The Ill Omen
[image: image1.png]


I cannot erase this horrendous incident from my memory…

It all began on a delightful day in April. I had been relocated to Columbia in Washington.  My new apartment was a detached house of two storeys. The main floor consisted of a living room, a dining room, and a kitchen.  My bedroom and the bathroom were on the second floor.  It was quite nice to have a skylight in my bedroom, as the starry night would accompany me to sleep.  In front of my house was a large lawn. It had a border of dandelions, some hyacinths, and a rockery. Generally, it was a desirable residence. I knew I would take pleasure in living there.

I spent the whole day decorating and furnishing my house.  Tidying up my house was really hard work.  I was in a state of exhaustion after working for a whole day.  I really wanted a restful sleep in order to sleep off my debilitation.  So I laid aside my household duties and trudged along the hallway.  I entered my bedroom and got into bed.  I fell asleep forthwith due to the fatigue.

“Sizzle…  Sizzle…  Sizzle…”
I woke up with a start when I heard some strange noises. I tried to think about the origin of the sizzling sound, however, I chose to ignore the sound grimly as I was completely knackered. I didn’t want to idle away the hours checking the origin of the stupid noise. I thought I’d better use my time to restore myself. I tried to sleep again in spite of the noises.

“Sizzle…  Sizzle…  Sizzle…”

“Clink…  Clink…  Clink…”

“Crack…  Crack…  Crack…”
Oh! What’s going on? I could not ignore these noises any longer. They had pushed me to the utmost limit of my endurance. I was assuming that the present situation was going to continue. I got out of my bed apace and walked downstairs. I was shocked at the gruesome sight. I let out a scream of terror. My house was in chaos. Inside the living room, I perceived cracked plaster, broken windowpanes surrounded by rusty frames, tattered curtains, peeling paintwork, leaky pipes, some frayed cushions on a faded sofa, some wilted flowers and a chipped cup on a worm-eaten table, and several rickety chairs…I could not believe what I saw. My new house was in a dreadful state of dilapidation. Was this devilry?  Who was the prankster?  This was really diabolical.  I stood aghast at the terrible sight.

All of a sudden, I caught a glimpse of a ghostly figure. I was overcome by fear. The figure was gliding towards me. I saw clearly that it was a middle-aged woman. She had long straggly gingery-bread hair, with a centre parting. She wore her hair pushed back behind her ears. She had hazel eyes and a pointed chin. Her clothes were out of fashion. She wore a turquoise turtle-necked sweater with an auburn waistcoat and a burgundy pencil skirt.  

I tried to totter back across the room but I couldn’t move as I was shivering all over in fear.  She looked grim and gripped my neck unrelentingly. I was in a state of panic about the unprovoked assault. I tried hard to struggle against her and got away. I sprinted outside like a devil, ran along the veranda, and tried to open the wooden gate. Unexpectedly, the wooden gate was fastened. I was astounded and paralysed with fear. I endeavoured to ram the wooden gate but in vain.  Then she came galloping up the hallway. I took to flight when I heard her footsteps. I raced to the garage to go into hiding. Abruptly, she came along and searched for me. My hiding inflamed her to a high pitch of fury. She gave me a real roasting.  

“You! The rash young girl! Do you know who is the owner of this house? Let me tell you, it is ME!” I was profoundly shocked. It was a most confusing speech. “I have warned you. Do you remember the cassette tape that I put on the table?” The cassette tape? Oh! I remembered.  When I was tidying up my house in the morning, I had discovered a dusty cassette tape on the table.  But I only showed a blithe lack of concern and threw it in the rubbish bin. “The first verse of the cassette was recorded, ‘Beware! Danger shall beset you! Move away!’  However, now it is too late!”
Her words were full of venom and gall. I was awed into silence by her uproar. Her voice was so utterly dreadful. It took my breath away. She strangled me with all her force. I was in great torment and pain. She then picked up a chair and hit on my back. I whimpered in violent pain and ran out of stream. I nearly fell down in a dead faint. However, my courage didn’t desert me. I deeply believed in mind over matter. I tried to struggle from her grip. On the spur of the moment, she assailed me with fierce blows to my back again with the chair. In spite of all my exertions, I failed to wrestle with her. So I cried out for mercy. Despite my cries, no one came to my assistance. I was in agony and on the verge on death. In a short time, I fell into unconsciousness…
I regained consciousness after the incident. I was confounded to know that I hadn’t died. I discovered that there was a newspaper on the floor.
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A girl committed suicide yesterday in her new apartment. The police discovered her house in disorder. A psychoanalyst confirmed that she had been suffering from a psychotic disorder. Her death was caused by her mentally deranged state of mind.

The shock left me numb! Was I suffering from a psychotic disorder? Did I commit suicide yesterday? Was I DEAD?
Rachel Lo
