beautiful name, Rosewood…Rosewood,” it seemed she was 

literally rolling the word around her tongue. 

 I pulled her along eagerly and she followed, gracefully, behind. 

 “Which direction do we need to head in?” 

 “I’m not sure yet,” Lucy replied, “let’s just follow the path we’re on.” 

 She stopped and let go of my hand suddenly, holding her arm out in front of 

her instead. 

 “Look.” 

 My eyes wandered from her shoulder, down the length of her long, slender 

arm and finally my eyes focused on her fingertips. She held out her index finger and 

perched on the end was a butterfly, deep blue in colour. 



 “Your race take for granted the smaller things in life, this butterfly for example, 

we don’t have butterflies back home. Yet you see them flying around town hovering 

over the bushes and I’ve never seen one person stop and say, ‘you know what, 

these creatures are magnificent, look how beautiful they are.’” 

 I couldn’t think of anything to say in response, she was right, we’d become 

blind to the beauty of the normal. Suddenly I felt a strange sensation creep over my 

body, the electric feeling of the previous night. 

 “Lucy.” 

 “I know.” She held her finger skyward and the butterfly launched itself into the 

air, taking flight on the breeze. 

 “We’re close, will it join tonight?” 

 “Not tonight, no. Soon.” 

 We set off again up the path, the energy growing steadily stronger. We were 

just about to leave the path when suddenly a couple and their child came round the 

corner. 

 The family almost walked past but in the last second, recognition dawned on 

their faces as they laid eyes upon me. 

 “Are you okay dear?” 

 “Yes?” 

 “It’s just, you know, it’s getting late and it might not be wise to go into the 

forest on your own.” 

 “I’m not on my own, Eric’s here.” 

 “It’s just…” 

 “It’s just what? I’m going to take her in the forest and murder her, just like Dad 

killed my Mum. Watch out Lucy, I’m coming to get you.” 

 “Eric.” 

 “I’m sorry, Lucy.” 

 “Come on Debbie,” the father spoke, shepherding the child and his partner 

ahead of him. 

 “I can’t do this, Lucy, I can’t carry on like this anymore.” My cheeks became 

wet and it wasn’t until she placed her hand against my cheek that I realised I was 

crying. She moved her free hand to my remaining cheek, wiping away the tears. 

 “Why are you upset Eric.” 



 “I’m not upset, I’m angry. I’m frustrated. I’m nothing like that bastard, I’m me.”

 “You are right, you are you. There is an ocean in you,” she placed her right 

hand on my chest and looked me in the eye. 

 “An ocean?” 

 “Of calm, of passion, of kindness.” 

 “I don’t hate him, I just, I don’t know.” 

 “Come on, it’s getting dark, we still need to search.” 

 We spent the next hour walking around the forest, eventually it became pitch 

black, but Lucy was sure footed and led me carefully. 

 “This is it.” 

 “How do you know?” 

 “I’ve not felt a connection this strong to home since I was a child.” 

 “Do you know when?” 

 “Tomorrow, about an hour earlier than now.” 

 “That definite?” 

 “Yes.” 

 There was not a single shred of doubt in her voice and I knew she was right, I 

could feel the energy in the air, I could feel it coating my skin, blanketing my entire 

being. 

 We were in another clearing, but this one a lot smaller than the last, again 

Lucy went to the middle of the clearing and then danced from tree to tree, taking 

pleasure in the warmth of her connection to home. 

 White lights started appearing in the air, floating upward, disappearing into the 

roof of the forest. The luminescence of the orbs bounced off her skin and made her 

almost glow. I tried to touch one of the lights and a shiver went through my entire 

body as it passed through my hand, ghostlike, and it continued to wander lazily 

upwards. 

 Lucy saw my attempt and reached out and plucked a light from the air. She 

closed her hand around it and blue light streaked through the cracks in her fingers. 

She opened her hands and perched in the middle of her palm was a butterfly, 

identical to the one from before. 

 “You’re amazing Lucy, beautiful.” 



 Lucy laughed then, notes of pure happiness ringing through the air, she 

wasn’t laughing at me, she was laughing with me, because I found myself laughing, 

every human emotion coursing through my body. 

 

# 

 

 “You came into my life so suddenly and now you’re going away again, just as 

fast.” 

“So come with me, leave all this behind.” 

“I can’t-” 

“You can’t just leave?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Why not?” 

“I…” 

“Well?” 

I didn’t have an answer, not one reason to stay came to mind. 

“Would you miss me?” 

“More than anything.” 

“So come with me.” 

I smiled at her and without saying anything I turned and went back inside. I 

ran up the stairs, skipping steps as I went, wanting to be gone. 

“What are making so much noise for,” Violet came to the bottom of the stairs 

shouting up at me. “What are you up to?” I chose not to reply instead I focused on 

packing clothes. Would I even need clothes? I picked up my phone and then 

immediately threw it back down, I don’t know what I was thinking, a phone wouldn’t 

work. 

Suddenly my door burst open, Violet blocked the doorway, “why are you 

packing?” 

“You wanted me gone right? So I’m going.” 

“You can’t just go, the authorities will wonder what happened.” 

“So tell them I ran away.” 

“A child of a murderer, going crazy, running loose.” 

“I’m not just the child of a murderer, I’m also the child of your god damn sister! 

Get out of my way.” 



“Where do you plan on going.” 

I could tell we were about to start going around in circles with the conversation 

so I just stopped talking, I decided to leave the small bag I’d packed, I doubted I’d 

need it. 

I pushed past Violet and walked down the stairs, deliberately banging on each 

individual footstep. I got to the bottom and threw open the front door, it slammed into 

the wall, the small frosted glass window smashing into shards. Violet was out of the 

door a second behind me. 

“Who’s She.” 

“She is Lucy, She saved my life. Goodbye Violet.” 

“Nice to meet you Violet,” Lucy laughed and so did I. I took her hand and we 

ran. 

 

# 

 

Rosewood National Park. The place had never looked more beautiful, on the 

edge of dusk, the sun on its way down. An ending. 

 “How long have we got?” 

 “Not long, come on.” 

 We saw people on the path ahead of us so we broke off and went into the tree 

line, running. The air rushed past our faces, we dodged moss covered branches, 

hidden roots trying to hold us back. We ran and ran and ran. I knew the direction to 

head instinctively, the more time I spent in Lucy’s presence the stronger I could feel 

the energies. The tension emanated through the forest, the trees soaking it up, the 

ancient trunks revelling in the charged air. Suddenly we burst into the clearing. 

 We stopped. 

 I span Lucy to face me as I said, “we made it.” 

 “Just in time, it’s soon.” 

 “I can feel it.” 

 I sat down on the floor, tired beyond belief, my lungs drawing in so much air it 

hurt. Finally I got my breathing under control and managed to ask, “how’s it going to 

happen?” 

 “Come here and watch.” She held her hand out to me and I took it, letting her 

help me up. 



 We walked to the centre of the clearing and stood side by side, hand in hand. 

Lights, just as they looked yesterday, appeared before me, again drifting lazily into 

the branches. There were a lot more this time and they started to spiral around the 

clearing, following Lucy’s dancing movements of the night before, going from tree to 

tree. They danced inwards getting closer, closer, then they span around us both, 

shooting upwards, their numbers expanding, their speed growing. 

 “This is it,” I whispered. 

 “Are you sure about this?” 

 I turned Lucy towards me and looked deep into her eyes, they were green at 

that moment. 

 “Very.” 

 I brushed the hair from Lucy’s face and placed my hand on her cheek. She 

cocked her head sideways, a smile creeping onto her face.  

Then I kissed her.  

Our lips touched and suddenly the energy in the clearing spiked, the lights 

hurtling straight up, punching through the tree tops, physically ripping leaves from 

the branches. 

The air, which had been still till that point, suddenly started to rush past me. I 

opened my eyes to Lucy’s hair was being whipped furiously about her face. My eyes 

stop focusing on her face and hair, and zoned in to what was behind me. The world 

I’d seen from her dream was here in the clearing. 

The forest just ended and her world began, Lucy pulled me through and we 

were stood on the edge of a cliff, looking out over a lake of beautiful blue water, the 

two moons I saw from the visions hung high in the sky, millions and millions of stars 

shining down upon me. I turned to face behind me and there was the forest I’d been 

in. Within seconds the image started to turn hazy and faded until there was an oval 

of forest left. 

Lucy faced me and said, “it will not stay open for much longer, this is your last 

chance.” 

“I’m staying.” 

“I am glad you said that.” 

The oval shrank in size until eventually there was only a hole left about the 

size of a penny, then in a burst of light, Earth was closed off to me. 

“I’m home.” 



 

 

Hey guys, thanks again for reading, I know that 4000 words is a lot of words 

and I hope you didn’t get too bored, I’ve loved writing this story and I am thinking of 

maybe picking it up in the future, just a note though:I physically had to stop myself 

writing a sad ending, I was about to write the  

sentence where he goes through and I stopped, but I figured, that’s how I set 

out to write it that’s how I'll finish it. But I thought of a cool sad ending, where it cuts 

to a new paragraph after a “#” and it’s in the present tense or something and Eric is 

like"; “It’s been eighty years since that day, and what have a I done with my life? 

Nothing, I’ve just wrote stories of elves and fairies and magic, of other worlds and 

distant planets, but it’s time for all that to end, and this recounting is the full stop at 

the end of that long sentence. I put down my pen and stretched, closing my eyes to 

rest them. Suddenly, there was a knock at the door.” 

What do you think to that ending? I don’t think it will be the one I submit but 

for an alternate ending it might be cool, I think I may turn this story into a short film, 

so I could always put that ending there or something. 

Thanks again for reading and I hope you subscribe to my blog so you can be  

informed when I post new stuff! 

- Daniel 


