Daydreamer 

By Amy
Elizabeth! Wake up! It’s testing day!” Emma, Elizabeth’s roommate, pulled the green quilt off Elizabeth and turned on the bedroom light. 

Emmy”, Elizabeth moaned. 

And I’m not letting you out till you’ve had a decent breakfast.” 

“Ha! Fine. Who are you? My mom?” Elizabeth laughed as she finally rolled out of bed. She quickly changed into a pair of blue jeans and a green tank top. 

“Elizabeth, put something on over your shoulders, it’s chilly today.” Elizabeth threw on a see-through blue blouse. Emma rolled her eyes. She had always told her she looked much younger than 20. Elizabeth thought she looked older. At least she would if she was just a little shorter.
* *
This is crazy! As if it’s not bad enough school starts at 7:00 AM., finals are first period.” Nicola complained. 

“Yup.” Elizabeth was staring out the window at the streets of New York. It was starting to thunder. Elizabeth loved the rain. She loved watching the people below. The way they hustled about. She’d often make up her own stories about were they were going. As she turned back to her friend, she saw that she was already working at the test. But as soon she put her pen on the paper, there was a loud crash of lightening. The lights flickered and then went out. Students began talking to each other, thankful something had happened to get them out of testing for at least a few minutes. 

“Hang on guys, I’ll go see what’s up.” Professor Morrow said as he left the room. Everyone was talking among themselves. Elizabeth stared out the window, nothing in particular on her mind. A few minutes later, the professor came back. Morning classes had been canceled. Everyone left the building going back to their dumpy dorm rooms to catch up on sleep. Elizabeth loved rainy days. She had no afternoon or evening classes for the rest of the day. She walked through the streets, keeping close to central park. She stopped off at a small flower stand she hadn’t seen before. She figured that the woman and little girl selling the flowers could use the money and her room could use the flowers. She chose a small exotic looking bunch of flowers. She knew they’d be dead in about 3 weeks, but what the heck. “You are enjoying this weather?” The woman asked as people ran past with umbrellas and newspapers over their heads. 

Well, it got me out of school for the day.” She smiled. 

That’ll be $3.00.” the woman smiled back. She was unusually friendly. As Elizabeth handed the woman the money, the woman took Elizabeth’s hand. “You don’t know it, but your life is about to change.” Elizabeth looked at the little girl who was smiling revealing 3 missing teeth. She then looked back at the young woman. “You are to become part of a mystery, a legend. An immortal legend.” 

What do you mean?” Elizabeth choked as the woman let go. 

Just be ready to run.” the woman whispered as she handed her the flowers. 

Elizabeth wandered on through the park, trying to figure out what it was the woman was saying. It began to thunder now. Elizabeth had wandered off farther than she had expected. She looked around the park to see were she was as she had been staring at the ground the whole time she had been walking. Soon, she realized she could no longer see the street, any paths or even other people. The pounding rain and dark clouds over head made it no easier and she could only see the path in front of her stretching on and on. Growing darker and darker. Her black curly hair stuck to her face and her worried green eyes flashed back and forth as she tried to figure out were she was. Suddenly she found herself under a large tree. She stared up at it for a minute. It wasn’t like the other ones. It was covered in moss. It had vines crawling up it. The leaves themselves were far to strange to be any kind of tree she’d seen in New York. The thunder grew stronger. Suddenly there was a large crash of lightening that caught the tree and Elizabeth under it. She fell to the ground, unconscious, but the tree remained unharmed. The rain poured on harder and harder as Elizabeth lay on the ground.
* * *

When Elizabeth woke up, she nearly feinted again after what she saw. She was surrounded by lush green trees and plants. The air was humid and foggy. It was the early hours of the morning. The sun hadn’t come up yet and the sky remained a dark blue color. Her head ached from the shock and through her eyes, the beauty all seemed 

like a blur till she shook her head. She couldn’t breath. Were am I? she asked herself. 

Africa? She was studying rainforests in school for a while. She wanted to become and 

archeologist or zoologist of smoked, but she never dreamed she’d end up here. How did she end up here? Were was here? How would she get back? Would she get back? Was it a dream? She turned around and found the same large tree she fell under. It all came back 

 to her. The woman and the girl. She looked down and saw she still had her flowers, but she found many more just like them growing on the other side of a pond. She kneeled down at the edge and splashed her face. Suddenly, with the pained fear that she was being watched, she turned around to face the green and blue mix of plants. She saw a few gorilla nests and heard some movement beside her. 

“Gorillas.” She whispered to herself. She had been studying them above all animals in her classes. But she knew well enough to remain calm. She turned and faced in a direction were she heard more movement, but still saw nothing. As she stood to go wandering again, maybe find a way out (funny, that’s what got her into this mess in the first place) or a place to stay. All the while she had no idea she was still being carefully 

a place to stay. All the while she had no idea she was still being carefully watched. A pair of lonely eyes. Blue, intensely focused eyes.

Soon, she came upon a bridge that led to a tree house. It had a British flag, suggesting that maybe they spoke English. She figured. She slowly made her way across the 

bridge, aware that it could fall from beneath her feet at any second. Still unaware she was now being watched again from afar. As soon as she made her way across the bridge, looked back to see a quick blur. She called out to whoever it was, but then figured it was merely her imagination. She climbed up an even shakier ladder to the top of treehouse. She reached the top. She noticed the silence around her. Though it uneasy, it was very peaceful. Before entering the house, she turned around to see the sun rising. It was breath-taking. She let a tear fall down her cheek. The beauty mesmerizing. She was about to knock on the door but the wind pushed it open before her fist was even inches away. She poked her head throughout. Her heart sank to her dismay when she found it was empty. Still, she stepped in a little closer. The floor boards creaked under her boots. Vines grew in the walls and plants seemed to be growing inside. Much dust had collected on the furniture and strange items. As soon as she saw the brown and white photo at her feet it all came together. She picked it up in her hands and wiped away the dust. She looked at it closely for a while. She figured out that the house had been built early sometime in the Victorian era. But she was confused to find that considering it should all be over 100 years old, it seemed only about a little over a decade older. She saw bloody footprints on the ground of a large cat. She saw a rifle on the ground beside them. She followed the prints with her emerald eyes, cupped her hand over her mouth and 

fell back. It was the people from the picture, dead. As soon as she snapped out of her sick feeling of discovering the parents, questions filled her head. Where was the baby? (Should she look?) Why aren’t the bodies decayed as much as they should be? This was 

in fact a mystery as the woman described. Had she traveled back in time? 

“I’m dreaming.” she assured herself, choosing to ignore the fact that it would be impossible because she was crying just a moment ago. She had had enough. She stepped outside and let out a sigh of frustration and anxiety. She thought she needed a moment to collect herself. She sat on the balcony of the house. A million thoughts drifted through her mind. First she considered why her? She was adopted when she was three and switched from home to home, never actually finding love in her life. If she were never to return home, she knew nothing awaited her. That alone was depressing. And what if she never saw another human again? What of the simple life she once knew? But then, why should she give up a chance to start over? She wasn’t always a very friendly person, she 

could live without people, but it would be an adjustment as she already found herself lonely.

She was jumping too far ahead of herself. She needed time to relax and think things through. This isn’t the end. Someone will find me. Eventually, she thought. After a while, she managed to clear her thoughts. A sudden burst of optimism pulsed through her veins. 

“Someone will find me. Just think of it as a vacation for now. I’m a 

Survivor.” she told herself. She stood up as soon as the sun rose. She stood tall and proud. 

“And I will survive.”She whispered into the air as though it were a secret. She climbed back down the ladder. Still beheld. Not let go of for a second. As she started to make her way back across the bridge, it began to wobble more than before. 

“Oh no”, she whispered half to herself, half to God. She reached the other side slowly. She was about to step off, but the wood beneath her feet gave way and she soon found herself dangling from the cliff, with new scrapes on her arms. She was about to call for help, but remembered she was isolated and gave out loud desperate cries of frustration and fear. The rocks she was gripping to were loosening in her grip. Her eyes welled up and she lowered her head in Diaspora between her arms. She was no longer looking up at the sky, but down into the water below. 

“Oh God”, she choked on her tears. The rocks loosened even more and as she treed to grab hold onto other rocks, they gave way. With a final cry, she lost her grip. She began to fall about a foot when two strong hands garbed her wrists. Her eyes popped open. She looked up, but couldn’t see through her own tears. She felt herself pulled up over the edge. She finally made it onto the grass again and tried to catch her breath again. She was sobbing violently when she was about to thank her rescuer but choked on the words. She stared at him for a moment in both flaming fascination, curiosity and fear. She finally gathered the strength to speak. 

“Who-are-you?” she asked slowly. He stared at her for a second, as if trying to carefully select words. 

“Do you speak?” she asked. He nodded, then his eyes lit up.

“Yes.” He said finally. “Tarzan.” He spoke slowly, as if he forgot how to speak. Or just learned.

“Tarzan?” she asked, relieved he could speak, but even English.

“Elizabeth.” She smiled. “Where do you come from?” she asked 

 “Here”, he replied.

“You live here?” she asked, more excited. He nodded showing the same excitement. 

“You were born here?” He nodded again.

“Then, who taught you to speak?” she asked.

There was a yearning moment of silence before he spoke up again. He told her the story of when Jane, professor Porter and Mr. Clayton came to the untouched jungle. He then told her how Jane longed to return home. She left a year earlier with her father. Leaving him alone again with the animals. 

“You loved her?” She quietly asked him. He nodded, looking her in the eye. 

“How did you get here?” He asked.

“I have no idea.”, she replied, wanting to laugh out of relief of finding another human, but holding back in fear of sounding compassionless about his sad story.

“Were do you come from?”

“Do you know of America?” She asked. He nodded. 

“I came from a city, sort of like a big place with lots of people and buildings. It was a handsome place to live, but not anywhere near as beautiful as this place.” She said softly gazing out into the river below. Another moment of silence. 

“Where do you live?” she asked finally. 

“With Gorillas.” 

“Really?” She asked astonished. He nodded again.

By the time the sun was well over the trees, Elizabeth had learned how to speak gorilla and was doing a pretty good job. That night she spent with Tarzan and his family. It was the first time she ever spent the night literally under the stars. She was quite comfortable to her surprise. That night, just before she drifted off to sleep, she knew she’d never want to leave. She had finally fallen in love. But her problem was to get him to love her in return.

Elizabeth awoke before everyone else. She stretched her legs and breathed in the sweet smelling air. Mist was settling at the bottom of mountains that surrounded them. Elizabeth had never had a real home to call her own. She believed she had finally found her real home. She stood up and closed her eyes to see for the first time. Her heart was pounding in her chest like never before. It was love. She knew it. But this fast? What should she do? She set off without waking anyone else. She needed some time to herself. She found a waterfall. She was sitting on the edge letting her bare legs dangle off the side. The water pounded on her feet as she swung them back and forth. The sun was scarcely prying through the trees. Tarzan came up to her.

“What are you doing up here all alone?”

“Nothing, I was just thinking.”

“About what?”

“Nothing in paticular.” She responded, though he could tell it was something and it was 

probably him. He suddenly came up with an idea to break the awkward silence. “So, how high up do you think we are?”

“What?” He just smiled and stood with her hands in his. She looked all the way down the water fall, her eyes popping open.

“You’re not serious.” She laughed.

“That’s the problem with you.” He laughed.

“What?”, she smiled. 

“You don’t know how to have fun!” He took her hands tight in his. “Ready?”

“No,” she laughed plunging before he did. Tarzan was surprised by her quick reaction to his attempt to seem heroic. He jumped after her down the waterfall. In the pool below, Elizabeth sprang up from the bottom laughing. She couldnâ¬•ⅴ beleive what she had just done. They did things together for the rest of the day. Then for the rest of  the week, which grew into a month. Elizabeth had not only grown closer to Tazrzan, but the gorillas as well. She found herself speaking their language more than her own. Even when she talked to herself. Life was better than ever for her. She knew no one would ever come for her and she didn’t want them to. Her dream had come true, she just didn’t know what she wanted. 

One night, Elizabeth was sitting by herself on a branch that out looked the ocean. She never dreamed of going home. It began to rain. She was about to turn back to the nests, when she saw something off in the distance. It seemed like a large ship. Her heart 

sank to her feet. She reacted quickly out of fear and ran to Tarzan. 

“There’s a ship coming! It’s heading right to our island!” The gorillas panicked. They could never forget what happened the last time strangers invaded the island. “Let’s remain calm”, he told his family.

“Maybe they won’t come this far into the jungle.” 

“Tarzan, they must be here to get us again.” Kala worried. 

“What are we going to do? They will probably come in this far.”

“How do you know they’re dangerous?” He asked. 

“How do you know they’re not?” Kala remarked. There was a long silence. 

“Fine. I’ll go see what it is.” Tarzan left the nest. 

“I’m going with him.” Elizabeth followed. They came to the shore and kept their distance in the trees. They watched closely as the strangers came to the shore in a single rowboat. There was another rowboat full of supplies coming behind them. The ship was headed in the other direction. Elizabeth looked up at Tarzan. He seemed fixed on one of the figures. 

“Who is it?” She asked. He just looked on still fixed on the one figure. As it came closer, she squinted her eyes. She looked closer to see it was a woman and a short old man. As they unloaded and came on the shore, the woman began calling out into their general dirrection. though they were still out of sight. 

“Tarzan!”, she called out with a British accent. Elizabeth knew right away who it was. She stared at the ground and put her hand over her breaking heart. Tarzan came out from the trees to the woman. 

“Jane!” He called through the rain. She ran up to him and they locked each other in a warm embrace. Elizabeth wiped a tear from her eyes. As they came closer, the pieces of Elizabeth’s heart began to pound together. Her eyes widened. They looked closer into the trees and bushes. 

“Elizabeth?” They called out. She backed away slowly till she broke out into 

a sprint. She didn’t know were she was going. Her eyes were blinded by her salty tears. She swiftly made her way through the brush and the tangleing vines. As soon as she stopped, she wiped her eyes to find were she was. She let out a painful cry as soon as she released where she was. At the bridge, were they first met. She turned around to see the jungle behind. More than anything else, it looked cruel and unwelcoming. Her heart was pouring out through her eyes. After a minute or two, she made a decision in time to hear them calling after her. She reached to the back of her neck and unfastened her emerald necklace. She placed it on a branch for Tarzan to find. She never wanted him to forget her. She stood up again and darted off in the direction of the large tree. She tripped and stumbled over sharp rocks. When she reached the tree, her body was covered in bruises and blood. She looked back to her home. A sudden gust of wind picked up and lightening danced across the sky. 

“Good-bye Tarzan,” she cried. “You were my one true love. You were never mine to lose. Farewell.” she cried out into the wind.

She awoke on a gravel path. Her head hurt and she was dizzy. As she sat up she wondered if it was all just a dream. She looked down at her legs to see that they were still bruised and bloody. Her necklace was gone and the flowers she bought from the mysterious woman were right next to her. But when she looked down at her watch, it read minutes after the time she thought it was when she passed out. She looked up at the sky and saw that the same clouds with the same rain drifted by. Her life had changed. Her dreams had come true. Her heart was left behind.

