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Copy: 

Sunlight streamed in through the slightly dirty windows, shining on her red curls warming Fianate’s 
face. Her eyes flickered open and she sits up slowly, taking in her surroundings. She was in a 
bedroom painted a stark white colour with vexatious clashing decor. She gets up, feeling the 
sensation of the cool floorboards on her feet, waking her up from her half-asleep morning haze. This 
place was unfamiliar, she pondered, a light feeling of anxiety building in the pit of her stomach. Life, 
in general was unfamiliar, she realised. She had no recollection of anything, about herself (bar her 
name, and even that was hazy) or about where she was. Nothing was familiar and all was strange. 

A letter sat on top of a bedside table with a linen doily next to the bed labelled with Fianate’s name. 
She opened it with clammy hands and read the singular sentence enclosed:  

“They are lying.’’ 

Fianate set it down, confused to any meaning that could be associated with it. She walked across the 
room and opened the door across the room and walked into a warm room with a fire on that filled 
her nostrils with a strong turf smell and the radio nattering about meaningless topics. A woman 
stood at the stove, humming. 

“Hello?’’ 

‘’Fianate! Though’ you’d never be up. Made you some breakfast, though I ‘pect it’ll be cold now.” 
The woman pointed at the table where a plate lay full of food and turned around to meet Fianate’s 
gaze. ‘’Go on then, sit.’’ 

Fianate sat down. She glanced at the food and then the woman. “Who are you?” 

She blinked, grinned and replied “Brónach. That fall must have been nasty, hm?” Brónach spies the 
confused look on Fianate’s face. “You tripped and hit your head yesterday. I’m your neighbour. I saw 
it from outside the window and thought I’d make sure you’re okay.” 

“Oh. Really?” Brónach’s smile seemed to flicker at that and Fianate got up.  

“Of course.” Brónach turned back to the stove, sucking her teeth in.  

“I’ll take a look around then, if that’s okay.” Before Brónach could stop her Fianate darted over to 
the letter. What could it mean? She examined the envelope open over again looking for some sort of 
clue. Surely everything was fine, right? Surely, she really did just fall and hit her head? Maybe she 
was just being weird. But her gut told her that something just wasn’t right. She looked around her 
room and rummaged in her drawers. She came across a book, a diary of sorts. She opened it, unsure 
of its contents but feeling drawn to it. 

Inside, it held a book of recipes and cures designed to heal the sick, ranging from the mildest of 
coughs to the deadliest of fevers. As Fianate skimmed through it, she felt a spark of familiarity. This 
was her book. Her’s. This was what she did, of course! She had a passion for witchcraft, for healing 
people through it. But how, no, why did she forget? That’s something you don’t wake up and forget! 

A page caught her eye. It was written in cursive and was titled ‘memory loss’. A cure. Fianate 
stopped. This was it- a cure! Her eyes skimmed the list: rosemary, mint, curcumin. All things that 

https://open.spotify.com/playlist/14iJSSYsXFLmWAcEkEfBsu?si=5c13b61570794cad


would probably be in the kitchen. But Brónach was there. How would she get past her? She’d have 
to non-obviously get Brónach to leave the room. The food was still on the table, right? So Fianate 
could logically just ‘go in to eat’. And she could become ‘cold’ and need something like a cardigan. 
Yeah. That might work. It was slightly drafty in the house, so that ploy was plausible. 

Fianate sauntered into the kitchen and lightly coughed. 

“Fianate! Come in to eat breakfast at last?” 

Fianate chuckled nervously. “Yep. Thought I’d finally eat up.” 

She sat down and picked up her cutlery, feeling the burn of Brónach’s beady eyes.  

“You’re shaking. Must be cold, poor pet. I’ll go get you a jacket.” With that, Brónach turned at her 
heel.  

As soon as she left the room, Fianate sprang into action. “Rosemary, mint, curcumin. Rosemary, 
mint, curcumin.” She murmured, scanning the cupboard frantically. She reached for the jar of mint 
when she heard yelling behind her. Her head whipped around. 

‘’How dare you. How DARE you.” Brónach was at the door again, holding a book. Fianate’s special 
book and her only cure for her memory loss. She must’ve left it open. Oh god.  

Fianate’s eyes darted around the room, spying no window. She couldn’t make a run for it. 

“I cook your food, I make your house lovely, and you repay me like this? Fianate, you promised. This 
is the second time you’ve broken one of my promises. You’re going to pay, this time. No more do-
overs.” 

…Second time? No more do-overs? Brónach knew more than she was letting on. “What do you 
mean, second time?” 

“My sister, Fianate. You didn’t save her like you promised. You promised me. So we made a pact. I’d 
get to look after you. Forever, and you’d forget your failure and stay in line.” 

Fianate was at a loss for words. Something in her heart panged and she remembered something 
else. A feeling. One of overwhelming grief, of failure. 

“Brónach... please. Let me go and I can help you.” 

“You lost that chance ages ago.” Brónach stormed out the door, locking it and slamming it fiercely. 
Fianate was trapped, in a place that nothing was familiar and all was strange in. 


