Everything I ever knew
Moment finished examining the soil samples and put them in her bag. She pulled out her map and marked the meadow on it. Satisfied, she relaxed and enjoyed the forest. When she got bored she decided to go and explore. She wandered through the woods until she came upon a small town. She wandered out into the street and started looking around. It was evening, and she was getting tired, so she looked for a hotel or an inn. She was just looking at the sign for the ‘sunset motel’ when she was approached by a young girl, about 12. The girl smiled at her. “Hi! What’s your name? I’m Hannah.”
Moment thought. “I’m moment. Short for ‘A Moment Lasts Forever’”
“Oh. That’s an odd name. Are you from around here? What are you doing in Brazil?”
Brazil. She was in Brazil. “Umm, just visiting, and yeah, it is an odd name”
“Where are you from?”
Moment considered. “I… Don’t remember”
“You don’t remember? How can you not remember?”
Moment thought again. “I…I really don’t know” She was panicking now. She had to come from somewhere, but she couldn’t remember. Her memory had always been bad, (or had it?) but she had never thought about it much. The girl’s voice broke through her thoughts.
“I’m from here. My mom is at the hotel, working. Her shift ends soon though, and then we’ll go home.”
Moment was trying not to panic. She was fighting very hard not to remember, but it seemed inevitable, like a curtain of pain moving inexorably closer. She clenched her teeth, trying to forget. She was vaguely aware of the girl saying that she had to go, saying goodbye. She managed to let out a “Bye” before running off into the forest. Sweet forest, that it never needed memory, never needed her to know where she was from, or who she was. Once she was in the cool greenery of the woods she collapsed onto the ground, her mind’s eye filled with images she had tried so hard to forget, things she was unaware of for so long. But now she remembered. She sank into the memories and the forest around her faded into darkness.

 She was two years old, and it was a bright summer day. She was aware of her mother’s words: ‘don’t let anyone in if you don’t know them, or bad things might happen!’ as she went to take her nap. Her father was in the other room, reading. Suddenly there was a knock on the door. Before she had a chance to remember her mother’s words, she had opened the door. “Yes?” The man at the door didn’t look happy. He had a grimace on his face that looked permanent, and struck terror in her. She backed away, and the man stalked into the room.
“I’m here to see your parents. Where are they, little girl?” His voice was low, and seemed to carry threats. Foresta shivered, and pointed to the hallway. “My mom is lying down. Dad is reading.”
“And the little Brat? ... I mean, your brother?” 
“he’s in the playpen”
The strange man pushed past her, barging into the house. Foresta followed, Confused. Her mom hadn’t been expecting anyone, had she? She caught up to the man. “Do you want me to go get my parents?”
The man ignored her and kept going. He was at the stairs now. She was getting scared. What was the man doing? She heard her mother get out of bed, saw her at the top of the stairs, asking what was going on. She saw the man pull out a gun, point it at her mother. Everything seemed to be going in slow motion, the bullet moving slowly, endlessly, toward her mother’s head. She screamed, but her feet felt rooted to the ground, and her eyes were fixed to the bullet, to the growing red stain on her mother’s head. She heard the muffled thump as her mother fell to the floor, hit the floor. The man turned, heading to the living room. Foresta ran to her mother’s side. “Mother, mother, are you ok?” Even as she said it she knew the answer, in that part of her brain that knew what death was, even at this age. She cried, sobbing into her mother’s cream coloured shirt. She suddenly realized that the man was still in the house! What about her father? She ran downstairs, sending one last look at her mother’s body, lying crumpled on the floor. She was in the entrance to the living room. The man was standing in the room with the gun pointed at her father’s head. She tried to scream, tried to warn him, but it was too late. She watched helplessly as her father, too, fell to the ground. She was paralyzed. She heard her brother, Will, crying in the playpen. She closed her eyes, thinking to herself; no, please no, don’t, no, he’s only a baby! But it was hopeless. She opened her eyes just in time to see that horrible red stain spreading through her brother’s body as well. Now it was just her left. The man turned to her, Pointed his gun at her, squeezed down on the trigger… And fell to the floor, A bullet in his head. She looked up, whimpering.  A police officer stood behind the man, with his gun held out, aimed at where the man’s head used to be. He turned to her. 
“You, are you all right?”
She shrugged. 
“Do you hurt?”
She shook her head no. 
“Well, then, do you want to come with me, and explain what happened?”
She shrugged again. “I… I… I guess”
She followed the man. He took her to the police station, and sat her down and asked her to explain. She told the story as she remembered it. She burst into tears frequently, and when she was done her eyes were red and swollen.  The police officer who had taken her there nodded sympathetically, but it wasn’t him she saw. She was looking at the other police man, the one who opened his mouth and voiced the words that would haunt her in the future. 
“It’s your fault. You opened the door for a stranger. Didn’t you say your mom told you not to do that? If you’d done what you were told your mommy would still be alive”
Foresta burst into tears, crying. The police men got into an argument, and she felt someone pick her up, put her into a bed. She was tired. She struggled to open her eyes, but they felt so heavy… She caught a glimpse of light, and then only darkness.

The memories flashed through from here, quick glimpses of her life. She had to go to an orphanage because her aunt and uncle, the only family she had left, didn’t want her. The orphanage seemed ok at first, but then the kids started acting really mean, and the people who worked there didn’t stop it. Then they started to beat her too. She took it all, even when she bled, because she knew it was her fault, her fault that they were dead, her fault that she was there. The police came again; they took her out of the orphanage.  They didn’t know what to do. There weren’t any other orphanages close enough to send her, and her aunt and uncle still didn’t want her. The policeman she had seen when she was two (she was five now) never missed an opportunity to tell her that she was a bad girl, that she was evil. In the end they sent her to her aunt and uncle’s anyway, even though she wasn’t wanted. They told her that she had to try to be good. Her aunt and uncle hated her. They were rich, but stingy, and hated children. She was expected to try her hardest not to exist, to pretend that she wasn’t there. Oftentimes she went without meals, and wore ragged clothing that was too small, or much too big. She did ok at her schoolwork, but especially the things involving the forest, or the natural world. She escaped to the forest whenever she could. In the forest she could pretend that she was a good person. She could pretend that she was an animal, like the squirrels that chattered in the trees and chased each other around. She could pretend that she had friends, that she still had family. She escaped to the forest more and more, and one day she had a brilliant idea: She would run away! She thought she knew enough about the woods to escape. She would take some food and run. The next day, she set out into the woods. She knew she wouldn’t be missed, because her aunt and uncle didn’t want her to exist anyways. She was running through the woods, when suddenly she tripped and fell, hitting her head on a rock. She knocked out, and the world went blank. From here the memories were blurrier, making less sense, and keeping track of much less. Her mind automatically skipped to the next clear memory.
She was sitting in the woods, in a clearing. She was panicking. What had happened? She knew she wasn’t in the same clearing she had fallen in. But how had she gotten here? She knew that there was nothing for it; she had to go back home. When she got back to the house she was surprised to discover that her aunt and uncle had noticed she was gone.
“What did you think you were doing? Leaving like that! Next time you decide to vanish for days on end-”
Foresta cut her aunt off. “Wait, what? I was only gone for 10 minutes!”
“No, you were gone for two and a half days! Don’t contradict me, young girl!”
“Yes… yes uncle”
Foresta headed to her room, confused. She couldn’t figure it out. Why had she been gone for two and a half days, when she could only remember 10 minutes? She couldn’t have stayed knocked out for that long- she would be hungrier. Later, in the evening, her aunt and uncle decided to confront her.
“Honestly, Foresta! What were you thinking, leaving like that! It’s a bad thing to do, leaving for so long without even telling us!”
“But, you hate me. Why would you care if I was gone?”
“And why shouldn’t we hate you? We didn’t even want you here in the first place! It’s not a good social image, though, if you keep running off like that.”
Foresta sighed. “Yes, Aunt Miriam”
“Now, off to bed with you.”
Foresta went back to her room, her head remembering once again everything people had said to her. It’s your fault… If you’d done what you were told your mommy would still be alive… I’m afraid you have to go to an orphanage, your aunt and uncle won’t take you… We didn’t even want you here to begin with! ... It’s a bad thing to do… Her mind went blank once more, and the world slipped out of focus.
The following years were very much the same. She would have those blank periods, when her memory seemed to just be one moment after another, without being connected to anything. There were still the times when she was lucid, and could remember who she was, what had happened, but gradually they became less and less. Her aunt and uncle, when they talked to her at all, still called her Foresta, her birth name, but she, to herself at least, had taken another name. Foresta didn’t seem to exist very often anymore, and it seemed that more and more often she was someone else, someone without a memory, someone who never needed to remember who she was and what she had done. It scared her, that she sometimes had gaps in her memory of days at first, then weeks, and then months. She ended up naming that other person, the one she could never make clear or control. She named her based on what little memory she had of those times. She named her Moment, or ‘A Moment Lasts Forever’. One day, during a lucid period, she found out that everyone else had started calling her Moment too. She guessed that she had asked people to, during the blurred period. She was only lucid for a couple days at a time now, and could be ‘Moment’ for months. Something she was noticing though was that, although everyone else looked different when she came lucid again, she always looked the same, seeming only to age during the brief times when she was lucid. She was 14 now, but still looked 12 years old, the age she had been when she first went into a blurred period. She still wasn’t sure why she was going into the blurred periods, but she knew there was some sort of magic involved, judging by the ageing thing. She also noticed that she went blurred more when she was reminded of her past, although she was also going blurred at other times too. The ‘Moment’ periods were getting much longer- infinitely longer than a moment. One day she came lucid only to discover that a whole year had passed since her last lucid flash. It went on like this until she turned 18. She knew that she was now the age, when if she wanted to, she could leave the house. This was her first lucid flash in three years, and she knew that she couldn’t keep living with her aunt and uncle. She decided to tell them she was leaving.
“Aunt Miriam, Uncle Imri, I’m leaving. I’m going out on my own”
They were shocked. “But you’re only 18! What will the neighbors think? No. You cannot go.”
“Yes. I can. I can and I will”
“oh no you can’t! After everything you owe us!”
She stopped listening to them and ran up to her room, getting the bag that she had packed earlier. She left that day, ignoring her aunt and uncle as they tried to get her to return. She ran into the forest, but stopped as she found the place where she had tripped and fallen so many years ago. She remembered everything. Against her will, she found her mind trying to block out the pain by retreating back into the blur that she had lived in for so long. She fought, trying to remain conscious of who she was, who she had been. But why? Who had she been that she needed to remember? She couldn’t answer. Everything she remembered was pain. The death of her family, the abuse she had suffered at the orphanage, being neglected by her aunt and uncle. Why did she need to remember all of that? All the pain? She didn’t. She didn’t need to continue living in the pain of her past. The realization dawned on her like a cloud of light. She didn’t know what to do anymore, so she did the one thing that she knew would make the pain disappear. She gave in. Relaxing her mind, she gave in to the blur again and became A Moment Lasts Forever. 
After this the memories were not new. They were mostly a blur, things Moment had done, but forgotten about immediately afterward, like discovering how to make her bags, collecting things, finding portals to other worlds, and setting up her museum. She had lived in the blur for many years, never aging physically, and, because she didn’t remember anything, never aging mentally much either. She lived from one day to the next, safe from the memories she had tried to leave behind. Until now.
Moment opened her eyes. She was in the forest. That was a good start. She looked herself over, noticing that for the first time in a long while she was wearing clothing that fit properly. She fingered the little bag around her waist. What was it for? It looked much too small to hold anything of value. She opened it up, finding, much to her surprise, that it appeared to be endless, and had much more in it than she would have thought. She put aside the mystery of the bag and focused her attention on the bigger one: Where was she? How much time had passed? What had happened while she was blurred? She got up and look around the forest. She heard noises, noises that sounded like people. She must be near a town! She headed in the direction of the sounds, and arrived at a small village. She approached a woman with long black hair who was sitting on the ground selling jewelry. She smiled at her. 
“Where am I? I’m afraid I might be a bit lost”
The woman looked up at her. “Oh, you’re in Mazaela, Brazil.”
“This may sound an odd question, but… What year is it?”
“It’s 2009, why? Don’t you know?”
“Yes, of course. I’m here doing a survey on the reactions people have to that kind of question. You have done wonderfully, thank you.”
She felt a little dizzy. It had been over 20 years since she had run away! She needed to find out more. She would start by looking around the bag to see if there was anything in there that might help. Judging by what she knew of her memory when she was blurred, she would have needed to write things down somewhere. She poked around in the bag, trying to figure out if there was a system. There was. It seemed that inside the main bag were a bunch of smaller bags, each of which held a certain type of object. Eventually she found a bag with names and numbers in it, as well as what looked like a piece of smooth black metal. Upon closer inspection she decided that the metal was a new, high tech, phone. She looked over the numbers, and decided to call one of them. She dialed the number and waited until she heard a voice on the other side.
“Hello? Mysteries and Miracles here.” 
“Hello?, this is Moment”
“Oh, hi Moment, we haven’t heard from you recently. Decided to leave running the museum to us, huh?”
“Running the museum?”
“Yeah, you know, the one you own?”
She owned a museum? Well, at least she was successful. “Oh, sorry. I’ve been having one of those mornings. Well, it was nice talking to you!”
“You too”
She hung up. What was she to do now? She didn’t know how long her lucidity would last. Then make it last! A voice in her head whispered. Have you never tried to control your ability? She considered. She had never really thought of it as an ability before. She had always seen it more as a curse that was eating away her life. But maybe she could control it. Either way it was worth a try. She had an entire new life now, so surely it wouldn’t be that hard to put her past behind her. She could try. She looked up at the warm sunlight, and for the first time in her life since before she was two years old, she was happy.
