
Cuckoo 

 

She didn´t even know why she was writing to him. It meant nothing and 

everything; it was hurting. This was pain. She couldn´t deal with it no more. They 

say it all works out for the best and she wondered when she would realize this, when 

would time paralyze and her feelings for him disappear. 

 

Why is it that we can´t always have what we want and sometimes we don´t want what 

we need? Some take their lives away in an attempt to call for attention, or maybe they 

have reached this point where they find and sense no meaning in their existence. They 

don’t care nor think about what and who they are leaving behind. So many lost chances, 

lost moments, experiences and opportunities.  

 

But it is hard to live life when chained to a heart that weighs too much. She felt and 

sensed, saw and understood and yet sometimes she wished she didn´t. Maybe if she 

were numb and emotionless it would be so much easier.  

 

They found her locked inside a smaller place than her own room; she was locked inside 

herself and had thrown the key so no one could find it. She wanted no one to enter her 

space, trespass her garden, climb her fence. It was all dark and shadowy, uninteresting 

and plain. On the other hand, sometimes it could be so damn bright that her pupils 

couldn´t even control their size and had to react to the light that got inside her body.  



Highs and lows, mountains, peaks, rivers, valleys, holes. Deep, deep inside, deep, deep, 

within. Breathe, feel. Let the pain swell your muscles, enter your lungs and disappear 

through your heart. Listen to its beat, put your hand on your chest and feel you are alive.  

 

If she couldn´t have him, maybe she would have herself. And then, only then, maybe they 

could have each other.  

 

It takes time, it was taking long, but so was the plum cake that she was baking in the 

oven and yet her excitement was still high, sitting on the kitchen chair, waiting for it to 

be cooked so that she could enjoy the pleasure of having a warm, puffy slice in her 

mouth.   

 

They say it is always worth the wait and she was prepared to remain patient. Just don´t 

be mean or tease her too much, for you don´t know what she is capable of doing in order 

to kill time…. 

 

The clock struck three… Cuckoo.  


