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“As Time Doth Pass, Remember…”
Part One
The wind that skittered across the local park near the sea unsettled him. The brief visit to the village where he’d grown up had ended so he would be returning home next day to his empty cottage.
His earthy appearance made him seem as though he belonged in another time, and people would very often look twice at him. Once raw boned and tall, no trace of the once blonde hair remained—instead, a thin layer of white hair crowned his balding head and his stooped frame something he would much rather forget.
Daniel Callaghan ambled slowly through to the other side of the stone archway and entrance to the forest. The forest was cool and he was drawn into the verdant green world of long ago, into a distant past where he had played as a boy. Walking quicker, his heart-rate raced annoyingly, and the wheezing began. Close by, he heard the sea lapping at the shore and over the pebbles. He followed the edge of the lake, where the sea stopped to catch his breath; sad that the most simple of tasks had him puffing.
A lonely breeze caught his thin locks and echoed his state of mind and cerulean water shimmered exotically through the trees where the tumultuous sea fed itself quietly into the lake. A sad, haunting song played over in his head—one he didn’t remember hearing that brought strange old memories, and a strange feeling of emptiness that left him wanting something he could not have, yet willing him closer.
The trees were dense. He could not remember this little haven from his childhood, though it had to have been there. Perhaps it had changed. The peace this place emanated was heart warming. A shadow moved into the light and suddenly he realised a woman was standing near the edge. Waiting. Walking closer, he saw her hair was dark, yet the shimmering sunlight made tiny crimson faery lights dance upon her head.
‘Are…you an angel?’ he enquired clumsily. Even now, his voice sounded too old to him.
‘I suppose I will be…one day.’ her voice was lilting, though her accent unknown to him. She wore a light-blue robe, and her feet were bare. ‘Isn’t it a bit cool to swim today?’
She laughed softly, ‘I’m Lilláen. Are you on holidays?’
What an unusual name. It rang a bell. ‘Yes,’ he replied. ‘In fact I ought to be getting back. Long drive tomorrow…’ he trailed off, in awe of his sudden attraction to this young female. Her smile was gentle. Knowing, blue-green eyes pierced through him and he winced at her probing. God in heaven he would love to have met her sixty-odd years ago. ‘Do you live around here?’ he asked distractedly. No-one took any notice of him these days, apart from the doctors and nurses. It was nice to have a decent conversation.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/59241 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!