He waited behind in the woods for her.  She stepped between the trees with nervous trepidation. She could hear something on the breeze and it unsettled her. The smell of spring was in the air and morning birds filled the sky. Yet the fog still hung in the air. It was like an eerie reminder of the night that had just passed. The dew drops clung to her skin making her feel as if she had just walked through a shower of rain. But the thick dense forest around her would have blanketed her from anything the clouds above had to offer. A twig snapped under her foot and another as she wound between errant branches. She paused at a large log in her path. It was old and wizened. It had a large knot in the centre which gave it a look of character. Its fragile roots had long ago faded into the soft ground beneath. Its tiny branches had not withstood the movements of animals and the decomposing effects of nature. However, its trunk still lay large and proud beneath her. It had moss growing in various parts and she could sense tiny inhabitants roaming within its more conspicuous parts. It seemed to whisper to her. She struggled at what it meant, yet a sense of peace overwhelmed her. She was not alone in this vast place. It beckoned her to sit. Its mossy firmness was damp against her woollen jumper. She let her arms spread out alongside her and her fingers caressed the tiny crevices etched into its face. Each one seemed different and unique. It was if an unspoken language was carved out around her. It was a tapestry worn in the fabric of nature. Confusion abounded as she gazed at her surroundings. Awe and reverence seeped from every pore of her body. 











The tops of the trees above swayed gently in a distant breeze. Their heads bowed to each other as though they were sharing secrets. They seemed to be staring down at her. Maybe she was the subject of their discussion. Their foliage was a deep green hue. They were the picture of health and wellness. The boggy ground beneath and the soft moisture in the air seemed curved around these giant fortresses. An ancientness abounded. The lack of human visitors had left this oasis of strength untouched and thriving. She felt so tiny in their company. She looked down at her own fragile hands. They seemed soft and weak. The dark brown of her hair seemed dull beside the smouldering bark of the trees. Their piney smell exuded life. She listened. Her hair was gathered by a wisp of a wind. It lifted gently from her shoulders. There was someone here. She could feel it in her bones. Their presence shook within her. A dark power was moving the ground. She let her eyes slide open. There, in the distance, perched against a tree, sat a little hare. He was busying himself with the smell of food. She watched as he nibbled moss from around him. It seemed she was unseen by him. Or maybe she was just of no interest to him. Maybe he was not threatened by the unmoving silhouette perched in front of him. A sense of restlessness grew within her. Her interest in her surroundings faded and she felt the urge to move. Yet she knew she was missing something. She felt no desire to be a disturbance to the little creature but a bird flapped its wings within and she could not sit still. It troubled her. What was this? She lay down full length along the fallen log. The life of the wood continued on around her. She felt shielded somehow, as if lying down had erased her from view. She let the wisdom of nature soothe her. She felt cloaked now and nourished by the misty fog. Her buzzing mind subsided as she gave herself to the wood. She let it work her body parts. She let it nourish her bones. A calmness descended and the fuzziness of sleep crept in. Her breath slowed as she melded into the world around. 








He watched her from a distance. The sleeping girl had been vaguely aware of him. He had felt her probing the forest and happen upon him. But her unease had overpowered her. He approached her now. She seemed so weak and so breakable. However, her appearance belied her. He could sense a pulsating strength emanating from her. It beat her heart and wafted out from there. He could end her life right now. One touch and her footsteps would no longer grace the face of the earth. His smoky exterior was insubstantial but his actions final. There was no questioning what he brought to bear. He examined her face. Tiny beads of moisture clung to her. It was as if they achieved their very sustenance from the light she emitted. They flickered and glowed, a kaleidoscope of reflected colour. She was as beautiful as this home of hers. He could sense her doubt and her fear. He had seen the feeling of unworthiness that pervaded her. It wound itself around her. It was like a vine that crept into all of her limbs. Green and vital, it constricted the blood of her veins. It left her gasping for breath at times. He knew it well. It was a fragrance that perfumed many he had encountered. At first, he had started at human folly. They recognised beauty around them and yet could not see their own. They had made monuments that reached toward the sky and yet could not look squarely into their own eyes. It was a strange kind of poverty. The rabbit that jumped against her feet now knew nothing of hesitation. It trod its way as though it was born to be here. He paused to look at the animal. It rested its woolly paws against the worn wood of the makeshift bench and sniffed the soles of her boot. He looked back at her. The world around poured into him and then outward onto her. Her twitching eyes stilled. He moved away and receded into the shadows. 
She opened her eyes. The sun shone down from directly overhead. She was momentarily dazzled. She blinked to clear her mind. The fogginess began to evaporate and she could make out the speckles of leaves encroaching on the sun’s gleam. She sat up. Her back was soaked through from the dampness of the bed beneath her. She swung around to place her feet on the ground. Dizziness swirled in her head. The sleep had not yet cleared. Then she felt it. It swirled around her. It rose up from her stomach and encircled her. Horror enveloped her as this sinking feeling grew. Something was wrong, something had happened. Now she was swimming, the waves were brimming too high. They covered her mouth and now her nose. She stretched out her arm as she dipped beneath. Maybe someone would see her and pull her up from here. What was happening? Blackness surrounded her. It was dark and quiet. She surged inside, her lungs bursting with the air they held in. She could bear it no longer, the silky black liquid swung into her as she opened her mouth. The added weight drove her down further. She was completely beneath, the light of the surface no longer even shone. She protested internally but it was no use. She was too far gone. No one would find her now. The inkiness coloured her skin. She could no longer discern what was her and what was sea. Her chest rose and fell as she moved with the water. She was not dying. The strangeness was everywhere. Oblivion tasted so good. It was like the night sky. It was endless and unemptiable. Which way was up? Her compass had left her. It was spinning like a dial, round and round and round. It pointed to all routes. She lay like a wreck against the wooden bench. The sea bed touched her feet. She felt silt horizontally against her body. She was broken now, broken by the weight above her. Her frame was shattered, motionless on the ground. There was no point lower, unless the ground cracked and the lava chose to take her. She breathed in all the heaviness. The darkness was unconsumable. Had she died? The ocean still pumped her heart. Her lungs knew this compound too. The feeling of home was palpable. Familiarity massaged her muscles, untangling their knots. It rubbed her temples, relaxing her mind. It was like a blanket in every cell, warm and comforting. It was sleep while being awake. It was rest that touched her very core. Still she blinked, drowned in this vast expanse. Something tugged at the edge of her mind. Where had she felt this before? The forest exploded to life in front of her. The greens were vivid and the browns deep and rustic. Her own skin was a golden hue. The sounds were cacophonies around. A rustle of a leaf played out like an undecipherable melody. Where was he? The thought consumed her. Where was he? He had been here. She looked around her. Only air greeted her view, insubstantial air. He had left but something remained with her. He had deeply disturbed the air around. It no longer moved like it had before. It was liquid now. She ran her hand through it. It parted at her fingers. What was this? She stood up and felt the sky pour down over her head. It ran along her body, like an egg shattered on her hair. Like a fish through the water she made waves. She stumbled forward, trying to see the path she had followed that morning. It was still a path, but it was seabed also, solid and gritty beneath her feet. Leaves and ferns brushed across her way. She paused and lay her hand against a tree. She closed her eyes and breathed in and out. The crashing resounded as she tried to steady herself. This man had been here. He had left destruction in his wake, beautiful destruction. There was no going back now. She would have to live with what had been done. Yet she got the sense that it was just beginning. She had only begun to know what was in store. I did ask, she thought, I asked and I found you, that edgy feeling behind the trees. She opened her eyes again, expecting to see him, but he was not there. Yet he had left a change in his wake. 
The clouds moved in swirls above her bed. Magnificent and untouchable they soared above her, miles above the talk that hummed on the television screen. They traced out patterns in the sky that seemed to draw her in until, unbearable, she pulled herself out. She loved to lose herself in their soft blanketing warmth. An ache in her burned to stay despite the itch to leave. She pulled herself onto her feet. The wet grass had dampened her clothes and she wiped herself down. Bristles of grass fell to the floor. Little creatures scuttled as they made their way home. Her foot pressed the ground as she moved forward. The soft brown earth beneath her sunk into the shape of her shoe. It curved around as if to welcome her back into the ground. Then boot in front of boot as a squelching sound greeted her ears. It softened as the grass grew thicker enveloping the noises of the dirt. She breathed in the warm, moist air. It filled her lungs coating every part with a smothering heat. The day was so calm. The wind moved slowly, barely there. It rose occasionally gently lifting wisps from their place on her head. It held none of its usual bite or swirling power. The air around seemed to soak into her skin like a tissue paper hoodie. The view once again met her eyesight and she was startled into the silence of the place. Vast and expansive, it seemed to stretch on forever. It was as if it were being drawn by bands of time across a smudged horizon. Like a tablecloth being pulled by some unseen force it was as if the whole skin of the world slid from beneath ornaments that decorated it. A lurch echoed in her stomach and a pervasive feeling of fear surrounded her. An odd suspicion crept over her as if she was being watched. She surreptitiously glanced behind her, surveying all in her sight. There was no one there to be seen and still the feeling lingered. She began to notice it was all around her, above and below, in front, behind. It made a 360 degree sphere around her body. It was as though the very sky itself was peering down at her. She imagined a face in the clouds, eyes hidden behind snowy pillows, following her every move. It could not be ignored because there was no where to walk to. She met it in every surrounding, constant, unwavering, untouchable. She closed her eyes but the darkness only reinforced this ominous presence. Feeling the unease deep in her bones she began to walk forward gently. It had been her partner her entire life and had never once harmed a hair on her head. “Why am I so afraid” she questioned herself. If a five year old can love this closeness then why does a twenty two year old tremble. “What has changed?” she wondered, posing the question like some great mystery that could have no concrete answer. Her partner in crime she termed this feeling. 
