Chapter 2

The warmth of the sun filtered onto her eyelids through the black lace curtains covering the picture window.  She flinched as the yellow seemed to invade her opaque eyelids.  Hadn’t she just fallen asleep moments earlier?  Apparently the sun refused to allow her the rest she so desired, and so began another day.  At least the present was different from the previous day.  The storm had ceased; even though she loved storms the danger of flooding in her own residence was growing with every trickle of rain falling from her roof to the stream in the ever-nearing distance.

Lying in bed she looked up and studied the overhanging black canopy for a few moments.  The time to rise from the bed was nearing.  She was to have a full day and she could not afford to miss out.  Her pale, bare feet were the first to find the cold wooden planks at the side of her bed.  She stretched her thin, pale arms towards the sky as if embracing the world and opened her mouth as if to say hello to everything in—and even beyond—the planet.  The muscles in her long legs began to move and contract to the point she found herself standing in the dimly lit room enveloped by a black robe two sizes too large.  Directly ahead she spied a face staring at her—her own face in a mirror.  The once sky-blue eyes had faded to grey with barely a touch of blue.  Her hair had twisted and turned in the night atop her head to appear as a mass of black netting.  Her pallor was disquieting, but the ruby red lips reinforced the notion that her health was slowly returning.

She wondered just how long she had spent in that hospital.  Her last memory of the hospital was of some nurse screaming at her.  It was then she lost consciousness, and for a week at her…home…she faded in and out.  She distinctly recalled her own piercing blue eyes, but to remember her own eyes was to remember the pain deep within her very soul.  She had grown and become stronger than she had ever imagined.  The façade of strength and near-wellness was so powerful even she was beginning to believe it.  But where exactly was she?

All she knew was that it would be a busy day.  She would attend tea, visit someone who had recently requested her presence and walk that painful path down the highway of memory.  She had very nearly come to a point where the pain was an integral part in her new life.  Was this not to be her new home?  Perhaps it was too large a place for so few humans, but architectural structures were merely enclosed space one was forced to pay for if they desired that certain amenity referred to as “privacy.”  Was it possible to be more private than this?

She had removed all concept of time from her life by destroying the clocks and calendars and shifting her perceptions.  She no longer perceived time as something to worry with.  She was concerned with living for as long as her heart continued to encourage the blood to pulsate through her body.  She was free in the sense that time held no shackles over her and could never again bind her as it once did.  She accepted life as it was presented to her.  Everything had some purpose, but she would never assert that she knew just what this seemingly Divine purpose could possibly be.  She did not allow herself to be swept away by the current with the trendy and traditional.  She was on a different plane now.  She had left the former to those smaller-minded people bound to the aspects of life that no longer—and perhaps had never—existed.  

Could time heal all things?  It didn’t matter.  What would be most definitely could be and was because it always was destined to be.  No philosophical banter intended, simply what she had deigned to be the truth.  Other humans were unnecessary; though some chemical in her mind was released each time she came in contact with a certain few people on the planet she believed should matter to her.  There was no doubt in her mind whether they could make a difference.  To her, they already had.  And with this thought a burning sensation tingled in her brain to cause the hairs of her neck to extend in a position perpendicular to the skin the hairs extended from; and she collapsed onto the floor in a heap of black and nearly white.
