Summer day

by Adam Röning, S1e

This is my story, which I have learned to accept… 

It was last summer, my friend and I were out fishing. It had been a beautiful day. We didn't caught any fish but still we were satisfied. Soon the moon arised from its sleep and the night came, faster than expected. The darkness took its place, it swept like a wind and all a sudden everything was very dim.

· Shall we gather our thing mate? I asked him.

· Well, it’s dark so why not? He muttered back

He had always been a very taciturn person. Never much of a speaker but very unique in his own way, I was probably the only friend he ever had…

After when we had collected all of our things. He told me that he needed to take a wee-wee.

· Don’t go any far, it might be some dangerous animals out there.

· Don’t worry I won’t be long, you can start taking our things to the cabin, I’ll caught up with you later. He said tiredly.  

I did as he said, but if I only knew what would happen I wouldn’t let him out of my sight. I glanced furtively over my shoulder, and then I saw a shadow running against me, like it was going to attack me. I closed my eyes, just waiting for the thing to wallop or attack me but nothing happened the shade was gone. I screamed. 

· PAUL HELP! Where are you I shouted out loud.
But I got no answer. That thing could it possible be Paul that was playing a game with me? 

No he would never do such a thing, not to me! He had always been a very matured man.

But what was that thing or creature then… Suddenly I heard a scream it was Paul! The scream came from the lake, where we were fishing earlier. I ran as fast as I could, my first thought was god please don’t let it happen anything to him. When I finally got there he was lying there, blood was flowing out into the lake. It seemed that he had been hit by a knife several of times in his stomach. I knelt above him. He was still alive! 

· What was it that attacked you? I asked him quickly.

He looked at me with fear and he couldn’t breathe, he was gasping for air.

· You did… You are sick my friend, he managed to say with difficulty.

Then he died. What did he mean with his last words? I did? Then it accured to me, the killer is still lose out there, I ran and ran, when I finally came to the cabin, I called the police. After one hour, the police arrived. I told them the whole story, and they started an investigation on the murder. Which resulted that I ended up in Birmingham’s mental institution. They accused me for the murder, and told me that I’m a schizophrenic. The knife was plant under my bed in the cabin. But I know that the killer or what ever it’s is still out there…   So I’m not taking my medicine and in about one mouth I will be free from this so called institute, and I’m going to find the murderer. 

His cold hands stroked I'm William Gardner. I'm dead.

 It was a cold mid-winter night. Her eyes, they were filled with tears when I knelt above her with blood on my hands

"I raised my right fist slowly to the stars. Then I let fall down on her head. The tear falled from her cheek on to the ground together with red drops of blood"

"She muttered a few words and then died with tears in her eyes. The last thing I heard was my spoken name. She said it so softly and so gently, like she always did when she talked to me. Now she would never say anything more, ever."
"I'm William Gardner. I'm dead. I cannot feel or hear anything and the only thing I can see is two dead bodies. The snowflakes will soon cover them up so no one will find or see them. Good Night..." (så ska det vara)

