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Almost a life
I chose the image that portrayed a young woman with her eyes open and staring. She seems to be propped up, on pillows perhaps and she is wearing a patterned dress with a high collar She is holding a box in her hand, and she is not wearing a wedding ring. 
I have taken this person and I have written from her point of view. I have imagined that she is the ghost of herself, talking and analysing her position of death as she watches being photographed with her parents present. 

I am fixed on the eyes. I am in shock. Is that me! It is. But how am I here, watching me, watching them, watching him, the one in dark cloak, hiding.
That flash is blinding, no wonder I am in shock.
What am I wearing? I hate that dress, it’s not my favourite. Mother knows I like the blue one best, with the lace collar, and oh, my hair, it could be smoothed with a brush, it’s the pillow, it has flattened my hair, and I will look like that forever. They could have taken more care, surely. I look so pale, afraid.
Father looks lost, I think, because of the man in the cloak perhaps. Father is the perfectionist, always so proper, studying every detail. Always worrying about what others think of him. I am afraid for Mother, for not getting anything right, she will cry, forever.
I see now. I am holding my precious mahogany box. A treasured gift. 
Oh, I see. They have seen my precious secrets. I remember my secret – now I remember theirs.
How was I to live. I felt so empty, like as a bird without its song. So very strange to feel as empty in death. I am but a breath of mist and any minute I will evaporate, although, I am not sure about this yet. 
The high collar hides the truth of my scars. The brooch, not mine, there to hold the collar in place. To hold everything in place. 
I recall why I am not in my blue dress with the lace collar. I wore it especially when I decided to say goodbye. To my pitiful empty life. To this world.
I see my parents felt it fitting to place my treasured box of secrets in my hand. A reminder perhaps, for all eternity, that I nearly had a fulfilling life, a husband, a family.
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