


The last story of Agnus

Father is arranging the furniture in the parlour, again. Which is a little difficult considering its size. I presume this is where Mr. Docherty will set up his equipment when he calls I’m sure I would laugh if the circumstances were not quite so grave. Yesterday, he had moved the little two-person settee to middle of the room so that I could be laid down. so that My work mates and sisters sat next to me all day. It was nice to hear them telling stories of goings on I had taken part in and chattering away to themselves, even though I was unable to add to the stories or answer any questions, they had asked of me. I hadn’t realized how well liked I was till then. Mother had wrapped me in the best linen and the woollen blanket we keep for guests. I’m quite sure this is the only time I have been wrapped in it. Ivy told me that she is to take my seat at the milliners. I do hope they pay her as much as me even if she is younger than me, I had a terrible time getting those girls working well together and I suspect Ivy will suffer the same challenges.	Comment by Paul Wright: Hold off revealtion	Comment by Paul Wright: Report actual dialogue

My father now is about, pushing the seats against the far wall and pulling the table to its front. I assume this is where Mr. Docherty will set up his equipment when he calls. The settee is pushed as far back as it will go without touching the wall itself so that Mr Doherty will have room to manoeuvre. I must say father is getting much better at this, he has always been one to fuss about our appearance, him wanting to take over at the felt mill from old Mr Williams has passed on the baton. He  always made sure that mother he passed on his wishes to, for dressed us girls to be dressed in the proper way to which he would give his consent, but today he is being very helpful and moving things himself. 

Watching him fuss so is rather tiresome and so I return to Mother is in the kitchen preparing to wash me. The water hot and enough soap and cloth gathered, I can hear her sighing. mother sighs, she is not happy with the preparations and seems concerned that I am now laid ungainly on the kitchen table, in place of ‘the bags of mystery’ prepared there last evening. 

Once my clothes have been removed and cast into the wash bucket mother assiduously washes my every part. I feel certain I will be scrubbed to the bone, if she does not stop! I cannot say that I have ever been washed so. 

Had Mother ever spent this much time to comb my hair and keep me clean these past weeks knowing there to be a sickness hereabouts, perhaps I would not have been so badly taken by it. 

My older sister Constance, a rather ‘bricky’ young lady, and my mother proud as punch when she was engaged to be married a knickerbocker, went out of print the night of the Easter celebrations some four weeks ago now. I rather miss her cheery ways and the little looks she would give me when Father was in one of his moods, she was always so reassuring.	Comment by Paul Wright: Can't quit follow logic of the details here 

Mother is in a hurry to afternoonify me in her morning over coat, the exact same one that she had laid out our Constance in. The pockets are still stuffed with the fresh lavender flowers mother had me gather, which if crushed a little will smell more strongly now that it has had this time to dry. With a little adjustment it seems to be fitting me well enough to suit its purpose, but I should say it had fitted our Constance better. When she had dressed our Constance, she had also cut a lock from her hair, when I asked why she had only looked at me with a stern countenance and told me to prepare tea for Mr. Docherty. Mr. Docherty will be expecting tea today I suspect.	Comment by Paul Wright: Again dramatise dialogue

I watch Mother tidy me up and pin back my hair some more, expecting her to cut it at any moment until Mr Docherty finally arrives. His now familiar little rap at the door, father goes to greet him, “good morning Mr Docherty, do come in, would you like some help?” Mr Docherty a ghastly red admiral of a man dressed in his usual solemn black attire shakes his head and smiles with out reply. He escorts Mr Doherty to the parlour and leaves him to his business.

It is not till then that father is allowed to approve my look and carry me to the parlour where Mr. Docherty will produce a likeness of myself with his photographic apparatus.
It is odd to watch my body hoisted like an oversized rag doll onto his shoulder. My mother still fussing over my looks as I dangle so limply across my father. I can’t recall ever having had my hair washed and combed in this way.  I am not that sure the look suits me, it is certainly not the usual manner I am told to dress myself if my hair were allowed to have it left untied. I am sure mother would have given me a clip round the ear for having this kind of ‘follow me lads’ style had I dared to ask it for myself. Most occasions my curls are tied and pushed under a linen cap, lest I contaminate work we perform at the milliners or at this place my home.    

Mr Doherty has already placed his small wooden box on the table, mother follows me in holding my arms lest they are damaged along the way. He goes about lining up the orifice on its front side with the centre of the seat my farther has prepared. 

Constance had been adorned with flowers, there are no flowers for me, her betrothed had brought white roses and forget me nots which had been laid across her and a vase of fresh white Lilies had stood to each end of the room. I had thought at the time the heavily scented flowers were not enough to cover up the unforgettable stench of her body, not even the Lilies, perhaps that is why mother has scrubbed me so, that I am almost unrecognisable even to myself.

A picture of our Rodrick sits next to the one of my eldest sister Constance that has this day been placed in view on a smaller table usually settled underneath the one set out for use of Mr. Docherty. It is only brought out to be used for serving afternoon tea. It always made me laugh. As if we have the time and money to serve afternoon tea. Yet mother had insisted it be kept as it was given her by her own mother when her aunt Violet had died of old age and not like Constance Roderick and myself. We all had been taken by the strangling angel. I had not felt strangled and had seen no angel, not then and certainly not now, and I have searched the entire house in case this ‘angel was around the place for then I could ask him to escort me to the heaven of our true Father and be at peace. Watching them play at dutiful parents is not at all my idea of peace. 

I also searched for Constance I had thought to find her here, but I haven't yet.  Maybe she's already gone to heaven, I don't know. There was a moment, I thought I saw little Roderick, playing in the hall yesterday as I remember him but when I spoke to him, he seemed to just vanish. I’m not frightened as you might think. I can’t seem to feel much at all, which is a relief after all they put me through before I myself laid down the knife and fork. My other siblings have already been sent out to work and will not be a part of the goings on in the house today. I was only kept from my duties at the millners in order to help mother dress Constance when she had been photographed.

Mr Docherty instructs mother to sit with me and hold me tight for I could slip, as I am unable to hold myself still. They both obey without question, which is rather a strange thing to witness I have never seen my father be ordered about, and I am pinioned between them both. Father is told to take my hand and there they sit listening to Mr Docherty direct them in how to stay still and where to place their eyes. Mother looks at the back drapes of the parlour window and father looks at the two photographs, now covered with a cloth as if my Constance or Rodrick would be possessed by my own spirit, which seems like madness as I can’t find either of them here abouts at any rate. 

Mr Docherty now intent on his work only looks up at them now and again to satisfy himself that they are holding me correctly and I haven’t slipped away from their grip as I had a few days ago when I felt as though I had indeed been drowning, in the burning sweat of a fever that would not subside. He has some small bottles which I know to be full of a foul-smelling liquid that he paints onto a rather shabby looking glass plate. Then it is placed into a small drawer at the back of the camera. “Almost ready now, hold there for me” he informs my parents, both of whom, rather than sitting still, instead look at my cold body and manoeuvre so that I am securely pinioned between them, and appear to be snuggled against them in an informal embrace. 

Mr Docherty looks down to see what he is doing, and I recall the urge to laugh as him the last time he called, on account of the fly rink he has attempted to cover with only four lengths of his hair, which I had remarked to Ivy would make a stuffed bird laugh. She had not been able to hold back a giggle. I do hope that whoever now sits in my seat to be trained a milliner, as was I, that they will learn to love Ivy’s mad as hops ways such as I had these past five years. 

When the job is done, he is quick to ask for his payment which is quite rude but that is the manner for these things, everyone is to be overpaid for their work but the children. It all feels rather final and I’m not sure what I will do with myself now, I do still hope to find an angel that will lead me on my way so that I will not be trapped here. I decide I will follow mr Doherty home and hope this will not be sinful, I think it quite interesting to see how other live. Perhaps I would be able to visit my queen before I find my way to heaven this would be quite a tail to tell Rodrick and Constance if I should find them.







Journal     words
The first draft was just a quick guide and a rough story arc to work from. I choice to write monologue style as it is close to my usual stream of consciousness style but would allow me to experiment with a certain amount of description and dialogue. 
There was a lot of research to do after creating the story line speech class furniture death rituals mortality rates causes of death myths around death the list goes on. 
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