I looked out into the darkness. It seemed to swirl in front of me. I felt my old bones ache and groan. Lights appeared before my eyes, blurred and strange. Yet familiar. I went to reach for the light switch, but before I could I saw my John standing in front of me, it the heat of the flame, there was a fire in the corner of the room, shrouded in smoke and licked by the flame was my dead husband, well I thought he was dead, but he was here now. Standing as he had in life, tall, proud. A man of deep character. There was something else about him also, something that had not existed in life. It was as I the weight of it all had gone from him, the other place had taken it from him. His warm musty smell was so strong I was as though he was there. Well he was, wasn’t he? The room swelled around me as I got up to go towards him. My legs weren’t as they used to be, I could feel them attempting to hold my weight as I stumbled out of the bed. It was difficult to walk alone without my grandson Tom to help me, I thought about calling out to him, he was only in the next room. But then again, he was probably sleeping I had no need to wake him. I feel that he would only try and stop me. Speak of the devil Tom had appeared at the door, he was topless, looking at me with a panic that coloured his entire face,
“We need to go Nan”, he said in a fluster
“It’s ok Tom, I’m fine, I’m going to be with your Grandad, there’s nothing to be alarmed about”
He came over to me, “Can’t you see the flame?” he yelled pulling at me
“Don’t you pull at your old Nan like that”, I whined at him, why was he so worried. It was fine, the floor began to give way below me, Tom wailed, but I knew it was John coming for me, so that I could finally be with him again. I felt the tears fall from my cheeks as the colour of Johns flames swallowed me whole and a new light filled my eyes.
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	I woke up with a start, Instantly, blackness filled my lungs. I spluttered and coughed, it took me some time to realise what was going on, the air was thick. The darkness filled my lungs, I got up and went to reach for the light, it wasn’t until I felt the heat that I realised what was happening. The house was on fire, I could see from outside the door the fire passing like some angry spectre out for vengeance. Why hadn’t the alarm gone off? Where was Nan? Going out onto the landing the house was engulfed in flame. My heart began to reach out of my body as I realised that I wasn’t going to get out of this alive. I could barely see anything. Turning towards my Nan’s room I could see that It hadn’t been hit yet. The smoke was making it harder and harder to breath. I decided then that I was going to get out alive. I went to my Nan’s room, and was a little taken aback to see her stood up, she barely ever left her bed, frail and old as she was
	“We need to go Nan!” I said as the flames began to lick through the walls. The door behind, there was enough fire resistance in this house to keep a path up for another few minutes,
	“It’s ok Tom I’m fine” she said her voice calm and accepting, “I’m going to be with your Grandad, there’s nothing to be alarmed about”
	I didn’t have time for this, reaching forward I grabbed at her arm, “Can’t you see the flame?” I yelled, I knew that it was a stupid thing to yell. Of course, she could. I tried pulling her back as the floor beneath her gave way, she muttered something at me before falling through into the flames. Somebody grabbed me from behind, I wailed. What was my Father going to say? When he found out that I let Nan die.
