
PROMPT: confusion, melody, unforseen   
WORD COUNT: 600 

All she knew was she still wasn’t sure what had happened to her.  She had a 

sense of foreboding at the same time as a  confusion she wasn’t sure she could 

wade thru.  

 What had happened?  She really wanted the answer, yet she really was afraid 

to remember.  Her skin was  clammy, her breathing was shallow and irregular, she 

was shaking at a deep inside level. Had she just awoken from a dream or were the 

feeling she had a result of something that had really taken place?  She needed time 

to think, let her mind rest, and figure out what had just happened.   The confusion 

she felt meant this wasn’t going to be easy.  

 It was light out, she could see around her.  Nothing she saw explained why 

she was quivering.  Was she cold? No not cold.  Was it fear?  No not really a fear.  

More like an uncertainty.  Maybe an unforseen event had taken her by surprise.  

She really couldn’t remember what had happened.  This is crazy she reflected to 

herself.  Is there something she can’t see that’s causing this quaking.  First she got 

a blanket from the house to try to stop the shaking.  Then she got a drink of 

watered down fruit juice to see if it was just low blood sugar. That seemed to help 

relieve some of the shaking.   Once she had gotten the blanket, the drink, and the 
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pillow she settled on the porch swing to be still and quiet and contemplate what 

was the situation. 

 Next she took stock: At least she knew she was at her own home, on her own 

porch.  She heard a melody playing on a radio somewhere inside the house, one 

she didn’t recognize.  She heard a whirring from an unseen fan.  There was nothing 

out of the ordinary.  As she rested her head on the pillow, she thought, I’ll just try 

to remember the first thing that happened this morning and work forward to the 

present.  

 Her day had started as any other, she got up, did her exercises, walked the 

dog, made her vitamin C and her coffee.  She also remembered watering the plants- 

just another ordinary thing, so what triggered the anxiety?  She was glad the 

shaking had stopped; the sense of foreboding had eased.  But she hadn’t discovered 

the reason for her confusion yet.  As she was lured in by the beautiful colors of the 

setting sun, the lilting bird’s melodies filling the air, and the crisp smell of the air, 

she began to relax enough to allow more thoughts of the day to clarify themselves.  

She knew it was the second Monday of the month, she had gone to the Accokeek 

Women’s Writers Group at the library, an event she always enjoyed.  Looking at 

her watch she saw how much later it was than the writer’s group’s ending time.  At 
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least five hours. What had transpired between leaving the group and those horrible 

feelings she had? The thought occurred to her, could she have fallen asleep when 

she  returned home and awoke in the state of upset.  Maybe she had even dreamed  

something that triggered those feelings.  What nightmare could have upset her so?  

She thought about the meeting that day, the fiction contest she had, in a moment of 

weakness and peer pressure, agreed to write for.  Her, writing fiction-too funny. 

Could that have been something to have given her nightmares, even a horrible 

premonition of foreboding?  She debated with herself- could a fun writing project 

have triggered all those anxious feelings????
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