
Chapter Six: The Tragic Turn 

"Hey there, sunshine! How's your day going?" 

Her voice, a symphony of cheerfulness and affection, 

greeted me, instantly lifting my spirits. 

"Hey, love! It's better now that I'm talking to you," I 

replied, unable to contain the smile that her presence 

brought to my face. 

 

We exchanged stories of our morning routines, 

finding solace in the simplicity of sharing our day-

to-day lives, even across the miles that separated us. 

As we talked, her eyes sparkled with an 

uncontainable excitement, hinting at a surprise she 

was eager to reveal. 



"You won't believe the spot I found today. It's like a 

hidden gem amidst the hustle and bustle of the city," 

she exclaimed, her enthusiasm infectious. "I have to 

show it to you; it's breathtaking!" 

I leaned closer to the screen, captivated by her 

animated gestures, and her eyes lit up as she 

described the scenic beauty she had stumbled upon. 

 

"I can't wait to see it! Describe it to me," I urged, my 

curiosity grow by her contagious excitement. 

"It's this cozy little park tucked away from the city 

chaos. Lush greenery, a trickling stream, and the 

most amazing view of the skyline!" Her eyes 

widened as she painted a vivid picture with her 

words. 



As she described the tranquil beauty of the spot, her 

smile illuminated the screen, radiating warmth 

through the digital connection, bridging the physical 

distance between us. 

 

"Sounds incredible. Let's explore it together, even if 

it's through the screen," I suggested, a shared sense 

of adventure bubbling between us. 

Her expressions painted a canvas of shared 

excitement with each word she spoke. There was a 

particular light in her eyes, a glint that spoke volumes 

of the happiness she found in that enchanting spot 

she stumbled upon during her morning walk. It was 

as if the sunshine she basked in had found a 

permanent residence within her gaze, radiating a 

warmth that even the screen couldn't contain. 



And that smile, oh, it was a masterpiece. It curved 

upon her lips, a gentle crescent that cradled a world 

of affection and delight. It was the kind of smile that 

could melt away worries, a beacon of joy that 

effortlessly illuminated the screen and, in turn, 

brightened my day. 

At that moment, despite the miles that separated us, 

her presence filled the room, her voice a familiar 

melody, her eyes a window to shared happiness, and 

her smiling face a portrait of love and warmth. 

As she walked to the spot, her eyes sparkled with 

excitement as she described the lush greenery and the 

mesmerizing view of the city from that vantage 

point. My mind instantly flashed back to the early 

days, sneaking glances and shy smiles, navigating 

the beautiful maze of love. Time had flown by, a 



whirlwind of shared moments and cherished 

memories.  

"Remember our first dance at that school?" I 

chuckled softly, the nostalgia tinting my voice. 

Her laughter, warm and musical, echoed through the 

screen. "Oh, how could I forget? You were trying so 

hard not blink while dancing," she teased. 

With each step she took toward that spot, I felt a 

surge of anticipation mingled with a subtle unease. "I 

wish I could be there with you," I admitted, the 

distance weighing heavy in my words. 

"Me too, but hey, we'll get there. Next week,  

the connection crackled slightly, a feeling sign that 

unsettled my otherwise joyful mood. " 



Be careful, alright? I need you safe," I urged, a tinge 

of worry coloring my voice. 

"I promise. Besides, I'll make it back to you in one 

piece;  

The screen shook, the connection faltered, and the 

joyous banter turned into an eerie silence, interrupted 

only by the sirens sounds. 

Panic clawed at my chest. Something was wrong. I 

tried desperately to reconnect, my heart racing with 

dread as seconds stretched into eternity. Finally, a 

voice crackled through the device, delivering words 

that shattered the world around me. 

"I-I'm sorry. There's been an accident," the stranger's 

voice trembled, starkly contrasting the laughter that 

filled the room moments ago. 



My mind couldn't process the sudden change, the 

abrupt shift from happiness to despair. "What? What 

happened?" I stuttered, my voice cracking under the 

weight of uncertainty. 

"There was a police car... it hit her while she was 

walking." 

"No, no, it can't be," I pleaded, my disbelief refusing 

to accept the reality of those haunting words. 

The urgency gripped me like a vice, and I rushed to 

the airport. Her compassion and loving essence feel 

like a distant melody fading into the silence. Tears 

flowed ceaselessly, yet they brought no solace, no 

relief from the torment that gripped my soul. It was a 

pain so consuming, so all-encompassing, that it felt 

as if I were standing at the edge of my own existence, 



teetering on the brink of an abyss that threatened to 

swallow me whole. 

A fellow passenger noticed my distress, concern 

etched on their faces as they inquired what was 

wrong. But the words caught in my throat, choked by 

a torrent of emotions too complex to articulate. 

 

Love, her love, it reverberates within the caverns of 

my soul. Tears streaming down my cheeks, blurring 

the world around me. Questions flooded my mind, 

unanswered and tormenting. How could life turn so 

mercilessly, snatching away the person who brought 

so much light and joy? The realization hit with 

crushing force - the future we had eagerly envisioned 

together had shattered irreparably. 

 



As I recounted our shared memories, I could 

feel Grace's presence beside me, her smile radiating 

with love and encouragement. She had entrusted me 

with sharing our story, knowing that our bond 

transcended the boundaries of life and death. 

I concluded, my voice filled with a bittersweet 

mixture of sorrow and gratitude, "Her spirit lives on 

in the hearts of all who knew her.  

 

Moved by my words, Grace's family and I huddled 

together, drawing strength from each other's 

presence in this moment of shared mourning. And as 

we stood there, united in our grief, I could feel the 

warmth of Grace's presence among us, her spirit 

hovering over our makeshift circle with a sense of 

quiet gratitude. 



In that moment, as we stood together, surrounded by 

the love and support of those who had gathered to 

honor Grace's memory. 
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