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This book is a work of fiction. The

characters, events, and places portrayed in this book are products of the

author’s imagination and are either fictitious or are used fictitiously. Any

similarity to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental and not

intended by the author.












Chapter One
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England was cloudy once again. The sky a

blanket as thick as wool and heavy like a sheath one would use to cover

something of value that could not afford any scratches; both things making it

impossible to let the sun shine through at all. Raindrops began falling as

expected and dripped down in chorus on the glass window Lydia Winter was

longingly gazing out of. She finally blinked at the noise of little stones

against the cold glass, the pitter-patter strong enough to mimic the sound of

pellets.




If only his ego had allowed him to

listen to me that tragic, unfaithful day, we would need not be where we are

now; caught and tangled in this invisible web without warning, having changed

the course of my once joyful and simpler life.




She looked over at the table clock sitting

to her right and sighed, the intricately carved hands showed the time to be

late afternoon. Lifting the hem of her dress above the floor she stood up to

visit the man that had birthed her sorrows. It is time. Entering the empty

hallway, she made her way down to the room where George was probably laying

slump. Arriving, she knocked at the door politely, knowing she must step inside

regardless.




“Come on in,” a deep joyless voice said

from inside the room.




Lydia Winter opened the door. “I see we

have not made any attempts to get out of bed,” Lydia said, drawing the curtains

open hoping some sunlight would find its way in and cheer the grumpy man up. George

grunted under his breath. Lydia ignored his displeased reaction.




“Did you have your porridge earlier? It

concerns me that you are not eating well. You are not going to get well

starving yourself of food, now will you?” she asked him, sincerely concerned.




“What thing will it change if I do or do

not eat? It cannot be undone! Are you implying that filling my belly with

porridge will make me able to walk again? It is absurd how you think that I

will miraculously be nursed to health eventually and that a new leg will grow

out of this pathetic excuse of a stump!” George yelled, frustrated with his

condition.




Lydia looked at him, no longer able to

ignore his rude demeanor, her eyes welling up with the hurt his words had

caused her, cutting her skin.




“The least you could do is try, all my

duties revolve around you and this family, everything has fallen heavily on my

fragile feminine shoulders and I bear it as long as the will and strength in me

allows it, but would it bother you so much to appreciate me sometimes? To speak

kindly despite your mood, to love your wife every now and then? Is that too

great a favor to ask of?” Lydia said, a tear escaping her right eye and

trickling down her cheek before she wiped it with her hand. She left the room

not wanting to hear any more of it and closed the door behind her. What has

become of us? What has become of… me?




Lydia retired to her own bedroom to get

some rest and to calm the heart pounding frantically in her chest. Her husband

turned into a sullen man, since the day of the accident that cost him his leg.

She recalled the events before the misfortune and at every point her heart

whispered to her ‘if only he had listened’. It had been one of her greatest

fears for George to be ill or worse before her, she knew she would not be able

to bear it, he was a kind man who had loved her greatly despite their strictly

arranged union; he had still loved her as if they were soulmates destined to

fall in love.




Feeling uneasy, she jumped out of bed to

her work table and pulled out a paper and a quill pen from the small drawer on

the left of the table.




My Lovely Alexandra... she began her letter, knowing full well that these mere words were

not nearly enough to portray how dearly she missed her daughter, especially at

such times. Your Father is well, as you saw him last. To this day, I wish

upon myself to have had the courage and kept him from that hunting trip.

Although, you remind me again and again not to label myself as the cause of his

accident, as a wife, it will haunt me always. You too, will know this feeling

when you are wed. Most dull days, I fear for my sanity and how long I can stand

against those ill rumors about our family and misfortune. I have even heard

some say it is a stroke of bad luck to be the one hunted when going out

hunting. I did not know a man could lose so much with just one limb lost, from

respect to honor all are facades kept curtained by wealth. Keeping this place

in mint condition has not been done so without difficulty, it is admirable that

your Uncle Vernon sends donations as he feels, this is transparently obvious to

only be happening since your Father is still alive, I shiver in my night

thinking what would happen, had he not lived. Being a governess proves daily

more troubling; it does not pay very well and requires the hours of a laborer’s

work. My body is getting too old for this but alas, you and Emma, are reasons

enough to push forward. She folded the letter and sealed it for Alexandra’s

eyes only. I pray this letter finds you in health and happiness.
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Mrs. Cartwright, the headmistress at

Derbyshire Abbey, a well-recognized girl’s school that Lydia Winter was now

struggling to pay the monthly fees of, had wanted to speak with Alexandra in

private that day. It was not a common occurrence and when it did happen the few

rare times, the topic of discussion was usually late school fees, thus Alexandra

gave it little due attention. Mistaking for it to be just an ordinary and

unimportant urgency to discuss something that would not truly concern her, Alexandra

thought to delay speaking with Mrs. Cartwright till after all her lessons.




During her Reading lesson, when they were

all heavily engrossed in a classic piece of literature, Mrs. Cartwright knocked

on the classroom door asking Alexandra to come with her. Confused and slightly

worried at how Mrs. Cartwright had interrupted her lesson, she got up and

followed Mrs. Cartwright out into the open and empty school hallway.




“I apologize for disturbing your lesson but

I am afraid this matter required such measures,” Mrs. Cartwright said in a tone

softer than usual.




“May I know what it is that requires my

immediate attention, Mrs. Cartwright? Frankly, you worry me with what you are

saying,” Alexandra asked her, sensing that something terrible had happened. Is

Father dead?! She thought to herself and gasped, certain that this was what

Mrs. Cartwright was going to tell her.




“I regret to inform you that it is not

pleasant news I bear... I just received a letter... there has been an accident...”

she managed to say before Alexandra began panicking.




“An accident? Of what nature? Is Father

alright and well?” Alexandra asked frightened, fighting back the worried tears

in her eyes.




“My dear, this accident does not concern

your Father, it is your Mother that met an accident the day before yesterday,”

Mrs. Cartwright said slowly.




“Mother? What has happened?” Alexandra

asked her, surprised to learn that it was not her Father the letter was about.




“Alexandra... I am very sorry... your

Mother... her injuries were too extensive... she is no longer with us,” Mrs. Cartwright

said, feeling saddened herself.




“What? This cannot be true... this is not

true!” Alexandra said slipping into a state of shock.




Mrs. Cartwright held her hand tight, “I

will ask someone to pack your things for you and you will leave this afternoon

,” Alexandra stared at her blankly, having gone cold and numb from the shocking

news. Mother is gone?




Every moment after that was a blur for Alexandra,

she watched her things being packed, her clothes being folded and arranged in a

bag as she stood in the room watching idly, still unable to comprehend and

process how her life had taken an unforeseen turn. On her journey home that

afternoon, she sat quietly in the coach, looking outside the window but not

seeing anything at all.




Mother cannot be gone; I have not seen

her recently. The last time I visited was months ago. How could she be gone? Alexandra wondered, feeling sick and holding her Mother’s most

recent letter in her hand. She ran her finger over her words, her handwriting

now strange. A teardrop fell on the letter, spreading the ink of two words.




Alexandra wiped her eyes and folded the

letter, keeping it safely inside as though this was all she had of her. The

coach reached the estate and pulled up at the main entrance. At first glance of

her home, she felt a sinking feeling inside of her, the unknowingness of what

was going to happen now making her almost faint and weak in the knees. The

footman opened the coach door and Alexandra stepped off with his hand aiding

her.




“I am sorry for your loss, Miss Alexandra,”

he said, bowing his head with respect.




Alexandra nodded her head, without a word

in speech and continued heading inside the house. As soon as she stepped

inside, a weeping Emma came running towards her and put her arms around her

older sister. All this time, Alexandra had controlled her emotions, crying but

only softly and only when she was alone, but having her little sister cling

onto her in desperation and pain, reflected how she too felt and taking no heed

in who was standing close by, Alexandra cried embracing her sister. It is just

you and me now, Emma, she thought trying to console her sister while not being

able to stop her own tears from taking their course down her face.
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