The door knob felt Maggie’s anguish as she gripped it and twisted hardly to enter her room. Without thought of consequence she had grabbed the handle and jerked the knob with the same resentment she felt in her mind. Was it annoyance, unexpectancy, or just plain antipathy that was coursing through the veins rising to the sides of her temples, exposing themselves during this rare state of emotion? Her soft blue-grey eyes had changed to a deepening dark blue. To catch her gaze at the very moment she stomped into the room would be to look into an abyss, unable to make out the slightest reflection of happiness. As her hand left the knob, she pulled it to her mouth to possibly cover up the scream she so desperately wanted to voice and began to cry. It began with a single tear and ended with just three when she sat on her bed. The cell phone sitting on the bed stand to her right was moving in clockwise circles with slight vibrations being heard. She reached for the phone but instead tucked her arms around her stomach and put her head on her knees. She stayed in that position until her hard breathing regulated. A smile came across her face unexpectedly, a laugh was let out. Was this change of action and reaction what the doctor and her mother had discussed earlier?   
