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Once she’d read the article, Lydia just sat there frozen on the sofa, unable to think, unable to speak, unable to do anything at all. It was as if the world had just ended, though the TV was still running. It was as if she’d just died, but was still aware, still sentient and yet completely unable to comprehend what had happened. 

Finally a single thought filtered through her petrified state. “It can’t be true. Oh God, don’t let it be true.” But at the same time she knew perfectly well that it was. And just in case there was any doubt, there was still the magazine mocking her with its exclusive spoiler scoop.

Abruptly she got up. Her parents, who had been watching TV in the same room, actually managed to divert their eyes from the magic screen for once.

“Lydia, don’t you want to watch the rest of the show?” her mother called after her, “But then you weren’t watching anyway, just reading that stupid magazine.” Mom shook her head. “I don’t understand you, the show about the lady lawyer is so good.”

Lydia wanted to cry out. “Shut up.” She wanted to cry out how little she cared about that stupid show and that stupid lady lawyer and how could she be expected to care about stupid TV shows and stupid lady lawyers (And who’d care about that woman anyway? She was old after all.) when the whole world had just come crashing down all around her. But she knew her parents well enough to know that they wouldn’t understand, so she said nothing. She just walked out of the room, slamming the door behind her for good measure. 

“Don’t bang the door,” her father called after her, “You’re always breaking things and then who has to repair them? Me.”

Lydia did not react, though she fervently wanted to tell Dad just how little she cared about the house he’d built and how much she hated always having to be careful because she might break something. Instead, she just marched into her room banging three more doors on the way, which got the point across just as well. 

Once inside her room, she flung herself onto her bed and turned on the radio on the bedside table. Pop-music, a song by Oasis, sad and angry like Lydia herself, flooded the room, but she did not hear one word of it. Nonetheless, for a few minutes she pretended very firmly to be listening to the radio. But the music did not make her feel better, so she switched the radio off again, got up and restlessly paced up and down the room.

She came to an abrupt halt in front of the shelf, where his photograph stood and regarded it for a long moment. Matt, looking so good in jeans and a lumberjack shirt, with that red-headed slut standing beside him. Screw her. She was behind this. It was her fault, all her fault. Damned fire-haired whore, she had been after him in from the beginning.

Gripped by a sudden fury, Lydia spat at the precious photograph, spat at the image of that red-haired slut.

“Hope you choke on it, Jeannie.”

Saliva ran down the glass covering the photograph, dripped on the wooden shelf and from there to the floor. Lydia was not satisfied, though. She grabbed the photograph and hurled it against the wall. The glass shattered and the frame splintered on impact.

“Take that, Jeannie.”

But seeing the picture lying there on the floor, covered with splinters of wood and broken glass, didn’t give her any real satisfaction, either. Her room became oppressive all of a sudden, his face and that of the red-headed slut staring at her from the broken photograph became unbearable. So Lydia turned off the light and left, once again banging the door behind her.

Still restless, Lydia returned to the living room and her parents. The magazine still lay open on the sofa, taunting her. Lydia steadfastly ignored it, sat down crosslegged on the floor and watched the last few minutes of the show about the lady lawyer without understanding much of it. Not that she cared much, she didn’t like the show about the lady lawyer anyway. It was for old people, people who cared about lawyers and trials and objections and endless discussions of irrelevancies.

A commercial break came on and so Lydia finally tried to talk to her mother about what had happened. But it was in vain, for Mom wouldn’t listen. Solving a crossword puzzle was apparently was more important than her only daughter having her heart shattered into a billion little pieces.

Her parents disgusted her. Why had she ever thought she could find comfort here? Mom and Dad were so insensitive, so occupied with newspapers, crossword puzzles and stupid shows about stupid lady lawyers with stupid problems that they didn’t even notice Lydia’s distress. They just couldn’t see how much she had been hurt, how her whole world had just been shattered. And even if they did notice — of that Lydia was utterly convinced — they wouldn’t care. Mom and Dad were so hardhearted, so cruel. They had never really understood her.

Unable to bear her parents indifference any longer, she stormed from the room, banging the door behind her once again.

“Where are you going?” Mom called after her, “Quincy will be on in a minute.” Dad just grumbled about Lydia’s lack of respect for the house he had built.

Lydia did not even listen, much less react. She just left. Mom and Dad didn’t understand her and they never would. They only cared about crossword puzzles and house repairs and lady lawyers and stupid Dr. Quincy who was so old he might as well be dead.

She did not go back to her room, however, because she could not bear to see his pictures there. No, what she needed right now was a dark and quiet place, a place where she could be alone with her thoughts. She found just such a place in the old, comfortable armchair, that had been standing in a corner of the dining room for as long as Lydia could remember. She tiptoed through the darkened dining room and curled up in that enormous monstrosity of brown leather. The armchair made her feel safe and comforted. Here, hidden from the world, could she be alone with her thoughts and her feelings.

For a moment Lydia just sat there motionless, reflecting on what had happened. It still seemed completely incomprehensible to her. Really, it had happened without any warning whatsoever. If she’d guessed, if she’d had just a hint of suspicion, if she’d had any warning at all, then she wouldn’t have invested so much of herself in him, wouldn't have given her very soul to him. Bastard. How dare he hook up with that red-headed slut Jeannie of all people?

Somewhere in the middle of those reflections it occurred to her that she hadn’t even shed a single tear about the loss of her beloved yet. But devastated as she felt, she ought to cry. No wonder that her parents hadn’t even noticed that something was wrong. But if they found her weeping, then surely they would show more sympathy. So she concentrated very hard on crying and repeatedly wiped her eyes to force out the tears that would not come voluntarily. Finally, the tears did begin to fall and after a few minutes she was sobbing violently.

Lydia had been indulging in her grief for a while, when she began to wonder why her parents were not looking for her. Surely they would want to know where she had vanished to. After all, they were always so interested in her whereabouts, when she did not want them to know.

She sat up straight and listened intently for sounds from the living room above, but the only thing she could make out was the dim noise of the TV. There were no sounds of movement whatsoever. Apparently her parents were more interested in the exploits of Dr. Quincy, the heroic coroner, than their daughter’s mortally wounded heart.

Surely by now they should have guessed what had happened, realised how much he’d hurt her. They knew how she felt about him after all, although she had tried to hide it at first. But of course she hadn’t been able to conceal her feelings for long. You couldn’t possibly keep such a love secret.

And if Mom had finally finished that damned crossword of hers, she should’ve flipped through the magazine by now, should’ve read the article by now. The article that had broken Lydia’s heart. The article with the exclusive spoilerific preview of the next season of the popular teen drama Foggy Estates. The article that said that “Matt Akton (played by Jack Carey) would find a new love in Jeannie Lovell (Sarah Greyson), when Jeannie finally ditched her nerdy boyfriend Scott (Alex Miller)”.

Lydia simply couldn’t understand it. Matt and Jeannie. How could that have happened, how could he ever be stupid enough to fall for her? Of course, Matt had been infatuated with Jean, every boy in that whole damned show had been. But Jeannie was a slut. Everybody knew that. She’d only been playing with all of those boys and in the end she got stuck with that loser Scott, because he was the only one who would tolerate her constant lying and cheating. Besides, it wasn’t as if a slut like Jeannie deserved anything better than Scott with his thick glasses anyway. 

At any rate, she did not deserve Matt. After all, Jeannie had never been able to truly understand him. She couldn’t see that Matt was only pretending to be this tough bad boy, that in truth his soul was deeply wounded because of all the pain he’d had in his life. No, Jeannie could never love Matt the way he ought to be loved. Only one girl in the whole world could love him the way he deserved. And that girl was Lydia.

Her thoughts were interrupted, when the dining room door opened and her mother entered. Finally.

“Oh, there you are,” Mom said, “What are you doing here all alone in the dark? You’ll ruin your eyes.” Determinedly, Mom pressed the light switch next to the door.

Lydia blinked as the harsh bulbs of the department store candelabra over the dining table flickered on. She wondered how she might look, cowering in the old leather armchair, eyes reddened, tears rolling down her cheeks, a bundle of misery. Maybe now Mom would understand.

“Oh, my darling, what’s wrong?” Mom wanted to know, clear concern in her voice. She hastened to Lydia’s side, put an arm around her shoulder, while searching the pockets of her blue and white housedress for a handkerchief with the other hand. Finally she found one, not quite as unused as it ought to be, and handed it to her sobbing daughter. “Now there, baby, stop crying,” she said soothingly, “Look, I even brought you your magazine.”

Mom dumped the magazine into Lydia’s lap, hoping that it would cheer her up. But the result was quite contrary to what she had intended. For of course, that damned magazine had to fall open at that exact article, the photo of Matt and Jeannie, smiling and arm in arm, taunting her. And so Lydia burst into tears anew. 

“Darling, what’s the matter?”

“Oh, Mamma,” Lydia managed to say between two sobs, “Matt is going to get together with that stupid slut Jeannie Lovell. It’s in the magazine.” Lydia sneezed heartily into the used handkerchief. “And I love him so much.”

Mom just gave her a very confused
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