These selected journal entries were written for the character of Sarah Wyatt, who was the head librarian for the Aglaura Public Library.  She was also an artist and grew up in a household where other children were abused and killed.
Perchance
October 5th, 2005 
And then I am running through the Barrens, but in my head they’re getting all mixed up with The Barrens from the book and I look back in fear of the clown until I realize it was my dream’s dream. Nevertheless, there’s something behind me. I run faster still, beads of sweat appearing on my breast and being wicked away by the breeze. Am I fleeing from something or running to it? The lady or the tiger?

There are pine needles between my toes and the smell of the woods pervades my (un)consciousness. It is so strong that I am the pine itself. A noise drifts from my right. It is a loon it is a siren it is a wolf it is a child crying it is a rusty hinge it is mama calling me it is all of these things and none of those things. I wheel about, unsure whether to run to the sound or away from it. In my moment of indecision, the ground opens up and swallows me.

I awaken.

I fling back the sheets, infused with dreamsweat, convinced there will be needles at the foot of the bed. I see nothing but rumpled covers.

I am sure there will be no more sleep for me that night. Five minutes later I’m out cold and there are no more dreams. Small favors.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

I hear you
May 16th, 2006 
Lately I hear things. Not pleasant things. I’m not sure if they’re unpleasant noises either, other than the fact that they’re so faint as to practically drive me mad.

This morning I turned on the exhaust fan in the bathroom and took a shower. After I turned the water off, the whole room was full of the noise of the fan. And underneath it, I swear I heard… shouting? The voices of children? Whatever it was, I couldn’t make out what they were saying. It wasn’t anything so petty and cliche as my name though. In fact, I don’t know if they even knew my name.

What am I saying? I can see inside the mind of an imaginary voice?

As I flicked off the switch I distinctly heard a man say “Help!”

I am sure that was my imagination. And even if it wasn’t, it was.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Can’t find a happy place
June 17th, 2006 
It is so common now that it would be only notable through its absence. Last night I had the burning dream again, although there was more to it this time:

I was in the car, cool and hot air intertwining upon my skin so that I couldn’t figure out whether I was cold or warm. A glance in the mirror; I am on fire. But then my face changed into the faces of the masks, in some sort of ghoulish parade.

Knowledge appeared, and spoke to me. “You have embraced some tenets of knowledge and discarded others; in this way you are not whole.” It burst into flames and melted before my eyes. I felt my own face burn with it. History was behind it. “You have chased after history for so long that you are not sure whether you are running towards it or away from it.”

I felt a chill dread down my spine as I shot my eyes quickly over to the passenger seat. My stepfather was there, with that vast evil grin of his peeking out of decaying flesh. His eyes were not just steely, but they looked to be of steel, cold and without life. I shuddered and willed him away, staring back into the mirror, crying out as the face there oozed away and turned into another.

Nature spoke. “Do you know, anymore, what is natural and what is not? For you have forgotten the feel of the wind even as you surround yourself with dead trees.” As it caught fire and melted away, I screamed with the aching of it. Technology piped up. “You have forsaken me and embraced me; I am your bastard child who knows not if he is loved or hated.” A flash; gone but for the singe on my skin.

Sacred’s voice filled the car with its booming. “You do not know anymore what you worship, child. Without spiritual focus you are incomplete.” Another burst of flame and intense agony. Man spoke: “I am of you and not of you; you are me and not me; we shall never be together as long as we are apart.”

Rather than catch fire, the face broke apart into thousands of glittering glassy shards, and behind it was my face again, nearly blackened from flame, tears carving a steamy trail down the ruined landscape of my cheeks. My dying act was to turn to look at Hamilton again, who was laughing and pointing at me, staring with those alien eyes. “Why, girlie girl, you know less about yourself than I do! Now isn’t that a surprise?” With a savage grin, he reached out to shove me…

I awoke as I fell out of bed.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Hopeless
July 13th, 2006 
I’ve lived to bury my desires,

And see my dreams corrode with rust;

Now all that’s left are fruitless fires

That burn my empty heart to dust.

-Pushkin

So Eden sank to grief,

So dawn goes down to day.

Nothing gold can stay.

-Frost

Lost, lost, all is lost. The nature of grief is curious. These are my labor pains, where I give birth to my sorrow, and even after the wicked child is born shall my pains be strong. My darling baby; my progeny of heartbreak.

This is the umbilical cord, where I pour all of what was once me into this child of woe. It shall suck me dry unto the last drop and cry for more of the foul formula upon which it subsists. Here is the heartbeat which echoes a tattoo throughout all sound, a strong and rapid heartbeat sounding like fists striking walls. This is the fevered brow which blazes with the fire within, consuming all in its path, rendering me to nothing but crackled skin and steaming bones. Ten fingers and ten toes and ten million ways to tear me to bits.

There is no life left in me. I bequeath it all to this child which is all that is left of me, and her name is Sorrow, and she rides a pale horse. I despair. All is lost.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Just like Morton Salt
July 25th, 2006
Still hard at work, still poring through the remains. So to speak. I just don’t know what to do with everything. Pack it up? I may need a few more boxes than originally thought, but the rain the other day was a setback. No roof, no roof. I’m just so tired.

Still, I like to tell myself that the rain was a sort of a cleansing. It’s not artificial or chlorinated or pressurized or pumped. It merely falls in a patter that ranges from barely audible, to fingers tapping on paper, to a shower. And I am thankful that it washed some of the guck away with it. Take it down the road, Rain. We don’t want that crap around here anymore. Cleanse the wound and move on.

I will count my blessings, dammit. I have many blessings.

My blessings are the rain. My blessings are my friends. My blessings are the encouragement via email that fills me with warmth like a sip of brandy on a winter night. My blessings are my health.

Why does health always come last when one counts blessings? “Well, at least you have your health.” Ok, Self, you’ve got to stop falling into negativity. (At least I’m talking to myself again.)

My blessings are a recovered mask. My blessings are the sun on my face. My blessings are the books that are left.

I have many blessings. I have many blessings. If I keep saying it, I will remember it. Maybe even believe it.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Choo Choo
July 26th, 2006 
During the dark part of the night, sometimes you can go to the edge of the woods and peer into the darkness, and if you’re lucky, you will see a tiny spark in the distance. Wait long enough, and the spark might gain a twin. Stay very still and try not to blink. More tiny sparks will appear. Some of them seem very far away, and some a bit closer, all in a long column as far down your line of sight as you can see. Gradually the lights will turn brighter and brighter, coalescing into one large ball, so white that you can scarcely stand to look at it for long. And if you still haven’t blinked, you will have that moment of clarity where you realize that you have watched the light at the end of the tunnel form, and it’s bearing down on you like a freight train.

I have spent hours today talking to P. Off in the distance I can almost hear the train whistle.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Them ol’ movin’ blues
August 5th, 2006 

The other day as I was making a final check under my bed for stuff to pack, I noticed there was a rogue sunbeam under there, right under the middle. I had never noticed it before. I guess I’m always looking at the bed from the top. Maybe? Maybe I have noticed it before. I’m tired.

The dreams are back.

I hear things. Not just in the bathroom fan. In the rumble of machinery; in the shriek of the windshield wipers; in the creak of the door. I was walking around the new/old house and I swore someone was keeping pace with me. I caught them once: a stray footstep after I feinted a walk. Ha. Gotcha! How does one trap a figment of one’s imagination? In a glass jar, I imagine. I can put it on my new mantel and shine the lights at it. I wonder what color a footstep is.

The dreams are different.

I am not here to talk about the dreams or my silly megrims. It is perfectly obvious that they’re stress-related. The stress should be abating soon once things are squared away and me and my dreams will be right as rain. After all, there’s a new house, which is an old house, and a new place for all my paper friends to live.

People ask me if I’m going to move into my old bedroom. I remember enough to say no. I don’t remember much, but I’m sure that I spent some lovely childhood days there, and it will be nice to be as a child again. This is going to be good for me, good for the town. It’s the right thing to do.

I bit off all my nails, but I don’t remember when.

Where in the hell are my friends? I miss them. Is it I who is too busy or have they found other things to do with their time?

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Ring Around the Abattoir
August 16th, 2006 
I am a child; we are all childen, all of us girls, and we are in a dark but spacious room. We are holding hands in a ring, circling widdershins, singing loudly and a little off-key.

Ring around the rosy

A pocketful of ashes

Catch her

Catch her

She’ll get away!

I watch and one of the girls sinks into the ground, clawing and crying so hard that snot is bubbling out of her nose, ripping her fingernails off on the concrete as she slips under. Nobody else can see her go. The other girls are in a trancelike state. They slowly awaken after she’s gone, notice there’s a gap in the ring, and close towards each other to grasp hands again.

Over and over, girls slip into the dirt as if it were water. There are just two of us left. I look at her; she knows nothing. Instead of holding her hands and singing, I cling to her to try to keep her from going down, arms firmly wrapped under her armpits so I can support her weight. She must weigh 800 pounds. I can’t hold her anymore. She looks at me and understands that she’s going; I do too. We both cry as we stare at each other, fear reflected in each other’s eyes. I scream, “Don’t go, I need you!” but she is gone already. The echo of my scream bounces around the walls and turns into the cackling of a madman. I know who is laughing.

When I woke up, my back was stiff and sore.

Oh, by the way, I found my original sketch for Technology. Hope someone enjoys it. I’m not sure if it’s possible for me to enjoy anything in my current mood.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

it’s in me
August 20th, 2006
it is bigger than i am and it is inside my skin and it scratches at me to get out i am a cat door a dog door there is a trap door for it to get out and the father man says shut your trap when i cry and i do and the tears flood my insides and they ferment into a primordial goo and they become this thing that is bigger than i am

it is on a radio frequency that only i can hear even though i have no fillings to tune into it and it sings to me in a language only i speak and it tells me of the past and the present but when i cry and beg for the future i get only silence and the thing starts to scratch at me again and my dreams it haunts my dreams forever and ever amen

i fancy that if i stare long enough at the skin on my arms legs stomach i will see the extrusion of the claws which scrabble at my dermal layers from the inside

does it hurt this thing inside of me to be cooped up and that is why it tries so madly to escape? does it hurt the thing as much as it hurts me? i hear it panting and it sounds like a crayon being scribbled on paper

my eyes bulge with the pressure

i have to let it out

i’m ok, really, don’t worry about me

there are just some things i need to do.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Anchors away
August 30th, 2006
Imagine what the boys said when they saw a Marionette enter the classroom! They laughed until they cried. Everyone played tricks on him. One pulled his hat off, another tugged at his coat, a third tried to paint a mustache under his nose. One even attempted to tie strings to his feet and his hands to make him dance.
My strings are invisible. I think I am, too. I’m sorry, I’m not here right now. Please leave your name and a short message after the tone. I have not a care in the world. Am simply the mount, and at the touch of the whip I stretch my legs and run without worrying about where we’re going. The master has miles to go before it sleeps.

Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going? Where are we going?

Who cares? Shh. He watches. Make not a sound, lest ye sink beneath the timbers. Termites eat at them, they erode, they petrify, and yet they stand in mute triumph, waiting to swallow the next hapless victim. I am made of wood. The timbers are made of wood? Do they have strings attached to them, too? Pull them. Pull them. Bring them back from the murk. They stretch beneath the soil and wiggle their toes in the mud. Pull the keystone. Doom will fall upon them.

No, I’m a frayed knot.

I hope to be unraveled soon. The need crawls across my skin like roaches.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

A fairy tale
September 8th, 2006 
Once upon a time there was a little girl who lived in a safe place amongst people who were different, but loving. There were many songs and dances and meditations and friends, and the little girl felt safe. One fateful day, as the little girl lay slumbering, those with evil in their hearts came to destroy the little girl’s home, which was also home to quite a few other people. The bad people painted the letter M all around the walls and then burned the place to the ground. The little girl and her friends fled screaming into the deep, dark woods, never to see their grownups again.

As fate would have it, a couple who lived near the forest found the little girl and the other children and took them into their home, and gave them a roof over their heads and, the children thought, would keep them safe. The little girl wasn’t allowed to play with her friends anymore, even though the man kept searching the woods and picking up stragglers until he had a baker’s dozen collected. The woman kept the little girl away from the other children, who lived in the dungeon while the little girl and the couple lived high above.

Although she didn’t get to play with them, the little girl looked forward to seeing the other children when they occasionally came up from the dungeon for various reasons. She would try to hold her smiles in as she gazed upon the familiar creatures who emerged, blinking, only to be told to go back down all too soon. As time passed, the little girl saw less and less of the others, until after a twelvemonth it seemed like there were no little children in the house at all.

And oh, God, it’s coming back to me, how I was his little maid, sopping up the blood spots and mixing my own tears with the rinse water when I had to clean up after his murderous games. The blood seeped into the floor, like the paint seeped into the wall, like the girls in my dream seeped into the basement.

I was the little girl, and he killed all my friends, and he killed Amelia that day. How could I have forgotten all this hideous mass of time? What foul poison had worked into Hamilton’s veins to make him turn his house into an abattoir? Why, when he killed Amelia, did he seem to regain some measure of sanity? He raised me rather than slaughtered me. Maybe seeing what he did to her shocked sense into him? In any event, I am sure that if Amelia didn’t stop him that day, I’d be another grease spot on the basement floor. She fought, tooth and nail, draped herself on his legs, anything she could to keep him from taking me down there, to the place of bad smells. I remember seeing a stained cloth doll in the corner, facing the wall as if it were naughty. Hamilton couldn’t be stopped, and to my rising terror dragged me to the door. The door, the double damned door, the door haunted my nightmares and daymares and napmares and wakemares, and it was Strictly Forbidden, I mustn’t go near that door, dasn’t, Hamilton will beat me if I do, Hamilton is making me go there, Hamilton is taking me through, Hamilton has his tools set out, serrated, smooth, axes, cleavers, filet knives, gut hooks, there are timbers and they are stacked together like a raft, and oh God, the dark oily stains, the straps, and now I am on them and I can’t move, and Hamilton is at the whetstone.

And the others appeared to the little girl in her hour of distress. They smile, but their eyes and mouths plead with her. “Help us, Sarah, please, help us.” The little girl promises to whatever force will listen that she will never wish on the wishing star again if just this one wish would come true: wish I may, wish I might, have the wish I wish tonight, that the other children could be alive and happy again. She is sure that it would work. The wishing star is powerful magic, and to give it up is quite a forfeiture. A sense of calm lifts her and she watches from above herself.

Hamilton came at me with the knife he had been sharpening, each step jouncing an evil smile tighter onto his lips. His eyes looked yellow in the light. The only things I could see were those fearful yellow eyes and the greasy glint of the razor-sharp blade. Hamilton draws the knife across his forearm, fast. It is so sharp that it doesn’t pause in its travels, and the blood takes a few seconds to appear. Hamilton looks at the wound, satisfied. Nods. Tastes the blood. Smiles wider, blood mixing with saliva and painting his teeth, and all I see now is the red mouth and yellow eyes. I barely even register the dark blur rushing through the room - the dark blur that is Amelia, is the woman, is the Mommy, is impaled on the knife, isn’t moving, and the yellow eyes widen and fill with tears. Who would have thought the old man had so many tears in him? He cried for a year and a day, me joining in, my voice shredding my throat as I begged Mommy to get up, my eyes rolling back in my head as I told the wishing star that I wanted to change the deal, I would do anything, please just let Mommy get up. Too late, too late.

And the man, after a very long time, came to the little girl, who cringed away from him, this embodiment of ill-will, but he was kind to her. He loosened her bonds and carried her out of the dungeon and into the parapet, where he locked her into her room and went back down to clean the dungeon alone this time.

And he raised me as his child afterwards, and I acted like his child, and neither of us spoke of the madness, and after time I forgot about it. FORGOT ALL ABOUT IT. How could anyone forget such a thing? A thing as big as the Earth, bigger than the universe, and it lay dormant until that little treasure trove woke me up. I have been asleep for a very, very long time. But I am awake now. I am Sarah.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

YARM
September 25th, 2006 
I don’t know what caused this little tidbit to burble to the top of my conscious mind like the dying gasp from a percolator that means the coffee is ready. At first I thought I dreamed it, but now I’m not sure. Have you ever had a dream that seems so real that you weren’t sure whether it really happened or not? Even in the most horrifying or realistic of my night time wanderings, there’s still something that makes you say, “Ah, well I know I can’t really fly, no matter how natural it seemed at the time, so I must have dreamt that.” And that’s that. Only this time, I can’t pick out anything that seemed over the top. My heart is trying to tell me it really happened, and my mind says it’s not possible. How cliche is that?

An old man came to my home one night. I did not know him, but something within him resonated a chord within me. Kindred spirit, perhaps? He had old eyes, but they were young underneath; he looked exhausted but I’d never seen someone so fundamentally vital. He said to me, “You are special, my child, and only you can help me now. You shall not remember meeting me - no one does - but this time, it is my wish that you must help fulfill.”

Of course I hadn’t the foggiest notion what he meant, but nevertheless I was a moth drawn to his flame. The glow from the porch light danced in his eyes, twinkling like stars. The longer I looked at him, the more I wanted to draw him and catch him on paper forever. I remember thinking those things, but now, I haven’t the foggiest notion what his face looked like. All I have is the impression it left on my own psyche, like a footprint. Faceprint.

He continued, “Six are the masks that you must make, one vessel each for the aspects of belief. How ironic, to hide within such things when the one who threatens all himself wears a mask. Ironic too, that none shall know and you shall not recall the sacrifice I make, but it is the only way.”

And he left, and I watched him walk away and went to bed and forgot about the whole thing until now. But create the masks I did, and now grief and guilt rise in me like a tide. Did the seed of the masks plant the poisonous tendrils that stretch today over Aglaura? Could I be responsible for this summer’s dead and dying? And even worse, I feel I might have placed my sweet young friend in mortal peril, among many others. What am I to do? How can I possibly undo what I’ve done?

I have quietly scoffed at Dale’s Wish - not the art or the story itself, because it’s beautiful, but his notion that the Wish might have been real. Tonight, I’m starting to believe. I need to talk to Dale and Wes. Maybe they can help me make sense of this.

If I never recover another repressed memory, it will be too soon.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Half-Full, and getting fuller all the time

September 27th, 2006
Last night I had a dream. In it, I was systematically wandering the rooms of my new/old house, one by one, searching for the masks. I had lost them all, but knew they were close by. Upstairs, downstairs, basement, bedchambers to kitchen to bathrooms to storage to closets and back again, I traveled. I think I was flying. In my flying dreams, though, I don’t really soar through the air - I just kick off like I’m in the water, and I float above the ground. The dreams in which I’m flying are the best I’ve ever had. Anyway, I swamfloated all around the house and, one by one, found the masks in various places. Nowhere important, really. One hanging from a shower head. One in a dresser drawer. One in the dryer. One behind the curtains. One in the freezer. But I collected five of them, and was at a loss. The last mask was nowhere to be found. I grew more desperate, wishing that I could soar so I could zoom through the rooms and find it quicker, but my pace was maddeningly slow, like in those dreams where I’m being beat up and try to defend myself but I’m moving through molasses. Every room I checked and checked and triple-checked, and I kept having the feeling that this time, the mask would be right there, and it wasn’t, and tears of frustration sprang to attention in my eyes. I cried as quietly as possible, because I swore I could hear the Mask of Man calling to me in a girl’s voice, my name a susurration against the living noises of the house: the breeze through the trees, the water through the pipes, the hum of the refrigerator. The voice gradually grew louder, magnifying with my tears. Finally I heard what seemed to be a sigh, and the voice said, “Without belief, all is lost, just as I am, too.” I ended up on the floor of the old study, sobbing, exasperated, thinking to myself, “What the hell am I supposed to to, clap my hands to show it I believe?”

Then I woke, and I was still crying.

But sometimes I’m a contrary sort, so despite all that, I’ve felt better in these last few days than I ever remember feeling. The world around me may be falling apart, but dammit, my center is holding strong. I know that I have lots of work to do on the piece of art that is Sarah - psychical therapy, as it were - but I’m looking forward to it. I see myself as the grandmother of all projects, and I like how I’m turning out, and I can’t wait to see what shape I’ll carve out in myself next.

And the weather is turning cooler, and the autumn days will bring rust and crimson and golden leaves against the sky, which is so blue it almost hurts to look at. Electric blue. Vital blue. I’m imagining my palette for another painting, full of bright primaries and secondaries. I can’t wait for snow!

I’ve never felt so at peace before. I radiate. At night you can practically read a book from the glow coming from me. Stand next to me to get a tan. I am full of possibilities.

Thank you to all of you for standing shoulder to shoulder with me as I walked through the valley of the shadow of death. Don’t think I didn’t notice you were holding me up every once in a while. Without you I would have stumbled and fallen there in that dark desert. I would not have made it.

There’s just so much to look forward to in life, isn’t there?
