Chapter Three

The heap began to tremble in the floor.  The curtains were open and the moonlight slid into the room revealing tousled hair and a bathrobe.  She’d done it again, hadn’t she?  Another missed day and her life was quickly slipping through her grasp.  Perhaps she really did have years ahead of her.  But how many heartbeats had she wasted with unconsciousness in the past four months?  The fainting spells began then.  Of course, it’s not quite a faint or a spell; she simply has a lightning flash inside her mind and collapses depending upon the intensity.  She’d never dealt with this sort of thing before he’d passed on.  What did he matter though?  He was never the model person or even someone her family thought she should be with.  He was below their station and was definitely labeled dangerous.  It was a pity—in her family’s eyes—that she had known him.  It was a pity—in her eyes—that her family hadn’t.  Life was never meant to be fair or easy or brimming with convenience.  Even though she had fallen into the life of luxury completely against her will, from the moment she drew her first breath she began to deal with pain and began to die.  She’d begun dying before she’d begun living.  Could she even consider what she was doing now…living?

Happiness was just a state of mind, wasn’t it?  She believed someone else could give you true happiness.  She’d only thought he had that gift to give her.  Perhaps she’d been wrong all along.  But the relevance was lost on her as her head began to ache and she felt as if a thousand metal poles were all at once slamming into her temples.  She didn’t remember headaches being this painful before.  What was different about now?  Everything…nothing…something…?
She stared into the moon’s face and imagined herself standing in a crater.  She wanted to be weightless.  She wanted to feel that she could just float away and never be heard from again.  She wanted to be cared for, sure, but she knew that no one cared.  Her family had convinced a maid and a butler to remain in the mansion with her while they found a larger place of residence.  Her family didn’t care to deal with her; she’d always been a thorn in their side.  Of course, unlike her sickly brother she’d never been in the hospital before…what her parents were calling an “accident” caused by reckless shaving.  The reason that would possess her to shave her wrists and arms escaped all her reasoning.  Her attempt at suicide was nothing short of intentional self-destructive behavior; there was no “accident” about it.

The hospital had said she was healthy, or at least that’s the story the papers received.  Her father couldn’t afford his multi-million dollar company to be scarred by gossip about his daughter’s attempted suicide.  All the papers called her accident just that and the public was so devoid of sense that it failed to see through the lies.  The emotional appeal of her story was ridiculous, using such phrases as “accident-prone daughter nearly loses life but because of the fast-action of her father was saved and is now quite healthy in her home.”  Yes, she was in her home; no, her father never saved her.  Her father only knew she existed when she did something wrong.  He removed her from the hospital just as quickly as his wallet and the staff could agree.  Everyone had a nice bonus that week, even the lowly janitor who hadn’t been given a raise in 20 years.  There were flowers and balloons that were taken out of the hospital with her as she was ushered to the vehicle in the face of cameras and reporters.  Her face had been caked with make-up and she had been moved while she was sleeping, the nurse assuring the reporters that she had gotten a migraine and was given medicine so as not to force her to deal with the pain.  She’d only learned of this because she woke up in the vehicle to her father’s discussion with the nurse.  
Why didn’t her family want to remain in the house with her?  She was never murderous, only suicidal.  And now she wasn’t even suicidal.  She just wanted to get away from it all.  A shooting star flew past the moon and caught her stare.  Something within her sparked with this, as if it were a match being lit in an abysmal cave.  She finally came to the realization of where she could turn.  She removed her bathrobe and opened the closet door to clothe herself in a black dress and an ankle-length coat.  Completely ignoring the beckoning of the maid she flew out the door as if she had wings and found herself running.  How long would it take to get there?

