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Only through Darkness can we seek
Light


Darkness











It engulfs me, like a thick wool blanket,
and I begin to suffocate. It’s always the same. I can feel the
sweat on my skin. Beads flow down my cheek, my hair is plastered to
my neck, and my night gown is soaked through. I can feel the
pounding of my heart vibrate through my entire body. My breath
comes so quickly from the weight of my chest. Every night, it is
the same. I fall into The Darkness that threatens to take me.

“You belong to me.” I hear
in the blackness of my dream. The voice is still haunting. I want
to run, but cannot move. I can’t escape, I can’t hide, and I’m
lost. Hope left me long ago. It abandoned me to the nightmare that
has attached itself to my very being. “You are mine.”

My mind screams for help, but I know there
is none. Fear has claimed my heart. I want to go home! I want out
of this Hell! But all I can hear is The Darkness laughing at me. It
knows it has won. “You will never escape me.” It says. “You will
never be free.”

I can feel my knees buckle. There is no
stopping my body. I feel it fall. The Darkness welcomes me and it
whispers, “I will never leave you.”


Dorothy Rose











I sit on the edge of my bed, still in my
pale blue night gown, only allowing the tips of my toes to touch
the cold tile floor. My long brown hair, in need of a good wash,
hangs over the side of my face. I lace my fingers while my hands
lay in my lap. I have no strength. I have no desire to stand and
belong in this world. I look down at my hands. The new bands
scratch at my skin, irritating the thin long cuts on my wrist, the
signs of my failed attempt to escape.

I can hear the soft knock, but do not care
to know who it is. I don’t care for company. I don’t want pity, nor
do I want to hear the lies that spill from their lips. There is no
fixing me. There is no helping me. There is no escape from the
Darkness within me.

“Oh, good… you’re awake.”
She doesn’t hide the sigh. I know she among the other nurses don’t
care too much for their job. Their words are meant to be caring,
but their tone says differently. We are nothing but burdens.
They get paid to take care of the sick, but if
you ask me they do a shite job of it. Really, who wants to take
care of the mentally disturbed?

I hear the tray being
placed on my table, but I still don’t move. I know if I sit here
quietly long enough, she will do what she needs to and leave me be.
I am no threat to them– only to
myself.

“Try to eat something today
will you dear. I don’t need to remind you what will happen if you
don’t.”

I remain silent– unfazed by her words. I
know what they will do, and it doesn’t matter if I eat or not. I
listen to her aggravated mumbling. She hates being here. This was
not the job she wanted. Taking care of people like me, but it was
the only job she could get. I listen to her fuss about in my room.
Pretending to find things to straighten, but I know she will find
nothing. I have nothing. Seen as a hopeless case, I was left here,
forgotten. As a last resort to get my attention, the nurse stomps
over to my side of the room and pulls the curtains back with more
force than needed. The sunlight hits my eyes, but I do not move. I
continue to stare at my hands. My eyes trace the thin cuts on my
skin, hating myself for failing.

The nurse turns in my direction. She doesn’t
say anything, but I can tell she notices my gaze. She stands silent
for a moment. I can hear the change in her breath. She wants to say
something but decides against it. She walks away from me, “I’ll
come back in an hour. Maybe by then, you will want to step outside
your dream world and walk among the living.”

I don’t respond. It is best not to. I hear
her sigh of frustration, then the click of the door, and finally
her footsteps as she leaves me in my silence.

I wasn’t always like this. Most of us here
were once normal kids. I had a somewhat normal life. I had a mother
who loved me and I loved her. I was her world and she was mine. She
loved old films and musicals. Every night we would curl up on the
couch and watch one of her favorite films. I’m sure you can guess
which one was her favorite. She even named me after the main
character. Dorothy.

I have to admit, when I was younger, I grew
to dislike my name. Kids would tease me about its origin. But now,
I would never change it or be called by any other name. It’s all I
have left of her. I still remember the night she left me. It haunts
me. Her final words still replay in my mind; threatening to shatter
the small pieces of my soul that remain.

The thought of her sends an ache through me.
My fingers twitch and my feet touch the cold tile floor, shocking
my senses and awakening the memory of what I used to be. I lift my
head to the window. The sunlight brightening the small pale white
room I now call home. A tear slides down my cheek at the
realization that I am still here.

I am awake. I am alone.


Timothy Reign














The sound of the clock’s tick, tick, tick
interrupts the silence in Dr. Hamish’s office. I sit,
uncomfortable, on his brown leather couch. Facing his empty desk, I
wait for the doctor to enter. It is simple to imagine everything
that will be said. I’ve been here so long we’ve established a
routine, the doctor and I.

First the doctor will ask, “So Timothy, how
are we feeling today?”

He will peak up from his
round wire frame spectacles to stare at me. What he is looking for is beyond me. He always asks the same
question, and I will respond, “As good as I’m meant
too.”

Why, you ask, would I say
that? Well, because it’s the truth. We are not meant to feel great.
We are here because we are sick and they need to fix us. Funny
thing is, most of us don’t need to be fixed. It’s true some of my
fellow lost causes are not all there. It’s hard to say what’s
really wrong with them. We have all suffered from some kind of
trauma. But some of us, well, let’s just
say we have experiences the norm can’t understand. We are not
insane, but to the sane, we are completely mental.

My slippers slid across Dr. Hamish’s brown
and red rug. My legs have grown numb from waiting. I start to
fiddle with the belt of my white polyester robe. Why is this taking
so long? I hear the click of the doorknob. I pretend not to notice.
My belt has suddenly become interesting. I hear the sound of his
entrants. I count his footsteps to his chair, one, two, three,
four, then…right on cue the chair is being pulled back. His papers
are placed on the desk. I know all this is taking place because I
have seen it so many times. When he is finally settled the scenario
my mind plays out time and time again becomes reality, “So Timothy,
how are we feeling today?”

I stop playing with my belt. I look up to
see him staring over his spectacles–evaluating me as usual. Am I a
risk or not? Will I hurt him or myself? I can see it in his pale
gray eyes. He doesn’t trust me. My answers don’t matter. I am sick
and he pretends to care. The future is foreseeable–more meds and
treatment on the way. “As well as you want me to be.”

The good doctor sets his pen down and stares
at me with what looks to be sympathy. A small sigh escapes his
lips. “I want you to be well Timothy.” Hamish states with his fake
I care about you tone. “That is why you are here. So we can make
you well and return you to your family.”

I can feel a muscle twitch near my lip. I
fight the smile.

Family.

Really.

He has no idea, nor does he wish to
comprehend. They abandoned me here. “I have no family.”

My mood soon changes. It always does. I will
speak no more. He will try to reason, like always, but I no longer
listen. I am lost here. He cannot return me to my real family. Only
I can find them.

Seconds pass. Minutes
follow. Dr. Hamish sighs again. He picks up his pen, turns his gaze
from me to his paper, and begins to write his daily notes. He knows
I don’t believe him. Why would I? He has tried every treatment he
can imagine to fix me. And every time he has failed. He can’t fix
me. I’m not broken. My only mistake was letting my family here know
my secret. When I was younger, my foster mom laughed. She told
people I was just imaginative. But as I got older, she frowned at
me, ashamed of me, excusing me from her friends. My foster father
stopped talking to me. He wouldn’t look at me. I never understood
why. I thought they loved me, but I soon learned I was wrong. They
brought me here to Dr. Hamish’s asylum five years ago. I learned
not to speak of what I am or where I am from. But I can’t stop the
nightmare. The Darkness threatens to claim me. Breaking the silence I hear it taunting me, “You belong to
me.”


Dorothy Rose













The warm water chases away the chill on my
skin. The desire for a sharp object lingers close to me. I need to
escape. I want to be free. I can’t win against the Darkness. Images
of my mother flood through me as the water falls down me.

My dear sweet Dorothy Rose. I found you,
near the Veil, close to the world of Dreams. Near the edge of
Darkness, I saved you. Brought you to the glittering City and I
claimed you as my own. My child, my daughter.

When I was young I never
questioned her. I felt special. But as I got older I understood my
mother was ill. Oz was more than a story– more than a movie. To her it was real. When I was nine, she
took me into the woods near our home. She called them the Dark
Forest. She told me stories of the wicked witch that controlled the
woods. I use to laugh and love her stories. When I was thirteen,
the stories felt like an obsession. My mother’s mind was breaking
and I could not save her. My Aunt Clair moved from Boston to stay
with us. Her husband had left her and she had nowhere else to go.
When she reached our home, I could tell she was not impressed, but
she knew it would have to do. Like any normal teenage girl, I felt
awkward at first, but soon decided to deal with her company. After
a week, she had already changed the way I lived. She just look at
me with fake concern and say, “You poor child. I had no idea. Now,
don’t you worry, I’m here now. I will take care of
everything.”

Some part of me felt relieved. I would not
be alone to deal with mother’s illness. I felt everything would
turn out fine. Little did I know my aunt only wanted what belonged
to my mother. Aunt Claire was broke and had no home. My mother had
some wealth and a nice country home. It was never to my aunt’s
taste, but it was enough. She even went as far as having a lawyer
draw up papers to take it away, but to her surprise, she couldn’t.
The house and the land did not belong to my mother. It belonged to
an Oscar Weston. The only residents allowed to occupy the home were
me and my mom.

My mother never spoke about this man. In
fact I had no idea that we lived in someone else’s home. I thought
it belonged to us, but maybe it belonged to my father. I never knew
him. My mother never spoke of him. When my aunt confronted my
mother, things got worse. It was as if my mom could see darkness in
her sister. Mom grew quiet and refused her sister’s care. She often
told Aunt Clair to leave, but my aunt refused. She would just laugh
my mom’s anger away then she would tell me, “She’s not having a
good day dear.”

I knew why she was upset and it angered me
that I could do nothing. Aunt Clair stayed with us for two long
years. My mother never got any better. Her mind only grew worse
under the care of my aunt. Mother would often wake me at night,
crying of the Darkness.

“Oh, my dear sweet Dorothy
Rose. It has found us. I tried to hide you. I tried to protect you.
I found you near the edge of Darkness. I knew better, but you were
so beautiful. So small. You needed me.”

The sound of her cry echoes through me. My
heart aches as the tears start to fall. “I’m so sorry mama. So…so…
sorry” I can’t fight the heart ache. The tears fall like the water
from the shower. The sob escapes my lips as I fall to my knees.

Fifteen.

Lost.

Alone.

“What in the name
of…!”

I hear my nurse. The fury in her voice, but
I do not care. My heart is broken. I cannot be fixed.

The water stops flowing. I feel strong hands
pull me from the wet floor. “Put her on the bed.” The nurse snaps.
“I ought to let you sleep in that wet gown.”

“Ms. Dermal! That is not
how we speak to our patients.”

“Dr. Hamish!” She says
surprised. “But sir, look at the mess she has made. The floor is
flooded.”

“I have eyes, Ms. Dermal. I
see the water. The orderlies and the janitor can clean it up. Ms.
Rose is in need of a dry gown. Tell your maids to replace the
bedding and her gown.”

I don’t look up. I stay curled up in my wet
gown. The idea of Dr. Hamish rattling my nurse should make me
smile. She is a shite nurse and old crone. But I do not smile. The
memory of my mother is still close to me. Her heart ache is now
mine.

“It’s alright Dorothy.” I
hear him say. His voice sounds so soft and sweet, like he truly
cares. “I understand your sadness.”

How can he understand? He has no idea of my
pain. He doesn’t understand my truth. He does not believe in my
suffering. He can’t, because he was never meant to see. The truth
of my reality is their make believe. “I too have lost some one dear
to me.” I almost feel his heartache. “I can help you Dorothy. Let
me help you.”

I don’t look up. I feel his hand on my
shoulder. I should say something, but I don’t. I’m broken. How can
he fix me? He would never understand. I belong to the Darkness. I
hear it whisper, “I will always be with you.”


Dr. Hamish











I see this young girl, a tragedy at fifteen,
trapped inside her mind. I don’t think I will ever forget the day
her aunt gave her to me. I knew her aunt exaggerated the situation.
She was left with a young girl who had just lost her mother. Her
aunt Clair was not the mothering type. At first glance Dorothy
looked grieved, and for good reason. But as time went on I noticed
the lost gaze grow darker.

I have seen the dark gaze before. It only
occurs in those who have been traumatized. This child witnessed
something so horrific she has escaped inside herself for
protection. I must convince her I am safe. If I try to reach in and
grab her, she will only fall further away. I must learn of her
tragedy. That is the only way to save her.

“Dr. Hamish, We have the
bedding and the gown.”

I turn to see Ms. Dermal’s nurse maids
Frances and Glenda. They are barely older than Dorothy, much
younger than I, but I am hoping they may help in awakening my young
patient. I step out of the room to allow them to tend to the young
girl. I walk the halls of my hospital. A place filled with history,
good and bad.

So many patients have
passed through these halls. Once, this
place held over three thousand, but after war and sickness, only a
few hundred can be cared for now. It has taken some time, but I
have redesigned Raven Hill, giving it a safer appearance for the
children and for those who may never reenter society. The grounds
near the hospital have been transformed into gardens and orchards.
The remaining buildings have become useful in other ways. Homes for
the staff, a small power plant and even a dairy farm have been set
up. Raven Hill can operate without interference from the outside
world if necessary.

I listen to the sounds of my patients. There
are so many stories behind these broken minds. I know many cannot
be fixed. Their minds are beyond repair, but they can still serve
useful. The research I gain from their treatments will change
medical practice. But those like Dorothy are different. Their minds
are not broken. Their hearts are. In time, I hope I can heal her
heart, and then mend her mind. I want to look into her emerald eyes
and see the light within. I want to help chase away the Darkness
and save her from her mother’s fate.


Timothy Reign








I sit in the dining hall,
staring at the empty checkerboard on my table, listening to the
chatter of Dr. Hamish’s staff. Believing
we are so lost we do not understand. They think because we are
silent, we are dumb. Well, I guess some of us are. I hear a faint
conversation behind me.

“Drink your tea, Stewart. Can’t let it get
cold now can we?”

“Of course not. I still don’t understand how
one can drink cold tea. Silly. Isn’t it, Stewart.”

I look up from my board to
check the time. 10:45 Am. Right on time. Miss. Wallaby is having
lunch with her son again. She has the same conversation every day
with her imaginary son. Her mind was lost to a fever in her youth.
Her family, among many more, passed away from this fever.
Still to this day, she believes her son lives,
and today they are having tea.

“Tell me Frankie, why’d ya
do it? Why’d ya do it?”

10:55 Am. Good old George strolls on in and
takes a seat two tables down. He is the oldest patient here. “All
those people Frankie. All those people.”

His lost expression says so much. His scars
tell so many stories. That man lived a life. One day I will
understand those memories.

“Hello Timothy.”

My mood darkens at the sound of her voice.
My eyes fall on my empty board. “Come on Timothy. Just a little
glance today.”

I refuse. I can’t look up. I can’t look at
her. She thinks I am a fool. I know the truth in her voice. She is
mocking me. Taunting me. It’s bad enough she steals my dreams.
Erasing every good memory. Taking away the one who holds my heart.
I won’t give in. I won’t look at her. “You can’t hide forever
Timothy. One day you will have to look at me.”

Her voice fades and all I hear are the
sounds of my fellow patients. I dare a glance and notice Dr. Hamish
in the far corner. A solemn expression on his face. He looks away
from me and starts to talk to his other patients. As I look back to
my board, I hear him ask, “So Timothy…How are we feeling
today?”

“As good as you want me to
be.” I whisper to no one.

“You are mine.” The
Darkness tells me.


Dorothy Rose











I’ve been given a new gown and my bedding
changed. The day moves by so slowly for me when I am awake. They
don’t understand. I can’t find my way in the Real. I must find the
Veil. I must step through. The Dream world is where I lost her. The
Dream world is where I will find her.

Months ago I never really believed in The
Veil or The Darkness. I would have never believed in the different
worlds. I always thought they were stories. My mom had such a
wonderful imagination. I wanted to be just like her. I know what
you’re thinking. Be careful what you wish for. Well, wish granted.
I am now my mother. I see what she has seen. I fear what she
feared. I believe in what she believed. And like my mother, I will
be alone.

I never knew or wanted to believe how real
my mom’s stories were until the night I lost her. Her world came
crashing in on mine. What felt like an eternity happened in only a
matter of minutes. I can still see my hand reach for her door. I
can still feel the chill over my skin. My muscles are so tense from
the anticipation of what awaits in the darkness of my mother’s
room. My heart races. My pulse pounds in my ears. I can hear the
loud click of the door knob as I turn it. The door moves with ease
as I push it open to step inside. My mother’s breath is faint as I
see for the first time.

The Darkness laughs at me. Taunts me.
Reminding me of how I use to think my mom crazy for speaking of the
Darkness as if it were real. I found you on the edge of Darkness.
My mom’s words hold truth now. I belong to Darkness. My mom took me
away to hide me in the light. Our Emerald City was our farm house.
It was small, but it was enough for us. The grass was always so
green and lush. We would always feed the geese by the pond.

I miss my old life. I was happy there. I can
still see and feel my old life, but now it is only make believe. I
want to be free of the Darkness, but I can’t fight it. Not anymore.
Not with her gone. The Darkness took mom away. I have been left
alone to search the Dream world for her. I know she is there. I
will find her. I have too.

In my silence I hear the song my mom loved
so much. A simple song, but it said so much. ‘Some…where… over the
rainbow. Blue birds fly.’

I think of those words, along with the rest
of the song. I wish I was a blue bird. I’d fly over the rainbow and
look for her. My heart aches for her.

“If happy little blue birds
fly, beyond the rainbow…. Why, oh, why can’t I”


Into the Veil











I set in my room now, far away from all the
others. I can no longer listen to their broken thoughts. I want to
return to my reality–my normal place. The place they say does not
exist. The place I can hide from The Darkness.

At night, I can almost see the doorway. I
can feel it. It is so close, yet I cannot touch it. It’s not fair.
They don’t understand. This is not where I belong. I look up at my
walls. I stare at the drawings they have allowed me to keep. I can
see the mountain. I can almost hear the wind blow through the
willows. I can hear the birds and I feel like I am there.

I have found the doorway. I am almost home.
I can see the light. It shines so brightly. I hear my people
calling. “Find us.”

I can hear them. I want to find them. I will
find them. The Veil is real. The Veil will lead me home.


Timothy Reign











I hear the sound of my foot tapping on the
tile floor. The sound grows louder as the images before me come
into complete view. I sit at my desk. Paper and crayons placed all
about. No! My mind screams with frustration. My eyes sting as they
water. So close. I was almost there. I look at the paper in front
of me. I drew Laguna Lake. The place where she stole my heart. The
place where I must return to find her.

As I sit, a tremble runs through my body. I
can’t control my legs, my arms, or my body. I want to fight, but
something else has control. A faint laugh taunts me. The Darkness
is near. She calls to me. She calls to all of those who have
escaped her world.

The tremble grows stronger. My muscles tense
as I find it hard to breath. The Darkness is angry. I was almost
home. I was almost free. “You can’t escape me.”

An iron grip takes hold of my arms. My body
locks up as I am dragged away. I hear voices, but can’t understand
them. My hands clamp together. My heartbeat pounds in my chest. It
hurts. I feel a sting in my arm and my muscles start to relax. The
voices sound so strange. I can’t make them out.

My mind recounts the events that have taken
place. I’m in my room. I was almost through the Veil. The Darkness
stopped me. The light in the room fades to gray. Silhouettes dance
around me as The Darkness calls out, “You are mine.”












Dr. Hamish











As Timothy sleeps, I monitor the rhythm of
his heart. The medicine has sedated him for now. His breathe has
finally slowed down and he looks to be in a peaceful state. Leaving
his bedside I walk over to his desk; another beautiful drawing.

It’s hard to imagine what
it must be like for Timothy. The seizures
have grown worse for him. He has closed himself off. He believes
the staff is only here to cause more harm. He believes in Darkness.
Like so many others.

“Dr. Hamish. Sir should I
call his mother?”

Awaken from my thoughts I turn to see a
young nurse maid. Evelynn, I believe. “It would do no good. They
will not come.”

Seeing the look on her
face, I have to say I agree. Most of the young patients have been
abandoned. Very few families come to see
the ones they have dropped off. It is disheartening. In Timothy’s
case it may prove affective. If he knew they cared, it is possible
he would try harder to get well. “Come now. He is well looked
after. There is no more we can do. Let him rest.”

I walk the nurse maid from the room and
close the door. I can’t lose hope for Timothy. There must be a way
to help him. I know I can’t save all my patients, but I will never
stop trying to help those I believe I can save. I will help him
fight his Darkness. I will guide him back into the light where he
belongs.

As I walk down the hall, I take notice to
the room three doors down on the right. She stares out the small
window of her door. Her eyes fixed in the direction of Timothy’s
room. She does not blink. She is transfixed. I walk toward Ms.
Rose’s door. She takes no notice to me. Her long brown hair hangs
over the right side of her face.

It is hard to say what I feel at the moment.
It is odd that she stares out her door. She has been in her dark
trance for weeks. What could have caused her to move? Whatever it
is, I must find out. Could she finally be waking? My interest has
been peeked. A thought forms so quickly that I could have easily
forgotten it. But I couldn’t let it go. I had to focus. I had to
plan carefully. If I’m right, I could help her, and give Timothy a
reason to fight.


Dorothy Rose











I can see Dr. Hamish stare at me in wonder.
I can tell he is baffled by my sudden appearance in the door. I
know he will never understand. He can’t. He has never known of The
Darkness. He lives in a world that believes the boogie man isn’t
real. He lives in a world that does not believe in the unexplained.
But I do. I, like so many others, come from beyond this world. We
have been brought through The Veil– the doorway into the world of
Dreams. A place to hide from The Darkness. My mother found it. She
saw me and took me away. I know you don’t believe, but it is the
world that has created the stories you hold so dear. Sweet bedtime
stories. But with every beautiful story, there is darkness within.
I can feel when it is near. The Darkness is close. It haunts all of
us.

I stand still, ignoring Dr. Hamish. I know
the boy is tormented. I want to go to him, but I refuse. I don’t
want eyes on me. I have already drawn to much attention to myself.
I knew I shouldn’t move, but I could not stop myself. I am drawn to
it. It is within me. I could feel his struggle. I could feel his
pain. The Darkness wants him. I can’t let it take someone else.

The door slowly opens as I hear someone
softly say my name. “Dorothy. I need to come in dear. Please move
from the door.”

I can tell it’s my shite nurse. I still
don’t move. Why should I make her job easy when I know she doesn’t
care about us?

“Dorothy, please
dear.”

I hear her sigh of
frustration. “I am coming in Dorothy.” The door moves closer toward
me. I can feel the edge near my toes. I tell myself to stay still,
but like before, my body moves against my wishes. The door opens
wider as I back away. My eyes continue to stare out the window. I
can feel the boy’s dreams. He is trying to
find the Veil. He was almost there. I can see small glimpses of his
world. He is not from mine. I try to focus on his dream. I felt the
desire to know more. It was strange to know that I was not alone;
that there was at least one who would understand me.

“Dorothy. Dorothy.” A soft
voice intrudes my thoughts. The image of the boy’s dream fades to
gray. “Ms. Rose. Can you hear me?” I feel my body turning as I stop
to face the man behind the voice. I stare at him as if I am still
looking through the window. His face was kind. I can see the small
wrinkles behind his round frame glasses. His fading dark hair was
cut short. He looked so familiar, but I
knew he was not someone I would know from this world.

“Dr. Hamish! Dr.
Hamish!”

“Yes, what is
it?”

“You need to step out sir.
You need to see this.”

Dr. Hamish released my arms. I can see the
excitement and confusion in his eyes. I can hear the click of the
door. I am alone, but only in my room. I can’t control what I do
next. I can feel something. It’s strange. Like a connection. I turn
to move back toward the door. I see the doctor, nurses, maids, and
even the orderlies, all standing around the other patients.
Patients like me. They stare at the boy’s room. Dazed, like me they
must be feeling the same thing. The Darkness

“What’s going on doctor?” I
hear someone ask as Dr. Hamish steps into my view.

“I’m not sure.” Dr. Hamish
looked confused. “It’s alright. Let’s help them back to their
rooms.”

As the nurses and orderlies try to help the
patients back to their rooms, we could hear her calling. We remain
still. I can feel the others as we whisper “Do not fear The
Darkness. We are with you.”


Timothy Reign











I’m falling through the
clouds. But I am not afraid. I can feel them near, I hear them call
to me, Do not fear The Darkness. We are with you. They have found
me. My family. My true family. Children from the Veil. As I fall, I
am reminded why we are made to suffer in the Real. Our world was
under attack by Nightmare. The ruler of Darkness.
So many of us have been claimed in hopes of
finding The Gift– the key created to
connect our worlds. It was not enough to destroy those who fought
to protect The Veil. No, Darkness wanted more. It wanted to claim
us, those who were forced into the Real, and control us. We are
meant to be Nightmare’s weapons.

The wind feels cool against my skin.
Awakening me and allowing me to see the truth. I remember my home:
The Mountains, The Willow Field, and Laguna Lake. I remember
soaring past Evergreen and Pirates Cove. I remember it all. Even
the day my parents, my true parents, were taken by the Shade.

I sit near the edge of Laguna Lake, looking
into the clear water, in hopes of seeing her. The water is still;
slick as glass. I dare not touch it, in fear of shattering the
image that appears before me.

I see a world, not much different from mine,
come into view. It is her home. She lives in a strange dwelling on
the ground. Not in the clouds, like mine. She likes to go to the
small lake near her home. I watch her feed and talk to the birds
that swim there. I don’t know why she captivates me. I watch her
walk with her mother; who looks so familiar. They seem happy, but
her eyes say differently. She holds her mother’s hand as they walk.
Her dark hair is tied back, but the wind still finds a way to blow
through it. Her emerald eyes glisten from the tears that fail to
fall. She is troubled, and I can’t help her. As I watch, the sun
that shone over the lake fades. I look up to see a strange cloud. I
look back at the lake, torn. I want to stay, but I fear something
is wrong here. I lean forward. My face is so close to the glass, so
close to her, yet I cannot touch her. “One day…”

I hear the screams from above. Fear grips
me, breaking me free from the image of the lake. Mother. Father. I
take off, soaring to my home. The strange cloud grows in size. I’m
close when I hear my name, “Timothy!”

I slow to see my mother come towards me, “No
son, do not go home. Come with me. Now”

My mother’s fear chills my core. “Mother,
what’s happening? Where’s father?”

“I’ll explain later. We
need to get to the Veil.”

She took my hand; I can still feel the
pressure from how tight she held on. We, along with others, flew to
the city. The sun still shone brightly. The scene below was still
so peaceful and beautiful. Roads glitter like gold. The city looks
as if it were made of rubies and emeralds. We were so close when I
felt my mother falter. Her grip grew tighter as we start to fall.
The sun was fading. The strange cloud was closing in. I called out
to my mother. Her grip loosens, my hand is free, and for a moment I
am frozen. We are falling. Not just my mother and I, but all of us
who were trying to reach the city. Something inside me woke. I dive
for my mother. My arms wrap around her, using all my strength, I
slow her fall.

I don’t remember reaching the ground. My
world went dark. When my eyes open, I can feel the pain in my legs
and down my back. My mother lays near me, gasping for air.
“Mom…Mother!”

“Hush…now…
Timothy…Don…Don’t let it hear you.”

“Mom.” I can feel the
tears. My voice sounds broken and weak to my own ears.

“Timothy, listen to me. You
don’t have much time.” My mother’s voice was strained. She fought
for every breath. “You must find the Veil. You must…enter the Real.
It’s the only way.”

“Mom…please. You’re coming
with me. Mom!”

“You know I can’t.
Timothy…I’m so sorry. Go. Before it finds you. Go.”

“Mom!” But she did not
answer. The light in her eyes was gone. I couldn’t move as I grew
numb. I take my mother’s hand as the coldness now filled my body. I
notice how small mine are in hers. I fell so small. I can’t leave
her. I won’t leave her.

I don’t move. I can’t. I lay next to her,
allowing the numbness to take over me. I watch her face. She is so
still. I watch as the color of her skin changes. She was of light
and dream. Now she is lost to darkness and nightmare. She was
warmth and happiness. Now she is cold and silent. I still hear her
tell me to go, but how can I? I lay on the edge of darkness. I see
the path. A ray of light breaks through the gray, lighting the way.
My mother’s voice speaks to me. “Go Timothy. Go my son.”

Without understanding, I let her voice guide
me. She tells me to go. So, I go.


Awaken








There was once a world of eternal darkness
and a world of eternal light. Brothers created for balance.
Brothers created for purpose. But the world of eternal light shone
brightly, and the world of darkness was jealous. Determined to cast
out the light, darkness stretched out its hand to touch other
worlds, casting them into misery.

The world of light was shamed by his
brother’s actions. So he too stretched out his golden rays to touch
upon the worlds his light. And in his touch, he created love, hope,
and peace. For centuries the brothers fought, creating life of good
and evil throughout worlds that surround them. All worlds were
touched, but one.

Hidden far from sight, a sleeping giant lay
cold and empty. Unmoving. Both brothers saw this world and fell in
love. Each desiring something the silent world did not want to
give. Blinded by need, the dark world fought hard for acceptance,
while the world of light only showed a glimpse of what he had to
offer. Determined to win the cold worlds affections, the dark world
stretched out his hand to smother his brother’s light, but the
light was to strong. The brothers fell, colliding with the cold
world, waking the giant and breaking the silence.


Nightmare











I see into their souls. I feel their fear.
Their sorrow. Their hatred of me. My power over the Veil is
growing. Soon I will have what is mine. The Gift that will link me
to the Real.

“You called for me my
lord.”

Looking up from the dark pool, I turn to see
my most fateful assassin. “You would not be here otherwise.”

Most of those who serve me quiver in my
presence, but Shade is not like most. She is my equal. Her attack
on the Veil was glorious. She crippled the Land of Dreams in
minutes, but to our dismay, my brother, Ray helped the youth
escape. Along with the Gift. I now I’m close. “Time, it seems, is
fleeing. I have yet to hear word from you or the others.”

“We are close my lord. Most
have been found. The Real, it seems, has proven difficult for those
of the Veil. My Shadows are in place.”

I listen to her report. It is what I want to
hear, but I know she does not report everything. I will let it pass
for now. Her secret will be revealed soon enough. She has proven
useful. I never questioned her when she came to me. She was willing
to serve me in my quest to overpower the Veil. I could feel the
Darkness within her. It was enough.

“Very well. I want a report
when they are ready.”

“Of course.”

I watched as she dismissed
herself. Fear has never touched her. She is truly an equal.
Before she leaves my presence completely, I
desired to see her onyx eyes once more, “Oh, and Shade.”

Slowing her pace, she turns. Her long black
hair shifts into a mist, her slender human form falters. She
stands, at a distance, in her true form. Magnificent. “They better
be ready soon.”


Dorothy Rose








I don’t remember how long I
stood at the door, staring out the window toward his room. I don’t
remember being moved to my bed, or having the covers pulled up to
my shoulders. I don’t remember any of that. I lay, eyes fixed on the cracked ceiling, listening to
silence. I don’t move. I am afraid. His dream still haunts me. His
fear is mine. I don’t know why I felt it, but it was the same as my
mother’s. I felt hers the night she left me. That is why I entered
her room. That is when my life changed.

I can feel the change within me now. The
rhythm of my heart increases as the darkness engulfs me. I’m no
longer in my bed. The walls of my tiny room fade to the walls of my
home. I hear mother crying. I hear her pleas. “No! You can’t be
here. How did you find us? “

My pace slows as I listen. I can’t explain
why. Most nights I hurry to her bedside. My Aunt, never entered,
nor bothered to tend to my mother. This night was no different. I
heard my mother having her night terror. I tried to ignore it,
hoping Aunt Clair would get up for a change and help. But, mom’s
cries grew, so I slowly got out of bed. I was frustrated as I
walked to her room, but as soon as I heard her, the frustration
turned to fear.

“The doorway is locked. Only those of the
Veil can find their way through.”

Another step closer. “How
could you? You cannot have her! I won’t
let you!” My breath feels heavy. I’m almost to the door. “She will
never belong to you.” Heart beating faster. My hand touches the
door knob. “You only think you’ve won.” I turn the knob slowly. I
hear the soft click. “I haven’t lost my power. Your kind will not
prevail.” I open the door. Thump, thump. Thump, thump. “It’s time
for Dorothy to see the truth.”

The dream starts to weaken. I can feel my
gown sticks to my sweaty skin. The blankets feel heavy. A ray of
moon light breaks through the darkness, but the dream is still
there. I stand frozen at my mother’s door. Staring into darkness. I
gasp, “Mom.”

“I’m so sorry child. You
have been deceived.” I know the voice is lying to me. My mother
never lied. In her rants and outburst she spoke the truth. I
understood these truths to be from her sickness. I lied to myself,
but I was never deceived. My mother may have broken me, but she did
it to protect me. She showed me things that I cannot explain. I
learned of a place that can only be imagined. I lay in a bed,
covered in sweat, lost to the Real. I know she loved me. I know she
tried to protect me. But her last words still hurt me. “You are not
mine.”


Timothy Reign





I wake to a nightmare, but it is not mine. I
feel that it is close. The sense of being trapped barrels down on
me. It hurts to be awake, but at the same time I don’t want to be
lost to the Real. I felt normal once. After a few minutes I
understand that it is not I who feels this way, but another. I can
feel they are close. I set up in my bed, look up at the ceiling,
tracing the thin cracks. My room would be bathed in darkness if it
were not for the soft beams of moonlight that break through my
window. The Ray it seems is still watching over me.

I close my eyes and take a deep breath.
Releasing slowly, I try to focus on the one who needs me. It has
been so long since I was needed. I try to understand the nightmare,
but I cannot enter. This one is different. I have felt others
before, but not like this. Something is changing. I open my eyes.
Pulling the covers back, I roll over to my side and pull my legs to
my chest. Wrapping my arms around my legs, I lay still and decide.
I should find them, I tell myself. They need me.

I hear my mother’s voice telling me to go. I
know she would not want me to be afraid. I look toward my door. My
body moves on its own. I feel my body rise. My bare feet touch the
cold tile floor. I know I am awake. I can feel the Real. I won’t be
afraid. I stand. With my eyes focused on the door, I take one small
step, then another. I can do this. I can find them. I was sent back
through the Veil. I remember my world. I know who I truly am. The
Real may have given me a different name, but I know who I am. I am
strong. I will not let the darkness take me. I will fight. I will
find them all. I will bring them back home. I will save them.







Dr. Hamish











The evening went by in a haze. I have never
seen such behavior from my patients before. It is hard to explain.
I set at my desk in the late hours of night writing in my journal.
I have explained in detail of the evening events, and yet, I still
cannot understand what took place. In the past three months,
children of different ages, have been brought to me. Though their
symptoms are different, the one they share has been named, The
Darkness.

I have only been able to
speak to a few of the children. Most, like Ms. Rose, do not speak.
Some, like Timothy, wake for brief moments. They will talk to me.
The younger ones tell me stories. Stories they believe are real.
But those moments are fleeing. They soon retreat back into their
minds. They do not speak. They do not make eye contact, nor do they
want to be near others. But something happened today.
They seemed drawn to Timothy. It was as if they
could sense his distress. Even Ms. Rose, who has been here the
least amount of time, is drawn to him.

Her aunt told me she
suffered from her mother’s sickness. That she had been trying to
deal with it, but when her mother past, Dorothy became unreachable.
I have seen many illnesses. I knew Ms. Ross’s aunt was not being
honest. She did not want to be stuck with
a child. After evaluating Ms. Ross, my conclusion was confirmed.
Ms. Rose’s state was the result of losing her mother. When I
reached out to her Aunt Clair, I had learned that she had abandoned
the girl. When the news had been related to the child, her state
grew worse. She closed herself off. She ate very little, and then
she tried to end her life.

I believed Ms. Rose to be
different than the other children. I believed her mother’s illness
was something other than mental. When reaching out to find the
aunt, I learned differently. Those that knew Dorothy said she was a
lively child, and believed she was heartbroken over her mother’s
passing. They believed the aunt contributed to her mother’s death
to gain an estate. Something she lost in Boston.
But there was something more to this story. After
the events of today, I believe there is. Ms. Rose’s behavior was
the same as those who believe in something dark.
They believe it to be real.

The faint sounds of their voices still speak
to me. “Do not fear The Darkness. We are with you.”







Dorothy Rose











The dream has long left me as I lay
underneath the covers. My gown clings to my skin. The covers are
still heavy, but I dare not move. I know I am in my tiny room. I
know I have been left behind. The pain, I fear, will never leave
me.

I allow the tear to fall
from my eye. I am awake, and I do not wish to be. The ray of light
stretches across the ceiling, chasing away the darkness and the
dream. I hear the soft click of my door. My heartbeat quickens.
Normally I would not react to someone entering my room, but I know
it is not my shite nurse or the doctor. I
remain staring at the ceiling as I watch from the corner of my eye.
My door opens slowly. I can see the figure standing in my door
afraid to enter. Slowly, I turn my head toward the door.

A soft light comes from my half open door. A
long shadow is cast along the floor. My visitor still does not
move. Something inside me awakens. Something of my old self.
Removing the heavy blankets, I set up. The figure twitches, taking
a step back, “please don’t leave me.”

The shadow on the floor stops at the sound
of my voice. My voice. A sound I haven’t heard in a while. I have
imagined it, but to my own ears it sounds strange. I don’t know why
I even spoke to my visitor. This person felt different. Not like
Dr. Hamish’s workers. Something about them felt wrong, but my
visitor felt safe. My visitor felt real.

My feet touch the cold tile floor. I take a
step and then another. I know I am moving. It feels real. I know I
am awake. I feel like me. Not the Dorothy who is trapped and
afraid. I reach the door and I see him. He stands a head taller. He
has brown curly hair and brown eyes. He looks at me unmoving. His
hand still rest on my door knob.

Afraid he might leave, my breath shutters as
I quickly say, “Hi.”

It was a simply word, but it carried so much
meaning. From the look on his face, I believed he understood. His
expression softens. I can see he is really looking at me. “I’m
Dorothy.” His breath comes out as a soft gasp as he response, “Hi.
I’m Timothy.”

My hand touches the door, slowly pulling it
open. He is like me, I thought. I fight back the emotions that have
suddenly burst inside me. The idea of knowing I am not alone
overwhelms me.

“Will you talk to me?” A tear escapes as I
say the words. The emotions within me were harder to fight than I
thought. I needed someone to speak with. I knew he was the one.
How, I can’t explain. He felt like mom. He felt like me. He felt of
light and happiness. He felt like dreams. I felt his hand touch my
face. His thumb gently whips away my tear.

“For as long as you want me to.”


Timothy Reign











I don’t know what possessed me to touch her
face, but I had to make sure she was real. I have only ever seen
her appear in Laguna Lake. Her eyes remind me of home. To see them
cry made my heart ache. But to hear her need me, I don’t know…I
felt complete. Unafraid. Ready to face what lies ahead.

I reluctantly let go of her
face. Her wet hair brushes the back of my hand. It was her
nightmare I felt. I take a step into her room. It was the same as
mine, only plain. No pictures or drawings to color the pale empty
space we are forced to dwell in. I walk toward the window to let in
the moonlight. I hear the soft click of
her door. I turn to see her step lightly toward me. Her pale blue
nightgown hangs off her shoulder. Her long dark hair still sticks
to her skin. I know how her nightmare made her feel. She is still
shaken by it.

“The moonlight will protect
you from Darkness. It is a gift from the Ray.”

Her right hand touches the bed. Her fingers
pinch the blankets as she looks out the window. “I don’t
understand.”

Her voice is soft. She doesn’t want to sound
weak, but I can hear how broken she is. “I know. I can’t imagine
what it must be like for you. You had a life in the Real. I
didn’t.”

She stops pinching her blanket. She sets on
the edge of her bed. Her hands now lay in her lap. I can see the
thin cuts on her wrist. She doesn’t look at me. Her eyes stay
focused on the floor. A moment passes and I am afraid I lost her.
She has escaped back into her torment, but then she suddenly looks
up at me. Her green eyes glisten in the moon’s light. “How do you
know that? That I was born here.”

“I am from the Veil. Those
of us from our world don’t handle the Real very well. You are
different.”

“How?”

“It’s hard to explain.” I
want to keep her talking. I want her to ask questions. It feels
good to talk to someone. Even though she doesn’t completely
understand she believes. And, I have to admit I enjoy her company.
Her real company. She is no longer an image. She is
real.

“What do you know of the
Veil?”

“Not much.” She states as
she looks away. I hear her sigh, and then she looks back at me. “My
mother use to speak of it, but I always thought it was just a
fairytale place. As I grew older, she became scared. Paranoid. She
spoke more of the Darkness. She told me she found me on the edge of
it. I never understood what that meant. But, the night she left
me….”

I can tell that memory was painfully as she
looks back toward the floor. I felt her pain. She loved her mother,
and now she was gone.

I walk over to set beside her. I place my
hands in my lap. I imagine my fingers lightly touching her hand,
and she allows it. Her fingers entwine with mine. One day I will
know that feeling, but for now I sit beside her, my hands in my
lap, happy. “It will be ok. You will see. I will help you.”

She looks up, stares straight ahead, a small
smile plays on her lips. Soft, pink lips, I hope to one day kiss.
“How can you help me? According to the doctor we are broken. To the
shite nurses we are burdens. No one here believes in us.”

“None of them matter.” And
they don’t. Dr. Hamish was harmless. He was a norm that believed he
could fix the broken minds of his patients. But, some of his staff
is dark. Something from Nightmare has attached to them. I couldn’t
remember before, but now I do. They felt like the Shade that
attacked the Land of Dreams. I always felt I was alone here,
surrounded by the enemy, but not anymore. I heard my people. They
still live, and I have been led to her. “We were meant to find one
another. I know that now. We will help each other.”


Ray








I stand in my tower, atop Crystal Castle, in
dismay over the destruction of the land. My brother, Nightmare,
ruler of Darkness, finally found a way in, sending his assassin
Shade. During her attack most of my subjects in the distant land
fell. Those in the city fought off the Shadows. My Sparks guided
the children through the Veil. It was a risk, but it had to be
done. It is unfortunate that most are not accepted in the Real. I
tried to find them suitable host. A mind that would be compatible,
but it seems the children are suffering.

I watched as Timothy found his way through.
Grateful he can find his way, but unfortunate he cannot control the
doorway. I can only hope that Timothy can get through to Dorothy.
Her mother’s sacrifice will never be forgotten. Timothy’s sister
left to guard Dorothy in the Real.

As the moon beams down over the land, I see
it touch upon the lake. The light in our world also touches the
Real. I know it will watch over Timothy. I know it will help
protect him. He has lost so much. His family served me well. It is
with great sadness I must ask him to do the same. The children are
in danger in the Real. It is up to Timothy to lead them home. As
for Dorothy, she will have to remain behind. She was never meant
for this world. Glimmer interfered with the law, but for good
reason. The child’s gift will be needed in the Real. Together they
will protect this land and return the Land of Dreams back to its
full glory.


Dorothy Rose











I set on my window seal, looking out at the
fading moon. Timothy returned to his room hours ago. His absence
weighs on my mind even though he is only a few rooms away. I feel
like I will return to the in between, lost to the Real, but aware
that I walk in it. I replay our conversation. It felt good to speak
with someone. My strange questions were so normal to him. I know if
I were to speak my thoughts to the doctor, my stay here would be
longer.

The side of my face has grown numb from the
pressure of my knee, but I do not move. My hair tickles the bare
skin that is no longer covered by my gown. I know I should move,
but I don’t. I stay, setting in my window, while my head rest on my
knees, I pull them closer to my chest as my arms wrap tightly
around my legs. I feel my eyes grow heavy as my mind drifts into
sleep.

“Dorothy! Dorothy, were are
you?”

I set on the floor with my colors and paper.
A large smile forms on my face as I giggle, “I’m here. Mama, I’m
right here.”

“Oh, so I see.” She said,
pretending to look surprise, “How could I have missed such a sweet
thing?”

I allow my eyes to close, reliving one of
the many happy days with mama. I am six years old. She always
pretended she could not find me when she wanted to play a game or
do something fun.

“What game are we playing
today mama?”

“How about we take a stroll
instead. Say to Laguna Lake to feed Uncle Henry and Aunt
Em.”

“Okay mama.” Mom helps me
from the floor. We put away my crayons and paper and head out the
back door. I remember the feel of the soft grass on my skin. I
loved how it tickled my toes. As we strolled toward mom’s Laguna
Lake, I held her hand as she told me stories of the mermaids that
lived at the bottom. She told me how they helped guard the magic of
the glittering City. She also said that the lake was also a looking
glass. If the mermaids felt I held the right magic, I could see
into the Land of Dreams.

I remember that day so clearly. It’s strange
to feel six again. To feel normal. To just be myself.

“Mama?”

“Yes, Dorothy.”

“How come you left your
dream land behind? Didn’t you like it there?”

My mom’s face fell for a moment. I don’t
remember her being so sad. She took my hand as she walks beside me.
“I left for you. My sweet Dorothy Rose. The Land of Dreams is a
beautiful place, but you needed to be in this world. You are a
gift. One that will be cherished.”

“Why?”

“You will see when you are
older. Now, we must hurry. Uncle Henry and Aunt Em are hungry. We
must feed them before they work themselves into a frenzy.” We laugh
at her imitation of Aunt Emilie from her favorite movie as we run
toward the pond to feed our two favorite geese.

The dream fades into light. I feel my body
move. I’m weightless. My body falls, but not fast. I land on a soft
cloud. I feel warmth cover my body and I know I am back in the
between. I am in my bed, but I will not wake. I want my eyes to
stay closed. I want to dream of white clouds and flying. I want to
walk in the Land of Dreams.


Timothy Reign











5:45 am. I feel her finally drift into
dreams; her nightmare forgotten for the moment. I set at my table,
looking up at my drawings of home. I understand Dorothy’s need to
feel normal. To just be one’s self. I wish for that too, but in the
Real, we can’t. We must pretend to be like the norm.

5:49 am. I feel her dream shifts. She feels
light, and she believes she sores through the clouds. She likes
being in the clouds. Soon, I will find a way through the Veil. I
will take her and we will soar the clouds together.

5:51 am. I hear the click of my door. I hear
his feet stomp into my room. “Awe, nice to see you up.” He walks to
my table; placing the tray in front of me. Leaving my side, he
walks to the window to open the curtains wide. “How are we feeling
today Timothy?” The light of the new morning sun touch my room. “As
well as I meant to, Louis.”

Ignoring my statement, Louis sighs, “I need
you to eat today Timothy. Dr. Hamish said you need plenty of food
after your spell yesterday.”

I see Louis’s shadow on my wall. He doesn’t
stand to my height, but he is strong. I know if I make him angry,
he will force me to eat. I look at my tray to see the bowl of Cream
of Wheat and juice. “Not what you desire. Well, too bad. It’s more
than you deserve. Now eat.”

“That will be all Louis.” Another shadow
enters my room.

“Dian, didn’t hear you come in.”

“How could you? You were too busy being an
ass to our patient.”

“Look here woman; you have no right speaking
to me in that manner.”

“I have all the right and you know it. Don’t
think for one instant I don’t know how you and the other orderlies
treat these patients. They are sick Louis, and they need our help.
If you can’t keep your temper in check, you will find yourself
working in the mill. Now go.”

I listen to Louis huff his way out of the
room. Nurse Whitfield walks over to my table. “I’m sorry about
Louis. He has good intentions, but his temper says differently. But
he is right about you needing to eat. You will need your
strength.”

She places a hand on my shoulder. I do not
flinch, nor am I afraid of her voice. She does not sound like the
others. Her voice is light. Her voice is like home.


The Shadows











We set, waiting for the
master, tired and anxious. Forced to chase our remaining enemy into
the Real, we hide behind the faces of a new prey.
A new race, so easily manipulated, a simple
thought and they fall.

“How much longer must we
stay here? Why not just do away with the brats?”

“Because you impatient fool, we have orders
to retrieve the children. These things have to be done just right.
Besides, we must make sure we do not damage the Gift. The master
will be most unpleased if we mess up again.”

“Bah, load of rubbish if
you ask me.”

“I didn’t ask. Besides, I
believe our time here is almost over. When the master finds out
Sparks are here, our plans will soon change. We need to just do our
job until then. Don’t do anything foolish to make them suspect
us.”

“If the Sparks are here, we
can’t wait. We need to snatch the brats and go back to Nightmare.
So what if we lose a few norms. It’s not like they have a chance
against us.”


Dr. Hamish








Sleep has evaded me once
again. I have become lost in to the many thoughts of the children
that I have had no success in curing. I
roam my halls, listening, observing what my eyes see. I notice the
wanders. Adult patients lost in old memories. I hear the screamers.
I noticed the scared. I document everything, but the children I
cannot understand. Most walk in a haze. Remaining unresponsive I
have found it difficult to break though their strong built walls.
Timothy has been my only true communication, and he has been no
resolve.

I step out of the halls into the main foyer.
I need to see the sun. I need a moment from these halls. I open the
large mahogany doors and step out into the light glow of the new
morning. I close my eyes and breathe in deep. Taking in the fresh
air, my head begins to clear. A light chill touches my face.
Slowly, I open my eyes, grateful to be reminded of the real
world.

“Hurry little rabbit, or you will be
late.”

I turn at the sound of a child. To my
surprise, my youngest patient sets in the flower bed, covered in
dirt. His clothes are wet and stained. His thin frame shivers from
the morning chill, but he sets, staring into the rose bush. “Hurry
little rabbit. Don’t want to be late.”

Not wanting to scare young Mr. Mathis, I
walk quietly over to where he sets. The very idea of this child
outside has baffled me. How could my staff be so negligent? How
often has he stepped foot outside, unattended? How long has he sat
here? “Hurry little rabbit. Don’t have much time.”

As I reach him, the scares of his recent
treatment become visible. A knot forms in my throat as my heart
aches for him. His body moves back and forth. Swaying in its usual
rhythm as he sets. “To late little rabbit. Times up.”

“Mr. Mathis.” His body stops rocking. He
remains still. “Quinn. It’s alright. It’s Dr. Hamish.”

I place my hand on his shoulder. His body
grows stiff. “Don’t be afraid. I’m here to help you. Why are you
out here? Who let you out?”

Mr. Mathis remains still. Like all the rest,
he becomes mute. “I’m sorry Quinn. Let me get you back inside.”

His body becomes lax as I help him stand.
From the cold I felt from his body, he has been in the flower bed
for hours. His clothes are wet and stained. He does not speak to
me. He allows me to guide him back in. Once inside, I instruct the
nurse maid Glenda to clean and change the child. As she took him
from me, I could see something in his hazed eyes. I can’t be for
certain, but I could almost see sadness. As he slowly walks away I
hear his soft voice, “To late little rabbit. To late…too late.”


Timothy Reign






Mrs. Whitfield sat as I ate
the food that was brought to me. This was something new. None of
the nurses, orderlies, or maids stayed once the food was brought to
us. Normally they would not care, until they return to see the food
untouched. Some just retrieved the trays and left, but orderlies
like Louis are different. You can feel the anger they carry within
them. Many mornings Louis demonstrates his anger. He has proven to
be strong and his good intensions are well hidden behind his
temper. Part of me could not help but feel
that my nurse was protecting me, but why now?

“That’s good Timothy. We need you to eat. We
need you to be strong. It’s the only way to get well.”

I look at the many splotches of color, left
behind from my haze drawings, on my white table. I can almost see
an image within the colors. I have become so fascinated by them I
have forgotten to listen to Mrs. Whitfield. It wasn’t until I heard
her say Dorothy’s name I tuned back in, but it was too late. She
had stopped talking.

I take a quick glance out
of the corner of my eye. I see she sets there, unmoving, staring at
me. My blood runs cold. I feel the urge to run, but my body doesn’t
want to move. The hairs on my arms and neck rise.
I almost say something when I hear the faint
voice of a small boy, “It’s too late little rabbit. To late…too
late.”


Dorothy Rose











“Dorothy, you must not fall to Darkness.
Follow the light. It will guide you. It will protect you.” I hear
her voice. She is so close, but I cannot see her. Her voice is
calm. “I have done all I can for you. Stay away from the Dark
Forest. She will find you my sweet Dorothy Rose.”

I feel my eyes flutter as the dream of white
clouds and my mother’s voice fades away. I am aware of the heavy
blankets that cover me. I take a deep breath and sigh as I know I
am waking. I can no longer sleep. I can no longer dream. I have to
walk in the Real. I have to know what happened to me. I need to
understand what my mother saved me from.

“To late little rabbit. To late…too
late.”

My eyes open at the sound of a faint voice.
I don’t know why. I know how long I have been here, and I have
never cared about the strange voices that wonder the hall. But this
voice was different. I can’t explain why. It just is. I sit up and
quickly get out of bed. I walk over to my door. Out my window I can
see a small child, wearing dirty pajamas, being guided back to his
room. The boy was so small. His head was shaven, which made his
scares visible.

He was being guided by one of the maids. “To
late little rabbit. Too late.”

I didn’t understand. Why is he repeating
those words? Why did I care? I don’t know why, but I felt his words
were a warning. They had to be, but for whom and from what? I
needed to speak with Timothy. He was the only one who can make
since of this feeling.

I reach for the door only to stop. Something
felt wrong. I felt my blood go cold. “It’s good to see you are
finally awake Dorothy.”

I turn to see my shite of a nurse standing
in the far corner of the room, covered in darkness. I don’t move. I
am frozen. Something about her feels wrong. She feels dark. Like
the shadow that lingered in my mother’s room the night she was
taken from me.

“I’d hoped to have a conversation, but it
seems time is not on your side.”

I don’t understand what she is saying. My
body was frozen, but my thoughts were spiraling out of control.

“I’ve grown tired of waiting. You and the
rest of these pests are going to return with me.”

I see her step from the shadow. Her short
stout frame looks haunting. Her eyes are dark and her skin looked
almost gray. I feel my hand reach for the door. “You can’t escape
me.”

I turn the knob, the door opens, and I run.
My heart pounds in my chest as I run down the hall. I hear my name
being called, but I do not stop. I don’t want to see, I don’t want
to feel. The sun shines through the windows, but they are no longer
windows. I am no longer in the hall of the hospital. I am in the
forest.


Dr. Hamish











I see her running toward me. I see the fear
in her eyes. She is awake, but not completely. I call out to her.
Telling my orderlies to stand back, I wait for her to reach me. I
reach out my arms to catch her. Surprised by her strength, I hold
on tight, “Dorothy! Dorothy it’s alright! You are save here. Calm
down child.’

She stops struggling to
stare up at me. Her emerald eyes are truly open, and I see only
fear. I know she must be confused. This must all be very
frightening to her. “It’s Dr.
Hamish, Dorothy. I will not hurt
you.”

“Dr. Hamish, sir. Are you alright? She
didn’t hurt you?”

I feel Ms. Rose grip tightening on my arms.
Nurse Dermal now stands by my side. Out of breath from chasing her
patient, I look down at my nurse. Her thick black hair is pulled
back tight. I see the signs of age as streaks of silver glisten
from sweat. Her dark gray eyes look at me in frustration.

“No, Ms Dermal, she did not.”

“I’ll just take her back then.”

As my nurse reaches for my patient, I since
Ms. Rose did not want to return with Ms. Dermal. She looks at me,
pleading almost. “That will not be necessary. I am sure Ms. Rose
needs time to adapt, now that she is awake, but I would like to
speak to her. Help calm her. I am sure this must be most
distressing to her. I will return Ms. Rose.”

I can tell this did not please Ms. Dermal,
but Dorothy seemed to relax. It was in this moment, I realized that
I must be overlooking something. As I guide Ms. Rose away, I take
notice to the eyes that watch me. Something has most defiantly been
overlooked, and I must be careful in uncovering the truth.

“You are alright Dorothy. You are safe with
me. I will take you to my office. We can talk about the events that
have led you here.”

As we walk to my office, I feel her grip
loosen. I sense her trust me. I feel she is not afraid, and in that
moment I glimpse something strange. I do not see my hall. I no
longer walk in my hospital, but in a forest of gold light.


Sparks











Time was indeed running out. I leave the
table, aware of Timothy’s confusion. The Shadows have found them.
Lord Ray as sent us to retrieve the children, but we have arrived
too late. Darkness has sent in his Shadows, and they are watching
Timothy and Dorothy close. I watch as one of my fellow Sparks
guides the young one back to his room. His warning has been
heard.

I hear the commotion nearby. I turn to see
Dorothy run out of her room. A Shadow lingers behind as her nurse
follows. I step out of Timothy’s room, towards Dorothy’s. I know it
is dangerous to expose my shield, but our time is up. I must take
the risk to protect Ms. Rose.

I see a young orderly nearby. Our eyes meet
and I can feel the Spark within him. I make a slight motion, and he
heads towards Timothy’s room. We are unaware of how many Shadows
linger near the patients, so I dare not leave Timothy alone. Once
Timothy was guarded I make my way into Dorothy’s room.

I step in and the room is bathed in the new
morning light. The pale white room seems completely empty, except
for the Shadow in the far right corner of the room. I feel my power
grow in the light. I believe the Shadow has identified my shield.
It is aware of who we are. I walk toward the window. Opening the
curtains wide, I give the Shadow very little room to move around
the room.

“Your time is up Spark.”
The Shadow hisses. Without its shield, it is powerless. I turn to
face my enemy. “We know your shields. You will not stop
us.”

“And I know of your shields Shadow. And
yours will no longer be needed.” Without anymore hesitation, I step
out of my shield, and release my full power. Nightmare’s Shadow
hisses from the full strength of my inner light. I fill the room,
leaving no corner untouched, vaporizing the threat to Dorothy.

Pulling back my light, I step back into
Nurse Whitfield. I sense her confusion, but I quickly take control
of her consciousness. I leave the curtains open. Making sure the
room is still bathed in the light of the sun; I turn towards the
door only to meet the eyes of Timothy.


Timothy Reign











I could not explain what was happening. I
heard the warning, I saw nurse Whitfield leave, and then Markus
enter. I felt something happening. Markus seemed different.
Guarded. Then, the Shadow appeared. Markus was no longer Markus. A
fight between light and dark took place in my room. My thoughts
quickly turn to Dorothy. I ran from my room. Looking towards
Dorothy’s, and I saw the light. Her room was bathed in a radiant
glow, but no one seemed to notice. I quickly walk toward her room
to see the Spark enter nurse Whitfield.

“Timothy, why are you out
of your room?”

I could not hide my surprise. Words failed
me.

“Timothy, it’s alright. We are here to
help.”

I can hear nurse Whitfield speak, but I
can’t move. I wanted to say something, but my words would not form.
It was as if I had forgotten how.

“Timothy, there is no need
to fear me. Lord Ray has sent us to help you.”

In that moment, something
changed in me. I felt awake. Not the kind of awake I have been
stuck here in the Real, but truly awake. They know me. The real me.
I heard it in the sound of my name. They
were sent for me. She spoke of Lord Ray. I am not asleep. I take a
few steps toward my nurse… no, not my nurse. A spark.

I feel my voice returning. The words are
there, but all I can manage is a whisper, “You’ve cross the
Veil.”


Dorothy Rose











I felt the hairs on my arms rise as the
chill sets in. I allowed Dr. Hamish to guide me away from my shite
nurse. My nerves felt twisted from the relief the doctor unknowing
gave me. He could have easily given me back to the foul creature
that had been waiting in my room. A server of Darkness. A
Shadow.

“It’s alright Dorothy.
Everything will be just fine. I’m guiding you to my office so we
can talk. I know this all must be very confusing for you, but I
assure you that you are safe.”

I tried to fight back the laugh that wanted
to burst forth. I tried, but still released a sound that insured I
did not believe him. I refused to look at him. Instead I look
nervously around the halls. The sounds that filled them where
unnerving. This halls where not filled with silence. No, I heard
the minds of the patients that dwell here. Some cry out, screaming
randomly. I watched as some wander in a daze. Lost to the world
they live in. I hear crying. I hear too much. I want to shut it
out, but I know I can’t. I can’t go back to the between. I must
stay awake. It is the only way to avoid the Shadows.

“I know you don’t believe
me Dorothy. It’s natural. But, I hope that I can convince you that
what I say is true. I want you to trust me. I want you to feel safe
here. I only want to help you. In time, when you feel the need to
talk, you will see that you can confide in me Dorothy.”

I did not know how to respond to that. I
knew he was not like the Shadows that lurk in the corners of this
hospital. I doubt he even knows they are here. He did not feel like
Timothy either. Dr. Hamish just felt safe. Harmless. Blind. I know
I can trust him in some ways, but I cannot confide in him. He would
not understand. He is of the Real.

The very thought of that made me feel
insane. I use to believe I was of the Real. I use to believe I was
normal, but now I don’t what I am. Timothy explained the Veil, the
Land of Dreams, and The Darkness. Things my mother told me in her
stories. To hear them again, but from some ones made like I was the
strange one and my mother was normal.

I felt my body twitch without consent as my
eyes glance in every direction. I was afraid. Now that I am awake I
live my mother’s paranoia. I feel the eyes of the unknown on me.
They are watching. They are waiting and once Dr. Hamish is done
talking to me I will no longer be protected. The Darkness is here,
and it calls to me.


Dr. Hamish











The image of the forest soon fades as I walk
with Ms. Rose. The golden light quickly changes to a soft glow, and
my halls are visible once again. To erase my befuddlement I try to
comfort Ms. Rose. I had to be careful. I did not want her escaping
back into her mind. I needed to keep her awake. For the moment she
seemed to allow my company. I know she does not feel safe. I know
she is confused by what is happening. I’m sure my staff has not
acted appropriately toward my patients. Ms. Rose’s subconscious is
aware of Ms. Derma’s behavior. That explains Ms. Rose’s behavior
toward her nurse. I could see the plea for help. She did not want
to return with her nurse. If my assumption is true, then I am truly
ashamed of my blindness.

As we walk the halls, I notice Ms. Rose. She
seems skittish. The sounds of the halls can be quiet disturbing for
the first time. I remember my first time here. I too was very
young. In those days more patients were housed here, and some could
be very dangerous. I hide the scars that linger from my youth. I do
not speak of my experience. I refuse the old practices. I know all
too well the results of those practices. Nightmares are born from
them. I fight the nightmare by helping those who were once like me.
I will help them. I will save them from their darkness.

They are still so young. They have a life I
want them live, and to be happy and dream in peace. I know Ms. Rose
has had a rough time. She grew up with a mentally ill mother.
Unaware that it was not normal until it was too late. Her aunt was
of no help. From what I learned her aunt only made things worse. I
have tried to keep a close eye on Dorothy’s estate. Once she is
well she can return home and reclaim her life, but I must make sure
she will cause no harm to herself. Now that she is awake I am in
hopes I can get her to accept that what happened to her mother was
not her fault. She could not have stopped the events that led to
her mother’s departure from this world.

It will take some time, but I know I can
help save this young soul. In time we will help each other.


Timothy Reign











The moment I spoke, I regretted my words.
What if I was only dreaming? What if I stood in front of a norm?
Nurse Whitfield would surely report me to good old Dr. Hamish. He
would request more meetings and administer more meds. How could I
have allowed myself to speak? Just when I thought the worst, Nurse
Whitfield smiled.

“Yes, Timothy. I have
crossed the Veil. Just like others. We are here to help you.
Darkness has sent his Shadows. They are led by his assassin Shade.
They are meant to capture the children we sent through the Veil
during the attack. We are here now to send you home.”

Home. I have longed for
home. The place where I truly belong. The place where I can just
be, and believe in what is my Real. It has been so long. I have
tried so many times to return. I have tried and failed. I look at
Nurse Whitfield and I want to believe. I want to trust her, but I
have been in the Real too long. I have learned to guard myself. I
have learned that what I believe is my truth is a lie. Nurse
Whitfield looks and feels safe. I believe I have seen the spark,
but what if this is all a trick of the Real? I can’t allow myself
to fall for it. I must not fall for it. I must protect myself, so I
can protect the others. So I can protect
her. Dorothy.

“What has happened to
Dorothy?”

“She is fine Timothy, for
now. She is with Dr. Hamish.”

“Timothy, there you are.
Dian!”

“Markus. What
happened?”

I turned to see the orderly Markus, or
should I say the Spark that eliminated the Shadow that lingered in
my room. He stares at my curiously, wondering if he should speak. I
too wonder, not if he should speak, but of what he will say.

“It’s alright Markus.
Timothy is safe. The more we speak to him, the more he will
understand and trust us.”

“A Shadow. Nothing I could
not handle.”

“Another. They are becoming
desperate if they are attacking during the day. We will have to be
on high alert. We need to identify all the children and start the
crossing.”

“But what of Dorothy? She
is not meant to cross?”

I could not help it. The sound of her name
touched my heart. I could not hold back the questions that where
burning inside me. They spoke of Dorothy. “What do you mean? What
is to become of her?”

Markus and Nurse Whitfield exchanged a look
I did not understand. I knew they were trying to decide what to
say. I knew I should not fall into the trap, but if Dorothy was in
danger I needed to be aware. I needed to help her.

Nurse Whitfield turned her gaze from Markus,
her expression was soft. “Tell me Timothy, how much do you know
about Ms. Rose?”


Once Upon A Time











Once upon a time there was a world of
emptiness, an infinite void, hidden from the worlds that surround
it.

Never seen.

Never touched.

A huge gray world, never meant for life,
remained cold.

Silent.

Forgotten.

Until the moment two worlds collide. The two
worlds have been at war since their creation–a world of light and
dreams, and a world of darkness and nightmare. Now the once empty
world is filled with light, dark, and the need for life. The once
empty world is now filled with conflict. Hurting from this new
pain, the once silent world tries to calm the chaos.

Creating life from dark and light.

A creation of love and hate.

A creation of being.

A creation of Silhouette.


Dorothy Rose











I stepped into Dr. Hamish’s office. My
nerves were still unsettled by the surroundings of the hospital.
The thought of me standing among the patients was also unsettling.
Those who stood in silence, lost to thoughts of their mind, blind
to the Real, only seeing through the Veil, those patients were me.
It was strange to see myself as the doctor has seen me. I wondered
what he truly thought of me. I knew I had to be careful what I say,
or he would think I have only reached the next level of crazy.

“Here we are Ms. Rose. You
are safe in here, I assure you. Please sit.”

I look around the doc’s office to keep from
looking at him. I knew he was analyzing me. I could feel his gaze.
Stalling for time, I take in his furnishings. A small leather brown
couch facing his desk. Book cases filled with books. Pictures of
what I was guessing to be meant as art. Brown and red colors décor
this small simple office. I beam of gold light makes its way across
the floor. I stare at it, and feel the warmth it gives. Reaching
out I place my fingers into the light and watch as the light
touches my skin. It feels so warm, but the serene moment is soon
gone when my eyes fall on the thin cutes along my wrist. I quickly
pull my hand back.

“I can imagine this all
seems strange to you Dorothy. I can help you…If you will speak to
me.”

Looking away from the light I turn to look
at Dr. Hamish. He stares at me through his wire specs with what
looks like concern. Questions race through my mind. What will he
ask of me? What if he does not like my answers? What if he is one
of them? I don’t know what to think or feel. Should I speak to him
or should I say nothing. I don’t belong here. I’m not safe. I want
to leave, but I know I can’t. Not now. I need to be here for him.
For Timothy.

“What do you want to
know?”

He gives me a sympathetic look as if he
knows my pain. He places his pen down on his desk and clasps his
hands together. “First, let’s just start with how you are feeling
and go from there. I know this is strange. You have been with me
for weeks and you have lost. Tell anything you wish. I am here to
help you.”

I thought about this, but I didn’t know
where to start. How did I feel? Scared. Nervous. Paranoid. But why?
Oh, that’s right, I learned my mom is not from this world. She
stole me from Darkness and hid me away. When we were found I
learned that I was not normal and I could not go with her. She left
me behind. She left me to face the monsters alone, but I could not
say these things. So I say what he wants to here, “I feel lost. I
feel broken.”


Timothy Reign











Ms. Whitfield’s question took me by
surprise. I knew nothing of Dorothy, but what I’ve seen through the
lake and her dream. What was the nurse/spark looking for? Is she
testing me?

“Only that she is afraid,
and not like me.”

Ms. Whitfield gives a cool smile as if she
knows I am being careful. I want answers, but I do not want to
cause any more harm to Dorothy. So I must remain calm, and play a
mental game of chess. It is the only way to survive in the
Real.

“You are correct Timothy.
She is not like you. She is not from our world. She did not cross
the Veil.”

Ms. Whitfield speaks her words very slowly.
Giving me time to understand what she spoke. The question is at the
edge of my tongue. I want to ask, but am afraid of revealing
something I shouldn’t. So I state, “I will not leave her
alone.”

“We have no choice.” Marcus
spoke up. “You and the others are our mission. Dorothy must stay
behind.”

“Why?”

“Why else? She was born
from Darkness.”

I remained still. Quiet. I could not believe
what I was hearing. Dorothy born for Darkness. How could that be? I
did not feel it within her. I felt only light and love. I felt
sorrow and fear. Nothing that led me to believe she was from the
Shadow world.

 

“I can see this is hard for
you Timothy, but what I speak is true.”

I look at nurse Whitfield. She seems
unmoving. Her words feel like ice running through my veins. They
hurt, but she speaks them anyway. “How can that be? I felt nothing
of Darkness within her. She felt like home.”

“She is a Silhouette. The
merge of Dark and Light. Meant for Darkness, she was stolen away
before claimed. She never entered the Veil. Silhouettes are created
on the edge of the Real. But if she should enter our world,
Darkness will claim her and use her as a weapon against
us.”

I did not want to believe it. I know what I
felt from her touch. I know what I saw in her emerald eyes. She was
not dark. She cannot be. She lived in light. I watched her as she
grew. The girl from the lake. The one who stole my heart. The
Sparks were wrong. Dorothy was not meant for Darkness. She is light
and I will not leave her behind.


Darkness











I feel her breath against my ear. Whispering
words I was meant to hear. Words that meant to chill me. Words that
can destroy me. I feel her hate. I feel her desire. I am her
vessel. I am hers…always.

“You were meant for me.”
She repeats. “You are mine. She stole you, hide you in the light.
But I found you. I came for you. You know me. Submit to me…for you
are just like me.”

I want to scream. I want to break free of
the voice that haunts me. I do not want to belong. I do not want to
submit, but I can feel it. I feel her darkness in me. I cannot run
from it. I feel my world shatter at the thought. All the light I
once cherished fades into the blackness of my mind.

“Do not deny me. You know
my words are true.”

I feel numb. I feel lost. My mind is broken.
How can I fight? How can I win? He will not save me, and I can’t
save him. I have betrayed him. I will lose him. The Darkness will
win.
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He asks of her. Question after question of
our life, and of the day she left. He asks of my aunt. How and why
she came to stay with us. He asked how I felt. My answers were
simple. But then he wanted to know things. Things I knew he would
not understand. Things I did not want to share.

“Dorothy, I know this is
hard for you, but the only way to truly be well is to talk to me.
Help me understand your pain. Allow me to evaluate you so that you
can go home.”

Home. What was home but an empty house
filled with silence. It is a place where the ghost of her memory
now dwells. My thumb traces the cut on my wrist. The skin, no
longer smooth, but rough do to the poor cut. I trace the line, like
a protruding vein, reminding me I failed. “You wish to know my pain
Dr. Hamish? You wish to understand my suffering, so you can feel
better about your own. I am not asleep. I am awake, and I was not
nor am I a fool. I will not speak of things I do not wish to. My
pain is my own, and only I can tame it.”

“I never said you were a
fool. I understand you do not trust. I also understand that it is
not healthy to lock away your feelings. You have suffered. For a
long time I imagine, though you have not always felt like you have.
Your mother was ill. You watched her slowly die. You have been
abandoned. I understand Dorothy. But what I ask is to learn how you
feel, so that I can help you get better. You tried to tame your
hurt by cutting yourself. Do you not remember? All that has taken
place is not of your doing, nor could you have prevented them. I
cannot allow you to leave if I fear you will harm yourself again,
or if I believe your hurt will cause harm to others. So please,
talk to me.”

I hear his words, but I do not know how to
respond. What does he want from me? I’ve answered his questions.
What more could I possible say. He can’t understand me. He can’t
erase my pain, or fix my problem because he would never believe. My
mother was not ill. She came from a different world, but I could
not tell him that. I could not tell him that I am now pursued by
Darkness. I could not tell him of the voice that speaks to me. “My
pain is my own Dr. Hamish, and only I can tame it.”


The Calling of the Veil











The silence has been broken here on the
edge. Trapped, locked away from the child I have called my own,
punished for my interference. It was not my place to take what was
meant for another life, but I could not let her be claimed. I
understood her to be a sacrifice. A tool for war, but I could not
let her fall. This was not her fight. My choice was honorable, or
so I thought. I see her in the light. Weak and afraid, I could feel
her, for just a moment.

I did not want to leave, but had no choice.
This was the only way. I showed her a glimpse, but could not let
her enter. Darkness is waiting. So she must remain. She must live
in the light of the Real. It is the only way to save her, but I
fear he will undo what I have fought so hard to prevent. He will
not do it out of hate, he will out of love. I can see it. Even
trapped here in the Lost World, I can see it.

She stands in light. He can
feel her warmth. But he does not understand. The Veil is calling to
me now. My time has come to return home. I hear my people calling.
I did not lose my power. I am still strong, and when Timothy
returns, I will be with him. To heal him. To help him understand,
we must let go of the ones we love to do what is right. My sweet
Dorothy Rose. I did all I could. Don’t let the Darkness call to
you. Let the light lead you. I will always
be with you.


Dorothy Rose











I will always be with you.
I hear her voice as I am awake. Not just in dreams. I can almost
feel her sorrow for leaving, but I know she is home. Back in her
Land of Dreams. Her real Oz. I set at the table in the dining hall,
released by Dr. Hamish after an unsuccessful meeting, looking out
the window, watching the patients walk in the yard. Lost souls,
left to wonder, abandoned by their families. Families, like mine,
that do not have the time or patients to deal with those who are
different. I hate being awake. As I stare
out the window my thoughts become conflicted. I feel sad for those
trapped in memories, unable to know the Real, but happy they are
trapped in moments that made them happy. I envy them, but I am also
glad to not be them.

My thumb traces the thin cuts, a reminder, a
habit I now need. Dr. Hamish wants to know my pain so he can help
me. He wants to understand my torment, but he will never fully
understand. To give in, to speak the truth, is to let Darkness win.
I am awake. I am aware of the Real. That is what my mom wanted. I
may not know where I come from, but she wanted me to be here. She
felt it was safe.

I think back to my home. The only one I have
ever known, wishing I could go back. I would really listen, and
believe in her stories. I know she explained all she could, but I
am so lost. I never fully paid attention. What child would? Her
stories seemed silly. Make believe. I never thought I would believe
in them. I never thought I would fear them. She never let me go
through her doorway, but I saw enough. She cast out the Shadow. She
showed me her world. A world I can never enter completely. A world
that stole her away; leaving me behind.
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I could not listen to Markus or nurse
Whitfield any longer. Their words seemed wrong. Dorothy was not for
Darkness. I could feel the light within. Though it was weak from
her heartache, I knew I could help to strengthen it. I could help
fight off the Darkness that lurks in her dreams. I could help cast
out the nightmares that plague her thoughts and to help her be
happy. I have seen the light in those emerald eyes, and I will see
it again. I will not leave her behind to face Darkness alone.

I left the Sparks for the
dining hall. I needed to be alone before my meeting with Dr.
Hamish. Markus wanted to walk with me, but I had to refuse. The
others needed to be found, and I wanted to be alone. I needed to
gather my thoughts. I needed to understand all that has taken
place. I needed to believe that I was not being drawn out by some
game the doctor was playing. The Real can
be a cruel place.

As I near the dining hall, I felt her. Her
thoughts were conflicted. She felt unsure and sad. She thought of
her home, her mom, and the world she could never enter. I felt my
pulse race. Nurse Whitfield’s words come flooding back to me.
Dorothy knew she could not enter. Her sadness touches my skin, and
I feel my heart ache for her. She needed comfort. She needed a
friend. She needed someone who understood, someone who would not
cast her aside, and someone who would not title her as sick. She
was not ill. Not like some that walk these halls.

I step in the hall, a large
white room, filled with many small tables. The usual patients are
seated; having their daily conversations. I scan the room until I
see her. She sets near the corner, facing one of the many large
windows that line up along the wall. She sets completely still as
she watches those who walk in the yard. It was something I myself
would do when I first wake to the Real. It is a reminder of what I
have lost and the world I am forced to call home.
My bare feet touch the rough stone tile as I
force my way near. Images of her in the lake flash through my mind.
I remember her long dark hair swaying in the wind. The beautiful
smile she held that shone brighter than the sun. I remember saying
one day. Last night felt like a dream. A wonderful dream, but I
know it is no longer a dream. I stand only a few feet away from the
girl who stole my heart. A few feet away from being lost in her
eyes, and feeling the Real fade away. A few more feet my pulse
quickens. My blood flows stronger through my veins as she turns her
gaze away from the window to look into my eyes.


Dorothy Rose











I felt him, though I could not be sure. I
felt his concern, his anger, and the conflict that burns within
him. I felt his need to be alone, but then something changed. As I
sat staring out the window, I felt him grow closer. His memories of
a young me form in his mind. But how was that possible? How could
he have known me? I see my younger self in his eyes, and he is
captivated. His emotions grow stronger, and my pulse quickens.
Something inside me needed to see him. I needed to know the truth.
I see his reflection in the window. I feel the gasp flee from my
lips. The emotional battle within is confusing. I need to hear him.
I need him to explain. I turn my gaze from the glass to stare into
his brown eyes. My heart beats harder. I feel it pound in my chest.
I have missed him.

He looks as if he walks in a dream. His eyes
never leave mine. My breath falters, ‘Hi.’

I speak barely above a whisper. My voice
sounds so weak. Nothing like my old self. I fear he has not heard
me, but his expression changes, and I can see he is really looking
at me. I can see his lip curl on one side. His eyes leave mine as
he looks down at the empty seat next to me. ‘Hi.’ I hear him say. A
simple world, but to someone like me, it held so much meaning.

“Will you stay and talk to me?”

I watch as his eyes quickly scan the room. I
am afraid he will say no. I do not know him well, or how long he
has been here. Does he speak to anyone? I can see a few of the
nurses and orderlies stare at us. They watch in curiosity to see
what we are doing. “You don’t have to.” I whisper to him as I turn
back to the window. “I know they are watching.”

“You’re in my seat.” He says after a short
pause. Confused by his response I look up at him and squint.

“You’re in my seat.” He says again. The tone
never changes as he just stands there looking at me. A small smile
plays on his lips. The smile soon fades as we hear the approach of
a nurse.

“Hello Timothy.”

I can see the nurse unnerves him. Timothy’s
face darkens at the sound. “Will you not look at me Timothy?” Her
voice sounds too sweet. To practiced. Timothy never raises his
eyes. His gaze stays on my empty chair. The nurse smiles, “Maybe
next time.”

Her gaze leaves Timothy to stare at me with
cold blue eyes. “I believe you are sitting in his chair.”

Not liking her tone one bit, I feel my old
self wake just a little. “I believe I was here first and there are
two chairs.”

I can tell she is not use to the patients
speaking back. A few smirks could be heard throughout the hall. Her
expression darkens, “So, you’re not like the others. You
understand, so I will be frank. The patients that come into this
hall have a place of repetition. It would not be wise to change
that. Timothy sits there.”

Not liking this nurse one bit, I fought the
urge to put her in her place. I was here first and Timothy was
speaking to me. His mood seemed fine until she showed up. I return
her gaze, with a glare of my own, and my words are cold and clear.
“You’re right. I’m not like them at all. I am awake and I
understand completely.” The words were already leaving my lips
before any rash thoughts came to mind. I did not know these people.
I have been lost to the between. I should listen and take her
advice, but something told me to stand my ground. “And as I said
before, I believe I was here first and there are two chairs.”


Timothy Reign








Dorothy’s voice breaks through my dark mood.
Wendy has tried several times to speak to me. She has tried several
times to get me to open up, but I know her dark game. Dorothy must
sense it too, because I can feel Dorothy’s mood change.

“Wendy, how many times do I have to tell you
to leave Timothy alone?’

I hear Markus behind me. Wendy, clearly
unhappy by his presents retorts. “This girl is bothering him. She
is setting in his seat.”

I hear Markus clearing his throat. “This
girl has a name, and she does not seem to be bothering anyone.
Timothy, why don’t you set with Dorothy? I am sure she would like
your company.”

“But that’s Timothy’s chair!” Wendy shouts
as Markus pulls her away. I slide my chair back and try to focus on
the girl at my table and not the continuous fusing Wendy shouts as
she is being guided out of the hall. Dorothy pulls her eyes away
from the scene to stare at me. A small smile plays on her lips as
her left eye brow lifts up, “Interesting friends you keep,
Timothy.”

I’m not sure how to respond to her comment,
but I felt my ears turn red at her accusation. My eyes fall from
her face slowly. Tracing her features I see her rest her head in
her hand as her elbow leans on the table. Her emotions have
shifted. I no longer felt her fear or sadness. She felt more
confident. I felt her curiosity. Her eyes were on me. She wanted to
know me. “So, I’m guessing she’s not a real nurse.” She states with
a little humor.

“I’m sorry if I got you in trouble Timothy.
I just wanted to talk to you.”

My eyes lift up again to stare into hers.
The humor is gone and her sadness returns. Reaching out my fingers
I lightly touch hers. A desire to confirm she is real. “You
didn’t”

A light smile forms on her lips, and I can
see a small gleam in her eyes. “We don’t have to talk.” She
whispers. “We can just sit. Will you stay with me?”

“For as long as you like.”


Dr. Hamish











I hear the commotion coming from the dining
hall. One of my orderlies is trying to handle a very out of sorts
Wendy Bloom. A young, impulsive young lady, who poses as one of my
nurses and irritates the patients. It seems, today is no
different.

“So what patient were we
trying to help today Ms. Bloom?’

She stops fusing with her orderly and glares
at me, “Don’t you dare try to patronize me. I am not one of your
patients. I will not allow you to try and analyze my brain. I am
here to help those who are sick.” She fights to hide her accent,
but I can hear the southern bell win. “That girl. The one who stays
locked in her room, and for good reason, took Timothy’s chair. He
kindly told her to move and she refused. I was just trying to help,
and this brut pulls me away like I am in the wrong. I have been
insulted.”

I can see the orderly is clearly annoyed,
but he steps back so I can evaluate the situation. Ms. Bloom, like
so many of my patients, is a special case. Her fits are easily
triggered.

Ms. Bloom jerks her arm away, and proceeds
to rub her bicep to demonstrate her discomfort. “Ah, I see Ms.
Bloom. You have indeed been treated unfairly. You were only looking
out for young Mr. Reign, but Ms. Rose has not been long with us and
I believe it would be good for both her and Timothy’s recover if
they become acquainted.”

My words did not seem to
please Ms. Bloom. Her fair cheeks turn red, her blue eyes flare
with the anger she holds inside. Prepared for one of her many
rants, she quickly corrects her composure. Her skin lightens and she forces back her anger. Pressing
down on the front of her crafted nurse uniform, she forces her
features to look calm and endearing. “Dear, sweet, doctor Hamish. I
believe that you truly wish to help young Mr. Timothy, but I must
disagree. I believe she can only cause harm. He looks at no one,
but he will come around to me. I can help him.”

It was clear that Ms. Bloom had an unhealthy
attachment to Mr. Reign. At first I believed it would have been
good for them to speak. I believed if some of my patients could
connect, it would help awaken their minds so that I could step in
and help them overcome what they fear. This theory proved effective
in a few cases, but in this one, not so much. Mr. Reign retreats
further into his Darkness, and Ms. Bloom has become obsessive. I
can’t let this continue, “Ms. Bloom, I appreciate your compassion
and your desire to help the other patients, but we have discussed
matters of Mr. Reign before. If you continue to harass those who
wish to speak with Mr. Reign, I will have you moved from this
wing.” A glimpse was all I needed to see. Her composure falters for
just a moment. She understood. Fighting back her anger, she forces
the smile to remain.

“Well, if that is what you
wish. You are the doctor after all. You seem to believe you know
what’s best. Since I am of no further use, I will return to my
station.”

She did not stomp off in a
huff; she did not speak any further. Her cold stare left mine as
she gracefully takes her leave. She tucks
one of her short blond curls behind her ear as she walks past her
orderly.

“I will see that you have a
nurse maid tend to your arm.” I hear him say as she walks by. But
she does not pause. Her posture straight, she continues down the
hall with her head held high, leaving this world behind to enter
the one inside her mind. A world of her making. A world of
importance. A world where she can be Nurse Wendy Bloom.
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I sat next to Timothy, aware of the eyes
that watch, refusing to speak. We sat in our sweat silence, walking
through the memories we wished to share. I could see his world. I
could feel his happiness and his heartache. He showed me his youth
and how he came to know me. Images of the lake near my home
surfaced. Memories of the days mom and I would feed the geese. She
spoke of the mermaids and the magic of the lake. When I was young I
believed, but as I got older I just thought it was a nice fantasy,
and soon I stopped believing.

He showed me the day a Shade entered his
world, destroying the beauty of his land, taking away all he knew
and loved. I felt the Darkness within me stir at the image. The
memory felt close to me. Felt real. I hear the Darkness within
laughing at the destruction within the memory. I hear it speaking
its joy, “You are to blame, and you will be their doom. You are
meant for me. You belong to me. Together we will be
unstoppable.”

I feel my blood turn to ice. It is suddenly
hard to breath. I see the image reflect in the windows in front of
me. The Real fades away as the Darkness reveals its purpose. I see
the fall of light. I see the destruction of the dreams we here in
the Real hold so dear. I see a world of dark and nightmare, and
standing in the center of it all, I see a reflection of myself.
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I sit beside Dorothy, silent and aware. I
walk through her memories, wanting to be lost from the Real. I see
a girl who was loved and was given joy. I feel her happiness, her
sadness, and her confusion. The stories she believed to be make–
believe have suddenly become real. I listen to her mother’s stories
of the mermaids and the magic of the lake. I hear the stories of
the dark forest and the warnings her mother spoke often. Dorothy
never understood what they meant, not until the night her mother
was taken and the truth was revealed.

Dorothy has believed her whole life to be
from the Real. She was normal. She was human. She did not fully
believe in dreams and magic. She lived in a world that believed
different, but her mother tried. I understood what her mother was
telling her, but I also understood why Dorothy would not believe.
She was not meant for my world. She was created for the Real. To
become a balance for dark and light. I feel her mood shift.
Something has frightened her. I try to see what has entered her
thoughts, but the image is blocked. I feel the work of
Darkness.

I stare out the window, looking into the
Real. I see the world I am meant to protect. The world I must leave
her too, but I know I can’t. I do not believe she is meant for this
world. I do not believe she is meant for Darkness. I feel the light
within. She can be meant for Dreams. I can save her. I will save
her.

I dare a glance, hoping to
see past her fear, and help her back into the light. A glimpse is
all it took, and what I see chills my skin. I feel her fear
stronger than ever. I feel her heartache. Her disbelief. In that
glimpse I see what she fears. Darkness is
calling. Its close and though I don’t want to believe it I
understand what the Sparks are trying to prevent.
If Darkness should win and claim Dorothy, then
this world is doomed.

















Shade











I walk through the shadows of the Real.
Listening, watching, and waiting for the perfect moment to reveal
myself. She sets near a child of light, fighting the darkness
within. She is the Silhouette that will weigh the balance of this
long and unyielding war. She is the Gift that has been long sought
after. The creation of a dead world.

I watch in wonder as I
remember the days before the collision of the worlds. The days of
eternal Darkness. The days Nightmare wishes to unleash on all
worlds. I will be part of that and I will
be the one to rule over Nightmare and destroy the light that
threats our very existence. The world of light will fade. All those
who have been created from it will fade into ash. There will be
nothing left but the echoes of their final cries. I will be
victorious. Dorothy will yield. She will be my vessel. She will be
their doom.


Dorothy Rose






I don’t remember standing. I don’t remember
leaving Timothy. I don’t remember stepping outside. The image that
played out before me was terrifying. I could not watch anymore.
Darkness taunts me. Calls to me. I will not yield. I will not allow
myself to fall willingly. I stand near the edge of the dark forest,
looking into the shadows, listening to voices on the wind. I feel
the soft grass beneath my feet. I feel the breeze on my skin. I am
awake. I am aware. I know she is near. I will not fall. I will
fight. I will let the light guide me.

“Dorothy! Dorothy, it’s
alright dear.”

I see a nurse approach. I now it’s not my
shite nurse. This is someone new. Someone who does not feel like
the others. She feels like mom. She feels like home. “Dorothy dear,
I’m Ms. Whitfield.”

My eyes leave the shadows
to stare into eyes the color of honey. I see gold specs glitter
within her iris, brightening her dark complexion.
She appeared younger than most of the nurses.
Kinder. She is of light. I feel it calm the Darkness within me. She
reaches out a hand. My gaze leaves hers to stare at her out stretch
hand. An offering, I don’t accept. Hesitant, I pull my hand close
to me. I should not be afraid of her. I should be relieved. I
should be happy, but I am afraid. Confused. “It’s alright Dorothy.
You will be safe with me.”

My eyes look up once more, and I see the
promise of protection, but the voices hidden by shadow hiss in my
ear. I turn my gaze back to the trees. I can almost see them. The
shadows that haunt me. They call to me. “Don’t let them guide you
Dorothy. Do not fall to them.”

I turn my gaze toward this new nurse. My
mother’s voice calls to me through her. I will always be with you.
Slowly taking her hand, I let her guide me. Away from the dark
forest. Away from the voices. Away from the darkness. And though I
still here them call out in anger, I will not look back. I will not
give in. I will find a way to live in the light.


Timothy Reign






I watched as she fled from the dining hall.
Her fear still burns through my skin. I tried to wrap my thoughts
around what had took place, but I could not allow what the sparks
said be true. There is another way. She is a Silhouette. Born of
light and dark. Claimed by one. She could not be meant for
Darkness. She is meant for something more. I will not let her
fall.

I stand and walk toward the window watching
as she runs near the woods. She stands near the edge, searching. I
stand there and watch as Nurse Whitfield follows her. She is
accompanied by others. Markus is there and other sparks. They stand
near. Ready to fight what hides in the shadows of the trees. I
watch, feeling my own light fight its way to the surface. The need
to protect her grew stronger by the passing minutes.

I see the reflection of Dr. Hamish standing
beside me. He is watching me. Analyzing me, like always. He knows
something. Is he playing a game? Is he taunting me? I try to hide
my anger. I try, but I fear I am failing. I watch as Nurse
Whitfield guides Dorothy away. A small piece of me relaxes. I know
she is safe, but for how long? I see the reflection of Dr. Hamish
turn toward me. “Come Timothy, it’s time for our daily
conversation.”

I see his reflection fade away from mine,
but I do not turn to him. I wait. Unmoving, I watch until she is no
longer in sight. I will fight for you, a silent promise. Once she
is out of my sight, I turn to see Dr. Hamish waiting for me by my
table. Knowing I have no choice, I take a step, prepared for our
usual conversation.

“So how are we feeling to
day Timothy?”

“As good as you want me to
be.”


Dorothy Rose











The Darkness within has
settled for now. It has grown quiet and still. Nurse Whitfield
takes me back to my room– never letting go of my hand. She is
light. I feel my mother’s touch in hers. I
hear my mother’s voice, calling, warning me away from darkness. She
is still close.

“I’ll have Markus bring us
tea, and we can talk about what just took place. Do you hear me
Dorothy? Do you think you can talk about why you ran toward the
woods?”

I hear the voice of Nurse Whitfield. It is
not dark or cruel. It is kind and filled with concern. She does not
feel cold and empty like my shite nurse, but warm. I don’t feel
afraid. I feel that I can speak to her, but what would I say? My
world is not real. It is made of dreams and nightmares. It is
filled with dark and light. I never stepped over the threshold. My
mother would not allow it. She said it was too dangerous, but she
allowed me to see that my truth was just a fantasy and my make
believe was real. I saw but a glimpse of the world of Dreams, and I
felt the world of Nightmare. I feel both worlds call, but the one I
fear most may win me. It calls to often. It wraps its cold cruel
arms around me, whispering its desires. I search for my mother’s
strength as Nurse Whitfield’s light grows warmer. I will always be
with you.

With my mother’s promise close I look up at
Nurse Whitfield, I feel her strength, her need for answers, but I
have none to give. None, I believe, she would understand.

I am awake.

I am aware.

I am in the Real.

I feel I must remind myself of that or I
will become lost. I will become weak and the Darkness will win. My
mother wants me to be strong, but I fear too much. I don’t know how
to be brave. I don’t know how to be who they want me to be. I don’t
know what they want me to think. I know she needs an answer, but I
have none to give. Why did I run towards the woods, “I was
afraid,”

“Afraid of what my dear.”

I knew she would want more answers. Simple
questions required simple answers, but my answers were not simple.
Why was I afraid, “She left me to face the Dark.”

“Who dear. Who left you?”

“My Mother.”

I felt Nurse Whitfield’s hand tighten around
mine as the memory of my mother rushes back. I hear her cries. I
believed it to be another night terror, but it was something far
worse than I could ever imagine.

“Dorothy you must run. They found us. They
found us.”

The hallway of the hospital
dims and I am back in my farm house. I am walking down my own
hallway, trying to get to my mother. I see her door and I reach for
the door knob, but I do not open it. A light breaks through the
darkness and I am back in the hallway with Nurse Whitfield.
I felt a tear glide down my check. I quickly wipe
it away as I glance around the hall.

My mother found me on the edge of darkness.
She hid me in the light. Far away from the monsters that wish to
claim me. But now I am alone and I can’t escape the Darkness that
calls to me.

Soon, you will be mine.
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I walk with Dr. Hamish to
his office, ready to begin our daily conversation. Ready for our
regular routine, but today was no ordinary day. As we walk down the
hall to his office, I see the young boy from earlier. He stands,
facing the wall. Against the wall is a small elegant white table,
decorated with small pink flowers. In the
center of the table was a clear vase of white roses. He stands
completely still, staring into the silver framed mirror on the
wall. “The roses must be red. Not white. The roses must be red, or
she’ll have your head.”

My steps slow as I listen to the young
child. His worlds are dark and solemn. I look up to see Dr. Hamish
pass him by. Why hasn’t he stopped? I am close now, just a few
steps. I stop and stare into the mirror. I see the boys glazed
eyes. He is lost to the between, or so I believed until his gaze
meets mine. “Times almost up little rabbit.” He whispers. “You must
hurry or you will be late.”

“Timothy. Is everything alright?”

Startled from the boys stare I look up to
see Dr. Hamish. His gaze is fixed on me in curiosity. I look back
at the boy to see he has returned to the between. Uncertain of the
boy’s message, I look back to Dr. Hamish. “As well as it should
be.”


Dr. Hamish








Setting at my desk I stare at a distracted
Timothy Reign. Could he finally be waking? “So Timothy, how are we
felling today?”

I watch as Timothy continues to stare at my
door. Something has his attention today. Could the young Ms. Rose
have awakened something inside? Could it be that her distress has
broken through to him? It is hard to say, but I have watched
Timothy for the past five years and he has shown no signs of caring
for any other patient until he meet Mr. Rose.

“Timothy, will you please
look at me?” I wait for a moment, wondering if Timothy will
acknowledge my request. A few seconds pass as he fights with his
decision. I can see the muscles around his jaw flex, his eyes move
swiftly from the door down toward the floor. His fingers pinch
tightly at the knot at the end of his belt. I watch him closely as
he finally turns his gaze toward me. ‘It seems something is
troubling you today Timothy. I can help but notice you are
distracted. Will you talk to me? Will you tell me what is troubling
you?”

I wait to see if he will respond. His eyes
leave mine and return to my door. “I can help you Timothy. But,
only if you let me. Tell me about Ms. Ross.”
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I see the truth, and I know what is real.
This Dorothy that has come to us, she is the Darkness we fear. I
know what they think and I know they will never believe. I flew in
Dream. I lived in the light, but all will soon be lost to
Nightmare. The Silhouette has been found, and the Shadows seek
their weapon. I cannot sit here and allow Darkness to claim a world
meant for the light. I will not stand by and allow that girl to
destroy what we have left of our world.

The Real believes I am crazy. That I live in
fantasy, but the Real will never understand our true purpose. The
Real will never see the truth. It will never understand that we are
the protectors of light. The guardians of dreams. Without us this
world would be ruled by Nightmare. This world would never see
beauty. It only exist in shadow and misery.

Timothy and I come from the same world. We
share the same purpose, but he is lost his way. Ensnared by the
vessel of Darkness. I cannot let him fall. I must save him from
himself and rid this world of the Silhouette.
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As Nurse Whitfield walks me back to my room
I notice a particular unwelcomed figure standing in my doorway.
“Dian, I see you met Ms. Rose. Did she run from you too?”

“Hello Merritt. Dorothy and I were just
having a conversation.”

“I see,” my shite nurse response in a way
that says, yeah right. I don’t believe it. “So what exactly have
you two been discussing? The child has not spoken since she
arrived.”

“The child has spoken when
she felt it was needed. What Dorothy has shared with me is none of
your concern Merritt.”

This was not the response my nurse was
looking for. I watched as she tried to stand taller, squaring her
shoulders and raising her chin. It did no good, she was still only
stood to Nurse Whitfield’s shoulders, “Now look here Diane, I don’t
care where you come from or how highly recommended you are, I have
been a nurse for Dr. Hamish for many years and I don’t appreciate
you coming here acting like you are in charge. This girl is my
patient, my responsibility, and if I want to know something about
my patient you best tell me.”

I felt my foot step back. I did not want
this woman as my nurse. I felt the Darkness in her. I felt the
Shadows. The image of her standing in the dark corner of my room
returns to me. Her eyes held no color and her skin looked grayish.
The same dark expression returns as I try to back away, but Nurse
Whitfield would not let go of my hand. She did not feel afraid or
threatened. I felt her strength and her courage flow through me. I
felt her light.

“You have no authority over
me Merritt and you do not frighten me. This child, like all the
others, is a patient of Dr. Hamish, and we are all
responsible.”

I knew I should say something but at the
moment I could not help but picture the scene from the Wizard of
Oz, when Glenda was protecting Dorothy from the wicked witch in
Munchkin Land. I kept hearing Glenda’s words, ‘you have no power
here. Now be gone before someone drops a house on you too.’

I kept silent, watching, wondering if red
smoke would appear and the evil nurse would vanish, but no such
luck. Nurse Dermal just stomped off in a huff swearing under her
breath, threatening to speak to Dr. Hamish about this. As she walks
past I release a breath I did not realize I was holding. As she
leaves us I hear the wicked witch, ‘I’ll bide my time, but you
can’t protect her forever.’


Timothy Reign








He knew how to get to me. My weakness. He
knew something about Dorothy, but what? He knew if I wanted to know
then I would have to play along, and I would. For her, I would do
just about anything. She stole my heart unknowingly long ago, and
when I thought I might have reclaimed it, she appears before me to
steal it again. But that is not what Hamish wants to know. No, he
is looking for different answers. Answers I cannot give him. So, I
have no choice but to play the norm card in hopes of hiding the
truth. I turn my gaze from the door to see him staring at me with a
curious look over his round framed spectacles. I take a soft
breath, fighting to control my anxiety, and say as calmly as I can,
“What about her?”

This answer awarded me with another curious
look. “You have been a patient here for a few years now Timothy and
I have noticed you do not speak or like to be near the other
patients. It’s not hard to notice you do not feel the same about
Ms. Rose. You have accepted her. Oh, come now Timothy, I do not see
this as a bad sign. It is wonderful that you have finally stepped
out of your comfort zone and have decided to speak with someone who
may feel as you do. I believe it will be good for you and for Ms.
Rose if you talk. I see this as a small step in recovery.”

I wasn’t sure what to think or what to say.
He seemed almost pleased with the idea of me speaking to Dorothy.
Could it be a trick or did he actually want me to befriend her. It
was hard to tell. “She seems different.”

That awarded me with a smile. Good ole doc
seemed pleased with this answer. Why, not so sure, but if this
helps get the answers I need then I can easily play along. With his
hands clasped together, he placed them on his desk, “Yes, yes, she
is not like the others. I had hoped that you two would meet. She
needs a friend now that she is finally awake and aware, like
you.”

His expression changed as to say I know you
have been faking. Busted. I’m here because my family here in the
Real believed me to be insane because I spoke of a world they did
not understand. I have episodes that can’t be explained and the
meds I receive are meant to control them. I am not like all the
other patients, will maybe like the ones here in the Garden Hall
anyway. The part of the “Hospital” meant to help the broken
children. Dr. Hamish turns his head slightly to the left, his eyes
saying I dare you to deny my statement, but I won’t.

I turn my eyes back to the door as an image
of Dorothy forms before me. I see her reflection in the window. Her
long dark hair hangs loose over her shoulder. The look of fear
reflects in her eyes. She stares out into a world I cannot see,
trapped in an image that will haunt her dreams. I take a breath and
release it slowly to force my thoughts to calm. I will save her.
The Darkness will not win. “She is different.” She is light.


Wendy Bloom











I set in my small cell, waiting in silence
for the voices to return. The voices of my people will comfort me
and guide me home. I feel the Darkness grow all around me. This
place was built from nightmares. Dear sweet Dr. Hamish cannot
cleanse the grounds of the evil seed that has been planted her long
ago. He has only allowed it to grow. I will never forget the day I
was dropped off her. The day I was abandoned. I felt its darkness
then, and learned long ago that fighting did no good. I have
learned to be patient here in my dark prison. I have learned my
fellow inmates, and I have learned the guards. For twelve long
years I have endured the Darkness of Raven Hill in silence. Dr.
Hamish has been the only source of true light to this place, but
his efforts will be for not. His palace was built on the grounds
for the damned.

Be brave my little Wendy. I
will come for you. A voice soon breaks the silence and the memories
of my youth return. I see my mother, her eyes filled with tears has
she steps back from me. She wears her long brown coat. Her hood
pulled over her thick light brown hair. It was about to rain and
that was never good for her hair. Now be a good girl and mined your
manors, I hear her tell me as she takes that first step down the
stairs away from me. I feel my tiny foot step forward, but I cannot
move. A strong hand takes mine pulling me back. Mom, I speak a
small whimper, but it does no good. She turns from me, leaving me
behind to be cared for by strangers. I have never understood why my
mother left me here. I did not think I was a bad child, but as the
memories flood my mind I begin to see things differently.
I see the lie and I understand the truth, she was
never my true mother. My true mother calls to me. Breaking through
the blackness of this world to bring me light. She speaks to me and
tells me that she loves me. She told me why she had to place me
here in the Real. She told me of the others that would come, and
that one day she would be able to reclaim me when it was safe. I
just have to be patient and be brave. Be kind and never fear the
Darkness.

I long for the day I see her again, to feel
her warm embrace and her love. I know that day will come. It will
be here soon. Timothy is almost ready to guide us home. To guide us
back to the Land of Dreams, and I will be by his side. I will help
guide the others out of the Real. Away from Darkness, and away from
Dorothy Rose.


Dark Times of the Real











I hear the sounds of their cries echoing
through the halls. Faint images appear so that I never forget their
faces. I am haunted. Though I have tried to cleanse away the evil
done by my kin, I fear I will never be saved. I have walked these
crowed halls. I have seen what was done to those who had been
discarded. In the beginning Raven Hill was built for a good
purpose, but over time that purpose fell to dark minds. Society did
not care about the souls lost to these halls so long ago. They have
forgotten.

As the years past I watched and learned all
I could about those who have been trapped here. I helped restrain
those who could do harm to themselves and others. I watched as the
elder doctors used shock treatment and dump pools to fix the mind
of the broken. My own kin would speak of the many surgeries they
performed in the name of medical science. As a young lad, I
listened eagerly, wanting to know more, but as I got older, I grew
tired of burying the forgotten souls. I grew tired of the smells
and overcrowded hallways. Hundreds of thrown away, forgotten men,
women, and children, trapped in what I could only imagine to them
was hell. To them, death was an act of mercy. Something had to be
done. Things had to change.


Dr. Hamish











As my session with Timothy ends I feel that
I have taken my first steps in his recovery. I know it is not wise
to believe in hope to quickly, but today Timothy has given me that
hope. Raven Hill began as a thought to help those who could not
care for themselves. Children like Timothy have been abandon to an
illness society does not understand. He has been forgotten because
his family could not be bothered by it. I have seen this all my
life. I have seen the darkness of mankind, and I do not wish to be
a part of it. I hope from this day forth Timothy can believe he can
talk to me.

 I
look up from my notes to see that another day is quickly getting
away from me. It is closing in on mid-afternoon and I have not
completed my daily walk of the hospital. I have yet to visit the
other wards. Even in this new age of medicine the halls of the
older wards still echo the haunting sounds of those who are lost in
the darkness of their own mind. Cries that are meant to remind me
of my failures, of my past, and my need to reclaim the minds of the
lost. To help them see a world that I for a time even lost. They
are the reminders of what I could have been.


Dorothy Rose











Time has passed by so slowly as the night
draws near. My conversation with Nurse Whitfield was actual
pleasant. We spoke of many things and of nothing at all. Our
conversation was just…simple. As I set here alone, I stare out my
window watching the sky change in color. As I watch, thoughts of
Timothy find their way into my mind. It felt strange to think of
him, and yet it felt right. I have only just met him, and I feel a
strange longing to be near him. I felt safe when I look into his
eyes. His simple touch helps to calm the fear that threatens me now
that I am awake. Now that I think of him, the desire to search for
the Veil fades. I know I should still try. I know that is where she
has gone, but for this moment I wish to stay and learn more of
Timothy and his world.

The sky grows darker and I
see the first two stars appear. I look to them in wonder.
They shine so bright. I can’t help but imagine
what if. Could she be there? Could I be looking at her world? I
know the thoughts are crazy. Not long ago I believed my mother was
crazy, but it’s hard to think and feel as I once did. I have seen
so much. My mother tried to prepare me and I refused to really
listen. My calm mood is now morphing into something dark. I don’t
want to feel this way, but I can’t help it. I have lost so much and
I have been tossed away. My aunt is probable throwing out all of
our things to turn my mother’s home into something it should never
be.

My thumb starts to trace over the cuts on my
wrist. My sight blurs from the tears that fill them. I don’t want
to cry, but I can’t help it. My world has been torn apart, and I
feel so helpless.

“Dorothy.”

My heart breaks at the sound of my name. I
don’t want him to see me so weak and helpless, but there is nothing
I can do about that as I feel his hand on mine. I look up to see
him staring at me. Concern was not the only emotion his eyes held.
He too looked scared and lost. I don’t know what came over me, but
a small broken laugh escaped my lips. So many different thoughts
raced through me. Maybe it was just the thought of this tall, slim
young man looking timid and afraid for me. “I’m sorry.” I managed
to say through small fits of laughing and crying. I couldn’t seem
to make up my mind on what I wanted to do.

He squeezed my hand like my mother use to do
when I was little. “It’s ok. I won’t leave you,”

I force a weak smile as I
watch him move toward the window. My eyes never leave his as he
sits across from me. He pulls his knees toward his chest, never
letting go of my hand. Our feet touch and my heartbeat flutters. My
mood shifts from dark to light and I no longer feel my tears. My
smile no longer feels weak. I actually feel happy. Unafraid.
I lower my gaze and turn back to star at the
stars. I can still feel his eyes, watching me, and I don’t mind. I
enjoy this moment in the Real. It’s simple and yet powerful. I fear
it won’t last. I turn my gaze back to Timothy. His eyes have left
mine to stare out the window. He turns back to look at me, “How
long will this last?”

“For as long as you want it to.”

I lower my gaze to stare at our hands that
still touch. I bit my lip, afraid this will soon be a dream. His
touch, it is what I need to fight the Dark. I look back to his eyes
and smile. “Thank you.”


Timothy Reign











It’s all I can do for now. A simple touch is
what she needed to chase away the darkness. I look into her eyes
and see the small glimpse of the girl I once imagined I would one
day meet. The spark of life would send my heart racing, creating a
desire I could not satisfy in my world.

My breath stagers as I give a small smile in
response to her gratitude. I want to say something, but I suddenly
find it hard to breath. I long for the moments to spend with her
and the knowledge of knowing she cannot come with me is unbearable.
I force my gaze to lower. Forcing back the words I want to say. I
will not leave her. I cannot leave her, but the Sparks say I
must.

My eyes find the stars that have appeared in
the sky. As I stare at those stars memories of my mother come to
me. I still feel her touch and her warmth as she sits near me by
the shore. It was a day she took me to the Real to see the world we
were meant to protect. She points her finger to the sky and I hear
my mother’s whisper, Second Star to the right, and straight on till
morning. That’s what she would say to me if I had ever found myself
lost in the Real. Through these memories I understand Dorothy’s
pain. I too miss my mother, and without her I have been lost.

I still do not know how to completely open
the doorway to the Veil, but I know my mother was giving me the
answer. I just did not know what it was. I never entered the Real
without her, and when I was here I never left her side. Now it
seems, I am meant to remember and understand her words. I am lost
in the Real and I need to find my way back, but I can’t.

Lost in memory I feel a slight tug on my
fingers. Looking back I notice Dorothy has left her spot and stands
near the small table in her room. “Dorothy.”

She refuses to look at me. I try to
understand her emotions but I feel nothing. She suddenly feels
hollow. I stand quickly to be near her, but she steps away. Not
sure of what to do, I take a step back. The silence grows between
us as an uneasy feeling creeps in my stomach. I try again to reach
for her but she refuses my touch. “Dorothy…I”

“You can’t stay her.” Her words cut through
mine, leaving me puzzled. “I will not let you. Go home
Timothy.”

I try to understand the sudden change in her
mood and to understand her words, but something as settle between
us and Dorothy feels far away. ‘I will not leave you.’

Dorothy looks up, her eyes have grown dark,
and I know she is suffering. “You won’t have a choice.”

My heart aches for her. I want to reach for
her, but I fear she will only turn away. “She had no choice.” Her
words came out as a broken whisper. “You don’t belong here. Please
go.”

I was not sure how to take her words. I know
she was hurting and all I wanted to do was take the pain away, but
she refused my touch. “I cannot leave you.”

“Why? Why can’t you?”

She tilts her head slightly and gives a
perplex look. I know she wants me to stay, and she is fighting what
she wants. “Because you need me. And because…” I want to tell her
how I feel. I want to tell her I want to stay. To be with her, but
my words are cut short.

Her fingers, suddenly on my
lips, silenced my words. Stunned by her sudden touch I am frozen in
place. She is so close. I feel her fingers glide across my face and
I can’t help but reach for her. My hands slid around her waist to
pull her closer. Her gentle touch was like a spell. It commanded me
to her will. Our foreheads soon touch and I feel her breath near my
lips. So close. I felt my world tilt. The
need to be closer grew stronger. The need to protect her was
overwhelming. I was lost in her embrace and I did not want to let
her go. “I will not leave you.”

As soon as the words passed
my lips I found hers to silence anything she wanted to say.
I needed her and there was nothing she could say
that would change that.


Dorothy Rose











The feel of his lips on mine took my breath
away and erased my dark thoughts. I knew he would have to leave and
with the darkness growing he was not safe near me. As his kiss
deepens my worries slowly dim. I feel the light within him and it
burns through the darkness within me. I feel stronger, and for the
first time since my mother left me, I felt whole. I knew he would
have to leave, and I knew he would not let me go.

I hated myself in this moment. Lost in his
touch, I felt safe and secure. I wanted him to stay and remain with
me. I wanted what I knew I could not have. I wished the same of my
mother, but in the end she had to leave. I am not of her world and
I am not meant to enter. Timothy would stay for a time, but he too
must return home, leaving me behind.

Wanting more than anything
to remain in his arms I knew I must be the one to push away. Once I
broke the kiss there would be no turning back. I felt my arms move
as my hands slid down from his face to rest on his shoulders.
Giving a slight push, the kiss was broken. His breath lingered near my lips and his eyes were hazed. I
knew my words would hurt, but he could not stay. “You have to
leave. You cannot stay. You can’t save me.”

Forcing my way out of his arms I could see
his hazed expression change to one of confusion. “Dorothy,
Please.”

But I could hear no more. Making my way to
the door, I quickly escape his presence before I grew weak and
allowed myself to remain in his arms. I could feel his hurt and my
heart ached for him, but I knew it was the right thing to do. I
could not let him stay. If he stayed, I would always need him, and
I would never want him to leave.

I made my way down the hall. To my surprise
I did not see any of Dr. Hamish’s staff. Once I reached the doors
that would led me outside, the need to escape was overwhelming. I
could not stay here, but I did not know where to go. I could hear
the voices of the Dark speak to me. I could feel its cold touch
creep over my skin as it whispers, you will be mine.


Wendy Bloom











I hear the voice in the
dark call to the Silhouette. Dorothy. Though she tries to fight,
the Darkness will win in the end. She is
not meant to save this world. She is a tool. A vessel meant for the
dark one to use and destroy this world of the Real.

I know the truth and while Dr. Hamish walks
his halls blindingly, I see what he cannot. Dorothy must not stay.
She makes the dark ones stronger and she puts the rest of us in
danger. She puts my Timothy in danger.

I see the darkness in you little Wendy. You
should not let the devil speak to you. Words of the past etch their
way through to my current thoughts. Before I was left on the steps
of this damned building, my mother of the Real believed I was a
cursed child. She believed I let the darkness in, and because of me
she lost my father. Since my days here I have learned many things
and my curse was not one of them. My mother was just crazy, but I
do believe that Dorothy will be the cause of my losing Timothy, and
I could not let that happen.

As I make my way toward her
room, I notice her open door and Timothy is there. He looks lost
and hurt as she runs away from him. I can see he is disparate to go
after her, but this has gone too far. She
has him under a spell, and I will not lose him.

“A little late to be out of
your room don’t you think Timothy?”

His hurt look changes to one of anger and
annoyance. I know he does not wish to see nor speak to me, but if
he would just look at me, I know he will remember that he once
loved me.

“Will you not look at me
Timothy? Will you not speak to me?”

I watch as he closes his eyes. I since he is
trying to calm his thoughts. Taking a deep breath and releasing he
opens his eyes and faces me. His eyes are not the warm brown that I
have come to love. No, his eyes are dark and full of anger. “What
is it you want of me?”

His voice was tight and I felt the urge to
step closer to him. To insure him I meant no harm. I wanted him to
know that I care and we would leave this world together. We can
finally be happy again, but his mood did not change. I had hoped he
would remember me, but he cares nothing for me. There is no
recognition and there is no love. “Well? What is it you want? You
wish for me to stare at you, but what do you want me to see? You
want me to speak to you, but what do you want me to say?”

I fought the tears that wanted to fall. For
the first time since I was left on the steps of Raven Hill, I felt
abandoned. I felt lost. Alone. I was hurt and angry, and I just
wanted to know why he would leave me? Why would he choose her? “How
can you not remember me? How could not see, that I have been here
for you, waiting for you to remember so we could…” I could no
longer speak. I felt the air leave my lungs. My world was spinning
out of control and the one to blame must pay.

Timothy turns to look at me fully. His anger
still strong, but a hint of confusion shows in his eyes, “What do
you mean, remember?”

I tried to calm my breath but my anger
refused to be tamed. “We came from the Land of Dream Timothy. You
and I. We were in love and we swore to find one another. How could
you not remember?”

His expression changed to a dark humorous
sneer. “I don’t remember, because you were never there. You did not
come from my world. Now leave me be.”

Without another glance Timothy left
Dorothy’s room and followed in her direction. Shock, followed
quickly by anger over his words burned away the rational thoughts
that I may have once had. I felt my skin burn from the words that
left his lips. “Ms. Bloom what seems to be the issue this time?
Another patient in need of your care?”

The sound of the orderly’s voice erased the
anger and allowed an idea to form. Timothy may not forgive me at
first, but in the end he will see this to be the only way. Dorothy
has corrupted him and I must save him. ‘Oh, Louis this is
terrible.” I tried my best to act as if I care, but if the darkness
wants her, then it shall have her.

“What is it
then?”

“It’s Ms. Rose. She was
crying, saying she could not take it anymore, the pain of her
mother’s absence. I tried to help, but she ran off. I think she
might hurt herself.”

Louis remained quiet for a moment. His
expression blank, “Hmm. And which way she go?”

“I saw her go that way.”
Giving a slight shrug to indicate the direction Dorothy fled. “I
believe she might go toward the garden.”

Eyeing me curiously, Louis was uncertain on
what to do. “Do we need Dr. Hamish?” I ask as innocently as
possible.

“No. No need. I can handle
it. You just be getting back to your own bed Ms. Bloom.”

Fighting back the smile I wished to show, I
gracefully stepped away to let the Shadow take its prize.


Timothy Reign











Wendy’s words echo through my thoughts, but
I find it hard to focus on her meaning as my worry grows for
Dorothy. It was hard to fight back the hurt of her departure, but I
knew something was hurting her and I needed to find out what it
was. I know she is afraid. She loved her mother and she was left
behind. I know she feels I would do the same, but I will not leave
without her. I refuse to watch from the other side as she faces
this world alone.

The touch of her lips on mine still lingers.
In that moment I felt her desire. I know she wishes me to stay. As
I think on this Wendy’s words come back to me. “We came from the
Land of Dream Timothy. You and I. We were in love and we swore to
find one another.”

I know my words were harsh for her to hear,
but I have grown tired of her persistence. Wendy mocks us by
pretending to be one of us, but she does not hold the light within.
No, she holds the darkness that we fear.

“It’s time little rabbit. Don’t want to be
late.” As I make my way toward the doors that will lead outside I
see the little boy from before. He stares out the window. His eyes
still hold their haze. I slowly approach, afraid I might frighten
him. “It’s time little rabbit, it’s time.”

I look at his reflection and see a different
child staring back at me. He stands tall and alert. His eyes are
aware. Though he resembles the boy in the hall with scares on his
head, he does not wear the standard pajamas we are forced to wear.
No he stands in trousers and wears a red colored waist coat. I
stare back at the boy and wonder, should I speak to him. “You must
hurry little rabbit. There’s not much time.”

“Time? Time for
what?’

The boy continues to stare,
“You must hurry. The Queen is coming.” His words fade and his
reflection changes to resemble the boy standing in the hall.
The boy’s hazed eyes reflect back in the
window.

The Queen is coming. What did he mean?
Stepping past the young boy I open the door to step outside. The
moment my foot touches the cool soft grass, I felt her. The
Darkness was close and Dorothy was in danger


Dorothy
Rose











I allowed myself to cry.
The tears needed to fall. I did not want to leave him that way but
I had no choice. Timothy would stay. He would for me, but I will
only bring him pain. I hear the voices
call to me. They beckon me further into the shadows. I know I
should not listen, but I fear too much.

Don’t fall to darkness. I will always be
with you. I hear my mother’s voice close to my ear. I can almost
feel her touch, but I know she is not near. She left me behind. She
left for a world I cannot enter. The wind gentle caresses my skin.
The touch is spellbinding and I want to fall into dreams. I hear
the sound of leaves swaying in the breeze. I found you on the edge,
my sweet Dorothy Rose. My mother’s voice still tries to comfort me,
but I know she can help me no more. I have grown tired and the
sounds of a nearby pond dances into my thoughts.

The darkness fades and I am back on my farm.
I feel the soft the grass beneath my feet. I hear the sounds of the
fish popping up from the water. “Tis the mermaids my dear. They
want to play.”

I hear my mother speak to me as I walk to
the pond to feed my geese. Aunt Em and Uncle Henry wait eagerly for
the food I bring. “I want to play with the mermaids, mama. Can we
play?”

I feel her take my hand to guide me to the
water. “We shall play for a time, but be mindful my little Rose,
mermaids can be tricky. Don’t go too far into the water and don’t
let them guide you below.”

The smile widens on my face as we skip
closer to the water. Soon my feet touch the edge and I look to her
for reassurance. She smiles down on me ready to take the first
step. My foot moves forward and I am ready to step in, but instead
of feeling the warm water touch my skin, I’m pulled back and hear a
different voice call to me. “Dorothy! Wake up! Wake up. It’s not
real.”

The darkness returns as the farm house fades
and I stare into the eyes of a worried soul. Timothy’s hold on my
arms is strong. He looks down into my eyes and I can see his fear.
“Dorothy, please. Say something.”

I did not know what to say. My words were
lost. I was lost. All I could do was look into his brown eyes. He
needed to hear me. He needed to know that I was alright, but I
couldn’t find the words. I was not alright. I had stepped into a
dream. I was willing to let it take me.

Timothy releases a heavy sigh as he pulls me
closer. Without thinking I bury my face into his chest. His arms
wrap around me and I melt into his embrace. I need him, but I
cannot have him.


Shadows











“Well what do we have here?
Looks to me I found a couple of lost souls. ”

The silhouette slowly looks
up to see me over Timothy’s arm. He does his best to keep her from
looking, but he cannot control her. He has no idea what he holds in
his arms. The Dark Lord will be most pleased with me when I give
him what he longs for. Shade has kept us in this rotten world for
far too long and it’s time we moved on. “Now now little puppet,
let’s not be shy. I know you are aware. The both of ya.
And I’m done waitin on orders. Its time you were
claimed.”

Timothy turns, pushing my
Lord’s Gift behind him. The idea this young spark believes he can
protect her is amusing. He, like the rest of the young brats, has
no chance against Nightmare’s army of Shadows. “You can’t stop what’s meant to be boy. She is
ours.”

“You cannot have her Louis. I won’t let
you.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at his words.
“Like you have a choice. Take them. Take them both.”

The look of shock and fear on their faces as
my fellow Shadows took hold of them thrilled me deep inside. I have
waited too long in this world without releasing the destruction I
am capable of and I will not be waiting any longer. “Take to the
water. Take them into the darkness.”


Dorothy
Rose






Fear rips at my heart from
the cold touch of shadows. I struggle to
break free but their grip is to strong. I look to Timothy to see
that two of Dr. Hamish’s orderlies have him. He does his best to
fight, but like my struggle, it is in vein. The shadows are to too
strong. Shame and anger coil inside me. I am to blame for Timothy’s
capture. I knew they would come for me. I knew I would cause him
pain. My mother tried to warn me, but I refused to believe. She
suffered trying to protect me, and now Timothy will too.

“No use fighting girl. You are no match for
our Lord. Nightmare awaits you.”

I continue to try and break free as they
force me into the pond. The water is soon around my waist. Timothy
continues to give the orderlies a hard time. The water is now to my
neck and my heart pounds in fear. I do not want them to take me. I
do not want them to hurt Timothy. Since my mother left, I have only
thought of leaving the Real and finding her in Dream, but not like
this. I do not want to give myself to the Darkness. Be brave my
little Dorothy Rose. Do not give in. Look to the light. I will
always be with you.

I hear my mother’s voice. It’s strong and
near. I feel her touch. I feel her love, and I know that she still
fights for me. I think back to the days she was here, in the Real.
I think of the laughs. I think of the love she has always shown me
and I feel her strength within me. The orderlies grip tightens as
they push me below the water. I here Timothy’s panic voice as he
screams out my name.

Hearing him call to me I remember looking
into his eyes.

Feeling touch

His kiss

His love

And even though I am forced
into darkness I do not fear it. Not in this moment. No, I felt
something more. Something light. The grip on my arms loosens as my
body falls further into the abyss. Specks of light make their way
through the darkness. My lungs start to burn from the lack of air,
but I don’t mind. For the first time since she left, I am not
afraid and I will not let the darkness claim me.
I am not their vessel. I will not be their
vessel, and if I must leave this world to protect Timothy, then I
shall. I have found my peace, and I choose to let love claim
me.


A Voice Beyond the Veil











I see her falling, my sweet Dorothy Rose. So
brave and yet still so fragile. She will willingly leave the world
behind to save a love she knows she could never have. I feel her
moment of peace and acceptance, but her time in this world of the
Real is not over. She is the balance between Dark and Light. She
must remain.

Stepping into the pool that mirrors the one
in her world I do what I can to reach her. I must reach her in the
moments of a fleeing dream.

Dear sweet Dorothy. I feel your peace. I
feel your light, and I can’t let you fall in darkness. I need you
to hear me, my little Rose. I need you to wake. You are the
Silhouette of the Real, and you will bring peace to your world. I
found you on the edge of Dreams. I took you from the Darkness and
brought you into the light. Wake my child. Wake. I will always be
with you.

As her body descends further into the dark
world I notice her eyes flutter. I can see a small speck of light
in her emerald eyes, and in that moment I know she sees me.

My brave little girl.


Timothy Reign






I wait nervously on the
edge of the water as the Sparks descend into the abyss in search of
her. I wanted to go, but Markus refused. I
can hear the light conversation of the remaining Sparks that came
to our aid. They talk about how they will deal with the
situation. The staff that was once under
the influence of Shadows has been taken back to their rooms. Nurse
Whitfield ordered her Sparks to alter their memories. Some were
ordered to track the Shadow that remained in Louis. I was not
certain what she had planned to do with the rest of us, but I know
our time here is limited. They cannot allow us to stay.

The sound of soft footsteps approaches my
side. “Do not frit Timothy. Markus will find her.”

I wanted to tell her, I know, but could not
find my words. The water was silent and still as I wait to see
Markus return with her. She has been down for far too long. “She
will return Timothy. We cannot let her leave this world. Like us,
she has a purpose in this world.”

Ms. Whitfield’s words felt cold and harsh.
She did not see Dorothy the way I did. To the Sparks she is a tool.
To the Shadows, she is mere vessel. No one sees Dorothy the way I
do. She is so much more, and I would choose her over any world. “I
know you must find my words harsh, but you know what we fight
against. Nightmare is getting desperate. His Shadows have grown
reckless and that makes them more dangerous. Our mission is to take
you and the others back. We can stay no longer Timothy. Once Markus
retrieves the Silhouette, we must return.”

Her words dance around my thoughts,
entangling with my own fears and worry, “I will not leave her. She
needs me. I need her. Please don’t make me go.”

I turn my sight from the water to look up at
Nurse Whitfield. I can see she cares but her words are final. “I am
sorry Timothy. You cannot remain in this world. You will not
survive it and she cannot leave. You foolishly gave your heart to a
creation that you could never be with. Someday you will
understand.”

I felt my world tilt as I look back to the
spot where I had lost her. Even if she were to return, I would
never be allowed to stay with her. I would never be able to keep my
promise. I told her I would never leave her. I barely registered
the sound of Nurse Whitfield leaving. My thoughts were with
Dorothy. My heart was with Dorothy and I was drowning in her
darkness.

Time stopped in this
moment. I will not leave her. I can’t. My eyes were set on the spot
where Louis forced her into darkness. I knew the Sparks would not
let me stay so I must do what I promised. I choose Dorothy over any
world. I had to be quick. I stood and dove into the water. I swam
as hard and fast as I could into the darkness. I felt the cold touch of the Shadows’ world, but I would not
stop until found her.

I ignored the burning in my lungs. I ignored
the pain that burst through my eyes. I had to find her. I had to
save her. I called out to Ray in hopes he would hear my plea and
help me find her. I searched for what felt like an eternity, and
then I felt it. A light touch was all I needed. The moons rays
broke through the darkness and I could see her. Grabbing hold of
her hand I pull her toward me. Her eyes remain open and I see
peace. It is a peace that I wish to share. As the last remaining
breath escapes my lips, I fill a tug on my body. I hold Dorothy
close as I close my eyes. I will never leave you, were my last
thoughts as the light carried us from the darkness.


Lost in Dreams of Dark and
Light











Mama, where are you? I hear my small voice
call out in the darkness. My mother told me to never enter the
woods. They were filled with creatures that would devour me. When I
was little I believed it to be true, but I had grown up, or so I
thought. I just want to show her I was brave.

The sounds of the night whisper all around
me as I make my way through the trees. The moons light had long
vanished and I could no longer see my way. I felt my heart race. My
skin turns cold as the fear of being lost sinks in. Mama told me
never to enter the woods. Why didn’t I listen?

I feel twigs snap beneath
my feet as they sink in the soft dirt. Tears swell in my eyes.
Mama, I’m so sorry. Why didn’t I listen? I
should have listened. I should have believed. But like most people
I believed she was ill. Her stories were just stories and the older
I became, the more I believed she was lost to them. She was lost to
me. She did not see reality. She lived in her fantasy. A world I am
lost to.

I reach out my hands in hopes they can fill
along the trees and I can find my way, but soon I am no longer in
the woods. I am in my home. I hear her cries.

“The doorway is locked.
Only those of the Veil can find their way through.”

I tell myself it’s just a
bad dream. I stand at my door tired and aggravated. “How could
you?” I open my door and make my way to her room. She is upset and
I need to comfort her. Her dreams have grown worse and it seems the
only one who could calm her down was me. “You cannot have
her! I won’t let you!” My breath feels
heavy now. I’m almost to the door. “She will never belong to you.”
My heart beats faster as my hand touches the door knob. “You only
think you’ve won.” I turn the knob slowly. I hear the soft click.
“I haven’t lost my power. Your kind will not prevail.” Taking a
breath to calm my nerves I open the door. Thump, thump. Thump,
thump. “It’s time for Dorothy to see the truth.”

I stand frozen at my mother’s door. Staring
into the darkness I gasp, “Mom.”

“I’m so sorry child. You
have been deceived.”

I stare into my mother’s pale face. Her long
black hair plastered to her skin. Her eyes are dark and hollow. She
looked wild and dangerous. I did not see the object in her hand.
She stands frozen. A tear escapes her eye as she whispers, “You are
not mine.”

I start to move toward her, but I am held in
place. I see the shadows move as a light shines on the thin object
in her hand. She turns from me to stare off into the distance. “You
cannot have her.”

Before I could move. Before I could register
what was happening a light burst forth into the room. The darkness
is burned away. The light was so bright. I can’t see. I try calling
to her, but my voice was gone. I can’t hear her. I can’t see her.
What’s happening?

“Dorothy. Dorothy can you
hear me?”

The light dims and I’m once again lost in
darkness. I hear a voice call to me. A voice I wish to hear
again.

“Dorothy. Dorothy where are
you.”

I suddenly imagine the scene in my mother’s
favorite movie. Dorothy is locked away in the witch’s tower. She’s
crying. Suddenly her aunt Em is calling for her. Am I that Dorothy?
Am I locked away in the tower? But if so, who is looking for
me?

“Dorothy. Dorothy, please
answer me.”

The voice echoes through the darkness. A
soft voice that sounds familiar. “I’m here.”

I try to speak, but my voice sounds so weak.
“I’m here.” I say again, but I fear the voice cannot find me. I am
lost in an abyss that will never release me.

“Dorothy.”

I hear my name louder this time as a soft
light breaks through the blackness of this damned world.
“Dorothy.”

My name is called once more. I can hear the
plea in his tone. He needs me. He has come for me. The light grows
brighter, erasing the bleak world I have been lost to. I remember
now. Timothy. Timothy is here. I am alert. I am aware. “I am
here.”

I see him near me. I see him searching.
“Timothy.” I hear my voice returning. “I’m here.”

The light grows brighter as he turns to face
me. I force my body to move as he makes his way toward me. I’m so
close. I can almost touch him. He came for me. He will not leave
me.

But you cannot have him.

The words of the Dark world rip through me
as it grabs hold of Timothy. His light quickly erased as my heart
cries out for him. My mind screams from the pain that consumes my
body. I am no longer lost.

I am awake.


Dorothy
Rose











I wake to the sounds of soft beeps. My head
hurts and my throat is sore. I try to open my eyes but I could only
manage to crack them open. I felt so weak. I felt my head shift. I
could see a bed next to me. I tried again to open my eyes, but my
lids felt so heavy. I could barely make out a figure sleeping in
the bed next to me. Tubes and monitors were attached to him.

Suddenly the events of the night came
rushing back. The Shadows. They tried to claim me. With my memory
returning I was rewarded with a fit of coughing. The attack caused
my head and my body to hurt more. Tears swell in my eyes as I feel
a mask placed over my mouth and nose. “It’s alright young lady. You
are safe.”

Specks of light invade my vision as I try to
understand what’s happening. Air flows through my nose burning my
sinuses. I close my eyes to shut out the light. “You were lucky we
found you when we did. Poor thing, now don’t you worry, I won’t let
anyone hurt you.”

Her words soon fade as a cool substance
inters my veins. The pain subsides as I fall back into
darkness.

“We will be in touch. Let
us know when they wake. We will need to ask them
questions.”

I hear the remnants of a
fading conversation as my mind wakes from its dark slumber.
“Yes, of course. I will inform you at
once.”

Dr. Hamish’s voice sounds pained. Something
has happened, but what? Their voices are replaced with the sounds
of footsteps and the peeping of a nearby monitor. Light breaks
through my eye lids forcing me to fully wake. My eyes flutter open
to take in my room. There was not much to see. A curtain surrounds
my bed, blocking me from seeing anything but the ceiling. I turn my
gaze to the sounds of the beeping monitor near my bed. I try to
move only to learn I have been restrained. Wires and tubes are
attached to me. The sound of the monitor beep rises from the racing
of my heart.

“I see you finally decided
to wake up.”

I look around the best I could to find were
the voice came from. “How could you? How could you let them take
him? It should have been you. It should have been you.”

“Ms. Bloom, what are you
doing in here? You know this area is off limits.”

“Ms. Whitfield. I was only
concerned.”

“Markus, see that Ms. Bloom
is returned to her room. And make sure no other patient is
wondering these halls. We can’t have anymore go
missing.”

Missing? The conversation
ends behind my curtain. Wendy’s words burn through my thoughts.
They took him. My breath became heavy. A weight was placed on my
chest and I was suffocating. I hear the curtain move and I feel a
hand placed in mine. “It’s alright Dorothy. You are going to be alright.”

I turn my gaze to look into eyes the color
of honey. I see light specks of gold burst near her irises. “Nurse
Whitfield.”

“Yes, child. I am
here.”

“What happened?”

I knew what happened, but Wendy’s words were
like small shards slicing through my heart. How could you let them
take him? It should have been you

“What do you
remember?”

My brows pinch in confusion. Does she not
know what happen to me? What did happen? I told Timothy to leave. I
could not keep him, but I knew he would stay. He would stay for me.
He followed me and then the Shadows came. “Louis was there. He
seemed angry. I remember the water.”

I felt her grip tighten around my hand.
“Yes, and I am sorry. Dr. Hamish has sensed some misgivings in his
halls. He has tried to find them, but he was not quick enough.”

I turn my gaze to the bed next to me. A
young boy lies quietly. Lost in a deep sleep. “Who is that?’

Leaving my side, Nurse Whitfield stands to
close the curtain, “Just another patient dear. Don’t you worry
about him. He will be fine. Now, I need to inform Dr. Hamish that
you are awake. He will have questions. Answer the best you can.
There will also be others who will want to speak to you. We just
need to understand what happened that night.”

“That night?”

“Yes, that night. You have
been lost to us for three days.”

Before leaving she checks my monitor and my
tubes. “I will be back shortly.”

I try to wrap my thoughts around everything
that was happening. My world was spinning out of control and I felt
lost. What was happening? Where is Timothy?


Wendy
Bloom











My anger scorches my skin as Markus guides
me back to my cell. How dare he treat me this way? I am one of
them. Why do they continue to look at me as if I am nothing more
than patient? Why do they insist on pampering that thing? It is her
fault Timothy was taken. She is to blame for the dark ones. How can
they not see she is to blame for all of the bad things that have
taken place?

Forced back into my room, I quickly close my
door before Markus enters, and head toward my bed. I flop down
forcefully, curl up into a fetal potion, and wrap my arms tightly
around myself. The thought of Timothy lost was too much. I wanted
her gone. I wanted to protect him from her, but now he is gone. He
is lost to an army of shadows. Nightmare’s army.

My heart aches for what I have done. My
sinuses start to burn from the tears that threaten to fall. “I am
such a fool.” I tried to fight back the tears, but fail in my
efforts. As the first tear falls I remember the first time I saw
Timothy. He sat alone near the pond. His eyes were focused on the
water. I looked up at my nurse, “Ms. Halt who’s that boy over
there?”

Ms Halt follows my gaze to see who I spoke
of and sighs, “Dear little Wendy. Nothing gets past you. That is a
new arrival. His name is Timothy Reign, dear.”

My brows pinch from the light that breaks
through the clouds. When the sun’s rays touched the water,
everything seemed to sparkle, even Timothy. He did not look sick.
To me he looked like and angel. He was my touch of light.

Lost in my grief I hear my mother’s words
taunt me.

I see the darkness in you little Wendy. You
should not let the devil speak to you. He will have you do bad
things.

But… I didn’t mama.

Now don’t you go lying to me little girl. I
know you are a dark seed. Now stay in your room.

My eyes are soon wet from the tears of my
mother’s words. I can’t remember when she stopped loving me. I can
only remember her not wanting me. Like my mother’s dismissal of me,
Timothy’s words cut deep. I poured my heart out to him, and he felt
nothing.

What have I done to be abandon? Why has no
one wanted to claim me? Twelve years I have rioted away in these
halls and not even my own father tried to return to me.

The light of day fades from my room as I
remain lost in my solemn thoughts. My world shattering before me as
everything I once believed reveals themselves as lies.

I have become the fragile little girl I once
was when I was left behind. I am once again lost and broken. I let
the tear fall as the sob escapes my lips.

‘Tic Toc. Tic Toc. I hear the sound of a
broken clock. Tic Toc. Tic Toc.’
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A Hint of Light











A faint glow breaks through the gloom of the
abyss. I can make out the muffled sounds of children laughing. The
light grows brighter, bringing forth an image that felt so
familiar.

“I’m going to get you.” One of them speaks
while chasing after another. A high pitch squeal shatters the
barrier that was keeping me in the dark.

“No, you won’t” the girl
replies, trying desperately to stay ahead of the boy. The sun
shines on them as the play near a pond.

Their smiles were bright and innocent, and
their laughter brings me hope. The image was powerful. I could
sense their happiness. Their joy was mine, and for a moment I
thought I knew them.

Lost in endless shadow a small spark of
light has found me. The Darkness did not win. I have found a way
home. As I make my way towards the light, a strong force grabs
hold, threatening to suffocate me. It coils around my body, pulling
me from the light. I struggle for the image that found me, begging
for its return, only to be greeted by despair. With my hope
slipping, I hear the Darkness whisper, You will always be mine.


Timothy
Reign











I no longer feel her hand in mine. I tried
to hold on, but the force pulling her away from me was to strong.
She fades in the darkness we struggle against, and there is nothing
I can do to save her.

Lost in a void I am tormented by thoughts
that I realize are meant to break me. A faint whisper echoes in my
solitude, she will never be yours.

For the first time, since I was a child, I
felt defeated. How could I have let her go? How did I not fight
harder? She stole my heart long ago and again in the moments we
shared. I finally felt her lips on mine and knew I could never
leave her behind. I had found my strength to fight against the
blackness of the world that wished to claim those like me. I had
found my Dorothy, and I let her go.

The Sparks would not help her. Their mission
was to only save me, but they don’t understand. In order to save me
from the darkness that wants me, I need her. I need Dorothy.

I hear the Darkness laugh, mocking my pain,
relishing my failure to save her. She is mine, the Darkness
whisper, always. I cannot let the Darkness claim her. I know what I
must do to save her, even if I cannot save myself. Darkness is
calling. She knows I will follow my heart; I told you, she
whispers, you cannot escape me.

I refuse to fear the unknown. I will welcome
the Darkness to save my light, and do what the Sparks refused to. I
will save Dorothy.

My light.

My Silhouette.

Falling further into the blackness of a
forbidden world my thoughts are of only her. I will be strong for
her. I will fight for her. I hear Darkness welcome me; you are
mine.


Dr. Hamish











The sounds of my halls have grown quiet. How
could I have been so blind? I sensed the fear in Dorothy when she
finally broke through her dark world and stepped into reality, and
yet I did nothing. The children have been through so much. So
consumed by my studies and the need to solve the riddles of the
lost minds I overlooked the behavior of my staff, and I foolishly
let their monsters in.

“Dr. Hamish?”

My darks thoughts are quickly shattered by
the sound of my name. I turn to see a young maid approach, “Sara,
what has you wandering the halls at such a late hour?”

“I could not go home in
good conscience after everything that has taken place, sir. I felt
it best to remain and help monitor the halls.”

I could not help but look
upon her with suspicion. None of the other young maids remain
behind. Though some– among the day
shift– remained I did not expect to see a
young staff member stay behind to help safeguard the children and
the other patients. Maybe she honestly felt the need to protect
them. I notice the silence has made her feel unease. She tucks a
few wayward strands of her long black hair back into her untidy
bun. Forcing my expression to relax, I give a small smile of
gratitude, “I appreciate the help young lady. Please do not
overtire yourself. With everything that has taken place, and the
now missing children I fear rest will be little.”

Her lips pinch tightly as she considers my
words. She gives a slight nod of understand before making her
departure, “Then I shall finish my walk and retire for the
night.”

Once again left in silence I allow my
concerns of Sara to return. But it was not just my concerns of Sara
that troubled me. I held concern for my entire staff. I have worked
for many years to undo the horrors that have stained these halls do
to my family’s practices. I felt I had finally created a home for
those who have been cast out by society because of illnesses they
did not comprehend. Only I have fooled myself into believing such a
thing. I can no longer trust those who walk the halls to help aid
in the care of my patients.

“But I don’t want to go
among mad people.”

The small voice from the end of the hall
forces my feet to move. I stood to long in the depths of my own
dark thoughts that I have forgotten my duties. “Oh, but you can’t
help that.”

As I near the end of the
hall, I see young Quinn Mathis staring out the window. His
eyes– still hold their haze–
telling me his mind is still lost to this
world.

“Quinn. Quinn can you hear me? It’s Dr.
Hamish. Why are you out of bed?”

I approach Mr. Mathis, aware that he will
not answer. He remains still and unfazed by my presents. I stare at
his reflection in the window and see the image of boy unscarred by
this life. I see a child filled with life, but his eyes tell me he
is lost to a world I will never understand.

I take a few steps closer when I hear the
sounds of approaching footsteps. In the window I see the silhouette
of a figure heading toward me.

“Dr. Hamish, you are needed
back in the hospital.”

I turn my attention from young Mr. Quinn to
my head nurse that now stands by my side. “Dian what is it?”

Her eyes quickly leave mine to stare at
Quinn. “The girl, Ms. Ross, she is awake.”

After three days of waiting, I may finally
get some answers. I fought to hide the anxiety that threaten to
overpower my thoughts. “Good, very well then, Dian if you please,
see that Mr. Mathis be returned to his room.”

“Yes, doctor.”

I look back down at Mr. Mathis to see he
remains lost in his world. I take a step to move around Dian when I
hear Quinn speak softly. “We are all mad here.”

I turn to the sound of his voice and in the
window I notice the reflection of his eyes. They peer deep into
mine, and for a moment I thought I could see a glimpse of his
world.


Dorothy Rose








With the restraints removed I sit on the
edge of my bed, still in my pale blue night gown, only allowing the
tips of my toes to touch the cold tile floor. Once again I have
failed to leave the Real. Once again I have failed someone I held
dear. The memory of my mother is still close, but she is not who I
ache for. He came to me and offered me hope. The touch of his lips
will forever haunt me. Like my mother’s words, the remnants of his
touch threaten to shatter what is left of me.

I will not leave you.

A tear slides down my cheek
from the memory of his words. I have failed him. The beep from the
nearby monitor echoes in my ears– waking
me from my solemn thoughts. I lift my eyes from the floor to stare
at the thick white curtain that separates me from my silent
roommate. Compelled to escape my failure, my feet touch the cold
tile, forcing me to stand and wake completely.

I inhale deeply, only to release a shaken
breath. A shiver runs through my body. I am suddenly paralyzed with
fear. I want to know who hides behind the curtain, but I fear I
know the answer. Could it be him? Wendy said he was taken by
Darkness, but what if he still remains? What if to Wendy he was
lost, but only because he was not awake. I force my feet to move,
but only slightly. I want to know, but I fear the answer. I fear
hope. As I reach out for the curtain the image of my mother’s door
flashes before me. The fear of that night still caresses my heart.
Her last words whisper softly to me, You are not mine.

The beeps grow louder as my fingers curl
around the curtain. Slowly I slide it back to reveal the one who
lay in silence. My heart pounds in my chest with anticipation. I
do, but at the same time I do not wish it to be him. My focus in
now on the boy who lies lost in deep slumber. I envied him of his
peace. For in this sleep you do not feel, and you do not fear the
Real.

I place my hand in his as I watch him sleep,
and listen to the steady beeps of his monitor. In this moment I
realize I do not know him. My heart breaks from the understanding
Timothy is no longer with me. Wendy’s words ring with truth. He has
fallen to Darkness and I am to blame.
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