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DAY THREE

I met Ethan the night I was planning to kill myself. Pretty inconvenient, when you think about it.

The same questions whirl round and round in my head:

What does he want from me?

How could I have let this happen?

AM I GOING TO DIE? (That one’s my particular favourite.)

This isn’t quite how I planned it. And I do like things to go to plan.

First things first: let’s just start writing and see where that takes me. I presume that’s what all the paper is here for. And the pens. Seems to me there are enough pens to last a long time. This is very, very bad. Maybe I’ll just lie down for a second.
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Don’t know how long I was out for. Don’t have my watch. Or my clothes. The thought of him undressing me when I was unconscious is beyond embarrassing. And this gown thing is not exactly the height of fashion. I feel like I’m waiting to be operated on. God, I really hope that’s not the case. I’m sort of attached to my internal organs. I must be losing it – cracking jokes at a time like this. But humour at inappropriate times always has been a speciality of mine.

I have to figure out a way to get out of here. Maybe I can reason with him. I just need to find out what he wants. But part of me doesn’t want to know the answer.

Shit … I think he’s coming.
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Well, that was short and sweet. He just came in with my food on a tray, saw me sitting at the table, pen in hand, and nodded. He seemed pleased. I sat there like an idiot, gawping at him. He didn’t try to read what I’ve written – just looked at me in that way that makes me sure he knows exactly what I’m thinking. And then he was gone. Door bolted behind him, of course.

The food was delicious. That’s just one of the many, many weird things about this. The food is great. And how many kidnapping cases have you heard about where the victim has her own en-suite bathroom? And possibly the comfiest bed in the entire world. I just wish everything wasn’t so white. It makes my head hurt. Sometimes I have to close my eyes to remind myself that there are other colours in the universe. At least these pens aren’t white. That would have been pretty annoying, to say the least. Because writing is definitely helping. Just the mechanics of it: forming the letters which make up the words which magically join up to make sentences. It’s sort of soothing. But what does he want me to write? And why does he want me to write? Weird weird weird. Still, maybe this is my big chance to be the writer I’ve always wanted to be. My last chance, probably.

Anyway, you’re supposed to write about what you know, aren’t you? So let’s start with Ethan. Maybe someone will be able to find him one day (probably years after my skeleton is found at this bloody table with a biro still clutched in my bony fingers). I reckon he’s about six feet tall. I’m basing this guesstimate on Nat, who maintains he’s six foot but is clearly no taller than five foot ten. Liar, liar, pants on fire.

But back to Ethan. He is beautiful. I mean properly beautiful. He has black hair. It’s somewhere between long and short, and there’s this bit that’s always falling in front of his eyes. His eyes … well, they’re grey. Gunmetal grey? Slate grey? Sky-before-a-spectacular-summer-thunderstorm grey? Maybe just plain old grey grey. His face is perfect. Honestly, it’s like he just fell out of a painting or something. Cheekbones, eyebrows, nose, jaw. He’s got them all and they’re all just right. And that mouth … he has the lushest lips I’ve ever seen. I liked kissing them.

So what else, what else? He’s pale, really pale. Like never-seen-the-daylight-cos-I’m-actually-a-vampire pale. For a brief moment of madness yesterday (after an entirely sleepless night), I did entertain the thought that maybe he is a vampire. Until I remembered that my life isn’t actually Twilight. Ethan’s skin is amazing. I would kill for skin that clear. I can’t quite work out how old he is. At first I thought he was maybe around twenty, but it’s really hard to tell. Sometimes he looks older, and other times he looks like a lost little boy.

He has a scar from the bottom of his nose to his top lip. I remember tracing it with my fingertips. Some scars are good.

It’s no big surprise that his body is beautiful too. Lean but strong. Smooth. And he wraps it up in pretty decent clothes. That night he was wearing a white vest, faded old jeans, and battered black Converse All Stars. He’s clearly not much of a colours person – greys, whites and blacks so far. Which is fair enough, but I love love love colours. Purple is good … and green. A green so bright it’s like it’s shouting. I miss green.

So, you might be thinking that Ethan sounds pretty hot. And it even sounds like I want him. I did want him, but the whole abduction thing seems to have put a bit of a damper on our relationship. And I think it’s too early for me to have that syndrome … what’s it called? Where a hostage starts to identify with her captor, falls in love with him, and then joins him on his evil kidnapping/killing/whatever spree. All I’m trying to say is that an impartial observer would think he’s hot as – and I would have to agree.

I can’t work out where he’s from. I don’t think he’s a local boy – he certainly doesn’t look like any of the boys round here (or rather, there – back home, I mean … where AM I?). On Monday night, I asked him where he was from and he said ‘around’, which maybe should have aroused my suspicions. At the time I probably thought he was just appealingly mysterious. Idiot.

Ethan. Perfect boyfriend material. Apart from the tendency to kidnap unstable girls who are too wasted to even realize what’s happening. I can just imagine the lonely-hearts ad:

Tall, dark and handsome man WLTM green-eyed girl. Interests include films, long walks in the rain, Italian food and a just a teensy bit of kidnapping every so often.

Sane girls need not apply.


Things I know about Ethan (not including the whole looking-like-a-Greek-god thing)


	He drives a newish-looking silver van. 
Man in van = obviously dodgy.

	He doesn’t seem to be your classic slasher-movie psychopath.

	He’s gone to an awful lot of trouble to make sure that I’m comfortable here. The bed, the bathroom, the delicious food … All unnerving in the extreme.

	He didn’t choose me. I chose him. I chose to go and sit next to him on the swings. Maybe he knew what he was going to do but hadn’t got around to picking his victim yet. It’s almost like he was the bait – all alone and shining like a beacon of hotness. He reeled me in good and proper.

	He likes to listen. Not so much with the talking.

	He hasn’t tried to hurt me. Yet.

	I don’t actually have a seventh point, but seven is my lucky number and I REALLY could do with some luck right now.
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Night night. Sleep tight. Don’t let the strangely alluring psychopath/vampire bite.


 DAY FOUR

Well, wasn’t I just the bizarrely upbeat little kidnappee yesterday? I reckon that’s what someone who’s been kidnapped should be called. Kidnapper, kidnappee. Makes sense to me. That rhymes.

Not feeling quite so upbeat today.

Why is this happening to me?

Stop thinking. Keep writing. Keep the pen on the paper and move your hand.

[image: images]

I needed a bit (OK, a lot) of Dutch courage before I went through with it. While I was getting ready, I swigged from the bottle of vodka that I keep under my bed. I chose my clothes with care. Just cos you’re going to die, there’s no need to look sloppy. I put on my new jeans, which make my legs look super-long and skinny. I went through practically every top I own, before settling on my trusty old green T-shirt (my lucky green T-shirt – ha!). Shoes were tricky, but I eventually went for comfort with my Adidas shell-toes. Not exactly glamorous, but they added a certain old-school chic. I put on more make-up than was strictly necessary, all the while looking in the mirror thinking, No more eyeliner for me. Last lipgloss I’ll ever wear. Last time I’ll look in this mirror knowing I’ll never be good enough, and things to that effect.

Knife in bag, then good to go.

I tripped down the stairs like a girl without a care in the world. Shouted, ‘I’m off to meet Sal. Don’t wait up!’ to Mum, who was watching telly in the living room. Maybe I should have just popped my head round the door for a second, instead of slamming the front door when I heard, ‘Grace, wait a sec …’ But I didn’t. One more second in her presence would be too much to bear.

So I didn’t say bye, and I didn’t leave a note. I just didn’t see the point. Suicide notes are lame as, anyway. And if I had left a note, then everyone would now be thinking I’m dead. Which I’m most definitely not (yet).

I caught the bus into town. Sat right at the back – unusual for me. My last ever bus journey, or so I thought. Come to think of it, that may well still be the case. As bus journeys go, it was pretty standard. A woman with loooong grey hair sat in front of me. The lank locks hung over the back of her seat, and the straggly ends brushed my jeans. It was revolting. Long hair after a certain age is just not an attractive feature. Thankfully Icky Hair Woman got off the bus before I started gagging.

I felt kind of peaceful after she’d gone. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply. I was going to do it – I was really actually truly going to do it. This was it. Oh, they’ll he sorry … The sing-song voice in my head made me smile.

I’m not sure how I feel about the yes-you-really-were-minutes-away-from-topping-yourself thing now. But I’m not ready to examine my feelings too closely. Not quite yet. It’s like I have a bandage wrapped round me. I sort of know why it’s there, but if I unravel it and actually see the festering wound underneath, all yellow and oozy, I may just lose my mind.

I got off the bus and skipped into an off-licence. I spent a good few minutes choosing my tipple. Went for gin, which is strange, cos I hate the stuff. It reminds me of Dad. So I headed towards the counter and the guy had the worst case of acne I have ever seen (apart from Scott Ames in Year 9, but at least that cleared up and now he’s looking pretty fine). Then the most ridiculous thing happened: I got ID’d! Now you have to understand that this never happens to me. I’ve been buying alcohol since I was fourteen, for Christ’s sake. Maybe it was a sign from God: ‘Grace, you can kill yourself if you really must, but I’m not going to make things easy for you.’ I gave Acne Boy my best you-have-got-to-be-kidding-me look and said, ‘You have got to be kidding me. I’m twenty-two years old! Do I look like a kid?’ He just pointed to the sign that said, ‘If you look under 25 blah blah blah blah blah …’ I wasted a couple of minutes spinning him a line about having left my ID in my jacket, and having left my jacket at home cos of the unseasonably warm weather we’ve been having. Still no sale. Irritating. But I suppose you’ve got to get your kicks somehow when you’ve got the most disgusting, pus-ridden excuse for a face, and no hope of getting sex (ever). I flounced out of the shop in an appropriately flouncy, indignant fashion, popped into the shop next door and bought exactly the same bottle two quid cheaper. So I guess God wasn’t sending me a sign after all.

As I walked down the street with the bottle clutched under my arm, I passed a couple about my age. They were holding hands and laughing. Go away go away go away! The guy pushed the girl up against a shop window and kissed her. I missed being kissed like that. I walked on, nearly bumping into a gang of townie boys with shiny shoes and questionable hair. One of them turned and shouted to me, ‘Cheer up, love. It might never happen!’ I grinned at him. Oh, I think it will …

I came to the park gates. My dad used to take me there when I was little. I’d feed the ducks, then run around like a crazy person. Dad would chase me and pretend to be a zombie. And then he’d push me on the swings – so hard that I was sure that I’d go right over the top of the crossbar, but I’d still shout for him to push harder. I never got bored of that.

After Dad was gone, the park started to mean other things to me. Things I’m glad he wasn’t here to see. It meant smoking and drinking stupidly strong cider and doing things with inappropriate boys. And other stuff too.

A lot of memories in that park. Good and bad. (Mostly bad.) It seemed as good a place as any for my date with death. I’d decided on the den at the top of the climbing frame. I tried not to think about the possibility that some random kid might find my body. Hopefully it’ll be the park warden – the one that looks a bit like a paedophile. Urgh. He’d better not touch me. Even if I am too dead to care.

I wandered past the duck pond. It had been drained years ago. It looked sort of sad at not being able to fulfil its one purpose in life. Christ – already getting sentimental and I haven’t even started the serious drinking yet. Next thing you know I’ll be on about melancholy trees or despondent rubbish bins.

I went straight to the den, climbed up into it and sat down. The floor wasn’t too filthy, and I was glad. Not that it really mattered.

Took the knife out of my bag.

Stared at the blade and remembered.

Every detail of that night knifed my heart.

And every reason not to live twisted that knife – twisted it hard.

I opened the bottle and drank.

Drank some more.

Closed my eyes.

Took a deep breath.

I was ready.

Cut.
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And then I heard something. A creaking, squeaking sound. Too loud. Shit. Someone’s out there.

I peeked out of the den’s window and saw him. On the swings. Back and forth, back and forth, going as high as he possibly could, just like I used to do.

Damn. Can’t very well do it now, can I? Got to make him go away. Leave me in peace. So I put the knife back in the bag, grabbed the bottle and clambered out of the den.

If only I’d just stayed put and waited till he went away.

He saw me coming and watched my somewhat unsteady progress towards him. As soon as I got close enough for a proper look … well, I don’t need to go into that again. Reckon there are worse ways to spend your last Jew minutes. Just talk to himjor a bit. He’ll go away eventually. As I approached, he slowed the swing to a stop. He watched me and I watched him. I sat down on the swing next to him and said hello. There was something about the way he looked at me that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Now I think I know what it was – I think he recognized me.

And even more weirdly, I think I recognized him.

But that’s not possible.


DAY SIX

Day 6? How did that happen?Yesterday I stayed in bed, mostly alternating between crying and shouting (and sometimes both at the same time). It was awful. The first time Ethan came in I stayed under the duvet. I couldn’t bear to look at him. And when he came to take away my food tray, I tried pleading with him. It’s just too embarrassing – what I said, how I tried to bargain with him, what I offered him. Most of all though, I just kept asking him why. He stood with his back against the door, saying nothing for the longest time. I wanted to grab his stupid ears and smash his stupid head against the door until his stupid brains leaked out. Instead, I did nothing. 

Oh, I’ve thought about attacking him. I’ve thought about it plenty. Even hatched some half-arsed schemes: the classic hiding-behind-the-door-with-a-vase trick being a particular favourite. Only one problem though: I don’t have a vase. And somehow I don’t think a pillow would be quite so effective. Still, I could at least try. Kick him in the balls, gouge out an eye, bust some Bruce Lee-style moves (not that I know any Bruce Leestyle moves, but a girl could improvise). I can’t quite work out why I’ve done nothing of the sort. Maybe he’s put some kind of voodoo magic mind-spell on me. Yeah, that must be it.

Now where was I? Ah yes, the totally undignified pleading and snivelling and asking him why. He listened and watched me with those stormysexysmoky eyes. I seemed to be troubling him. He looked like he actually felt sorry for me. Like he genuinely cares. I don’t get it. How can he look at me like that and yet STILL be putting me through this? If he wants me to be less pleady/snivelly he should FUCKING LET ME GO, SHOULDN’T HE?

Finally, when I was a crumpled, sobbing heap on the floor, he said softly, ‘Grace, it’s got to be this way. There’s nothing you can do about it. I’m sorry.’ He turned and opened the door, and with one last, particularly annoying ‘I’m sorry’ he was gone. I banged on the door with my fists until they were bruised and swollen, shouting, ‘IT DOESN’T HAVE TO BE THIS WAY! IF YOU JUST LET ME GO, I WON’T TELL ANYONE! I PROMISE! ETHAN? ETHAN? COME BACK … PLEASE, ETHAN, COME BACK!’ Over and over and over again. Eventually I slid down the door and sat with my back against it – more hopeless than ever.

So yesterday sucked. Today’s better, but not much. For one thing, my hands hurt like a bastard. Beating your fists to a pulp is not such a great idea when the only thing you have to occupy your time is WRITING. Stupid cow.

Before I get back to The Tragic Story of Grace Carlyle’s Supposed Last Night on Earth, I thought it might be a good idea to describe my room/cell/whatever. It really is kind of nice.


My room/cell/whatever – a list in seven points


	It’s nearly double the size of my bedroom. The walls, ceiling and floorboards are all white as white can be. It smells newly painted too. 

	The bathroom. White again. Toilet, sink, shower. Two white towels (which Ethan takes away each day and brings back alpine fresh). There’s even cleaning stuff under the sink, but he’s got another think coming if he reckons I’m going to use it. Surely this is the one time a girl can skive off her chores without repercussions?

	The window. Ah, the window – my least favourite thing. Boarded up (with white boards, of course). Unfortunately Ethan’s done a pretty good job of that. Even if I press my body up against the wall in a most attractive fashion, I can only see a tiny chink of light in the bottom left-hand corner. It’s easy to lose track of night and day, but I’m doing the best I can. 

	The bed. White again (sensing a theme yet? Maybe Ethan’s got some kind of complex or something? Purity. Innocence. Virginity? Sorry, you’ve got the wrong girl). Two white pillows, white duvet cover, white sheets. 

	The table and chair (white and whiter). In the middle of the room, facing the door. The paper and pens were on top of the table when I woke up that first day. There are forty-seven pens. They’re Bics. I really would have preferred pencils, but I suppose beggars can’t be choosers and all that. And if beggars could be choosers, this beggar would have chosen a slightly more comfortable chair to sit on. Numb bum. Anyway, there’s also three massive wodges (reams?) of paper. 

	The light. There’s a bare light bulb hanging from the ceiling, right above the table. It really lets down the rest of the decor, to be honest. 

	The door. Well, it’s the way you come into or go out of the room, but I wouldn’t know much about that. There’s no keyhole. Sounds like there are a couple of deadbolts on the other side though. It seems a sturdy sort of a door. 
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Nap time.
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Just woke up. Thought I was at home in my own bed. And then I crash-landed back to Earth with an almighty thump. Worst feeling ever. 

It’s the not knowing that’s really getting to me. I’m not saying it would be better if Ethan had actually done something to me by now, but at least then I’d have some idea of what I’m up against. I could at least try and fight some perverted rapist. I can’t fight Ethan …

[image: images]

So I sat down on the swing next to this guy and said hello. And he looked at me in that weird way of his. I said hello again. He whispered a hoarse hello, then cleared his throat and said it again, louder. It reminded me of those mornings after a night on the piss. The ones when I lounge around watching kids’ telly in a kind of hazy post-alcoholic stupor, and then the phone rings and I find that I can’t speak properly cos I haven’t said a word for twelve hours or something. 

I introduced myself and reached out to shake his hand. He looked at my hand like he wasn’t quite sure what to do, and then just as I was about to take it back, he reached out and shook it. His hand was soft and strong, and his grip was firm. Forgot to mention before, but Ethan has perfect hands too. Like he’d be awesome at playing the piano. God, he has beautiful everything. It’s really quite sickening.

He told me his name and I was surprised. Mum once told me that if I’d been a boy, I’d have been called Ethan. I’ve never met an Ethan before.

I asked if he wanted a swig of my gin. He shook his head slowly and looked at me strangely, cocking his head to the side and looking kind of quizzical, as if to say, ‘Are you sure you should be drinking that?’ Since he hadn’t actually said the question out loud, I thought I was perfectly within my rights to ignore it. I took a few gulps. It was starting to taste pretty good.

So far the conversation wasn’t exactly flowing smoothly, but I wasn’t going to let that put me off. I asked him where he was from, which is when he said‘around’(the suspicious-to-anyone-who’s-actually-paying-attention-and-cares-whether-they-live-or-die ‘around’). Anyway, I started babbling about nothing: the park, the irritating guy in the off-licence, the weather (yeah, the weather – can you even believe it?). Then I moved on to other stuff. Proper stuff. And somewhere along the line I forgot that I was supposed to be getting him to leave. I drank more, and soon got that oh-so-familiar feeling of the words that I wanted to say being very slightly too big for my mouth, so that I had to be careful to EN-UN-CI-ATE VE-RY CLEAR-LY.

Ethan didn’t seem to mind my onslaught of chat. Occasionally he’d smile at me, or ask a question about something I’d said.

Come to think of it, he asked a lot of questions. But whenever I asked him a question he evaded it neatly, either by being Master of Vagueness, or by chucking the same question right back at me. That’s cheating.

I didn’t feel wary of him at all. In fact, I felt strangely safe. I wasn’t happy exactly. I mean after all, I was still planning on topping myself. How happy can a girl be in that situation? It’s just that I felt that talking to Ethan really was the right way to spend the time I had left. And I felt like we had some kind of connection. Urgh. That looks even lamer written down than it sounded in my head.

So, moving on to the Main Event, which I remember surprisingly well. The time passed, the gin dwindled, and my head became more than a little bit fuzzy. I realized that I wanted to kiss Ethan; I wasn’t loving the idea of Nat being the last boy I ever got to kiss. I knew I would go for it eventually. It was just a matter of timing …

We’d been sitting in silence for a few minutes (a nice, friendly silence, I thought) when I scooted my swing nearer his. Ethan turned to me so our faces were really close. He looked at me through the bits of hair that fell in front of his eyes. I gently touched the scar above his lip, and asked him how he’d got it. He shrugged. And that’s when I kissed him. It seemed to take him by surprise – not that I’d hidden my intentions at all. His lips were warm and soft and comforting. But he didn’t exactly kiss me back.

I asked him what was wrong, and he shrugged. Again. ‘I don’t think it’s such a good idea. Sorry.’ Ouch.

I did what any self-respecting girl would do in the face of a knock-back like that: I started to cry. Pathetic. But how was I supposed to know that I was trying to pull a boy who was planning on kidnapping me?

Ethan put his arm around me and made comforting ‘shhh, don’t cry’ noises. I was confused as hell, and drunk, and probably starting to remember that there’s-something-I-have-to-do-tonight-so-I’d-really-better-get-on-with-it-if-it’s-OK-with-you.

And that’s when I puked down his vest.
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Well, there’s not really much more to say about that night. Post-puke, it gets even more hazy. What I do remember is that Ethan didn’t react like I would have done if some random had vommed on me. I was apologizing like crazy (still crying, I think) when he just whipped off his vest and chucked it in the bin behind the swings. He said something like, ‘Time to go,’ and held out his hand to me. I must have mumbled something about wanting to stay in the park, but I was feeling so dog-rough that I let him haul me up from the swing and lead me away. I remember seeing the van. I remember him leaning over me to buckle my seat belt. And then … not a lot. I think I remember that we were headed towards my house. Damn that gin – such a bad move. All I know after that is that I must have fallen asleep. And I woke up here. 

OPS/images/title.jpg
CAT
CLARKE

. ..,'

ENTANGLED





OPS/images/orn.jpg





OPS/images/cover.jpg
CAT
CLARKE

ENTANGLED

e ———

THE TRUTH LIES

B ETWEEN THE LINES

i‘..






OPS/images/logo.jpg





