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“I don’t want to die.” She breathes these words out as I carry
her. So soft, yet the desert wind still manages to bring them to my
ears. I don’t know where I am going. The heat blurs my vision, and
I lost track of the path a long time ago. A snake bit her. I don’t
know what kind, I never saw it, I only heard her scream. I can’t
forget it. How it cut through the shimmering heat, and cut through
me. Now she depends on me for her life.

 



It began a week ago. She and I were depressed, bad joint maybe?
She spoke at length about death and the afterlife. Then, she spoke
about suicide. I took it as a joke at first but then I saw she was
deadly serious. I had always toyed with the idea but never actually
considered it, death was always an option, but I always managed to
tell myself to hang on for just one more day. Those series of one
more days had carried me many years. Now she was offering me death,
and I accepted. The series of one more days was nearly at it's
end.  The desert seemed like the best place for us to execute
our plan.

 

“David, are you sure you want to go through with this?” Julia
was always one to double-check everything. Even when facing death,
meticulous.

“I’m with you all the way.” I said, more calmly than I felt.

She smiled at me, “Why are you doing this though?”

“I have always been curious about the afterlife. I have a deep
need to know what lies beyond. If it’s nothing then it really won’t
matter if I die. But imagine, if there is something?
Wouldn't that be wonderful? Why are you doing it?” She turned her
head away and sighed. She didn’t speak for a while, I was about to
ask her again when she spoke.

“For me, life holds no joy. If I find love, then that’s
something, but then what? I’ll live my life working in a job I
hate, and then I’ll grow old and die in a hospital bed while a
machine purifies my blood 'cause my kidneys gave out long ago.
That's just not living for me.

"But if you actually found true love, wouldn't you try and do
the things you love with the person who understands you, even if it
means eventually you might suffer?"

"Maybe, but I can't get past my own selfishness to find
out."

 

Neither of us spoke for a while after that. We just sat together
staring into the sky, comfortable in each other’s company. We had
brought food and provisions for three days. No need to rush
things.

 

The first two days had been great.  We had laughed and
talked, maybe death looming had loosened us up.  We spoke of
things that we normally wouldn’t have told each other.

“I’m not a virgin.” We had been staring out over the open hills
when she blurted that out.  I was shocked, all I could say
was, “Oh.”  It fell flat in the silence between us.

“I was thirteen,” she said, “and we were experimenting.  It
was supposed to be harmless.  The only mistake I made was
doing it in my parent’s bed.  I can't think why we chose to do
it there, maybe it seemed more 'grown up'.  When my Dad walked
in it was the most humiliating experience in my life.  I could
never really look at him the same way after that.  Every
interaction, every situation after that was coloured by the secret
we both shared.  He never told my mother, it was almost like a
sick bond between us, slowly eating us away.”  Here she became
softer, her breathing sped up, like it does just before you start
to cry. She managed to control herself, as only a person whose has
cried many nights is able to do. She continued, "I always meant to
discuss it with him, to heal the rift between us, but when he
passed away… "

She couldn't finish, and she didn't need to.

I didn’t really know what to say after that revelation. I sat
there, silently, her company alone enough for me, and hoped that
she felt the same. She sidled up a bit closer so I put my arm
around her, she put her head on my shoulder and that’s how she fell
asleep. I stayed up the whole night, maybe as a sort of watcher,
maybe because I didn’t want the moment to end. I was at peace with
the world, with the woman I loved in my arms and no worries about
tomorrow.

“I think I love you,” I thought she was asleep, her closed eyes
giving me a bravery I didn't normally possess, but even then, the
words were whispered, as if saying them too loudly would break that
love. She opened her eyes and turned her head to look at me. Just
looking into her eyes made me think how beautiful she was to
me.

“I think I do too.” After saying that, she shed a single tear.
“I don’t want this to end, I don’t want to go back to the real
world. I want you to be all I ever know.” I leant into her and
kissed her. It was slow and passionate, ours tongues searching each
other's mouths for meaning. She slowly removed her top. Her white
bra shone brilliantly in the light of the full moon. Not a single
cloud blocked the skies magnificence, a thousand stars shone
brightly.

In the morning of the third, and final, day we lay there while
the sun climbed high into the sky. “Do you regret anything?” She
asked me.

I laughed, “Nothing from just now. But I do have some regrets
from earlier in my life. Sometimes I regret my choice of friends,
not you, but the way I scorned people I really liked just because
someone new came along who had something better to offer. I really
hate myself for that, and I think I lost some of my childhood in
the process. My first kiss was at age nineteen, and so I feel that
my childhood started again with that kiss, the innocence of it all.
It was my second chance. I’ve changed now, but that doesn’t change
who I used to be. It will be something that I carry with me
forever, maybe that itself makes me a better person. How about
you?”

“I can't believe your first kiss was only at nineteen, why
didn't you ever tell me?”

I thought carefully before answering, how could she understand?
How could anyone who hasn't been through it ever understand?
Eventually I spoke, “Fear has ruled my life for so long, I am used
to being under it's control. I feared that you would judge me, and
once judged, I would never have a chance to show you how much I
care for you. Despite the fact that I am not a child anymore, I am
still ruled by childish thoughts.” With my revelation still hanging
in the air, I waited for her to speak.

“I regret not meeting you sooner. If I had, we might not even be
here contemplating what we are.” With that sentence the cloud that
we had pushed away, but not quite forgotten, covered the sun.

“I love you Julia, and now that I know you’re in my life, I
don’t want to die. I can make my life better just because you are
in it. You have given me reason to live and I cherish the time I
have spent with you. We’ve come a long way in these three days, and
I have come to realise that the only thing missing from my life was
love, and you’ve given me that now.”

“I love you too, I also have my problems, but when I’m with you
they seem so small, so insignificant. Let’s just forget about this
stupid suicide pact. I'm sure that together we can face anything,
it was only when we were alone that life’s problems seemed
insurmountable.”

At that moment I was the happiest I had ever been, we hugged,
and then we kissed. I tasted life in that kiss, and a future that I
never knew I would have. I didn’t want to let her out of my sight
ever again.

As we packed up to leave, she snuck behind a desert bush.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"Hey! No peaking! I need some privacy over here."

I turned around to carry on packing, and that’s when I heard the
scream, I rushed over to see what had happened and saw two dark
puncture wounds in her leg. Those two wounds filled my entire
vision. Those two puncture marks represented everything I have ever
feared. Those puncture marks were going to take away the only woman
I had ever truly loved.

 



Now I’m carrying her, and she’s telling me she doesn’t want to
die. My face is drenched with water, half from sweat, half from
tears. Our sweat is mingling, hers is from delirium, mine from
carrying her. She grows heavier with every step. I don’t know where
I’m going. Maybe I could just rest for a second.

 

I wake up with the dead weight of Julia on top of me, I check
her pulse, nothing. I begin to scream and scream and scream.

 



I can now see myself holding Julia’s body to my chest. I can see
that I’m still screaming, and yet I’m so detached. I hear my name
and turn around. Julia is standing there. Her hand is outstretched.
I look back at myself screaming over her body. I take her hand, the
screaming stops. She smiles at me and the world rejoices in that
smile. We walk away, together.
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A man tries desperately to send a parcel. He seems to be having
some trouble with a bear.
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