I walk to the ledge and sit down. Far below I can see the crowd that has gathered to watch. I know that inside they are filled with concern, but few can hide the excitement they feel. Though I’ve only been here a moment, the police lights already begin to annoy me. 

I know I’m supposed to help, but I’ve often found it useless. I may offer comfort, but cannot truly help anyone. I think this may show on my face, for few seem happy to see me. 

I look at the man standing next to me. His eyes look skyward, searching. 

“You’ll find no answers there, my friend,” I tell him. 

I have never met this man before, yet a friend he is. I suppose in today’s world we need all the friends we can get. Only problem is, none of my friends stick around very long. 

“From the depths of my heart, I cry out to you, oh Lord,” he answers back, speaking this more for my benefit than his own. 

This nearly brings a smile to my face. It has been a long time since I’ve run into one of His kind. They don’t usually have need of me. 

Playing along, I nod somberly. Pausing to let his words sink in, I allow him to feel as if he is having a profound effect on me, though I’ve already dismissed his words. 

“Look before you. This is what is.” I know this is no comfort, but this man needs honesty. He has obviously heard all the happy encouragement I could offer, and yet he is still here. 

“I am so tired. I just can’t handle . . . ” He lets his words trail off. 

Seeing he has lost all hope, I decide it is time. 

“Not a cloud in the sky. The stars are extremely close tonight. It’s almost as if you could reach out and touch them.” He was worried about having enough courage to follow through, and I’ve just provided it. Is this mercy?

I stand next to him as he closes his eyes. I can do nothing but watch as he lifts his arm toward the sky. He

slowly leans forward, getting up on tiptoe. 

I flinch when it actually happens, but quickly recover and jump after him. 

“Keep your eyes closed. You’re almost there. Can you feel it?” I whisper in his ear as he plummets to the

earth. 

Just before we hit, I close my eyes. 

~ 

The car stops at the red light. I open the door and climb in back. 

As I settle in, the smell suddenly hits me. Apparently the boy to my left hadn’t had a very good grip on his beer, as it was rolling on the floorboards. I push him, but his body merely slumps to the other side. 

It takes me a moment to realize there are three people in the front seat, as the young blonde has her head

buried in the driver’s lap. The light turns green, but the driver seems not to notice. 

“Let’s go.” I know this in not a good idea, but I tire of sitting here. 

“How many have you had?” A simple enough question, though I don’t bother listening to his slurred response. 

The car finally begins to roll forward. 

“Come on man, let’s move.” Encourages his friend. 

Locating the source of my presence, I turn to the passenger. 

“Where is she?” I see he would rather not answer but instead he points behind me. I ask if he means the trunk and he gives a hesitant nod. 

As the car picks up speed, it seems as if the driver has less and less control. 

“What will you do when they find her? They will, you know.” I am unsure as to how to comfort him. I have

never been in this situation before, but know I cannot back out. 

“Lay off of him. If she would have given him what he wanted . . . ” The driver loses his train of thought but has given me what I need. 

“You really liked her didn’t you? First love?” I pause only a moment for him to nod. “She got what she had

coming.” 

“I tried to reason with her. She wanted it.” As he speaks, I can tell his spirits are rising. 

The car slides sideways as we round a curve, running the red light. I glance back and briefly note two cars

colliding. I dismiss them and turn back. 

“She led you on. Made you think she was inviting. Never wore revealing clothes, but that just turned you on even more.” He nods in agreement. 

“When you tried to give her what she asked for, she rejected you. So you gave it to her anyway. What a bitch.” I hate myself more with each word, but everyone deserves a chance at inner peace. 

“You’re merely saving another from getting hurt. Why should you feel remorse? You gave her what she asked for.” 

“Damn right I-” He gets cut off as the driver yells. 

I look to see what is happening, and am surprised to see the world spinning upside down. 

As the ground comes crashing up at us, I feel my eyes close. 

~ 

I walk into the room and stop. 

A woman lies dead in the corner, a tire iron protruding from her head. 

Dismissing her, I turn toward the soft whimpering. 

A man stands above a young woman, who is curled into a ball at his feet. 

“See what you made me do?” He screams at her. 

When he gets no response, he kicks her, knocking her to her side. 

She looks pleadingly up at me, but seems to know I will be of no help. 

“She wanted to protect you. If you had just stayed out of my way . . . ” He emphasizes this with a blow to her ribs. “He’s drunk. He went looking for trouble. He has no love but for his bottle.” These thoughts are no comfort to her, merely echoes of her own mind. 

I am not sure how to go about this one. Her physical pain is of no concern to me, but this verbal abuse she is being forced to endure I know she cannot handle. 

I walk up to her, and kneel down. I place my hand on her shoulder. She flinches, but quickly notes it causes no pain. 

Her father ignores me, content to wait until he was done with her before turning to me. 

I don’t know what to say, but rather just hum. I’m not sure why, but this seems to work. Her body relaxes, or as much as possible while being hit. 

“Cry, my friend. There is no reason to torture yourself. Grieve for your mother. Think of her.” As I say this, her father turns his attention from her body to her head. 

She joins in humming with me. The tune is familiar, though I can’t say where I’ve heard it. 

Our humming seems to annoy him. He stops momentarily and leaves the room. As he is gone, our humming grows louder. I now recognize it as “Jesus Loves Me” and wonder why I would pick it. 

“I’ll teach ya to ignore me,” he says as he walks back into the room, carrying a hammer. 

“Thank you for the tune, my friend,” I whisper as he lifts his hammer. 

I flinch involuntarily when it hits, and my eyes are forced shut. 

~ 

I look out the window to see a room full of people. Each is staring in, some anxious, but most sad. 

Turning around, I see her. She is strapped to the table, several IVs run into her arms, though no liquid flows

through them. 

I wonder why she is here, but know I will find out soon enough. Everyone is read their sentence before being executed. 

Not surprisingly, next to the table lies a Bible. I’m not sure why, but many turn to that book shortly before their execution is carried out. I’ve always found it ironic that Christianity gains its largest following from those they condemn to death. 

This woman also must have recently been captured in the word. The Bible is brand new, with few signs of use. 

The book is not important though, and I turn back toward the window. 

I listen and discover that she was found guilty of kidnapping two small girls and burying them alive, after

sexually mutilating them. 

I turn back to her and look at her hands. I try to imagine them doing what was said. What she did or did not do is of no concern to me and I walk up next to her. 

Her eyes look into mine, and I find fear in them. She does not seek my help, however. I find this odd but

attribute it to the lack of concern on my face. 

“Pray with me,” she requests. 

I do not believe in her God or any god, but will always help a friend. She prays to her God, asking for

forgiveness and salvation. All of this I have heard before, but she catches me off guard when she thanks Him for putting me here. 

I hear a noise behind me, and notice the liquid in one of the IVs has begun to drip. 

“I am glad you have found your peace. It saddens my heart to lose a friend.” This woman had no need of me, and I wonder how I am to help here. She has all the comfort she needs. 

“Do not be sad, we will see each other again.” Her eyes begin to close as the second IV begins to drip. 

“I am afraid not, I must be moving on.” I wonder if she is delusional. She knows she is dying; yet she tells me I will see her again. 

“In Heaven . . .” 

“Look before you. This is what is,” I tell her. 

“You’re wrong. I see Him now.” Her words are slow, and her breathing labored. 

I can only shake my head as her’s drops and both of our eyes close. 

~ 

The room is dark, lit only by a digital clock. My eyes quickly adjust to the dimness and I look around. 

I look at a few old pictures and note they were taken some time ago. Everything in this small room is very neat and organized. The books, though rarely read, are untouched by dust. 

A slow steady breathing catches my attention. 

To my right is a small bed. It takes me a moment to determine which is the head and foot of the bed. I gently pull back the small comforter to reveal an old man. 

I jump as something crashes behind me. Turning around I determine the sound came not from in this room, but rather the room adjacent to it. 

Turning back around, I notice the man has sat up and is searching for his glasses on the table next to the bed. 

“Hello . . . ?” His voice quivers as he places his glasses on his head. He glances around the room, but fails to notice me. 

“Be still, my friend, lest they seek you here.” He jumps at my voice, but makes no sound. 

“There is a phone over there.” He points to the wall behind me. “I can’t walk alone. Call the police.” 

Rather than comply, I sit next to him on his bed. 

I place my hand on his shoulder and squeeze. I tell him again of the importance of remaining silent. 

He jumps at the sound of the next crash, but remains quiet. His muscles tighten as footsteps come closer to his door. 

The door burst open and a flashlight shines in our eyes. 

“Where’s your money, Old Man?” Comes a voice from the unseen assailant. 

“I don’t keep money here. It’s all at the bank.” 

“You mean you don’t have any here? Well, you better come up with some real quick.” To emphasize his point he draws a gun. 

“You miss your wife don’t you? She was so strong. She would have known what to do.” This catches both

men off guard. I almost take advantage of this to disarm the man, but refrain. 

“Tell him of her. She is your true treasure. Money can’t compare to the memories you made together.” I

dismiss the gun and look the old man in the eye. 

“Shut up! This is no concern to you,” cries the burglar. 

Ignoring him, I grab one of the pictures sitting on the dresser. It shows a young woman riding a horse. 

“She was very lovely, wasn’t she?” I nod in response to his question. 

“Where’s it at?” The attacker glances around nervously. 

“She had wonderful blue eyes . . .” His words are cut short as the bullet enters his chest. 

“To hell with this! I’m outta here,” he screams as he turns to leave. 

“Tell me about her.” 

The blood flows down onto the sheets, where it is quickly soaked up. I know how to fix the wound but cannot.

“Her hair . . . great . . . laugh . . .” He coughs up blood, but lies back with a smile on his face. 

I merely watch and smile back. 

A smile that never reaches my eyes before they close. 

~

 Where am I? 

A sudden sense of dread washes over me. I take in my surroundings, and the feeling only increases. 

I’m floating in an endless sea of pain and sorrow. All around me are scenes emanating a sense of absolute

hopelessness. They shift and flow around me. Each one is separate from the rest, distinct, yet they all blend into one ever-flowing sea. 

As I float in the sea I feel the scenes run through my hands, under my feet, and into me. Each one causes a

different pain. No matter how many I come in contact with, each brings something new, never repeating. 

I try to watch a single scene. Just as things begin to become clear, it is washed away and replaced by others.

After failing several more times, I relax and begin to think. 

How did I get here? Have I ever been anywhere else? 

The sea seems endless and all consuming. I can almost recall something else. Another place. But it is gone.

Perhaps another time. But time has no meaning here. Surely there must be something other than this unrelenting sea, but I cannot imagine what it is. 

I wonder if I can travel anywhere in this sea, and attempt to move around. Seeing that I am not getting

anywhere, I look down at myself. Only to find that I am not there. Or rather, not how I had envisioned myself. 

As I look at myself, I find only more scenes of pain, hurt, and depression. I cannot make out my scenes any

better than any other in the sea. I am not an individual, just another wave among the great sea of agony. 

A sudden thought hits me. Could these other scenes be other people? If so, are they aware? Can they see each other, as I see them? 

Can they see me? 

This thought scares me. I cannot figure out why, but feel as if I am now being invaded. My scenes are mine. I don’t feel any need to share them, as others obviously have there own. I attempt to draw into myself, hiding. 

Suddenly a set of scenes next to me flares brightly. I watch with rapt attention as they slowly fade. In a matter of moments they are gone completely, replaced by others as if the first had never been. 

No longer concerned with my own privacy, I look out to the sea. All around scenes are flaring, fading and

being replaced. I realize this has been a continuous process, I had just ignored it. 

Another set of scenes flares next to me, and I struggle to touch them. As I draw near, I feel it pulling me in. The closer I get, the more I gain a feeling of doing this before. 

Our scenes connect, and begin to meld together. Slowly, ever so slowly, I am becoming one with these scenes. As I begin to lose myself, and the sea, I gain past knowledge. 

I remember having doing this hundreds of times before. I remember creating this as my own personal prison shortly after losing her. This sea is a tool, of my own devise, for transporting me. 

I watch the sea fade, and solid objects appear. 

As the sea becomes less and less, so does the knowledge I just recently gained. I realize I will have to visit here without knowledge. Each time I will again have to relearn how to use the sea. Losing the knowledge was also a thing of my doing. I remember knowing that knowledge of the sea also brought back memories of her. And that was something I would rather do without, as memories of joy only make the pain of it’s loss so much more. 

The sea is nearly gone. I can almost make out where I am destined. 

I close my eyes on the sea. And open them to reality. 

~ 

“Let’s go into her house.” 

The voice startles me, but I quickly find the source. 

Hopping off of an old car, I nod and follow the young boy. 

I cross the street and watch as he climbs the steps of a small, wooden porch. 

“C’mon, this door’s never locked.” He calls to me as he looks inside. 

I wonder what to do, but have little choice but to follow. 

The house is dark, as the boy refuses to turn on any lights. 

Once inside, he hesitates not at all. Turning down a narrow hallway, I try to make out his form ahead of me.

The mirror at the end of the hall startles me, as my reflection nearly runs into me. 

“What do you hope to find?” I ask, searching for a reason that I should continue. 

“Nothing. Just looking around.” As he says this he produces a lighter. 

His flame produces just enough light to take in the small surroundings. 

The room, though slightly unkept, is simple and organized. The closet is opened, revealing several dresses and a few boxes. The two dressers, at opposite ends of the room, dominate the room. 

I find it odd that the mattress lays directly on the floor. 

As I stand there, wondering what to do, when suddenly the flame goes out. 

“Did you hear that?” He asks frantically. 

Listening, I hear the faint sound of a garage door opening. 

“Damn. What are we going to do?” 

“You haven’t taken anything have you?” I know this won't matter to whoever lives here, but hope it is some comfort. 

“I can’t be found here. If they find me, I’m dead.” 

In the darkness it is hard to tell, but I think he has produced a gun from his pants. 

I hear a door open and close, and notice a faint light has appeared in the hallway. 

“Oh man! All I wanted was to go through her stuff. I know it’s not right, but . . .” His words trail off as

footsteps approach. 

He places the gun in his mouth. Knowing he would not be considering this unless he felt he had no other choice, I consider talking him out of it. 

The light in the hall comes on and the room we are in is illuminated enough for me to see his eyes grow wide with fear. 

The sound of the gun doesn’t bother me nearly as much as the scream from the hall. It is extremely familiar, and sends a chill down my spine. It brings back a cold familiarity from some part before... 

Before I can turn to see who it is, my eyes close. The last thing I notice is the blood running down the walls. 

~ 

I am startled by the splash. 

I look around to see if anyone is watching the child. I find no signs of anyone else too close, but can faintly hear music in the distance. 

Floating in the water, I swim to the edge of the pool. Unable to touch the bottom, I grab onto the side. 

A small beach ball pushes at my back. Only half noticing, I push it away. 

“Ba..” Comes the excited cry. 

The child looks anxiously at me, pointing at her ball. I meet her gaze and smile, but make no move for the ball. I have no interest in the ball. I never much liked them anyway. 

“Ba..” She says again, this time with a note of despair in her voice. 

I know she wants me to help her get her ball, but I’ve never been able to help anyone. It has always caused

more hurt. 

Seeing I was to be of no assistance, the child rises on wobbly legs. She takes a few short steps and falls. 

I watch, slightly amused, as she repeats this process until she has reached the diving board. 

Only now realizing what is going to happen, I am struck with a sudden pain. 

I watch, now with no amusement, as she steps onto the board. She watches the ball float only a moment before slowly crawling toward the end. 

I wonder what comfort I am to offer here. This child, who can barely walk, has no chance in the water. I am

unsure if I should even stay. 

At the end of the board, she stretches her arm as far as she can, still coming up short. I consider breaking my rule, and push the ball closer. 

I cannot, though. Without rules, where would we be? I have created my rules to keep myself from hurting

others. All must die, but should they all feel pain? 

She leans further over, nearly reaching the ball. Suddenly her balance shifts, and she falls in on top of her ball. She grabs it and pulls it down with her. 

“See. Try hard enough and you get what you want,” I whisper into her ear. 

She kicks frantically, trying to get up to the air, but continues sinking. 

“It’s such a pretty ball. It must be your favorite. I bet you’re glad to have it back.” 

Forgetting momentarily where she is, she opens her mouth to agree, and fills her lungs with water. 

“That ball is very neat. Someone must really love you to give you a ball like that.” 

Her legs stop kicking and her body begins to go limp. 

“With a ball like that, you must be very special.” 

As the words leave my lips, I watch the ball slip from her hands and float to the top of the water. 

My eyes reach hers, cold and lifeless, and I shut them. 

~ 

I shiver in the sudden coldness. 

I look around and see a young woman laying face down in the snow. Her leg is bent in what seems an

impossible angle, and her ski lays several feet behind her. 

I glance up and note that there is no one else around. 

Approaching her, I find that she is breathing harsh, ragged breaths. 

She seems to feel my presence, and sits up. I can tell this causes a great deal of pain, and thus give her all the time she needs. 

She brushes the snow from her face, and my whole body tenses up. 

I know her! 

I cannot recall a name, and am confused. I know it should come easily, for she had meant a great deal to me

before . . . 

Before what? 

When had I stopped seeing this face, this beautiful face? When had I began to Wander? I cannot remember

when I began what I now call life. There had been something before, but what? I know the answer must lie with the woman before me. If only I can remember her . . . 

She seems just as taken aback as I am. 

“Oh! Thank You! I was so afraid I would die out here. I knew that if anyone would come, it would be you.

You always came. But, how did you get here?” She ask of me, apparently with great effort, as she pauses

every few words to breath heavily. 

“I don’t know . . .” I don’t have the heart to tell her I cannot help. She seems to catch on though, when I make no move toward her. 

“Joshua!” The name strikes me, and suddenly I remember. “What are you talking about? Help me up.” 

I fall to me knees in front of her, as a lifetime of memories fills my head in a moment. Most goes by so quickly that I miss them, but I do not miss the pain. 

I see my life, or what had been my life. A life in which I gave of myself. I gave and gave. People kept taking and I kept giving, with no care for myself. 

I remember my near-constant lapses into depression. Though I offered assistance at every opportunity, it was never enough. People always wanted more. No one cared about justice . . . or fairness . . . just their own comfort. 

And the Church! It had taken most of all. 

It didn’t ask for much. . . Just every part of you. And I gave myself. But even it gave nothing in return. Yet, I continued to give. I gave until there was nearly nothing left. 

I would have lost what little remained, had I not met another who gave as much as me, perhaps more so. As I gave of my mind, material, and heart, she gave of her soul. And that entrapped me. 

I offered her everything I had left, but she wouldn’t take it. She knew how little there was left in me, and she wanted me to have it. She gave me back most of what I had lost, and took that which I didn’t need. She took the depression, and returned the passion that I had lost. 

I got used to having her around, so much that I became dependant of her. I still gave of myself, at every

opportunity, but she taught me to bear the pain. 

Then she was gone. Some accident, while out skiing. I lost everything. I felt so useless, unable to help anyone. But mostly unable to help myself. . . 

Then it began. I created the sea. It ensured a life of endless wandering. I gave so much that it was all I knew. And so I continued to give, though I lost all hope of helping anyone. If I couldn’t help the one I had loved, how could I help those I didn’t know? 

“I can’t help you. I’m so sorry. I can’t help anyone.” I bury my face in my hands. 

“Why don’t you let me decide that. A man should not judge himself. When you’re done feeling sorry for

yourself, do you think you could lend me a hand?” 

I cannot help but laugh. Once again she makes me question my beliefs, my thoughts, and my rules. 

“I have seen so much. So much, and yet still I was blind. Yet you reprimand me and now I see. How is it that you so easily manipulate me, where no one else succeeds?” 

“I’ll tell you all about it, but perhaps it would be better if you got us out of here first. You can fix this can’t

you?” She gestures to her leg. 

I nod, realizing she has little time left. I was unable to help once before, I refuse to let her go this time. 

I work methodically, not paying attention to the wound, but focusing on her. 

I wonder if I will ever be able to tell her about her death. I am unsure if I understand it well enough to do it

justice. Or if I understand it at all. 

More so, I wonder if I will ever be able to tell her of my death. 

I quickly dismiss these thoughts, not wishing to remember the horrifying thoughts that had flashed through my head, and focus on the hope she has once again brought into my life, glad that I will never have to visit the sea again. 

A sudden breeze arises but does not bother me. I doubt if anything ever will.

