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What Sarah Said by Shane Grey I found her in the alley behind the deli. She looked up at me and said, “Jack?” Tears flooded her eyes. The site of it burned me deeper than any human shall ever know. I fell to my knees. I cradled her head in my arms and embraced her, holding her to my chest. I knew I wouldn't be able to control my own tears for much longer. My own tear ducts had turned their back on me as they swelled. Just like the world. Everything had turned it's back on me. This was not going to be a good day. Sarah cried into my white cotton t-shirt, I cried into her formerly immaculate blonde pageboy hair. I always liked the pageboy on Sarah. Not a lot of women could pull it off. She had managed to for a whole year and three months. “Please, Jack. Please, Jack. Don't let this happen.” Sarah wailed. The thing I will always remember about that day is her turquoise tights. She wore them under a brown corduroy skirt. Her top was silk, it was also as white as my cotton t-shirt. Our white tops did nothing to shield the crimson stains of blood. Every thirty or forty seconds Sarah would convulse, more of her blood would smear my shirt. Each time she convulsed I thought she was going to die. I couldn't stare into her wet emerald green eyes. All I could see was pain and misery. The brown bag that contained her lunch from the deli was scattered about. The Kettle cooked potato chip bag had been stomped. Her turkey and swiss with lettuce looked like it had been thrown against the wall. Mustard splatter just above lettuce sitting in a muddy puddle. It had been a year since I lived on this side of town. But I too used to frequent the deli. It was actually where I met Sarah a year and three months ago. I could feel her blood seeping into my plaid flannel pajama pants. She convulsed again. This time she let out a gasp that contained a wet cough. Blood came out of her mouth and dribbled down her chin. “Jack. Jack.” She said, fast. Panicked. “I'm dying here, Jack. I'm gonna die, please help.” I held her tighter and kissed her head. Her hair smelt like apricot shampoo and sweat. Sweat matted her bangs to her forehead. Her former milk white skin slowly turning gray. I wasn't just holding her head for comfort. When I got there she was staring at it. I held her head in a way so she could not see it. I took another glance. It was bad. Nine inches if I remember correctly. Double sided blade. Solid black handle. The knife was deep in her stomach. If she doesn't go into shock she'll live, I thought. But in some form of reality I already knew what was going to happen. I just had to wait. Sarah had told me about this moment on our third date over a year ago. I thought of our first date. A Christmas party put on by her friend Casey. I picked her up that night



and she smelled like fresh baked pumpkin pie. We had drinks at the party. Not too much, but just enough. A classic tune came on the radio and everybody talked over the music, but not me. I could never tune out a song I knew. I couldn't hear anything but the music. When I looked at Sarah, she was mouthing the words. I took her hand. It was probably the alcohol. But I led her to the center of the room. There in front all the talking, bickering, loud party goers, we danced to the song. Slow and swaying. Something happened. A connection. We kissed after the song. The kiss was soft and perfect. Not messy, never sloppy. Just in perfect sync. At this point though, we hadn't had that first kiss. We had gone to coffee. We had lunch at the deli. Then I moved and it was harder to see each other. So I considered the Christmas party our first date. It was when we had that grand connection. The problem is if she dies that won't get to happen, I thought. The October chill froze my bones. Now the blood soaked into my clothes was cold. It made me feel colder. Her convulsions happened less. “Jack?” Sarah's voice was a faint whisper now. “Sarah.” I said. “I'm gonna die.” “No you're not.” I looked at my watch. “But you will be unconscious in seventy seconds.” “Jack, I need you to do...something. I-” Sarah's head went limp. She was unconscious. I laid her down flat on the cold pavement unsure what to do next. I was out of my element. I tried to focus on the facts. Sarah lives. Sarah will be O.K. I had to remember that. But seeing her lying there made me want to rush her to the emergency room or find a pay phone and call someone. I couldn't get involved. I wasn't positive but I was pretty sure those were the rules. I got inside the nearest dumpster and closed the lids. I sat in wet disgusting filth waiting to hear the sounds. I couldn't see my watch. It was too dark. It seemed like years that I sat there. Then I heard them. The footsteps and conversation. Samantha and Matthew had arrived. Just like always. It was the route they took everyday on there walks in town. All they had to do was look left. I waited, then... “OH MY GOD! MATT! IT'S SARAH! OH MY BABY, MY BABY!” The screams and wails of Samantha and Matthew, Sarah's parents, raked my skull. I wake up some nights still hearing Samantha cry for her daughter. I tried to remember what happens next. Sarah had told me the story a hundred times. Her parents found her and carried her to the sidewalk, the ambulance arrived. She awoke later in the hospital having no memory of it. I will get a call from Casey, I thought. She'll go through Sarah's phone and find our text message feed. She'll see that we were fighting the night before and that we hadn't spoken. Casey being a caring loving friend will call me. Back at my apartment I changed my bloody clothes. Took a hot shower. Vomited nervous bile into the toilet. Changed into fresh clothes. I found a sweatshirt I had thrown out over a year ago. I wore that because I think that's what I was wearing that day. My cell phone rang from Sarah's number. Though I knew it was Casey I had to answer it as if it were Sarah. “Hello, Sarah?” I said. “Is this Jack?” Casey asked. “Yes, where's Sarah, who is this?” I was already shedding tears. “This is her best friend, Casey, you need to come to the E.R. The one across town. There's been an accident.” I took the train to the E.R. Just as I had over a year ago. I even pretended to get lost finding the entrance, just like I really did then. I got to the room. Outside a doctor and nurse spoke with Casey and her parents. I approached slowly like I had before. “Jack?” Casey said as she approached me. She gave me a hug and cried on my shoulder. In that moment my gut tightened. Casey did not do this the first time. She just shook my hand. But for some reason this time she held me and cried. She held me



longer. Then I was crying. “It's O.K. Casey? It's O.K. She's going to be fine.” I said, comforting her. “No. No. The doctors gave her twenty four hours. We'll be lucky if she wakes up say to goodbye.” Casey's face and eyes were swollen. I saw in her face not only sadness, but fear. “What?” Was all I could choke out my throat went dry. This was all wrong, I thought. Sarah lives. We already went through this once. I mean what the hell am I supposed to do? What would you do? One day you wake up like it's any other day but then it's not. It's not a fresh new day. It's one of the worst days of your life, again. The woman you're about to go to a Christmas party with and fall in love with has been stabbed. Sure, it's familiar, it happened before. But you didn't know her that well at the time. You didn't get a chance to dance with her, to love her. Now though, you know what it's like. Now you have something to lose. Me and Sarah had been in love and in a relationship for one year and three months. I was going to propose marriage. According to the doctors we had to say good bye. I was beside myself with rage and pain. I followed the rules. Was it because I held her? Because I showed myself? Is that what altered the future? At Sarah's bedside Casey held my hand. She squeezed it hard and cried harder. Sarah woke up that day. She awoke to say good bye to us. I knew that she hadn't had the chance to fall in love with me. So this wasn't the Sarah that I knew from the future. I wondered if deep inside she was curious to why the guy she had coffee with three times and one argument over the phone was at her death bed. Sarah was awake for fifteen minutes. She told me in the alley she had hallucinated that I was with her. It made her happy she said. I gave her a kiss on the forehead. Shortly after, she fell into a deep sleep. They announced her death at 5:25pm. I walked Casey to her car. She offered me a ride, I declined. I decided to walk all the way back to my apartment. On the walk I thought of me and Sarah's first kiss at the Christmas party. I thought of how we both fell in love in that moment. We danced while no one else noticed the music. I thought of the first time we made love and how powerful it was. The way Sarah pretended not to notice it was my first time. I remembered Saturday mornings. Fresh baked chocolate chip cookies and orange juice for breakfast. Sarah would give me small kisses on the mouth while she baked. Kisses that tasted like Captain Crunch. We would watch boring day time TV in our pajamas till well past noon. I would steal kisses softly placed on her nose or forehead. One Saturday while holding each other on the couch, she turned to me and said, “I don't ever want this to end. I want to be like this forever, I want to be with you. You make me happy.” When she told me that I felt the exact same. I should've told her then and there. But I figured there would always be time. I was a block from home and it was dark. It was then that I realized all the things I remembered were the future, not the past. My memories were now part of a non-existent future. I knew what it meant. None of it had really happened. It did, but in another place. Another world. That night I went to sleep I prayed to wake up in my old life. The next day I awoke and nothing had changed. I was still living in the past. I had voice mail from Casey in regards to the funereal. I decided to not attend. It is something I still regret to this day. I would get drunken voicemails from Casey. They mostly consisted of her reminiscing about times with Sarah. She'd end each voice mail telling me I was the only person she had left to talk to. A month later I ran into Casey at the deli. I remembered the day I met Sarah, in the future, Casey was with her. For some reason I didn't notice Casey then. “Jack! How are you?” Casey seemed really happy to see me. Then she blushed. “I'm doing fine, I guess. You?” “I'm finally at the point where I'm not crying everyday. I quit drinking. One day at a time, you know?.” Casey smiled. “Yeah.”



“Look, I'm sorry about all the calls. I just, I was wreck. Sarah was like my sister.” “It's fine.” I said. Then I looked in Casey's eyes. Something inside me stirred. In the pit of my stomach. I excused myself to the bathroom and vomited. It had started weeks ago, but showed no signs of slowing. My memories of Sarah were fading more everyday. I was fighting it day and night I even tried to type out the memories. It was like my fingers wouldn't work, just gibberish. No matter what I did they were leaving me. I went back out to the deli. Casey looked concerned. I locked eyes with her, something in my chest tingled. Chestnut brown. Casey's eyes. She wasn't looking at me the same. Not like on that sad day at the hospital. There was something in her eyes that was churning my stomach. “I have to go.” I said, storming out of the deli. On the way home I bought a mini tape recorder and recited the memories about Sarah that I wrote above. After that it was like my mind had flushed all of future Sarah away. And I was left to think about Casey. Her chestnut brown eyes. Her light brown hair, long and flowing. Her flawless immaculate slender face. Why hadn't I noticed her before? No. I couldn't think of her that way. She had been Sarah's best friend. I awoke to my cell phone ringing. It was 1:30pm. For a split second I thought it might be Sarah. It was Casey. She invited me to her Christmas party. I told her maybe. She said it wouldn't be the same without me. A week later I stood in the corner nursing a whiskey and soda.It was the same Christmas party just minus one person. It was just like the night I met Casey, I mean, Sarah. I stood there. Everyone around me bickered, talked. So loud. This song a came on, a certain familiar tune. Then I could only hear the music. It was a nice song. I looked over to where Sarah should be standing. No one was there. Then I heard humming. Humming along to the tune. I turned. Casey stood a few feet away. She was sipping ginger ale and humming along with the song. She noticed me and stopped. Her cheeks turned red. “Sorry, I like this song. It reminds me of my grandfather.” Casey said. “It's alright. Keep humming, it sounds good.” I said. Then we locked eyes. My stomach churned in excitement this time. I approached her and put out my hand. We walked to the center of the room and danced slowly. No one around us noticed. We kissed softly at the end of the song. My world was rocked. We held each other the rest of the night. We married a year later. When I kiss Casey she has Fruit Loops on her breathe. Each morning we take turns baking cookies. We drink wine at night. We listen to old music that reminds us of our childhood. Casey and I are happy, but in the back of my mind I always wonder if I will wake up one day in the past and lose her. I hope that day never comes. THE END
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