
Visit 

 

It was a warm day, carrying with it a gentle, fresh breeze. The clouds hung low with uncertainty, 

filled with rain ready to spill out across the plains. It was midday and the sun had reached its highest 

point in the sky. Among the clouds, soft rays of sunlight shot in all directions. All was calm yet I was 

overcome by sadness and anxiety. Inside me these waves crashed at the shore of my heart.  

I took off my seatbelt and stepped out of the car, walking around to the other door. She knew 

nothing of what could be going on and yet in her midst I felt the same anxiety that was raging inside 

me.  

I took her out and placed her on my hip – as I always did. She seemed calmer like this, all was 

familiar, for now. The car was locked and I carried her up the front path. Despite its petite nature, 

the cottage seemed to overpower me, a soft aroma lingered near the large front door with its great 

brass knocker. It was comfortable, familiar. Yet in the moment everything seemed bitter, reflecting 

my own resentment and reluctance to let go.  

As we stepped over the threshold, the narrow hallway was flooded with light. Oakwood floor led to 

a cosy sitting room. Toys strewn cautiously across the floor, in anticipation of her visit, added colour 

to the room, visible happiness and freedom. She smiled when she saw them and a new feeling grew 

inside of me, clawing like a monster eager to be set free- jealousy. I knew this was what she 

deserved and all she ever needed, it was perfect, but inside of me the monster continued to rage, 

eating away at all my positivity.  

Now drowning in emotion, I continued to observe these new surroundings. They would call this her 

first home, she was too young to remember anything different, anything we did. I struggled against 

the storm once more, my battlements weak, but I kept it all in- I had to.  

The bay windows accompanied the fir tree, now decorated, albeit haphazardly, by what must have 

been her very excitable younger brother. It would be Christmas soon. This thought struck me as odd 

as I wondered where the past seven months had gone. Seven months she’d never remember but 

which I would always ponder on fondly. As I gazed around again, a warmth grew inside of me, 

fighting the monster, making him feel small and insignificant. I smiled, a true smile, and began to 

relax.  

As the monster slipped away, we settled on the floor among the toys and the new family who had 

waited for her since her very first breath. Time flew. It’s curious how quickly clocks tick when they’re 

ignored. Glancing at the window I saw the sun melting into the horizon and the warmth that had 

grown within me died suddenly. I had to go.  

I was never going to see her again and part of me didn’t want to make peace with that.  

I clambered into the back of the car silent and subdued. It was all too much. Over the roses that had 

formed in my cheeks that very afternoon, spilled tears enough to fill an ocean.  


