Light was the first thing she saw.
She tiredly struggled to open her eyes, blinking in the harshness of such a pure substance. 

It burned her sore, tired eyes, stinging harshly.

Yet at the same time, she craved it more than anything.

She wanted the light.

She needed the light.

After light, the next thing to dawn upon her consciousness was a voice.

It was a soft, yet firm voice. Kind and gentle for the present, yet strained and broken from thousands of years of heartbreak.

“Annoyance?” it whispered.

As the light faded, and the voice sharpened to clarity, the next thing that came to Annoyance was an image.

Artist Block.

One of Annoyance’s dearest and closest friends in the Mystery Mansion. Distanced, though she often was, cutting herself off from Annoyance… in times of deepest trouble, Artist Block stood by her.
Her face was sweet, sincere, and compassionate. She gently held onto Annoyance, pulling her off the ground she finally realized she was laying on.

The next thing Annoyance felt, saw, and tasted all at once was blood. Her blood. She was covered in it, her clothes stained and her body cut and bruised all over. 

Dizzied confusion washed over Annoyance as she swam slowly back into consciousness. She didn’t dare look at the blood around her, or the bloody ground she had been lying on, or anything at all. She kept her eyes fixed firmly on the beautiful light ahead of her. 

The light was the only pure thing she had left.

Annoyance groped clumsily in the blinding light, at last finding Artist Block’s gentle hand. The comforting, soothing grip was exactly what she needed to ease herself.

The next thing that Annoyance recalled was the ability to speak.
“What… happened?” She faintly murmured, only barely able to allow the slurred words to tumble out of her bloody lips.

Artist Block closed her visible eye, bowing her head slightly as her hair fell further over her face. “You don’t want to know that… I promise…”

With sickening horror, the next thing Annoyance recalled was the memories.

The horrible, aching memories.

The pain.

The blood.

The fear.

The screams.

Running.

Chasing.

Crying.

Begging.

Running.

Running.

Running.

Not quick enough.

Caught.

Trapped.

Anguish.

Despair.

Horror.

Pain.

Vanishing Light.

Crashing Dark.

Screaming.

Longing.

Begging.

Fighting.

Losing.

Dying.

Death.

Annoyance closed her eyes, shutting out the light completely. The light she knew she didn’t deserve to see now. 

She should have bled to death. 
She should have suffered just the same.

She should have suffered worse.

The hell she had been on everyone in her life…

…she deserved worse.

Annoyance deserved to die.

Livi did not.

Livi, her sister, her own flesh and blood—

Annoyance shuddered in despair.

—the flesh she had seen mangled and ripped to pieces… the blood that had flowed so freely out… and now covered the ground.

Annoyance did not deserve to be alive to remember the horror. She didn’t deserve to have miraculously been one deep cut short of death.

Annoyance did not deserve to be trapped with this rage… rage she had nothing to do with—no victim to direct it at. 

Annoyance did not deserve to crave revenge and satisfaction above all else, and have no one to take it out on.

Annoyance did not deserve the understanding of this desperate need to avenge someone she loved—someone she lost—and did not deserve the sickening realization that she never could, because she had never had the horror her sister had of seeing their attacker’s face.

They never even knew who it was.

Annoyance seriously doubted he knew who they were.

Yet, he had attacked them.

He had chased them—caught them.

He had beaten them.

He had traumatized one.

The other, he had…

Annoyance slowly slid her eyes open, gazing into Artist Block’s visible eye, brimming with tears at the sight of her friend. Artist Block, more than anyone Annoyance could ever know, understood loss. Understood pain. Understood longing, desire, and being forbidden, unable to chase, to catch.

Annoyance felt the tears spilling silently out of her own eyes, knowing she didn’t deserve to be crying. She didn’t deserve the ability to feel this pain.

“…Livi?” She quietly choked out, her hoarse voice already broken with the heartache she knew would be coming.

Artist Block sighed deeply, closed her eye, bowed her head, and quietly whispered two simple words. Two words that, simple though they were, tore Annoyance’s heart to pieces.
“I’m sorry…”

Annoyance closed her eyes, sobbing and choking on her tears as she hugged Artist Block closer. She allowed the darkness to wash over her, shutting out the horrible light completely. 

Now, the light truly was the one pure thing that Annoyance had left.

She knew, in death, one always saw light. A light at the end of the dark tunnel.

Those others wished to live, always warned the dying to avoid such light.

Annoyance knew her sister’s fear.

Annoyance knew her sister’s mad desire to escape.

Annoyance knew her sister’s desperation to get away from this pain.

Annoyance knew… should the light shine in her sister’s dark, pain-flooded tunnel… Livi would not hesitate for a moment to chase it.
And therefore, Annoyance knew with her whole heart, and the shattered pieces it was now in… 

The end of the tunnel is what took her sister away.

Livi was safe.

Livi was home, in the pure, wonderful light.

And Annoyance was trapped, here, alone and without her.

Annoyance gazed up at the light through bitter tears.

All she could do was to look longingly at the light she was forbidden to reach.

The light seemed to shine brighter now than it ever had before…

…Annoyance knows why…

Livi is there… there in the light…

Livi watches, shining the light down for Annoyance… 

Annoyance’s tunnel is now so much darker, the absence of her sister’s comforting warmth washing over and crashing down on Annoyance.

So, Livi shines the light for her sister… Livi cannot comfort her in the dark now…

…so she now chases the darkness away… to replace with her light…

Livi, just as she lived… died to be Annoyance’s LIGHT.
