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La-la-Lottie by ChernobyllyInclined

This is for Lucy's Dreamworld contest. 

This is based on a book called “Elementary Coral”; and it’s about a boy who steals the fortune of a rich, snobby, irritating brat of a private school… girl. He kills both her parents, steals her heart so that she offers him all her money if he promises not to leave her -- not the most faithful? He takes the money, and runs, laughing like a little bugger. After spending all the money, he seems to realize that he’s actually in love with the girl, so he goes back, and tells her the truth about everything. She immediately despises him, and threatens to kill him if he doesn’t promise to never show his face again. He tells her he’ll travel the world until he finds her heart and buys it back from whomever he sold it to, then they can trade. She doesn’t agree, but he goes anyway. 

He returns a year later with her heart, but when he won’t give it to her without conditions, she shoots him in the leg, and then gets carried off to an insane asylum. He feels sort of bad for being stupid about her heart, so he gets himself committed too but finds out it’s too late (she killed herself) so he puts her heart into someone else. It doesn’t work. 

____ 

A girl with fingers like scissors sat beneath a vast, rectangular window, the curtains fluttering weakly over her head. A book sat on her knees, and her left hand was splayed across the page, the long, tapering fingers like the knives on a Catherine wheel. She resembled a mouse at the foot of an enormous trap, a great crimson mouth ready to swallow her up. 

“Lottie,” said a boy, seemingly from outside. “Watch out.” (First of all, this sounds too calm to be a warning.  Second, the “seemingly from outside” just confuses me. Is he inside or not?)

“Lottie!” came a voice, seemingly from outside.  “Watch out!”

And then a crash like a clap of thunder shook the wide, empty room, and [you’ve used and twice too closely together, try and replace one of them] the door burst open. A man in canvas trousers and violently striped red shirt stood in the doorway, his hair tangled and falling to his shoulders in a mass of black and yellow. 

Lottie [is Lottie your character you’ve added in?] glanced up from her book, her hands twitching like the legs of a tortured spider [ooh, brilliant!!! (:]. “Yes?” she said. 

“Where’s Cabot?” he said quietly(So he speaks quietly after breaking so dramatically into the room?  Doesn’t fit.), kicking the door shut behind him. “It was him who set off a bomb in our sitting room, no?” 

After a moment of careful consideration, Lottie closed her book and got to her feet. She looked older when she stood. “How do you know where he set it off? You were busy breaking my door down.” 
“Maybe I found it seconds before it went off, right? And then I ran to your room, and it blew up at the same moment--” 

“No, I don’t think so,” said Lottie. But she knew Cabot was under her window, and that he had tried to kill her father with some kind of nitro glycerin concoction, and that she wasn’t entirely sure why. 
“I do think so,” said the man. 

Lottie just gazed at him, her wide eyes reflecting the lurid sunset. 

“Dammit, Lottie!” he suddenly screamed, kicking the air due to the lack of objects in the room. That’s one reason Lottie kept her room empty. “Don’t lie to me!” He wrenched her book from her grasp, flinging it at one of the bare walls, where it thudded dully, landing neatly on the polished wood floor. “You will find Cabot, and you will bring him to me, or” and he paused, his hand falling heavily on her golden head-- “or I’ll take your heart and hide it where no one with any sense will be able to find it.” And with that, he turned and strode from the room, slamming the door behind him. 

There was a moment of crippled silence, where Lottie’s gaze flicked around the room, catching shadows, and then losing them just as quickly. Her head wished that her father had not been wearing a ring when his hand had fallen on it; but she paid it very little attention. Crossing the room to collect her book, she caught the sound of someone toppling into her room without much ceremony. 

“You’re always reading, and that’s why I have to blow things up so that I can make you do something--and I kind of wish your bastard father would have taken that dratted thing with him instead of just throwing it-- Hello, Lottie.” 

She turned around, holding her book behind her back, a vague smile lifting the corners of her mouth. Cabot, being more encouraged by her smile than was entirely necessary, rushed forward and wrapped his arms about her, knocking the book from her grasp. She leapt back, startled, and tripped on the fallen book, landing with a gasp on the floor. 

“That’s what you get for reading so much,” laughed Cabot, not bothering to help her up. 

She scrambled to her feet, irritated at the impulsive boy for a good number of reasons. He stood before her, his hands clasped behind his back, and a slightly maniacal smile hidden behind his eyes. The silence stretched while she looked at him with an overwhelmed sort of perplexion; not that she didn’t understand, really, she just didn’t want to. 

“Oh, do say something, Lottie!” said Cabot, distressed at the look on her face. “I’ve said everything so far, haven’t I? Come on, climb out the window with me and we’ll go find something better than a book. You will, won’t you? Please, Lottie?” 

“Perhaps,” she said lightly, trying to forget what was outside of her door. “You’ve gotten me into a heap of trouble, though.” She paused. “And I don’t know what to do. That’s all. How can I make it good for everyone? You see that I can’t. I know you see.” And then, with a quick turn, she passed him and stepped to the window, letting the twilight obscurity wash over her. “But you pretend not to. You don’t want to. You must, though.” 

“Oh, but Lottie, you know why I had to blow up your sitting room, don’t you? Tell me you know,” he pleaded. 

“Just tell me, Cab,” she sighed, knowing what he would say, and finding herself still irritated by his stupid dodge. 

“Because I love you,” he said simply. 

“I love you, too,” she responded, a note of drudgery and incoherence in words that meant too much. 

“See? She loves me!” He laughed, taking her hands making them do circles for no reason in particular. “Will you go with me somewhere? Somewhere that will help me find the magic to steal your heart with?” 

She pulled her hands away and sighed. “You might ask my… father. He knows.” 

But before Cabot could drag her away to accomplish an awful feat, someone with very black hair toppled through the window in an almost flawless imitation of Cabot. [Or is this your own MC you’ve added in?]
“Okay, okay, I’m really sorry. I really am. But before you condemn me for life, or do anything magical, or -- Just listen. Just listen, okay?” He put his hands up as he scrambled to his feet, his skin darker than was proper, but not dark enough to be offensive. Neither Lottie nor Cabot had recovered enough presence of mind to respond, so he took that as an affirmative that they would listen. 

“Okay, they’re going to kill me, right? And I know I don’t deserve it, otherwise I wouldn’t be running. And I know that they don’t know that I don’t deserve it, so I have to rescue them from their detrimental ignorance. Right? But it’s all so vague and confusing that I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to convince them. Sorry. I don’t talk this much in any normal circumstance but -- 

He was cut off by hoarse shouting coming from at least two blocks away, caused the person to dive under the window, covering his head with his hands like he thought that would turn him invisible. It was now too dark to see, so Lottie dug some matches out of her pocket and lit the oil lamp on the one piece of furniture in the room. She thought there was probably something else she should do, but she couldn’t think of what it might be. 

Cabot regained his composure the moment Lottie flooded the room with light. 
“You, get up. It’s terribly rude to --” [who says this? Try and make it a little clearer (:]
“Oh, I know,” said the man (Would it be more appropriate to say “boy” instead of “man”?  He seems young.), jumping to his feet much too quickly and causing Cabot to take a step back. “But I had to. I really did. I can go now, though; I believe they have lost me.” And he turned to hop out the window again. That was when Lottie decided she wanted him to stay. 

“Wait!” she called suddenly. He spun around, too quickly, almost like he had known she wouldn’t let him go. Cabot glared and crossed his arms. 
“You want me to stay,” said the odd man simply. And then he sat down under the window and crossed his legs, looking at her expectantly. 

“Well -- I -- I don’t want you to get killed… naturally. And I’m a little curious about --” she paused, feeling somewhat ridiculous -- “I’m a little curious about how you’ve found yourself in such a mess.” 

He leaned his head back on the window sill and sighed. He was older than she had originally thought, despite his boyish manner, and there was stubble on his dark chin. 

“Lottie, what if your father --” 

“You blew up my sitting room. I’m mad at you,” said Lottie dismissively [haha, that made me laugh (], finally looking away from the strange boy, who was probably a man, and looking at Cabot less than affectionately. 

“But --” protested Cabot. 

“Well, it’s sort of a long story,” the man cut in, getting to his feet and shoving his hands into the pockets of his expensive-looking trousers. “I’m a bank robber. I rob banks.” He hadn’t waited for her to tell him that she didn’t mind if it was a long story. She might have minded that he guessed, but she didn’t. “But it’s just a profession. It isn’t personal to --” 

“Wait, wait,” interjected Cabot, watching Lottie’s stunned face with a mixture of frustration and despair. “You’re a criminal, and you’re running from the police, and we’re helping you?” 

There was a short silence. 

“That’s, um, yes. That’s about right.” He showed his teeth in a [insert emotion] grin. 

Lottie regained her composure with a shake of her head, and then she asked him his name. 

“He’s a dangerous criminal and you want to know his name,” said Cabot, his tone icy cold in a resigned sort of way. 

“You can call me Jameson, my dear. That’s what I call myself on occasion,” he said as an afterthought, clearly not expecting her to expect [you’ve used practically the same word closely together – try and replace one of them] him to offer his real name. 

Jameson turned and peeked out the window, his elbows jutting out oddly behind him like unfortunate weapons. Lottie didn’t believe him, though, not about any of it. She liked him for it, in a way; liked him for lying, and lying convincingly,[delete comma] and lying imaginatively. Although it wasn’t like Cabot didn’t do the same thing. She just couldn’t tell with him, because he didn’t want her to. Jameson was either more intelligent, or had just pure bad luck. 

“That’s not his real name,” said Cabot sullenly. 

Jameson just laughed. It was a clear laugh, and Lottie was both terrified of it, and wishing it would never stop. “Real name?” he asked. “What’s your real name, little boy?” 

Cabot was fourteen. But no one had dared call him ‘little boy’ since he was eleven, and five and a half feet tall already. So Cabot just did what he thought was right. He took out his switchblade and tossed it lazily right at Jameson’s stomach. Being a learned criminal, Jameson was at least partly ready. Cabot missed. 

“I think you should leave,” said Cabot. 

Lottie was shaking. But before she could find something in her mind that could be useful to communicate to others, Jameson pulled out a pistol and waved it at Cabot. “I don’t like it all that much when people try to kill me. So leave before I kill them.” 

Cabot started to back toward the door, looking less human than usual. “Lottie. Lottie, come with me. He’s a criminal, Lottie, you can’t --” 

Lottie had begun to move toward the retreating Cabot, but Jameson suddenly pointed the pistol at her. “Not yet, Lottie dear. The little boy is a criminal too, anyway, so I don’t know what all the fuss is about.” 

Lottie did not speak. Cabot heard a gun[delete gap]shot, and then fled. Unluckily for all involved, he just happened to run into Lottie’s father. Having other knives on hand, he employed their use, and Lottie’s father fell. 

Lottie was not seen again. And Cabot found another rich girl. Maybe the story turned out all the same in the end, just with different names.

