Esme- The sightless Visionary


The insatiable flaming tongues had engulfed them swallowed them like a big fiery beast. Mother's screams still haunt me. I cannot close my eyes without feeling choked by that smoke. I feel the fire kiss kiss me zipping across my now crispy skin. Papa is calling he's downstairs desperately trying to find us. Mother screamed. Not the sound of terror or fright the inhuman sound of death of pain. She sounds like some kind of mythical beast roaring up from the ancient depths. Howling in agony.
Her screams fade I hate myself for wishing that I could still hear those tortured cries. The silence was worse. Fire had robbed her of her life. Denied her voice, her family, and my brother.
Billowy black smoke, fiery tongues, ash, and cinders was all that was left of my life. I wake up to bright lights, and that smell, that smell that only exists in a sterile environment. I was normal once. I started out with two loving parents under total conviction of who I was and where I belonged. I was somewhat spoilt. My parents especially my father doted it on me. I was to be their only child, although I would have traded anything in this world for just a fraction of their love even if that meant sharing.
I don't mind sharing. I'm sorry I acted like a brat. I take it all back just please, please, bring back my parents. I am all alone now. Just me, small, and frail, kind of sickly, and now blind. The same fire that ate my parents tasted me too. 
They've been so excited to tell me, so excited to say I was to become a big sister. I just stood there blinking. It didn't congratulate them I never said a word not a word. I made them miserable especially mother. How could I have been so cruel? And now? What now? I cannot even try to apologise they're dead. Gone! Nothing left but smoke and the ragged remains of our home. 
Our home. That's what mother said our home. At least that is what she came to call it. We viewed many houses but this one was perfect. It was three storeys high, incredibly narrow, and deep. Like a warren filled with cupboards and hideaways, corridors and staircases. The best simply the best for playing hide and seek. 
The ground floor was a shop. Papa wanted to use it as a book shop. Mother used it as a gallery. It suited them both. Dusty old manuals, logbooks, histories and ancient philosophies written by the long since dead surrounded by the vibrancy and life of mother’s paintings and her sculptures. People came for mother's art. They came to see Claire and her work which suited Richard nicely. He was only too happy to hand the reins to his wife while he sank into his books of faraway places.
You would be forgiven for thinking my parents were unhappy, nothing could be further from the truth. Doctor Richard Speilman was an archaeologist, historian, and a recluse. He was almost entirely dominated in every decision by his wife and my mother Clair. She had decided the shop was for them both, and she had decided that the house needed a new look. So, the house was painted; Lilac to be exact. This decision like many others was not met with opposition.
Richard often longed for the simpler times that he read about and yet if his wish had been granted he would have been terribly unhappy. His days would have been consumed by duties, by the kind of hard labour he was wholly unequipped to handle. No, my father was a man who is uniquely happy fantasising of ancient times in the comfort of an armchair surrounded by the minor annoyance of those that he loved. Besides, he often thought that there was no greater company than his wife who carried all conversations for him and his daughter, Esme; that’s me if you were confused. We gave him enough entertainment to last him three lifetimes. Richard only had one. 
The Spielman's were a happy family. They had found a steady comfortable life that suited all parties nicely and that is how they stayed at least that is how we would have stayed if we had been given the choice.
I have often thought that if my parents had been born animals my mother would have been a lioness and father a beaver. An unlikely couple I know. Lionesses are proud, they are majestic and they're fearless. They hunt to provide and they will face down any threat or insult to their Cubs. Beavers are homemakers, completely contented with the world that they create. It is a simple world filled with simple joys like family and home. I've often thought they must have seen the qualities in each other that they could not find in themselves and together they found balance.

