
Expect the Unexpected 

By Ailbhe Quearney 

  

I woke with a start, I felt dizzy and couldn’t see properly. I could hear lots of people in my 

head, calling my name, “Day! Day! Daisy! ” There was a sharp feeling piercing through my 

head, like a migraine getting worse by the second. I tried to move my arm along the cold, 

hard metal floor to my head to nurse it. I felt a liquid oozing around me, I tasted it. The cold 

metallic, taste so plain, so obvious, it was blood. My dark black hair soaked in it, I tried to 

stand up. I clung to the small barrier, beginning to feel faint again. The last thing I 

remembered was falling onto the cold metal floor. 

  

For the second time, I woke with a start. My head hurt less than before I had fallen. I didn’t 

bother to try to get up in case I fainted again. Instead I looked up at the pitch black sky, lots 

of tiny stars glittering millions of miles away. My hand was still cupping my head, I could 

feel the metal floor shaking with the force of the strong wind. I could see a bright light 

rotating in an anticlockwise direction passing me every so often. My ears were ringing but it 

still didn’t drown out the sound of the waves crashing below me. It left so many questions in 

my head like, “Where am I? How did I get here?” but then I found an answer, “Was I on a 

lighthouse?” 

  

“Was I on a lighthouse?” I asked myself half scared to death. “How did I get up here?!” I 

couldn’t remember about how I had gotten here, let alone fainted. That’s when it came to me, 



the man in the navy suit with the white shirt and matching navy tie. I had known there was 

something odd about him, he had dark hair, was clean shaven and has white teeth. He was 

also too good looking for him, to be honest and not a psychopathic murderer. I could 

remember his smile, straight white teeth, his cystal blue eyes. I had to get away from him 

runaway or kill myself I couldn’t let myself be one of his victims. 

  

I finally was able to get up, I walked around the platform looking for stairs to the ground 

floor. I had walked around looking for more than an hour but there was none. I held my guitar 

plectrum pendent, which was around my neck, in my hands. I thought about what I should do. 

But surely it was obvious, if I killed myself my family and friends would be safe. How to do 

it? Right on front of me the entire time, I jump. 

  

I stepped onto the railings, the wind nearly blowing me back onto the platform. This is what I 

had to do, I put all of my body weight on front of me. I dropped forward. The fall felt infinite 

but then I felt rocks crash to my body, a pain crushing every bone. Everything went black, I 

was dead but I could still feel. It didn’t make sense, is this what it was like to be dead? No, I 

could hear footsteps, I wasn’t dead. The footsteps were definitely men, I could lift my head a 

small bit but barely see through the blood. It was him the man who was wearing the suit, he 

spoke in a posh Dublin accent,  

“Miss me?” 

 


