The_dilemma_caused_by_conflicting_emotions
Lightning flashed and thunder clapped as the howling winds screamed through her ears. Raindrops fell mercilessly like pellets onto the frail body of a woman dressed in rags. She had nowhere to go. She had no place to hide. She was running away from something, someone. She is becoming weary, her vision blurred, her steps more feeble. Finally, she collapsed due to the weight of her burden. A precious burden. In the crook of her arm, wrapped in similar rags, laid little Keagen. The cold caused shivers down his spine. He tried to squirm away from the clutch of the woman. Her body heat slowly dissipating. At last he broke free from the hard, cold, body that had protected him from the harsh conditions. Somehow or the other, little Keagen survived. He wasn't going to let anything or anyone stop him from taking revenge. Revenge on whomever had caused him such a miserable childhood. He wasn't going to run anymore, hide anywhere. Determined to find out the truth, Keagen grew merciless and got rid of anyone who stood in his way. The law could do nothing about him. Keagen bit the hand that fed him, burnt the home that sheltered him, turned his back upon the one who had saved him. Keagen was taking a path of no return...

Keagen worked at the mine, earning enough to feed himself. Being the youngest there, Keagen was often bullied. He wouldn’t take it lying down; he wouldn’t allow even the thought of falling prey to the other men occur in his mind. He was going to retaliate; he was going to prove that nothing could bring him down. Nothing. So he schemed and he plotted, he calculated and timed. Vengeance was going to be sweet. It was just any other day at the mine when suddenly the only exit being the entrance, sealed shut by the falling rocks from above. Men trapped, all but one escaped from the natural human enclosure within the confinements of the walls of sand and stones. Needless to say, the man who escaped was the man who had caused the “accident”. Who else was this capable? None other than Keagen. Feeling no remorse, Keagen left the mine and set off to another town. He managed to find work at the local shoe factory. Anyone who passed by it would marvel at the size of this enterprise. The factory was not the factory you would imagine it to be. It was almost spotless. Every inch of that huge building was neat and clean. Machines were orderly, rows of workers inspecting every shoe. The factory was too good to be true. But Keagen wasn’t going to be bought over by this comfort. He felt it in his bones that something was going to turn out sour. Life wasn’t going to be all sweet and smoothly paved. He found fault with everything and everyone. From the disgusting rubber smell that filled the air, to the fact that he had to be at work 5 times a week, 9 hours a day. 

One fine day, the shoe factory had guests visiting. Keagen heard that it was the boss and his daughter. He heard that it was just a regular inspection of the quality of the shoes and the conditions of the factory as well the welfare of the workers. But Keagen was not to be hoaxed. He knew that it was just an excuse to check on the workers. To give the boot to whomever the boss saw incapable of being efficient in his/her job. Keagen cursed under his breath and made certain that he would make it big someday. Just as he was restocking his supply of shoe soles, he managed to catch a glimpse of the boss’s daughter. His eyes shone and he couldn’t believe his eyes. She had blonde hair tied in a little pigtail. She wasn’t dressed like the other elegant brats Keagen had seen on the streets. She was dressed plainly in slacks and a shirt. Her complexion almost perfect, her smile made her seem so angelic in his eyes. She turned and caught him looking at her and yet she smiled sweetly. At that moment, Keagen couldn’t think of anything nasty about her or anyone else. He couldn’t help but feel attracted to her. But he knew it was impossible. He was only a young man who worked for her father in the factory. He was only a young man who had taken lives. He was only a young man who ought to live his life all alone in misery. She was too good for him. She was out of his league. She was beautiful.

Keagen wasn’t used to being smiled at. So he bowed down his head and turned away. Missing a step on the rung, he slipped and fell, causing shoe soles to scatter all over the top floor outside the office where she stood. Embarrassed, Keagen hurriedly gathered the shoe soles. Just as he was about finished, a hand picked up one of the shoe soles and replaced it into the box that Keagen was carrying. 

“Are you quite all right?” said the sweetest voice Keagen had ever heard.

“Erm… I’m okay. Thank you” replied Keagen.

“Hi. I am Leigh and your name is?” as she said this, she reached out her hand as a friendly gesture.

“I…I am Keagen” he didn’t know how to respond to her outstretched hand. He hesitated but eventually shook it. 

An awkward silence fell upon them and soon she had to leave. They exchanged ‘goodbye’ and ‘glad to meet you’. Momentarily, Leigh was gone. But she left a sweet note in the heart of the young man, Keagen.

That night, when Keagen went to bed in his old farmhouse, he dreamt of Leigh. It was nothing particular, just a dream where she talked to him with no one around to disturb them. He awoke soon after to the breaking of dawn. It was Saturday; he could sleep in for he did not have to work that day. But he woke up anyway feeling chirpier than usual. He decided to go for a walk around town. He took in the smell of nature, the view of greenery and the beauty of life. He had never felt like this before. For once he was not bitter early in the morning. For once he felt that life had more meaning than hatred and killing. He was taken aback by his sudden change in perspectives. He shook it off and continued to walk. On his way to the meadows, he noticed someone running in the fields, playing with a lassie. He focused harder and noticed a familiar dressing, a familiar back view and a familiar face. It was Leigh! His heart skipped a beat and he was in a dilemma. Should he go forward and say hi or should he just wait to be acknowledged? Before he could make a decision, he felt a tug at his trousers. The lassie had been tugging at his pant leg and wagging its tail in excitement. Leigh startled Keagen when she suddenly spoke from behind and said hi. Keagen could feel the heat from his cheeks going to his ears. Leigh called out to her dog and asked Keagen to join them if he had the spare time. He did. So they played in the morning heat and settled down by the meadow to see the fishes feed. There were plenty of turtles and ducks and the two youngsters talked quite a bit. Nothing in particular, just anything they could think of at that moment in time. Such chance meetings grew aplenty and Keagen’s fondness of Leigh grew like the flower in spring. They became friends and played a lot together. Keagen thought, for a daughter of an influential man, she was pretty friendly. However friendly she was, Keagen knew she was still very much unreachable.

Sometimes she would ask him over to her house to watch the dog or have a stroll in the garden. Sometimes she would want to go over to his house to play in the hay or with the farm animals. But most of the time they would hang around the large field beside the meadow. Weeks became months and months turned to over a year. They remained good friends and Keagen was happy with that. He knew she was too good for him and kept his feelings to himself. In the last few days of autumn, Leigh showed him a serious expression he had never seen from her. She said in the most solemn manner that her father wanted her to marry a man she did not love. At this point, she started to tear and break into sobs and finally cried as she leaned on his shoulder. Keagen did not know what to say, even worse, he did not know what to do. For he had never encountered any woman who cried on his shoulder, he did not know how to console her. All he could do was sit there in silence, willing the secret in him to be buried deeper in his heart. He thought, this was the end of days where they could play together, not acting their age, not caring for the strange stares that they had attracted. They were both 18, a marriageable age. She was going to be someone else’s wife and all he could do was sit here and hear her cry. She dried off her tears and they sat back to back. She enjoyed these moments, where she could just lean back and Keagen wouldn’t mind. Silence fell upon them, this happened quite often because sometimes they would just keep still and silent, not talking, just enjoying each other’s company. Somehow, they both knew that those moments were enjoyable. 

Leigh finally broke the silence and said, “Keagen, I like you”.

With this, Keagen replied, “I like you too, Leigh”. 

Leigh gave a sigh and said, “No, listen to me. I like you Keagen, because you were always there for me when I was down. You shared your joys with me, and so did I with you. You were the one I could turn to when all I had was sorrow. You listened to me whine, nag and complain about anything and everything. You were the one I could just sit with in silence and yet understand every word that was unspoken. You were the only one who treated me like a true friend, telling me things from your past that you never mentioned to anyone else. I did not mind the past because they were wrong to do you wrong. And I have seen great changes in you, Keagen. You became a man, and no longer a foul creature. Most importantly, you made me feel special. I like you more than a friend, Keagen. I love you.”

With all that, Keagen choked. He did not know how to respond to what Leigh had just said. All this time they were together, Keagen had only thought friendship would come out of it. Never did he expect Leigh to have fallen for him. Deep in his heart he loved her too. He was afraid to confess his love, he was afraid it might scare her away. He was afraid that she will leave and they wouldn’t even be friends. He was afraid she did not feel the same. She had told him that she liked someone else before, but never did Keagen expect THAT person to be him. She was the only one he was comfortable in telling his past to. She accepted him for who he was, who he is now. She was the only one who he felt safe with. He enjoyed every moment of every second with her. He was overjoyed, yet he was afraid. Afraid of all that he feared for, afraid that he couldn’t give her a happy life, afraid that he couldn’t give her security, afraid that everything they had would disappear before their very eyes. Yet fear was not to be avoided, he would now go head on against it. He would now do all he can to provide for her, to keep her from harm, to break the marriage that she was promised to and to keep her by his side. 

He reached for her hands and held it in his firmly. And he said:” Leigh, I may not be the most romantic man on this earth, I may not be able to give you the most beautiful home, the most delicious cuisines, the most comfortable clothes. But Leigh, I will do my very best to keep you safe, to keep you from harm, to continue loving you all my life, to cherish you with all my heart. I will be there for you in times of joy and most importantly in times of sadness. When uncertain and in darkness, I will be your guide, your light and your walking aide. I may not be the most perfect man, but within this imperfection is my undying love for you, even when age sets in and when diseases are hard to overcome. You may think that I am saying all this to win you over. But Leigh trust me, you are the best thing that has ever happened to me. If ever, I neglect you and heaven forbid, may you have the choice to leave me and kill me before the eyes of the lord whom I now solemnly vow to take care of you for the rest of my life.”

With that they both cried and Keagen decided to ask Leigh’s father for her hand in marriage. 

The very next day, Keagen went to Leigh’s house and approached Leigh’s father’s study. The door was open and Keagen walked in only to hear the voice of Leigh’s father in the next room. He was talking to himself about a woman he had tried to make his own 18 years ago. That woman was a temporary maid in the house who had gotten pregnant and had just given birth to a boy while her husband just passed away with pneumonia. It was a stormy night and no one else was in the house. Then, Leigh wasn’t born yet and the mistress of the house was at her mum’s. Irrationality and lust came over this man’s head and he tried to make this woman his by force. She teared away from his grasp and ran out into the rain before anything could happen. This attempt had made him guilt-stricken for the past 18 years. 

Keagen could not believe what he just heard. This man just a room away was the cause of his misery. This man killed his mother and made him live his life in the streets and resort to killing. This man who he had so much respect for was the man he had searched for all his life. 

Should Keagen continue with his revenge or should he resolve it and wed Leigh? Would love turn into hate or would love ultimately prevail? 

The ending it has transformed into was inevitable. For how was it possible for Keagen to leave Leigh, someone he had grown so attached to. And how could he bear to still live with her knowing very well that her father was a beast of yesterday? Things would never be the same again. Their lives would take a different turn from here on. Regardless of what Keagen did, the ending would be the same. He would be torn between the urge to seek revenge and yet resolve it knowing that by killing Leigh’s father, Leigh would be deeply saddened. Keagen couldn’t take the pressure any longer. He made the most irrational decision he had ever made in his life- he killed himself. 

As Keagen lay motionless on the cold stone floor, his life flashed before him in scenes. His childhood, to his first job, his first murder, his first encounter with Leigh and many more. The last image captured in his mind was the time when he first got to know Leigh. His happiest moment in life. He was guilty for having to put Leigh through all this. But he couldn’t face this life anymore. All debts had been paid.

Leigh rushed over as soon as she got news of Keagen’s death. Her tears streamed down her flawless cheek and onto the stone floor. She was devastated; she couldn’t comprehend all this that had happened. Clutched in Keagen’s right hand was a little note that Leigh removed and unfolded. It read, “Leigh, I love you.”  With that, Leigh broke down again as she placed her hand over her womb and said, “ Don’t worry, mummy’s here.”
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