Come Alive by Bella Cascarini
The church at night looks so daunting. Usually during the day I like to walk through 
the graveyard, reminding me how it feels to be alive. But I’d left leaving the house to after 
the witching hour. Could have left at twilight, but I don’t like it when the day is on the 
cusp. Something so unsettling about it. Tried to go through the whole night without 
leaving. But then now, I just couldn’t.
The gravel crunching under my feet reminds me I’m not a ghost. The night sky 
above, black as it is, seems to be less black than the silhouette of the church tower. The 
lights from just outside the graveyard gates don’t reach this far.
Funny how the prospect of sleeping here, as fun as it seemed to me during the 
day, seems suddenly all the more scary now. At this time of the night. I see the grave that 
keeps drawing my eye whenever I come here. I mean, what kind of name is Berthalina? 
But then… I kind of like it.
Funny how not being able to see the grass, you’d think it would make the place 
seem more…
Then it feels like I just blinked. And never reopened my eyes. But I know that I 
opened them. I mean, I didn’t — I know, I did — I —
Why is it so dark? Where is the road? Where are my hands? I feel movement. But 
where’s the thing that’s actually moving? Or things? Or am I now just one —
Then the bells chimed.
I could hear it. The noise. Coming from everywhere I looked all around me, which 
seemed to be nowhere. There was no place where the noise wasn’t. Looking down made 
no difference. Neither did up. Left and right had no end.
There came a child giggling. Somehow I recognised it as a girl’s. Or was it a boy’s? 
I could no longer… I couldn’t — I could — I couldn’t —
What even was this?
I felt… something.
Something wet high up me. Something soft to the touch. Tense in the middle. 
I am wind. 
I hear gurgling. What is it that’s hearing? How am I —
Who even am I?
A name. Pops up before me. Set in stone.
Yes. I am. I know.
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Yes. Tingling. I could feel all of me. My legs. My feet. My stomach. 
My chest. My arms. 
My face. My hair. 
My eyes —
I opened up.
‘Roger? Where are you? Where have you gone?’ I hear a voice calling out.
Yes. Where has he gone? I look all around me.
Someone is coming. They stop when they see me.
‘Roger, there you are! What are you even doing here?’
I blink. I look behind me. ‘Who?’ I ask.
‘You! What are you doing here? You’re not supposed to be — you shouldn’t even 
be here! You should be at home!’
I blink again. ‘I’m not sure I know what you’re talking about.’
His jaw unhinges. Then clamps shut.
I smile. Shake my head. Hand on my hip.
What are they staring at? Have they never seen someone be their true self before?

