DEATH COMES TO THOSE...
A man in his early thirties sits in a chair. No objects around him, just emptiness and darkness. A light shines down on him. He sits in silence with his head in hands for ten seconds before starting to speak. 

I remember that day. I remember like it was my last. How I wanted to cry, but I couldn’t. Not a single tear. Not a single cry. Maybe I had no reason, no right. The despair was there, but blurry. It’s blurry when I try to think back to the funeral home. Blurry when I try to picture faces. But I can feel the despair. 
The hurt; like a glow. A throbbing glow. An awkward glow. Saving each and every one of them from the dark that was about to come. That’s all I can remember. A death followed by grief, followed by darkness.

I feel numb. Not physically, but mentally. I’m exhausted. My mind won’t think. It wants to give in, but I won’t let it. I can’t. One sec. I can hear a voice. My mother spurring me on. She told me to live life like every day was my last. I remember her face. Her smile. The way she’d comfort me, even at my age. She’d always be so caring. I can even remember the Sunday lunch she used to make. What a cracking meal. Pork, usually, with roast potatoes, Yorkshire puddings all soaked in gravy, and she’d cram as much veg on the plate as she possibly could. My head, it hurts. I’d always leave the vegetables ‘til last, but I’d have to eat them at some point. My God. It’s hard to concentrate. All of these thoughts, these feelings. Then nothing. It’s so comforting to think of the past, almost a relief, but the pain. Come on. Think. It’s hard. I can’t. Everything’s blurry. 

That’s weird. I remember seeing her on the last day of our holiday. I was twenty-five and it was the last time we went somewhere together. I think it was Spain. Yes. Malaga, I remember. We were on the beach; I took her as a thank you. We’d been a bit distant for a few years, what with me being away. Ouch. A working man. The pain. I had my own apartment, no, not too far away. My god. The visits became less frequent. My head. It’s how families drift apart. It’s unbearable. I had to spend some time with her again. Please stop. I could afford it so I took her to Spain. No. On the last day my Mum sat me down and told me how proud of me she was. I can’t. That’s when she told me. Stop. To live every day like it was my last. Stop. It always stuck with me. Stop. She’d said it to me a few times. STOP! ... What did she say? I can’t remember. Why can’t I remember?

It’s so annoying. I can’t think. I can see the funeral home again. There’s something near the front, but I can’t focus. I just keep seeing these images. Hearing these voices. I can hear another voice. More quiet this one. Ah, it’s getting louder. Somehow familiar. It’s me. I can see another image now too. I’m seventeen and I’ve just kissed the girl I had a huge crush on. I can see her smiling. I can see me smiling. I can see me tearing at her. No. I can see the funeral home. Wait. I want that memory. Come back. No. That was my first love.   

The man clutches his head in his hands in sits in silence for a few seconds.
Ah, darkness, but relief. Why is this happening? Blur after voice after silence. They’re overlapping now. I can’t think at all. But my head’s not hurting. I close my eyes. It’s faint, but I can see something, a blur. Hey, it’s me again. Six years old. Ha ha, look at me go! I’m a future football star. My little feet. So tiny. I had to give up football. Ah, I’d forgot about my illness. Yeah. Why doesn’t it hurt now? Perhaps I’ve finally been blessed with some relief. I can picture the hospital bed now. Too often had I laid in it. But now. Now I feel different. I feel clean. I feel relief. I feel nothing. The continuous pounding in my head has gone. 

I can see the funeral home again. Flash after flash. Image after image. Voice after voice. It’s so frustrating, but I have to see. I’m looking around at these blurred faces, nothing. I can see a coffin at the front. I have to look, I need my memory. There’s a figure beside the coffin. I can see it’s open casket and the figure is mourning. I walk to the front and the blurred faces somehow begin to fade. My mother! My Mother? But wait, she’s beside the coffin. What’s going on? Where am I? I don’t want to look. No. I can see in to the casket. No. No! What? My face. Looking back at me. Pale and lifeless.

Who am I? Where am I? I look around the funeral home again and it’s empty. All that’s left is my body and me. Everything is starting to blur in to one. A montage of my life. Voices of my mother, my friends, myself. Something triggers and the light begins to fade. No. I’m not scared any more. I feel dizzy. Like I’m spinning, but spinning towards something. Spinning out of my confusion. The darkness has come, I can no longer see. I can no longer move. I have no form. I am just my self.  I feel no worry, no confusion. Just relief.  

The light shining down on him turns off.
