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Julienne.

You run.  Stumbling, panting, scrambling through the shadows caused by trees in the moonlight.  You jump over fallen logs.  You duck under tree branches.  You feel the weeds tearing at your legs.  Your lungs feel they are going to burst with the exertion.  And all the time, you can hear the sounds behind you.  Footsteps, shouting, panting.  Hunting.

Ahead, a ladder against a wall.  You scramble up the ladder and, sitting astride the top of the wall, kick the ladder to the ground.  You drop to the other side.  Your ankle gives way beneath you and you fall to your knees.  The pain shoots up your calf.  You scramble back against the wall and lean against it.  Your breath comes out in great pants, exploding into the silence.  You try to quieten it, for you need to listen.  Your ears strain.  There is noise on the other side of the wall.  Talking. A thump.  They have put the ladder back.

Ignoring the protest of your swelling ankle, you get to your feet and lurch forward.  Once, twice, three times you fall again as your ankle begs for rest but you cannot.  It is too much of a risk.  All the time you look around, searching for somewhere to hide.  Then, you see the shadow of a building ahead.  A barn.  You stop in the shelter of the trees, ears straining.  They still follow.  Should you leave the shadows to make it to the barn?  You might make it before they see you but in the bright moonlight bathing the gap, this would seem unlikely.  And would they automatically assume you have gone there?  Yes.

Decision made, you move to your left.  You find an old tree and manage to scramble up it.  Resting on a branch, you grab hold of your shirt and rip one, two strips off the bottom of it.  These make an unsatisfactory strapping for your ankle but it is better than nothing.  As you thought, in their arrogance they assume you have gone for the barn.  You watch them progress across and disappear inside.  And now, you have an opportunity to move.

You start down, then are stuck.  You can't move.  You pull, and realise your shirt it caught on the tree.  Panic rising in your throat, you pull and pull, looking at the barn, knowing any moment they will realise your deceit and come out.  You have to get away now, while you have a slim advantage.  You hear the cloth ripping, a huge sound that you know they must be able to hear from where they are.

With a last desperate lunge, you pull away from the tree, falling flat on your hands and knees.  Ignoring the cuts and bruises now dotting your body, you get up and run.  Every muscle in your body is screaming, begging for you to stop.  The only thing that keeps you going now is your fear.

You keep falling, keep getting up again, amazing yourself with your strength.  Never will you doubt your ability to survive again, you swear.  Assuming you survive this.

Back at the wall, with the ladder on the far side.  You start to run down it, all the time waiting to hear them behind you again.  No sound.  Maybe, finally, you have lost them.  Following the wall, you come to a break in it, where stones have fallen from it.  It takes more effort than you believe you can give after all you have already done, but somehow you get over it.

On the other side, your ankle gives way again and this time, you cannot stand.  Time and time again you try, time and time again you fail.  Your body shakes with the effort, and with fear.  For if you cannot move, you know that eventually they will find you.  And when they do…

On hands and knees, you crawl away from the wall into the trees.  Your knees, already rubbed raw by the falls, are sending shocks of pain up your spine with every movement.  Finally, you see a bed of prickles.  You stop, wondering if you should, and then you hear the sound again.  They are coming over the wall.  Gulping, knowing you have no option, you crawl in.  

The prickles pull at your back, catching on the material of your shirt and you have to rip it to move on.  Then, the shirt falls from your back and the prickles rip at your skin.  You go as far as you can, every movement bringing more and more cloudiness into your head until finally, you can move no more and your body takes you into blessed unconsciousness.

You waken in a bright, clean room.  You are lying on your stomach, but you can feel the rasp of the sheets on your lacerated back.  Just breathing is painful, so you try to breathe as shallowly as possible.  You make small attempts to move.  Every muscle in your body aches.  Your hands are stiff with healing cuts.  You quickly learn not to move your legs, for scraping your knees across the sheets causes pain, even though they are bandaged.  The pain in your body keeps your attention for some time but once you realise you are not going to die (although it really feels like it); you begin to consider your fate.  Someone found you. Someone bought you here.  Could it have been them?  And if it were, what will you do now?

Voices, in the room, beyond your feet.  You can't move, can't even lift your head to try to look at them.  You strain to hear them but all you can hear is the murmuring.  Not one word can you make out.  You begin to pray Oh God, please don't let it be them.  A smell comes to you- chicken broth and fresh bread.  Your mouth instantly waters.  You can't remember the last time you ate, and you certainly used up all the energy you would have gained from that meal last night.  Should you speak?  Do you want them to know you are awake?  Who are they?  Can you trust them?

A woman walks into your vision.  You don't know her.  That is a good thing.

"Welcome back to the land of the living.  You had us very worried."  You open your mouth to speak and then you know who has you.  She sees.

"No, don't try to talk.  You have had a trying time; you just need to rest.  I will let Doctor know you are awake."  She disappears, ignoring or not seeing the tension that enters your body, the way your eyes scream at her to understand.

Lying on the bed, unable to move, perfectly vulnerable, you experience your first real sense of fear.  You have panicked, you have worried, you have been concerned, you have been frightened, and you have been so alarmed you have run for your life but never have you experienced this chilling, gut clenching fear.  For you know what your life holds for you and after so long loving life, now you want to die.

"So, finally you awaken."  God, you hate that voice, hate it with a passion most reserve for love.  "We have been very concerned about you."  He comes into view.  He looks very concerned for you.  You know that is a lie.  You can't say what you want to, but your eyes speak eloquently.  He understands.

"I know it will take you some time to understand why we have done this.  I doubt you will ever forgive me but I have to tell you, I did what I did out of love of you."  It takes a great effort, but you manage to turn your head away from him.  You hear his sigh, hear him walk away from you.  

A nurse comes to check on you, and you fall asleep.  Voices awaken you again.

"Isn't that Julienne?"

"You mean the Julienne?"

"Absolutely."  

"No, it's Doctor Nelson's daughter, Julie."

"And what's her story?"

"Had to have her tongue removed.  Cancer, poor thing."

"And what's with all the scratches and stuff."

"Well, I don't know, but the rumour is she was taking some really full on things to deal with the pain and avoid the operation.  She went a bit loco.  Police found her half naked in a prickle patch."

"No!"

"That's what they say."

"Wow.  You know, I really do think its Julienne."

"Oh yes, our chief of surgery's daughter is the biggest rock star in the world.  Nice one, Hope."  The voices fade away. No one sees the tears falling from your eyes.

