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FRIDAY 8 APRIL 2022 
I woke up today and saw many doctors.  They told me that I am physically 
fit and healthy, but there seems to be a problem with my memory.  The 
psychiatrist, Dr. Sarah Lewis suggested that I start keeping a journal and 
write down anything that I remember of yesterday. 
 
My memories seem to be interwoven with my dreams.  They don’t make 
sense, but I will try and write them down.  Perhaps it will help.  I want to 
help.  I want to help find Zoe, Itzhak and Carmel, or at least figure out 
what happened to them. 
 
The two main sensations that I remember are swimming and flying.  I guess 
swimming because of the flood, but flying... I am not sure why.  Dr. Sarah 
mentioned that I may have hallucinated whilst I was in the water, as that is 
quite common in drown patients.  Maybe I thought I was flying. 
 
We went to school really early.  I don’t think dawn had broken yet when we 
arrived in school yesterday morning.  We wanted to get together early to 
start planning a surprise play for our English teacher’s birthday.  Miss Tamsin 
Walter is our favourite teacher and since she is always giving all her students 
her time even outside class, we wanted to give her a special birthday 
present.  We got together to start writing a play and the plan was that our 
whole class would meet secretly to practice weekly until Miss Walter’s 
birthday. 



 SATURDAY (01:12) 
My nightmare or my memory woke me up.  I have to write it down.  I’m not 
sure if I will be able to sleep tonight. 
 
I remember drowning.   
 
The four of us were in the basement of the main building.  The room is usually 
used for dance practice, so there is plenty of space and no one uses it in 
the mornings.  It wasn’t long before we got together when we heard the rain, 
and then the thunder.  Being secluded in the basement, the sounds just 
made it cosier.  We were all tired and yawning from having gotten up so 
early. 
 
Carmel was the first to realise that rainwater was seeping into the room.  We 
went to investigate and found that water was coming in through the only door 
in the room that led to the stairwell.  I reached the door first and I 
remember opening it.  As I turned the door handle, I felt the door push 
open towards me and a gush of water came through.  I think that was when 
Zoe screamed and I started to panic.  We tried using the stairs, but the 
water was too strong.  I don’t know how long it was, but it felt like seconds 
when the water in the room started rising past our waists.    
 
Itzhak shouted at us at that point and asked if we all knew how to swim and 
all of us nodded in response.  He then told us that we just need to tread 
water and keep kicking if the water gets deeper.  We huddled close together 
and scanned the room for other ways out and we found that the way the room 
was structured, it originally had a very high ceiling.  The addition of an extra 
floor meant that it became a basement room.  When we looked up, we 
spotted something we had not seen before and all of us started gesturing 
towards the corner in the ceiling, where a lonely window stood.  The gap was 
big enough for one person, and the window stood at least three people high. 



 
We half swam half walked towards the wall with the window and we started to 
organise ourselves.  As the biggest one, I decided to be at the bottom and 
gave Itzhak a leg-up.  As soon as he was on my shoulder, we asked Carmel 
to climb up and try and reach the window.  By that time, the water was 
nearly at my chin and the current got stronger.   
 
I remember that we all fell into the water and started kicking to stay 
afloat, but the water rose very quickly and kept sucking us under.  Every 
time I managed to gasp some air, I saw three bobbing heads in front of me.  
That was until I felt a very very strong tug under water.  I don’t know what 
happened after that, but I felt like I was flying and as I looked down, I 
saw that I was. 
 
I heard Zoe say, ‘can we take a break please?’ and Itzhak then shouted 
at me that he is letting me down.  Still confused, I looked at my body and 
saw a rope looped around my chest and around each of my thighs, which was 
connected to a pulley system.  Itzhak seemed to be holding onto the other 
end of the rope.  Dumbly, I nodded and felt myself being lowered to the 
ground.   
 
I remember feeling confused and uneasy, but unsure why.  It was when I 
dreamt it again that I realised that we were all dressed differently.  I 
don’t remember what we wore, but I know that it was different from when we 
met up in the morning.   
 
I unhooked the rope off myself and walked towards the group, when I felt a 
choking sensation.  I remember coughing until it hurt, but it stopped when 
Itzhak came up to me.  He handed me a copy of a script titled ‘Leaf On 
The Wind’ and asked me if there was any other part that I wanted to 
rehearse.  I said ‘I don’t know, what do you think?’ and he nodded, answering  



 
‘we’re done I think.  Maybe once more of the flying scene but everything 
else is good.’  He was smiling, seeming pleased with our progress.  I 
remember nodding. 
 
I looked up at the pulley system that was to support me and I suddenly 
got the feeling of a very heavy chest again.  Quickly, I looked at the group 
chatting behind me and the feeling went away.  I am not sure why, but I 
asked Itzhak then if we could quickly rehearse the flying scene again and 
wrap up the day.  Carmel and Zoe seemed eager to be done, so they all 
agreed.  
 
Zoe helped me get into my rope suit as Itzhak and Carmel went to check 
the equipment.  As soon as we were all satisfied with the preparations, Zoe 
and Carmel moved to the front as audience and they shouted ‘Action!’  I 
looked at them and smiled and I said the line, ‘I am a leaf on the wind, 
watch how I soar’ and I kicked the ground as hard as I could whilst Itzhak 
yanked me up. 
 
I couldn’t see or hear anything, but I felt my chest hurt so much I thought 
it was exploding.  Reaching blindly, I grabbed on to what felt like metal bars, 
which I found out later were the grills in the window near the ceiling.  I still 
could not see or hear much then, but I have since been told that a fireman 
spotted me and grabbed on to my arms, whilst others came and sawed off 
the grill.  My next memory was waking up in this hospital. 



FRIDAY, 7 April 2023 
It has been a year since the freak flood that took my three friends, 
Carmel, Zoe and Itzhak.  They still have not been found, but authorities have 
closed the case as it would have been unlikely for them to have survived.  
Their families are distraught, as am I, but there is nothing any of us can do.  
I feel responsible even though I know I shouldn’t, but being the only 
survivor seems to have its burden.   
 
The school held a remembrance service for them today.  I couldn’t face any 
of their families.  I hope they understand.  
Lots of people turned up.  I still get stares, but I don’t feel guilty 
anymore.    
 
I have started university in a different town now and I am concentrating on 
getting my life and education back on track.  Before I left, which was a few 
days after our prom, I made a visit to our local library.  I somehow knew 
that I would make a discovery, but I was not prepared for this.  I do not 
know what to make of it, so I attach a copy of the two documents here as I 
found them.  Perhaps you will be able to make better sense of it.   



Programme booklet for ‘Leaf on the Wind’ 
Dated 8 April 1977 
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