
Once – Life 

I am dead. I can feel it in the cold numb no5ng that abides in my once-bones. I can feel it in the 
earth-sha;ering loud ringing in my ears that seem to 5e every fragment of my once-body together 
and break it all at the same 5me. But most of all I can feel it in the dismal, deflated acceptance that 
wrapped protec5vely around my once-soul, like gnarled, ancient ivy around an oak. I knew all of this, 
and yet I had not the faintest idea who I was, why I was here, or what my life had resembled before… 
this. 

Gazing around me in grief and dull puzzlement, I observed my surrounding. Dark, dark and even 
more dark. A deep obsidian blanket that caressed my once-shoulders, as if all the light had been 
sucked out of the atmosphere. It was not in5mida5ng however, but strangely comfor5ng, absorbing 
any traces of fear or prickles of anxiety. Completely out of the blue, causing my once-heart to thud, 
reverbera5ng inside my once-ears and filling me with dread, my vision flooded with illumina5on. It 
prac5cally blinded me, jol5ng back to my senses and gibing me new-found adrenaline. Turning away, 
shielding myself with every ounce of energy one can muster when dead. Then a noise, a low, gentle 
hum at first before growing in volume, an ear-spliMng harmony that made me wish and wish – 
whatever I had done, whatever ignominious felony I had commi;ed, please free me form this 
excrucia5ng torture.  

And then, as if someone had answered my desperate pleas, the unfathomably obnoxious sound 
stopped. My ears no longer felt like spontaneously combus5ng, and the searing pain behind my 
once-eyes dissipated.  

Swivelling around slowly, terrified at what I would behold, I opened my eyes. Standing before me 
atop a large, grey sandstone pedestal, was a television screen. Don’t ask me how I knew that, 
because I have absolutely no clue. A faint memory triggered in my mind, nagging and trying to get 
my a;en5on like a small toddler at a fairground. But then, just as rapidly as it appeared, it vanished, 
leaving me just as hopelessly confused as beforehand. I collapsed into a red-velvet armchair, the kind 
they have in old-fashioned cinemas, as if pushed by an invisible force. The lights dimmed once again, 
and the screen flickered into life. 

I saw a young girl, no older than thirteen, with dark chocolate brown hair 5ed in two pigtails and 
braided with feathers. She had tanned skin and slightly upturned ears and eyes, like an elf. Despite 
her diminu5ve stature, she sprinted with immense agility, nimbly leaping over rivers and stones that 
barred her way. Running rapidly through forests and meadows, an exhilarated, joyous expression on 
her face, she rushed into the loving arms of a woman who looked very much like the girl. ‘Well done 
my Pchella, you did it!’ she exclaimed proudly. I felt sure I had met these people before, they seemed 
so familiar, yet I had no recollec5on of them.  

The image dissolved and I was transported to a small concrete-lined ditch of sorts. The girl looked a 
li;le older now, cowering beside the woman I had seen previously and another – a man with dark 
curly hair and laughing eyes, full of humour and mischief. As this scene swam before my eyes I felt as 
though I’d been stabbed. The man seemed to bring forth a memory of severe sorrow, a moment I 
had wished to forget, to drown among warm memories and cushions of comfort. But I had no such 
luck. I saw the man leap out of their sanctuary, brow furrowed with determina5on and perplexity, 
armed with a rifle. I heard a scream of anguish and an explosion that ra;led my bones and shook my 
teeth, even from within the screen. Sobbing uncontrollably, I doubled over in grief, coming to the 
awful conclusion that the memory belonged to me. 

I felt a hand on my shoulder, a reassuring, oddly familiar pressure, and I looked up in shame. The 
figure opened up his mouth to speak but I shouted in rage and sadness, ‘I’m DEAD!’. The man’s 
mouth upturned into a tenta5ve smile, and he replied- ‘Hi Dead, I’m Dad.’ 




