Marina and the Other World
She became aware very early that she was born different. It was difficult to point out precisely in what way she was different, but there were some small clues already from a very early age.
Her mother had a love for the sea and named her Marina as a tribute to that love. When they were spending time on a seashore, which was often, her mother would say:  “Sea is the cradle of all life” pointing out to, what seemed an infinite, open sea.
She was a wise woman, her mother, and she pretty much let Marina be and do things that would have worried other mothers. Marina did spend hours time-travelling in her mind, but from the outside, it would look like she was not doing much anything at all, or doing meaningless and strange things. For instance, Marina could be nibbling and fiddling for a whole morning with the tassels in the old wall hanging from the 18th century that hanged beside her bed and refuse to go out to play with other kids because she was “busy” – but in fact she was in the court of the Sun King, Ludwig XIV and dancing with most glamorous ladies and gentlemen dressed in velvet and silk and involved with all kinds of complicated intrigues. Or she could quietly sit for a long, long time on a wildflower meadow looking deep into a bluebell convinced that it was a portal to another world, to a completely different reality and she could appear on the “other side” if she just waited for long enough without losing her focus.
Marina also knew that she knew something; what she exactly knew she could not put on words and it took for her many years to realise that others did not have that same sense of “knowing”. She often wondered why people spend such a lot of time talking and engaging with trivial matters instead of what was real and of importance. 
There was also another, kind of unseen world that nobody was paying any attention to, that Marina was intensely aware of. This world was not as was told in fairy tales, it was much more invisible and difficult to describe. Everything had its physical presence that one could see with one’s physical eyes and an electrical presence that you saw from the corner of your eyes. There were colours and forms, but they were very different than in the “seen” world. She had tried to tell about it to her mother, but even her mother seemed to think that all was produced by Marina’s vivid imagination. Marina alone knew that this unseen world was real, in fact far more real to her than houses and cars and shops. 
Marina talked to trees and to flowers too, but mainly she spoke with animals, and they seem to listen attentively and often came to her. When she had been about three and visiting at her grandparent’s country house, wild forest birds had come to sit on her shoulders as she sat and sung on the wooden bench outside and shy little birds joined with their tweets to her singing. Similar kind of occurrences with different animals kept on happening to her until she became a teenager.
Gradually Marina needed to learn to confirm and adjust more and more to the general and common ways of going on, but she always felt that the reality others lived in was not the real reality, but make-believe, an artificial construction made for some strange, for her unknown purpose. In spite of feeling at odds with everybody else’s reality, Marina still trusted the grown-ups and their world and felt reasonably safe and protected.
It all changed dramatically when Marina turned twelve; a whole new world opened up to her, a scary world. It started when she began to see faces in front of people’s face, kind of electrical not so physical faces. Mainly rodents, rats, hamsters, squirrel but also dears and foxes, an occasional wolf and some others.  It was evident that nobody else saw these things and Marina did not dear to mention anything about it to anyone since they most likely would have questioned her sanity. 
Next thing that began to happen was that she heard what people said before they said it. That was very confusing as she often started to respond before a person spoke and it made her appear odd and confused. 
Marina did not quite know what to do with all this since she had no-one to talk about it, no-one who could give her any guidance in these matters. First time in her life she started to wish that she would be like others and all this would just go away. 
It didn’t go away instead Marina started to have dreams, dreams about the future and what seemed like many possible futures, most of them showing horrific dystopian scenes filled with catastrophes of several kinds. Some of her dreams were different though, and there was a presence of peace that was nothing like she had ever felt. It was peace so gentle and at the same time powerful, so soft and caressing and it was in everything; in the wind and rain, in birdsong and rattle of leaves, in rivers and mountains. There were people too, but Marina could not really interpret what was going on since she had no reference framework that could be applied. “Why is this happening, what am I supposed to do with all this?” she kept on asking.
In the midst of it all, Marina somehow also managed to live an ordinary life. She went to school and did well, not great since her mind was so occupied elsewhere, but she stayed out of trouble. 
Marina was turning out to become an attractive looking girl, not an extreme beauty but pretty with an expressive face and a long thick straight hair with different shades of brown and chestnut. Her eyes were grey, deep and far apart under well-formed brows, her face oval and mouth small but full like a rosebud. Her nose was a bit long for a current idea of beauty, and it made her soft face look stronger. She was not very long but nicely propositioned with a tiny waist. 
Boys began to notice her, and Marina fell in love for the first time when she was thirteen had her first boyfriend Max when she was fifteen had sex with him when she turned sixteen. Max was a nice guy,  intelligent and interested in movies, real movies and not just shallow entertainment. He was considered handsome too, with unruly black hair and dark brown burning eyes. Many girls would have happily volunteered to be his girlfriend, but he had asked Marina. 
It all was working well for a while, and Marina enjoyed herself as a “normal” teenager. Yet she felt like she was two people living in two different worlds and not truly belonging to any of them.  She was trying to talk to Max about it, but of course, he could not relate to it, and she stopped talking about the “other world” fearing she would scare Max away.
Nevertheless, their relationship lasted until she became eighteen and Max, who was a bit older went away to study aiming to become a movie director. The long-distance relationship was not even suggested by any of them, they both knew that it was time to part.
Most of their common friends had been more Max’s friends and bit by bit these relations just dried out.
Her dreams kept on coming more often now, and Marina felt like she was living on twilight zone of a particular kind, like being on the edge of the cliff looking into the distance and seeing many alternative futures. She was not able to move into any of them, and neither was she any longer able to live in that “ordinary” world where she had tried to live in her past.
As time went by this contradiction inside her grew, and she withdrew from the world feeling more and more lonely and isolated.
There was a special place on the cliffs by the sea, not far from where she now lived, where Marina and with her mother had often spent time talking about life or just quietly sitting gazing into the distance. Her mother had been the only person who, even if not fully understanding Marina, had unconditionally loved her and accepted her. 
One day in early spring, Marina walked to their special place considering ending her life. Her mother had died a year ago and since that her loneliness and the sense of not belonging had become unbearable.
As she was gazing over the horizon feeling the overwhelming pain of loneliness and not belonging anywhere, she saw a beautiful glistening fog slowly forming up above the sea. Marina opened her eyes wide without focusing. It had a transparent milky white colour, but as it begun to form up, it started to get a shape. 
A peace, kind of omnipotent sense of peace that she recalled from her dreams began slowly to fill the air. Different colours were now appearing and were constituting a most beautiful living changing form made of sparkling jewels. It was like time had stopped.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“It is going to be alright”, a voice inside her said, but it was not her voice. “You have been born here for a special purpose, but your time is not yet. You will know when the time is right, and You will meet others of the kind. You are not alone and will never be.”
Marina sat quietly for a long time. All was well. She knew now why she had come here, and she was ready.



