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Mourning to Ashes

by Martin McCabe


Caroline hadn't seen a sunrise in years, and she longed for it on her face. The warm, glowing hands of God seemed to caress her cold body within a single stream of light flowing down her hand—a glimpse of the huge ball of burning gas the rest of the mortal world took for granted. But she couldn't bring herself to the sun willingly now; for she knew full well she couldn't endure the pain. So she continued her daily routine of awaking, feeding, and sleeping—never entering the world to save her from herself. 


A terrible disease had long ago consumed Caroline. So terrible was this incurable sickness that some even thought it almost grand. At times she herself felt this way, but she loathed it most of the time. And there was plenty of time for that loathing. Time seemed to be the one thing she had plenty of—time to live, to ponder, to wallow in past sins, to love—perhaps for eternity. She was stricken with a sickness cast upon her by, it seemed, the devil himself. The eternally fatal disease of vampirism coursed through the living death of her body, mind, and soul.


Caroline was nearly nine hundred years old, yet her figure remained that of a twenty year old. Her body withheld terrible secrets and wonderful benefits such as immortality. Of course, immortality was both a blessing as well as a curse. Healing required only a fraction of the time that it required for the “cattle,” otherwise known as humans, who were on the bottom of this particular two being food chain. Her strength was amazing, and she didn’t have to breathe. Yet, the deficits were much greater than the benefits. If she loved, which she had, an ordeal was partaken in that could never be equaled. 


Caroline watched her lovers die, one after one, withering away as she remained the same. Many a time did she wish she could naturally follow them to the grave; but her disease, as she called it, always told her it wasn't allowed. She thought many times of destroying herself, and even attempted the seemingly astonishing feat, usually after experiencing the horrible feeling of self-hatred, which was born when her parents had died at fifty without seeing their little girl grow up. She was the only person, if you will, who personally knew her fifth generation grand nephew. Nothing, nothing could take the pain away.


As Caroline pondered her existence, she began to realize that she no longer could continue to be who she was. She no longer could bear to live forever if that forever meant the endless observance of innocents dying in her arms as she extinguished their lives in the worst imaginable way. Every time she fed, her humanity slowly slipped away and was torn from her being as wolves that ravage the flesh of their newly killed prey. All the women, men, children, and animals, she thought, would never be able to satisfy her bloodlust; and she felt they should not have to. More and more, her obsession for the void of mortality became overwhelmingly tempting.

She decided that one last sunrise would end it all. She yearned for the feeling of warmth on her cold, dead, and still thriving skin, leading her to an eternity of rest. She hungered for the burning and marvelous pain of her soul, if it still existed, extracting itself from her earthly vessel and extending its ghastly hands to its Creator. It was perfect, she thought.

Caroline arose and climbed, climbed out of the hole in the ground she called home during the day, and cursed by night. She crawled through the abandoned sewer systems of southwest San Francisco; how she arrived there she never knew. She crawled and climbed to abandon her predatory life for something better; for she did not fear death—she had experienced it before. All too well she knew the pain, the pleasure, and the feeling of disconnection from all the worldly suffering for something better. Yet through death she had accomplished something much, much worse.


Caroline lifted the sewer grate with the same ease she could lift a car, tossing it to the side of the road as she pulled herself out of the dark abyss of her daily life. It was early morning and she had not fed, a treachery to her body that left her in agonizing hunger pains when she awoke in the evening. But this morning, she thought, it would cease to matter.


She walked toward the bay, pondering her worth, thinking of who could possibly be hurt by her second death save herself. Who did she know? Except for the endless ritual of feeding, she had quit human contact when her love had died without her four hundred years before. She knew no one.

No one to mourn me when I die yet again, no one to care. They don’t even know I exist as what and who I am, Caroline mused as she walked down the avenue toward the bay and passed the early risers who worked in bakeries, schools, and prisons. She reflected upon the types of food they had just eaten for breakfast—the type of food that always left a gritty, insipid, and unsatisfying taste in her mouth on those few occasions when she had sampled them. No passers-by cast her a second glance as she walked by even though she wore the same eighteenth century garb she had donned over a century before. She was just a weirdo to them, not scary, not important—just someone who was fated to be ignored, a diminished soul in a diminishing world. 


She reached the bay and walked to the water to kneel in the shadow-laden sand of the morning that at times glittered golden, not gray as she now witnessed in the dark. She knelt down in the soft, dark sand and became still, closing her eyes to make sure she wanted what was about to take place in the cold morning. Caroline believed there was a God, for she herself was a perverse example of that higher divinity, a mystifying demon of nature and society. A small smile crossed her face. A demon committing yet another "sin"... the sin of self-destruction, she thought. 

Yet anything would be better, and she was glad she made her decision before the time came, before the first ray of light peaked over the horizon and struck her. Her choice was made, and what a choice it was. She felt the warmth again, a warmth it seemed she had never really felt, a warmth that never really mattered until she wanted it. She tried to keep her eyes open, to watch the glory of the sun as it burned her irises and corneas inside her eye sockets. It didn’t matter though; there was still the pain to remind her—the exquisite pain of soon-to-be nothingness—and it was beautiful.
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