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This Place in Time

Cold breath puffed in clouds which swirled towards the cool-blue sky of the early morning. 
Marcy climbed the steep mountain slope, following the narrow sheep track and over the slippery, woody roots. The cold air caught her breath and she stopped for a moment to take in the frost-covered hills. She knew this place well. As a child she played here with friends. Collecting taddy’s from the taddy pond, tucked away in a muddy shallow, on the edge of the forestry. She scanned the tree line and wondered if it was still there. 
The barb wire fence with its iron spikes was still there. Trailing the boundary. Separating the forest line of pines with their furrowed bark and sharp needles. They loom in a closed canopy where very little light shines. 
She knows this place. The dark trees.
She pushes on, upwards along the twisted track. Frosted web trail from one pointed leaf of a wimberry bush to another, then touching a heather, criss-crossing in a maze creating a delicate lace covering, suspended on air, it feels. 
Birds chirp to each other in the tall ash trees below, and she eyes a song thrush, proud, and puffed watching curiously from the oak tree. Marcy stops a moment, quite still, to listen. will it sing. Not this time. 
The skinny, windy path, placed between wimberry bushes, traces upwards. She thinks how these berries will fruit during August in their glorious purple-black dignity, and, although some find them delicious, Marcy thought them sour. 
For Marcy, this place, this space holds years of memories. Happy ones, and not so happy ones.
She reaches the glade, and carefully places her feet to avoid slipping down a dangerous slope of thorns and stones. It is shady here as the hawthorn leans in. Above her, stands the edge of the barb fence, holding back the denseness, where the dark trees tower and loom. 
She ducks the low branches of the Hawthorn, and at the same time, on the other side of her, she tries to avoid the thorny brambles reaching out to grab her in. 
Moving forward she notices low, jutting stones. These were once the edging stones of the fever hospital. She followed them to the glade. An open grassy area surrounded with bracken fern, new saplings, grass and thick moss.  
All is quiet. 
Part of the original wall is still there, partly covered with moss and tiny ferns but most of the cut stone has long since fallen, making the ground uneven, concealed in a soft blanket of rich green. Silver rays of light seeps through the trees in. Marcy is captured by the scene.
Off guard, in her dream state, a thorny stem grabs at her white jacket. The sleeve tears open revealing the red lining underneath. She pulls away and the red spreads, ripping away more of the white material. Marcy’s head whirls. 
White material. White sheets. Red bleeding out from her arm. Blood around her Mam’s mouth. 
The isolation hospital.
She stared at wall that once held this hospital together. Stone walls, cold and lonely.
She was eleven years old, again. A white sheet covered her mother, her pale skeletal shoulder merged with the pallor of her face. Then she was gone. 
Just a hole of loneliness left behind. loneliness she had felt, forever after.
No goodbyes. 
The cry of a circling buzzard was calling her away, and watching the bird freely glide in the light of the sky, Marcy realised her loneliness. Her anchor. She realised that she needed to let go, take a different route. Marcy quietly stepped out of the glade and over the grey stones. Then, as she walked away, she whispered, goodbye. 
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