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CHAPTER ONE

	Her soul was deeply troubled, but there was something worse: the helplessness had broken her spirit. Not once, but twice, she had failed to end it. She had made up her mind that it would be easy, but now she stared longingly at her failure. This was the story of her life: failing at the simplest things, struggling to comprehend the most basic ways to go about life. Each morning was a damning reminder of how unworthy her life had become.

	

	She was certain of one thing: that help wasn’t coming. They offered to help, but she knew better not to be optimistic, because they seemed as helpless as she was. They struggled to understand what she went through; so how then would they even help her? She didn’t believe in the fantasy of a happy life, and there was only one thing left to do: which was to accept her situation.

	

	She had lived a life of vain hope in powerful orators and life coaches, but now she stared at their emptiness with indifference. There were sounds in her head, little whispering voices telling her to end it, promising freedom on the other side, getting louder and unkind over the years. Life had been a scam.

	

	During the church sermons, where she was dragged every Sunday morning, she often grinned as the pastor painstakingly defined life as a gift. She often chuckled in the middle of the back pew, arousing the reproachful whispers of elderly pious people who stared at her with indignation. Mother brushed it off as adolescent rebellion, saying she would outgrow it. But she was now grown, and little had changed.

	

	She had sought professional help, but it came to nothing. Only Mr. Carter, a psychologist and family friend, gave her momentary relief. She knew the truth that was in her heart and had stopped fighting. She was feeble, pitiful, and didn’t know true happiness.

	

	On the afternoon of January 21st, 2015, she sat on her hospital bed and sighed heavily. She tried to loosen her stiff neck as she slowly turned her head from side to side. Forty-two days ago, she had been admitted to the intensive care unit of the hospital, holding on to dear life. Two weeks ago, as her condition improved, she had been transferred to the hospital's private wing in a secluded room.

	

	Earlier in the day, she had asked the nurses to extend her bed close to the window because she wanted to see outside. They did, but informed her they weren’t allowed to open it and only used the air-conditioning. She agreed. She was in the hospital for a second unsuccessful suicide attempt, so the refusal to open the room’s window was obvious, and she didn’t argue.

	

	The medication made her feel hollow, void of feelings. The afternoon sun was bright, and all she thought of was how selfish nature carried on as she suffered. When she was off the medications, she felt something. It was anger. She was angry at life. She was tired of everything.

	

	“How uninteresting this is!” she thought as she looked outside. She no longer cried; she had cried a lot in her room every evening for the past seven years. Killing herself was only a natural option: opting out of a raw deal, but nature wouldn’t let her. It was a cruel joke playing on repeat.

	

	She came to learn, after the failed second attempt, that the feeling only hid for a time, lingering about behind a thin veil. Lurking before it crept back when things seemed to be getting better. The first attempt was four years ago; she used the pills she found in Mother’s dresser drawer that failed and left her drowsy for a week. They weren’t as potent as she had thought they would be. But it left her more determined, and she sought a sure way to end it.

	

	Cutting the artery in her wrist would do the trick; she fantasized about it countless times in her mind until it wasn’t scary anymore. It almost worked; she was convinced she crossed over, only to be welcomed back by the beeping sounds. It was the same now. The only difference was that Mother didn’t scold her this time, at least not soon after.

	

	Mother’s look was pitiful, and it was the last thing she wanted anyone to feel for her. She believed in a weird theory: that since everyone ended up dead, it was immense strength for one to choose how and when it happened. For her, that was bravery, and no one was going to talk her out of it.

	

	“You’ve spent the last two days staring outside. You’ve gotten your sister asking questions I don’t have answers to,” Mother said.

	

	Mother was a warm-hearted, soft-spoken woman with likable manners and a mild temper.

	

	“What questions?” Sara asked.

	

	“She is scared, that’s all I can say,” Mother replied pitifully.

	

	“I hear the things they say, but I’m not crazy,” Sara explained.

	

	Mother stood up.

	

	She didn’t want to discuss the subject. “Let me warm your food; I will be back shortly,” Mother said. She was most careful with her, empathetic and doing a lot to hide her frustration, but Sara knew she was struggling. Mother left for the cafeteria, leaving Sara looking outside. She made an effort to stand again, but instead quickly trembled and sat back down because her whole body hurt.

	

	The room was on the sixth floor of the hospital, and all she thought of was the urge she felt to jump. The medication did very little, as suicidal thoughts still haunted her. They hadn’t gone away because the voices in her head still spoke. She writhed and turned in pain as her muscles felt stiff. She sat upright again, but the light shining through the window quickly became blinding. She turned to stare at the wall because her eyes hurt.

	

	Her face was pale, and her eye color inconsistent. Sara was a small woman with a perpetually grim and near-perfect round face, and also a pale and pasty skin complexion. She seldom laughed, and when she did, it was a piercing sound of sudden excitement that quickly ebbed, like she hadn’t meant it. She removed her sandals and slowly put her feet on the cold tiles; a cold chill went through her. The veins on her feet were engorged and swollen.

	

	She stood again, but as in a sudden jerky movement, quickly sat as a sharp pain went through her arm. The sudden movement had moved the needle in her arm, and her wrist began swelling. She put her elbow on her thighs and hands to support her head; she felt a pounding headache that worsened every time she looked outside. She craned her neck again to have a clearer view outside as her eyes got used to the light.

	

	There were children running around and elderly people in wheelchairs pushed by nurses. The wind was boisterous; it carried fallen leaves that swirled in nearly perfect spirals. The children slowly left the field, but the nurses and the old people seemed undeterred. Beyond the fence, where she had a clear view from the room, there was a basketball court and sweaty men playing basketball. They continually knocked each other out of the way and seemed to celebrate everything. She didn’t understand the game, but watched on as the sunlight bounced off the players’ wet bodies; a welcome distraction that she entertained to escape her thoughts.

	

	Mother came back with Merci, Sara’s younger sister. Merci ran into the room and sat beside Sara on the bed. She was ten years old and wore her school uniform because the family driver had picked her up from school and dropped her at the hospital before driving her home later. She had visited every day for the last four days. Mother put the food on the table and pulled the heavier curtain inside to reduce the light coming into the room.

	

	“How was school today?” Sara asked, but Merci didn’t respond. She was distracted and stared outside excitedly. Sara called again, louder the second time. “I heard you the first time. I have attention problems, but I’m not deaf,” Merci explained. “Sorry,” Sara was remorseful. “School was great!” Merci quickly rose to her feet but didn’t turn towards Sara. “This is amazing! The people look so tiny from up here.”

	

	Mother turned to Sara. “Coming here excites her a great deal, but I guess it’s the window today. Let’s have lunch now.” The aroma of seasoned chicken escaped the wrapping and got Merci’s attention. “I will have the chicken too.” They laughed, and Merci turned away in anger. “You’ll have whatever I’m having,” Sara reassured her, and she smiled.

	

	“I will take her home as soon as we are done eating,” Mother said. “Does it have to be that soon?” Sara asked. “I’m afraid so. I know how troublesome she becomes in the mornings when she gets too tired. I want her to sleep in the afternoon.” Mother explained. Sara struggled to eat, but Merci hurriedly ate her fries, and midway through the lunch, she already had her shirt soiled in ketchup.

	

	The doctor walked in as a nurse folded a bed sheet and checked her. “Today is Thursday. She will be discharged in three days if treatment progresses well. We are on the right path.” He called Mother outside. “This is the best time to prepare for the psychosocial help she will need, as earlier discussed. I could set up an appointment with the in-house psychologist.”

	

	“You won’t need to; I have all that arranged with a psychologist who has worked with her before,” Mother said. “Is he any good?” the doctor asked, unconvinced. “He is the best. I will go in now.” Mother said. He agreed, “Okay. I hope her appetite improves. Make sure she eats well after she is discharged.” The doctor left, and Mother walked back into the room.

	

	Merci slept in the chair after lunch, and Mother carried her out of the chair. Merci wrapped her hands firmly around Mother’s neck and put her head on her shoulder. They left, and Sara was left alone in the room. She realized that her father hadn’t come to see her during her time at the hospital; she didn’t expect him, but couldn’t help but wonder.

	

	She was now used to his absence and had stopped acting out since she was twelve. Mother came back two hours later and sat by her. Sara turned towards her as she lay on the bed, but Mother’s face looked serious.

	

	“This has gone on too long. It is no longer worth it. I know there is a rift between you and your father, but you can’t always act out in this manner,” Mother lamented. Sara knew better and stayed silent when Mother was angry, mostly because she seldom showed her anger.

	

	She continued, “Merci begged to see you, even when I repeatedly refused. And for God’s sake, you’re her elder sister! You ought to set an example for her, but have you thought about all that? No. I’m lost for words when I’m questioned why your behavior is repetitive.” She stopped and sniffed. Her eyes were wet as emotions boiled; it was unlike her.

	

	“We love you, but we feel powerless now. Aren’t we enough to save you?” Mother asked, and Sara broke down. “We are running out of options on what to do. I’m asking you for help this time because God knows I need it.” Sara was still quiet; what was there to say that she hadn’t said the first time?

	

	She lifted herself from the bed and buried herself in Mother’s embrace, sobbing uncontrollably. She felt sorry for Mother, even more than for herself, but how would she explain that there was very little that could be done? That she couldn’t do much about how badly she felt?

	

	How could she explain all this to her and not sound crazy? How could she tell her that she wanted to be the model daughter, a role model Merci would love and adore? How could she explain that their love had not failed her? She cried because Mother was hurting, and her father, the only man she loved, wasn’t around for her.

	

	“I know there is strength in you because I didn’t raise a weak child. I need you to listen to the better voice of good within you. We can pay for all the therapy there is, but it all ends with you, so I ask that you remain strong and fight,” Mother sighed. Sara raised her head and spoke, “I haven’t given up, and I don’t take lightly the love that you’ve shown me.” Mother nodded, but with curious indifference.

	

	The sun was setting outside, and Mother drew in the curtains further. She helped Sara dress in her stockings and then lay on the bed next to Sara’s. A nurse walked in to check on her and then bade farewell to them, telling Mother another nurse would be coming in because her shift had ended.

	

	“Is she as kind as you are?” Mother asked. “I know you’ll love her,” the nurse replied. Sara’s grandfather called Mother, and Sara was barely awake as Mother spoke to her grandfather on the phone. He repeatedly asked to speak to Sara, but Mother promised to get her on the phone the next day when she was better enough to speak.

	

	Sara was embarrassed; she didn’t know what to tell her grandfather if he asked why she was in the hospital. If she told him the truth, he would certainly give her a tongue-lashing, and she wasn’t ready for that. She knew she wouldn’t keep silent either, because her grandfather had a curious ability to get the truth out of anyone, probably learned in his practice as a former government spy who was now retired. The longer it took to speak to him, the better.

	


