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When the Wind Changes 
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This story was a hard one to write. It details some of my own mental health 
struggles over the last year and some of the life changes I went through. It is sad 

and scary, but the ending is worth it. I am glad I wrote it because now I have it out 
of my head and tucked away in a filing cabinet. This is an author’s note that some 
things in this story can be triggering for people who also have mental health issues 

of their own. 
 

Thank you for reading this, my story.   



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

I would like to give my thanks to Catherine Parke, my History and Development of 
the Short Story Instructor. I learned more from her than she knows.  

Thank you, Ms. Parke for everything you taught me and being so kind and 
understanding. 

  



February 2020 

 

It’s a lingering thought not far from the front of her mind. A constant reminder that 

everything is about to change. Spring is almost here, and, for her, it doesn’t symbolize growth, 

renewal, or a new light. To her, spring is a time of solace and remembering the past for what it 

can teach us.  

As she lay in bed, the morning after her surgery, she reads and listens to the world around 

her. Her book did little in distracting her from the pain in her leg. She reaches for the bottle of 

pain killers wishing she didn’t need them. She sits up in bed and tries to stretch her leg a bit. She 

can’t let it stiffen or the surgery will have been for nothing.  

He walks into the bedroom and asks if she needs anything before he goes to work.  

“I’ll be okay. Just make sure my crutches are near enough for me to reach.” 

“Okay, dear. There they are. I will see you in a few hours. Call the neighbor if you need 

any help. I’ll leave the front door unlocked,” he said gathering his work items and kissing her on 

the forehead. “I love you.” 

“I love you too,” she replied dosing off into another few hours of sleep.  

 

*** 

The sounds of rusting made their way through the apartment. It was something was 

lingering between the rooms. She could hear them talking. Why can’t she do it? Why won’t she 

just get out of bed? The noises inside her head made her cry out in sorrow. “I’m scared!” The 

voices quieted, but only for a couple hours.  

She finds herself in the bathroom, crying while trying to bathe. She tries to mask her pain 

as much as possible. She doesn’t want the world to see her fall. She has fallen too many times in 

her past and it would only be another let down to her friends and family. She cleans her face and 

opts to just use a couple of wet wipes to clean herself today. At least it’s something, she told 

herself.  

They started to mingle again. Walking between the rooms and through the walls. The 

Ghosts of Sullen Manor have their own quarrels about them. Joe, the one who was here already, 

talks about escape. Always looking for the next way out. 



Crow didn’t come with the Manor; he came here with her. He has been there her whole 

life. His most cherished topic to speak of is death. Sometimes a loved one, or maybe of an idea, 

but mostly about her death. The manner, the time, the amount of effort it would take to do.  

Jules showed up recently. The world is changing and so are the ghosts. She still talks of 

recovery when she speaks - which is seldom. Joy lives up to her namesake. She speaks of the 

good times of the past and present. She looks to the future and healing and hope. She came with 

Jules. They seem to be connected in some way. 

 

*** 

 Near the end of the month, the world looks like it was about to fall apart, and she 

cowered in her room most of the time. She only works 9 hours a week. Her boss cut her hours 

after her mental breakdown and week of time off before her two-weeks off for her surgery. She 

still can’t stand leaving the house, but the feeling of guilt if she quit her job was stronger. Guilt 

ruled her life every day. She did most of what she could to stave off the heaviness of it, but it 

always came back a few minutes later. She could never match up to what they all wanted. Her 

family didn’t understand and never did try to.  

 

April 2020 

 

 Around the second week of the month, the world was closed. Times were different and 

people needed to be safe. So many people were sick, and it just made her that more nervous 

about leaving the house. Last August, she was diagnosed with diabetes type 2, so she was at risk. 

Still, because of the guilt, she went to work at the grocery store. She took her hand cleanser, 

mask, and disinfectant with her just in case. 

 Most nights, the only ghosts that roam the house were Crow and Joe. Jules and Joy has 

disappeared weeks ago. She hasn’t even noticed yet. A new one had shown up recently too. With 

her boyfriend being out of work due to the virus, Casimir had been hanging around. He was 

drawn to their sadness and worry. Destitution was his focus. He fed off the troubles and sorrows 

of the humans. He was strong and, along with Crow, they ate away at her, at her mind. She 

would do anything to push them away. 



 As she returned home from work one night, she sat in the living room. Her leg giving her 

more issues still being in the walking boot they gave her. It was stiff – too stiff. She hadn’t done 

was she was supposed to do. She didn’t stretch it enough and now it was worse than before the 

surgery. She settled down with some tea, a book, and ice on her leg. Her boyfriend was cooking 

her dinner and she tried to escape the voices once again.  

 “Should we tell her? That he doesn’t want to be here anymore?” she heard Casimir 

whisper. 

 “No, not yet. We wait until she feels a bit better. I mean she already suspects, but we 

might as well make her think it’s true,” replied Crow. 

 “We can’t forget about her mom. She think’s she’ll never be good enough for her mom. 

We have to add that in too,” slyly grinned Joe.  

They laughed together while watching her ignore them. They knew she could hear them, 

but she would never acknowledge it again. Not after last week.  

 She was sitting in the kitchen. She thought she was home alone. The ghosts were highly 

active, and she couldn’t shut them out for even a moment. She finally yelled at them to be 

fucking quiet. That’s when she heard it from behind her. 

 “Are you okay?” her boyfriend asked.  

 “What?!” she exclaimed turning around. Panicked, she searched for the right words. “I’m 

okay. Just dealing with a bit right now. You know how it is with the stress going on.”  

 That was the last time she would be outspoken about the ghosts for some time. Even as a 

new voice whispered through the thick hanging air. “Pain. You know pain always helps relieve 

the stress. The bruises are still on her knuckles from the last time she punched the wall. Maybe 

she’ll do it again. That is always prime viewing.” She had yet to give this one a name. She 

couldn’t find a suiting name for something mischievous that only wanted to see her in pain.  

 

*** 

 

 Around the 25th or so, they had started to get out of the house more. They had done some 

small shopping, but she usually handled that at the end of her shifts that the grocery store. They 

went to the park. Just sat at a park bench and listened to the silence. By this time last year, it was 

full of people. Children and their parents, others walking their dogs, and they would take their 



own long walks through it every few days. Now it was like an abandoned amusement park. At 

times she would forget about what was going on and pretend they happened upon it and tried to 

make up elaborate stories as to why it was abandoned. Once she thought that maybe they had all 

left for a better park, a better place. Another time she pretended that everyone had simply gone 

home, and it was just her park for the rest of forever. She thought it would be a nice place to 

spend forever.  

 The only thing that brought her back to reality was the new medical condition that had 

started in her life. It was the most annoying and prevalent. They call it Tardive Dyskinesia. It 

causes her face and mouth to move in uncontrollable ways. It started out slow but progressed 

rapidly. She hates it the most while she was at work. Even with a mask on, people notice it. The 

doctors say it is due to her medications.  

 

*** 

 

May 1st is when things started to change for her. She told her boss she needed some time 

off work again due to the ticks in her face. They were only getting worse and putting a lot of 

pressure on her. She welcomed the slowing of the days and the care she thought she would give 

herself. That didn’t go according to plan. 

“Guilty, guilty, guilty,” laughed Crow. “I am sure you’re feeling awfully guilty now.” 

“No escaping. No way out. No where to run,” whimpered Joe. He was the most on edge 

with them being locked away every day now.  

Casimir would chime in every so often as well. “No more money coming in for little miss 

‘I can do it.’”  

The new one, whom she finally named Puck due to his mischievous nature, would always 

shout at her – especially in her sleep. It would wake her up several times throughout the night 

and he would laugh about it for hours.  

The cold sweat dripped from her body as she shivered her way into the kitchen one night. 

There was just enough light coming from inside the oven to see the tea kettle. She filled it and 

listened to it rapidly start to boil. “Just dump it on yourself. That’ll do the trick. That’ll push us 

away for a while.” She shook her head in defiance towards their suggestion. She knew it was 



only a matter of time before she finally got rid of them. She thought about calling her therapist – 

something she could do anytime she wanted. But she always thought about it and never did it.  

 

*** 

 “Hey, Gil. It’s me. I need to talk. Do you have time?” she asked. 

 “Of course. What is going on?” 

 “Well, my conditions have gotten progressively worse recently. I know I have been off 

for two week already. “ 

 “You can take the time you need,” he replied with empathy.  

 “I know I can, but I think I just need to resign for now. When I can get them under 

control, I will send you a new application,” she said with tears in her eyes. She tried her best to 

swallow the lump in her throat. 

 “I understand. I do. It will be okay. Just let you know. You’ll always have a job here.” 

 “Thank you. I’ll talk to you soon.” 

 “Bye, now,” she heard as she hung up the phone and cried in her car.  

 After a few minutes of letter herself cry, she wipes her face, fixes her hair, and takes a 

couple deep breaths. I can make it through this. It’s only for a little while, she thinks herself.  She 

then gets out of the car and makes her way into the manor slowly. It was time for her. She 

needed to focus on just that – her health and wellbeing.  

 That night, the ghosts of Sullen Manor were quite active.  

 “She finally gave in to us. What more can we make her do?” Crow said with a gravely 

voice.  

 “We need to get her to stop taking her medications. That will surely help us stay here 

longer,” replied Casimir 

 “Stay here longer! Why would we stay any longer? It’s been too long already. We need 

to find a way out. A way to escape!” yelled Joe. He was never the sort to try to make things 

worse, but something about him seemed to be hiding – something darker than the rest of them. 

 “We must stay until she is ours. You know this. We’re connected to her,” Crow said 

through his teeth. 

 “I’m not. I was here before her.” 

 “Then maybe you’ll never leave the Manor either.” 



 She could hear Joe gasp at the thought of no escae but then she thought she heard him 

laugh.  

 

July 2020 

 

 It has been two months since she quit her job. Every time the 16th comes around, she 

starts to feel more quilt and depression set in. The world wants to open back up, but she isn’t 

ready for it. This new sickness that is going around can be fatal – especially to people like her. 

Her pre-existing conditions scare her more with the growing number of cases each day. She tries 

to make peace with not working because of the virus, but she knows so many other still must get 

out there and she knows she isn’t special and that she should be out there too.  

 She pushes the thoughts away for awhile so that she can clean the house a bit before he 

gets home. She knows if she doesn’t do it, he will and that brings on even more guilt. She 

suspects that is one reason they have been fighting more They fight over small things. When they 

are not fighting, they are doing separate things. They don’t spend time together anymore, they 

don’t cook together, clean together, or even speak to each other much – only what’s necessary.  

 “I paid the bills for the next two weeks. We have about $134 to get us through until then 

after savings,” she said in a monotone way. 

 “Okay, just get my cigarettes and what groceries we can and that’s all I need,” he would 

say after every payday. 

 “I can do that. Do you want to watch a movie tonight? Maybe make dinner together 

beforehand?” she asked him for the first time in months. She was trying to get back what they 

used to have.  

 “Not tonight,” he replied quickly.  

 Just as he stopped talking, Casimir decided to start up. “I bet he’s mad that she quit 

working. I bet he blames her for being sick – just like the rest of her family.” 

 “Stop, you might actually make her believe that. Now that would be something!” laughed 

Crow. During these times of uncertainty, they were the most talkative. They loved being her 

devil’s advocate so to speak. They would change any ideas of relief and hope she had. They tried 

to show her reasons why it was always going to be bad.  



 “Now, guys, don’t push her too far. We want to have fun too!” Puck said when he finally 

joined the conversation, Joe following close behind him. “Yeah, guys. I want her to feel like me 

– no way of escape.” 

  

 As she got ready for bed that evening, she noticed yet again he was sleeping in the den. 

He stopped sharing a bed with her a few weeks ago and it seems it may become permanent. After 

washing her face and brushing her hair, she made her way into the bedroom. Before she reached 

the bed she began to break down. She could feel the tears rushing down her cheeks to her neck 

and finally being soaked up by her tank top. She collapsed onto the floor quickly and didn’t even 

try to get back up. The feel of being trapped in the manor due to the world outside has finally 

brought her to her knees.  

 “I can’t live like this anymore. I can’t deal with all of you in my head. It’s gone on long 

enough. You will leave and I will never hear from you again. No matter what I have to do.” 

 They all laughed in unison. They would never believe her – but soon they will wish they 

had.  

 

September 2020 

 

 It had been two months since her breakdown on the bedroom floor. She spent two whole 

days there without eating, drinking, or even getting up to use the restroom. Her depression, 

bipolar, and other mental conditions finally got the best of her and completely crippled her.  

He finally found her there on the second night. She laid in a puddle of her own mess, 

sweat, and tears. At first, he seemed repulsed by her, but then he started to remember the girl he 

fell in love with and how maybe this was partially his fault. He didn’t want her to know that he 

was thinking about it. It could cause a switch in her moods and he hated her manic side more 

than this side.  

He picked her up off the floor, undressed her, and threw in the tub. Told her, “wash up, 

pull yourself together, and I’ll be back in an hour to get you out and get you dressed.” All she 

could do was shake her head in fear. Maybe this is the thing that finally causes him to leave me. 

Maybe I finally found a way out that doesn’t involve me forcing it.  



He cleaned up the bedroom, made up the bed with fresh linens, blankets, pillows, and all 

her stuffed animals. It was a comfort oasis for her. After her bath, he helped dress her in clean 

night clothes, brought her some tea, and sat with her talking for hours – something they hadn’t 

done in two years.  

 

Now, that was just a distant memory yet again. They were back to fighting, back to 

unresolved issues, and he was back to work. He got called back the second week of August. The 

day after she got herself a new dog. She needed a companion that she could take care of. She 

thought it might help her feel more responsible – more likely to get out of bed. And it worked! It 

worked because he had gone back to the hotel full-time, it worked because she started to 

appreciate more things about life, it worked because she wanted it to.  

Even the ghosts were a bit quieter. When they did speak, it was darker and more final.  

“Why does she even try to take care of that thing when she can’t take care of herself?” 

sneered Puck. 

“Because I think she may be getting stronger. She couldn’t even hear me last night,” 

Casimir said as he sulked around the kitchen. “And I think I hear Joy and June in the parlor the 

other day.” 

“Joy and June will never get to her again. I will make sure of that,” Crow’s voice came 

up from behind them. “They are too good for her. She needs us – not them!” 

The three of them walked around the kitchen and the pantry brainstorming on way to use 

the virus against her. They knew it was the one thing that would keep her trapped in the house. 

When Joe entered the room, they stopped. They knew what he wanted, and they didn’t want him 

getting it. 

“What you guys doing? We need to leave here. We are just as trapped she is and if she 

gets out, so do we!” he said with a smirk.  

“We don’t want to leave. We like it here,” laughed Puck as they surrounded Joe with a 

dance. Around and around, they circled him. “Please guys. Let me go. I’ll find another part of 

manor and just leave you alone,” Joe cried.  

“No Joe. You’re one of us and we need to help. We need to stay here, and you know 

that.” 



“But Crow. I have been here the longest! Way longer than any of you. I know you 

yourself have been with her since the beginning, but not all of us need her. I don’t need her.” 

“I do!” exclaimed both Puck and Casimir. They were here because of her and because of 

the virus.  

*** 

“Oh June, can you just imagine that place in the spring? The flowers outside those 

windows. The bright sun shining on the hardwood. Birds and insects and creatures coming out of 

the forest? Can you just imagine the light it will bring us – and her?” smiled Joy as she danced 

around the parlor.  

“I do wish for that, Joy, but I fear the others are leading her astray. I fear we may never 

get her back.” 

“Don’t talk like that! We must try. We must get her outside.” 

They danced and paced around the chair she was sitting in. For a moment, she looked out 

the window and they thought they maybe she heard them. The look on her face changed for a 

moment. Some hope still lived in her and the girls were going to use that. 

 

November 2020 

 

The weather this fall had been quite mild, and she didn’t fear for snow and ice. It was a 

relief after last winter. She found herself outside more. Tending to the leaves on the porches, 

trimming back the hedges that line the walkway to the door, and preparing the pond for winter. 

She put away the outside furniture, cleaned and organized the shed – which was as big as a small 

apartment. It housed the lawnmower, lawn equipment, and everything for her garden. The 

groundskeeper had been working there since she before she moved in and she agreed to keep him 

on and even raised his pay. Her estate funds from the loss of her uncle helped pay for expenses 

and since the house was paid off, she didn’t have to worry about it. Her uncle had owned it since 

before she was born. He was 10 years older than her mother.  

Rummaging around the shed and putting away the garden tools brought her a sense of 

productivity. Something she hadn’t felt in over six months. She didn’t hear the voices out here 

either. She suspected they couldn’t leave the house and the grounds were her place to get away 

from them. At least she could still enjoy the land and the forest when she chose to take long 



walks through it. She was alone most of the time. He was working extra due to the virus and the 

changes in cleaning they had to make. Everyone was scared, but where she lived, they seemed to 

not take it too seriously. Only the casino and a couple of local shop ever closed. Life was closer 

to normal here then other parts of the country.  

This will be her third year in a row not joining her family for the holidays. At least this 

year she had a better excuse. Her mom usually went and would tell everyone it was their fault. 

“She just doesn’t like they way you judge her. She doesn’t like the way you talk to her. 

She doesn’t like you guys right now.” 

She suspected for a long time that her mother was the reason she wasn’t close to the 

family. Her mom wanted to protect her own image and having a child – even an adult child – that 

had mental health problems was not how she wanted to be seen. No matter how much she told 

her that it wasn’t her fault, and it wasn’t her parenting that led to this, her mother still wouldn’t 

accept it in public. She was actually glad to have a break from visiting her mother every week 

when the virus started. She didn’t want it to stick around, but she did not want to go there that 

often again. Then one day her mom called. 

“So, I need to talk to you about something.” 

“Let me guess, you and dad are moving again? There is only one thing you could never 

just tell me and it’s that you’re leaving. You did the same thing last time you moved away from 

me. Where is it this time?” 

“Your dad may have a job with another company. It’s up north about an 8-hour drive 

here.” 

“Wow, I never expected you to go that far nor to that climate.” 

She took in a breath and couldn’t tell if it was fear, worry, or relief. She may not like 

visiting her mother often, but she did like having her around. It was safety net for her and now it 

was leaving again. She agreed to take over the manor when her uncle died since her parents 

moved here a year before that with her dad’s company. She had only been here five years and 

now they were leaving again. This time she would have no one she really knew here – except 

him and her neighbor. Her neighbor had become her best friend and being half her age didn’t 

bother her. She always got along better with the older crowds anyway. Her health had aged her 

faster than her friends. They were still partying and raising families. She herself would never 

have children and she was okay with that.  



January 2021 

 

The news this morning was more delightful than she first realized. People were being 

vaccinated against the virus. She was still worried about it with her conditions, but she knew she 

could be one of the first to get one when they get to her state.  

Her home life was doing the opposite. He was working more, talking to her less, and had 

moved into the other bedroom. They were more like roommates than engaged.  

Crow and Puck were their usual dismal and wicked selves. They attempted to bring her 

down so far that she would never come back. Every day it was constant reminders of not 

working, not doing, not being productive. She hadn’t written a single word of fiction in a year, 

she didn’t draw anymore, and her crafts were put away in a box in the basement. It had been a 

hard year for her and for the rest of the world.  

“Look at her just sitting there. She could be writing or painting or making cards for 

people, but no she sits there and stares at the old wallpaper, out the window, or at nothing. No 

wonder he wants to leave her” 

“Crow, it’s time we stop. We need to get out. We need to escape this life and this house 

and these people. We can’t stay, we can’t stay, we cannot stay!” 

“Joe, let it go. She is not your ticket out of here. Maybe when he finally leaves you can 

go with him, but I doubt it. You couldn’t leave with the last one.” 

“The last one did move, Casimir. He died, remember? Oh wait – you weren’t here. I was 

here alone! Alone for 26 years. Why wouldn’t I want to leave?” 

She began to wonder if he really did come with the house. When she was 27, she felt she 

had lived her entire life alone until her last boyfriend came along. That didn’t end well so she 

assumes this one won’t either. But, with the new vaccine and the people who will get it, maybe 

the world will heal, and she can go on adventures and meet all sorts of people to share in her life.  

“Ha! She has never once gone on an adventure. She won’t even leave town. She is 

trapped within her immediate surroundings and she knows it. She’s just daydreaming. Joe don’t 

get any ideas now,” Puck said with eyeing Joe who was already smiling radiantly and planning 

his escape.  

*** 

Nearing the end of the month, they had their biggest fight of their relationship.  



“I just want you to set some boundaries with them. You run to them every single time 

they call and I need you too. We talk about this over and over. Why can’t you put me first?” she 

cried.  

“They are my family. My mom is sick too and my brother had his own problems on top 

of taking care of her.” 

“She is not as sick as you think! She wants you attached to her until she dies, and she will 

pretend and make herself sick just to do so. She has abused you and brainwashed you into 

thinking you’re a horrid person for not living with her. You and your bother are adults and 

should not be living with her. You need to set boundaries so that when they call, and you say no, 

they don’t yell and cuss and call me names.” 

“They don’t do that, and I have said no.” 

“I have heard the things they say about me and I know the lies you tell them too. Telling 

them that I keep you here. I have never kept you here when you didn’t want to. I can’t live like 

this anymore. If you can’t set boundaries, tell them no, and put me first, get out!” 

By this time, he was already gathering his things. She finally forced him out and pushed 

him away like she did with most of the men who got close to her. She was scared and wanted her 

own place and her own space to breathe. He ranted and raved for another three hours while going 

through every piece of paper and clothes he had in the house. She finally told him it was time to 

leave and that he could get his things in a couple days. He left with six trash bags and two book 

bags full. 

After he was gone and there was no sight of him in the driveway, she took a deep breath, 

swallowed some extra Ativan with her coffee, and took a shower. 

“Does she not realize that she has no job and now no income? She just pushed her only 

way of staying job free out the door. Tonight is going to be fun, boys,” Casimir laughed and they 

all joined in.  

 

Down the hallway from the kitchen, she heard a familiar sound. Jules and Joy were 

dancing around the library. They saw that he had gone away and were hoping it was their ticket 

to coming back. They could only come back every few weeks or so and it only last a few hours.  

“Jules, do you know what this means?” 

“Yes, Joy I do.”  



Joy seemed a bit more childish. Jules was like the middle-aged lady who lived next door 

who was always prim and proper, but you knew by her smile that she was dancing inside.  

*** 

That night was easy. She could block them all out and sit in her home, with her things, 

her pets, and her ideas. No one else running the show. No one else’s beliefs changing her life.  

But, after a week or so, she hit rock bottom. She was crying in the empty bathtub, fully 

dressed, two boxes of tissues – one empty, and piles of used one around her. That was the 

catalyst of her destruction.  

“See, she is going mad. This new world has changed her, and I think we won’t be going 

anywhere anytime soon,” Crow said to Casimir. 

“I have to agree. Plus, she still isn’t working, still isn’t putting fourth an effort to help 

herself. Misery is her new best friend, and my name is Casimir. She even named me herself.” 

 “Don’t get a big head about you now. We’re all here and we’re all willing to play. A 

game I like to call ‘How far will we push her?’” 

 

February 2021 

 

“Just look at her. Laying in bed feeling sorry for herself. I absolutely love it. Yes, girl. 

Immerse yourself in self pity and regret. He is never comin’ back now. You lost him, you pushed 

him away just like the rest. You will always be alone – well, except for us,” Casimir said 

standing next her as she cried herself to sleep again. It was the fifth night in a row. She was too 

scared to call him and too scared to leave. The world beyond the manor grounds was angry, sick, 

and most of them were unwilling to change. They ignored mandates, rioted and looted in the 

name of others, and accused so many of lying and cheating. The world around her was crashing 

and she didn’t see any sign of hope. She felt the misery of the people screaming, her blood boiled 

at the sounds of the protesters, she wept with the people who cried for help. None of them would 

hear her or would ever know how much she supported them.  

It took her two weeks to take another shower and another week to clean the house. She 

felt hopeless, defenseless, and fear ruled her life again. She would talk to her doctors and her 

therapist, but nothing ever changed. She finally quit going to most appointments. Every night 

before going to bed she would think of the same thing: it’s almost the end of the line for me. I 



can hear the whistle blow and the hustle of the station even now. Maybe I’ll see the people I have 

missed for so many years. Hopefully, I’ll find peace.  

Crow was full of energy when she spoke to herself like this. He almost couldn’t hold in 

the excitement. Joe was scared, as always, of being stuck in the manor forever. Puck had calmed 

him self of his silly ways and became even more of nuance as he would wake her up every single 

night. He would speak in a low tone until he reached the end of his statement.  

“Oh dear. Look at you. Sleeping without a nightmare. I think we should change that. I 

think you should WAKE UP!” 

She would shake or jump awake, and the sweat would be soaked into the pillow. Most 

night she would turn it over and go back to sleep. Occasionally, she would find herself in the 

parlor hoping the girls were there, but they never came.  

Around the third week the weather had become bitter cold, and she almost forgot about 

the virus and how the world was reacting. She had another reason to stay in now, but that didn’t 

stop her that one fateful night.  

Casimir and Crow were hanging around the bathroom door as she brushed her teeth and 

washed up for the night. Joe was hiding in the attic all week out of fear of what was about to 

happen. Puck was sitting in the bathtub, inviting her in again. He knew he was close, but he 

needed assistance from the others. 

“Come on in! We can make the water warm, add some salts, and you just go to sleep,” he 

said smoothly.  

“You know it’s the right thing to do. Everyone will understand. I promise it will be quick 

and you will be better,” Crow tried to say it as loving he as he could fake. “Forget the guilt and 

the shame. You won’t be here for them to yell at or torment. The virus will never get to you and 

you can get away from the sickness and anger plaguing the world” 

“Yeah, you don’t even want to go to work anyway. Who needs a jobless daughter, or a 

crazed best friend? He surely wont miss you now that he has left. He’s back with his mom. She 

won and you never will,” Casimir said trying to hold back his excitement.  

She started the bath water, added the Epsom salt, and turn off most of the lights. As she 

undressed, the guys all gathered around to watch and wait for it. She sat in the tub, crying and 

sobbing. She looked at the pills next to her until the water had gone cold. The guys had become 

anxious and started yelling. But something was going on in her head. Something they didn’t like.  



“What is she waiting for?”  

“I don’t know, Puck.” 

From behind them came a new voice, “get out of my way. I need to get in there.”  

“Who are you?” they asked in unison. 

“I’m Stanley and my business here is nothing for you to worry about. She was told weeks 

ago to give herself some grace and be kind to herself instead of listening to you. That is why I 

am here. I am reason, understanding, and grace,” he said as he pushed them out of the way.  

She suddenly pushed the pills over the edge of the tub, got out and dried off, and dressed 

herself. It may be after midnight, but she wanted to go for a walk. A walk would clear her head. 

 

March 2021 

 

During the first two weeks of the month, something amazing happened. She finally put 

herself first, told her doctors exactly what she thought of them and their treatments, and made 

some amazing changes. She pictured herself in that tub and how being cocooned in there for 

hours brought about some sort of metamorphosis and she could stand on her own two feet for the 

first time in two years. She had a drive about her, a sense of purpose. Starting group therapy and 

taking it upon herself to change her meds, showed her that she wasn’t alone and that she could 

do anything she put her mind to.  

 Jules and Joy could be heard about the house daily now. The guys were there, but they 

were more a backdrop to remind her not to stray too far again.  

“We’re back!” screamed Joy delighted and dancing around the dining room table. She did 

jumping jacks and summersaults around the room for an hour. Jules just sat in her big high-back 

chair and watched.  

“You girls are messing around quite often now. Maybe you should back off just a tad. We 

are still here, and you can’t ignore us,” whispered Puck. 

“We know you are here, and you will always be here, but now we have our rightful spot 

too. She needs all of us. I have only every tried to show you that. You guys can have your fun 

when she down and out, but we get to have her too. All of us are here because of her and we owe 

her. She brough us to life, she hears every word we all say, and now she can choose who to listen 

too,” Jules said with confidence and pride.  



She was the reason they were here. Her mind created them, and her mind listens to them. 

They are always speaking, and she is always listening. The only difference now is that they can 

go with her anywhere. In the studio while she paints, in the garden and through the forest. They 

even show up while she sits next to the pond and watches the fish and frogs.  

In a world that was changing, she needed to make some changes. It was the perfect time 

to do so. She didn’t know she was changing. No one ever does. They may hear the voices, name 

them, listen to them, use them. Some change over night and other take years – even lifetimes.  

One thing she knows for certain is that life is getting better. The world is getting better. 

Some day the world will seem back to normal, but everyone will remember where we have been 

and what it took to get there. The world will never be the same and neither will she.  

She started writing again, making plans for the future, and saw the world in the infancy of 

healing. It brought about new ways of her to think, see, and feel. She had more gratitude. She felt 

she had control again.  


