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  The Nightmare of You and Death in the Room by adam christopher



  It is dark, and cold, but I must listen again.


  “Mandy? Mandy, it’s me. We’re… I don’t know what.”


  Your voice, cracked and far away, echoing in that stone room.


  “I love you Mandy. They’re… they’re… my God, they’re all around us. What? Oh shit, Mandy, I love you. No, vicar, don’t…!”


  A shout, then several more; a scream, then many. Then something else, loud, enough to pop the mic in your phone. Sitting at the kitchen table, lit only by my phone’s display, I hold my breath and wait for the next, crushing words.


  “To replay the message,” she says, “press one. To save, press two.” How can she sound so damn calm? I snap the phone off, dropping into a darkness near absolute. After a minute the night glow registers through the window. In the silence I sit and cry.


  Terrorists. At least three groups claimed responsibility. Al-Qaeda, of course. Some splinter from the Real IRA. One or two that nobody had heard of. The news had a field day, not quite able to believe their luck. Every village was suddenly on high alert, suddenly a prime target. Experts wheeled out to talk geopolitics and shifting paradigms. All terrible, terrible bullshit.


  They killed you.


  They killed many. They came after dark, running through the village, rounding people up, driving them to the centre, to the church. You were working late, dammit. Of course I didn’t know. I had no fucking clue that the world had just ended ten miles away in the quiet green hills. They’d rigged the church. They must have. Half the village inside, surrounded, escape-proof. Then, fire. Death. Half the village plus you, my husband.


  You called from the church to say goodbye. A lot of people did. This was our 9/11. Your call, just one of many.


  I can’t resist and play it again, listening to you die as the church burns.


  “Mandy?”


  I open my eyes. The message has ended, but the phone says I’m still connected. The voicemail instructions haven’t played.


  “Don’t cry, Mandy.”


  I hold the phone. It’s you. You’re speaking to me. You survived, somehow, magically.


  “I’m all right. Everything is all right.”


  My heart thuds. You’re alive and I tell you you’re alive, and you laugh.


  “I’m nearly here.”


  Movement now, outside. Shapes through the back door glass. I don’t notice the patio lights fail to come on.


  “Mandy?”


  “Yes?” Wide-eyed I hardly breathe.


  “Can I come in?”


  “Danny, of course.”


  I open the door, never thinking that the question need never be asked, that my husband would need permission to enter his own home, that your voicemail had spoken. That you’d been dead for days, that they weren’t terrorists.


  White face, red eyes, your breath the stink of tombs. But I don’t care. Holding me, lowering your cold mouth to my neck. I don’t ask how you survived, I don’t stop to remember the morning light I will never see again.



  You are home, and I am yours.
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