Fire

Earlier this week my oldest and best friend (we’ve known each other since 1969 and we’re like sisters) called me to tell that there’d been a fire in the house where she lives. Her young son was trapped in the heavy smoke and only saved in the last minute by a neighbour who helped him out of a window on the second floor. Her flat was totally ruined due to soot and she’s lost everything. I might as well admit it; I cried all day from shock. Her poor son, the horror of loosing everything you’d worked for. And it’s not like she’s the first one of my friends to experience a fire. Earlier in the year another friend of mine had a fire in her house, two rooms totally ruined. I hope it’s not a new trend!

I’ve always been afraid if fires and I know why. My Grandmother was a rather weird lady and in her last years she went totally loco. Whenever she saw me she said, “You’re gonna burn to death!” Dunno if she thought me a witch or if she just had a vision. The thing about my Grandma was that she was psychic. She could sense other people’s deaths. She could wake up in the middle of the night saying, “Mrs. Andersen has just died,” and sure enough, the next morning there would be a telephone call saying that Mrs. Anderson had died during night at the exact same time as my Grandma had said so.

It’s not that surprising. All women in my family have certain…gifts. My mother was able to make old clocks tick again just from touching them – like Uri Geller. I’m able to hear murders in my head – if they are committed within a radius of 10 kilometres. Both my sister and I see ghosts (no wonder as my sister was born at midnight on Halloween!). My daughter sees ghosts. too. The entire family would have been burned at the stake had we lived 400 years ago. That doesn’t scare me. What scares me are all of them fires that my friends experience. Am I next? Am I going to burn to death like my Grandma predicted? I’m getting a little paranoid here! HELP!

