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The Wall
They built the wall to keep it out. It wasn’t long before there were cracks.
Little Billy was the first to scream. He stood there, eyes wide, just watching as it burst through. Bricks rolled and landed at his shoes. Billy’s black eyes watered. Where was his dad? Billy picked up a brick and shoved it back in its place. The stupid brick popped out again and Billy ran.
People in town saw Billy running so they hid too. It was only a matter of time before it was their turn.
Hailey turned white as snow. She didn’t even try to call for help; she knew her mommy couldn’t save her now.
Everyone shivered with fright. Everyone, afraid of the one thing their parents could never protect them forever from. They watched their wall of protection shake and crack. Some sucked their thumbs; others hugged their legs; most watched, eyes barely blinking, just waiting; wondering when reality would come to smash down theirs.
Juan
In kindergarten; Juan gave me head lice, first grade he stole my cookies and by the second grade; Juan tried to kiss me. He was Spanish but swore he was Irish.
Juan was incredible. He was the only person I knew who had a permanent pass to stay out of Physical Education class.
By the time we reached fifth grade Juan was no longer an Irishman. He came to school with these long black braids full of cheap plastic beads.
"From now on, you have to call me "Juan the 'Mon'". He laughed. "That's my Jamaican name."
A few weeks later, came his most interesting character of all time. He was now 'Don Juan'.
Juan came to school in a tuxedo and would pass out flowers to all the girls that he thought were pretty. Sometimes, he'd prance around school kissing the teachers and some girls on the hand.
By the end of he first school semester, Juan's charm faded and his true colors shined through, or maybe it was us finally growing up to realize that Juan was dying of cancer. The signs had never been so clear before. All his stories now made sense. Him being Irish, why, we'd never noticed his face color changing constantly. Jamaican braids? His hair wasn't magical; it was a wig. And the Don Juan act was to get death off of his mind.
Then it happened. We were about to take a science test. Juan walked into the classroom without his wig on. His eyes were bloodshot and full of tears.
We looked up at Juan timidly. He held a revolver; pointed at his own head. Something inside me wanted to jump up and scream out at Juan. "Don't shoot yourself!" But I just couldn't move.
Juan paced back and forth in front of us like a zombie.
"Radiation, therapy and FIGHTING everyday of my life just to live. I HATE it. I just want to die and get it over with!" Juan screamed. He coughed up a little blood.
His eyes set on me for a second. "Why didn't any of you guys care? Why didn't you ever ask me what was wrong or why I was always missing so much school?" Juan cried. He rubbed the blood from his mouth onto his shirt.
Something inside of me turned. A knot twisted my stomach and thorns ripped at my flesh. I wanted to tell Juan that I cared and that I wondered where he was all the time but I couldn't say it the gun in his hand was like a cloth stuck inside my throat.
"Well, good-bye." Juan whispered. He placed the gun to his right temple. "All I ever wanted was someone to care about me like I cared about you." He admitted, spinning the gun's barrel. My hands went up to my face. I screamed as blood spurted all over me.
"I cared about you Juan." I cried.
Just Like Tommy
I just didn’t want to let him go. It felt so comforting to be held so close to him and to smell him all around me. I was warm inside and kept closing my eyes, imagining things always as perfect as they seemed then. I couldn’t get close enough to him. But that was before and this is now.
Now, I can’t even look at him without vomiting. I try to touch him but my knees start to shake and my arms feel like weights. I am not sure of what to do. He was just so perfect a minute ago and now he is just so disgusting and dead. I can’t think, I can’t really breathe even.
What started this anyway? It was me wasn’t it? Yeah, that’s right. Now what am I supposed to do? I can’t just leave him yet I really want to. I don’t know what to do.
I ran out of the woods, wiping away the red across my face and ignoring the stinging of shrubbery smacking into my legs. I had to get Miguel. I took the back way along the outside of peoples’ yards, just on the outskirts of the woods. Miguel was up in our tree waiting for me. I was too weak to climb. “Miguel!” I screamed, fighting the tears brimming in my eyes. He looked down at me with eyes wide and mouth open.
“What’s all over you Trina?” He asked, sliding down the trunk of the tree. I just burst into uncontrollable tears. I was hysterical! “Calm down, it’s going to be okay.” he promised, brushing back his black hair while keeping his deep eyes fixed on mine. Miguel wrapped his arms around my waist and gently pushed me towards his house and into his bathroom. He stripped me of my clothes and put me in the shower and let warm water spray all over me while he started a fire in the back yard to burn my clothes. He took some of his mother’s things and put them on the sink.
Still shaking, he rubbed me down with his WWF World Wrestling Federation beach towel and watched as I put on his mother’s clothes.
“Go home, I will take care of everything.” he promised, walking me towards my street. “Blow dry your hair and go to sleep. I’ll come for you tonight.” I nodded my head and ran straight for my room.
I tried to sleep just like he asked me to but flashbacks kept haunting me all through the night. I’d see his face and wake up sweating. It was too much to live with. I was so guilty and ashamed of myself. Who’d done it anyway?
“Trina,” Miguel whispered, climbing through my window, “It’s all taken care of. There is nothing for you to worry about now.” He wrapped his arms around me tight. I buried my head in his shirt and sobbed.
“Yes there is!” I cried. “Tommy was my best friend. I love him. What am I supposed to do now?” I squeezed Miguel’s side hard. He squirmed but stayed close. I was so afraid to close my eyes. I just knew Tommy’s face would appear. No matter what I did I couldn’t keep the tears from coming. If Tommy knew I was crying he’d have a fit. He’d taught me to never cry; that was for the weak and I was to never be like them. Never let anyone know that they got the best of you. Don’t get too close to anyone because when that happens, you end up getting hurt. People are selfish and cruel and take their own insecurities out on those that let them to boost up their own self esteem. Never let another do that do you. Tommy always had the best advice. He wanted me to be strong and not end up sad like everyone else around us. We were always happy even though at home our parents were abusive and selfish. We had each other. That was what Tommy brought me into the woods to talk about.
“Trina,” he whispered, taking my hand. I looked up into his blue eyes and touched his blond hair. Tommy’s top lip curved up slightly and he told me he loved me and that he wasn’t ever going to let anyone hurt me ever again. He held me close and grabbed me by the chin; I kept closing my eyes, waiting for him to kiss me. I could feel his lips as they barely touched mine. But then, he turned his head aside at the bang. I opened my eyes to see blood coming from his head. It was getting all over me and I couldn’t feel my lips. It was as if they were diseased. I pushed him off with all my might and kept my eyes on his corpse. At that moment, seeing him like that, I didn’t love him anymore. He was disgusting and dead.
A nervous twitch came over my body. I didn’t know what love was. I was a pathetic little being without the ability to love and it was all Tommy’s fault. He’d turned my heart to stone and then just left. Who’d killed him? It was me. He’d said to never get too close to someone and he got close to me. I hurt him and got him killed. If I’d listened and stayed away from him like I should’ve, then I never would’ve hurt him. He’d be alive right now. I was something bad and didn’t deserve to be loved. After all, if someone else loved me I might kill them too.
“Trina!!” Miguel shouted, slapping my face. “You were having a real bad nightmare.” He said, wiping some sweat off my face.
I opened my eyes and had great fear for him. I didn’t want Miguel to die too. “You make me sick.” I exclaimed, pushing him away from me. “You know you are a freak and a nerd and I don’t want to have anything to do with you anymore. You’re embarrassing.” I shouted.
“Oh shut up Trina.” Miguel ordered, forcing me to lie down on my back. I resisted him with all my might but he was too strong for me. “Stop talking stupid,” He whispered, loosening his grip. As soon as he did, I wiggled free and climbed out of bed.
“Get out of my house now before I wake up my parents.” I commanded, standing in front of the window. Miguel stared me in the eyes but I wasn’t going to back down this time. “I’m going to count to three and if you are not moving by then, I will scream.” Miguel lowered his head and started for the window. As he dropped to the ground, I peeked my head out the window and smiled wickedly. “Don’t ever come back.” I ordered. He scratched his head and disappeared into the bushes which separated my house from the neighbors.
The next day, Miguel showed up at my door. He smiled but I narrowed my eyes and slammed the door right in his face. For two weeks he kept coming by but I wouldn’t stop being a jerk and Miguel left me too. I was alone. I’d killed off both of my best friends.
I tried to make new friends but they got too close too. I tried having relationships with guys but I couldn’t stop seeing blood pour out their foreheads each time one went to kiss me. Tommy was right, he’d never let anyone else hurt me again. How could they when I was always hurting myself?
The years went by and I was finally 18. I went into a gas station and there was Miguel. Turns out, he’d been in jail already for sexual harassment. He didn’t look so alive as he once did and his innocent smile was gone. I wanted to tell him I was sorry for the things I’d done. I wanted to jump across the counter and cry in his arms but I didn’t. I said “hi” and paid for my gas.
My life is all screwed up. I want to love but cannot. I think I want to love so much that it makes me mean. I don’t want to ever be hurt again so instead of taking a risk, I shall shun those that might take the chance to love me and will end up all alone, a dead corpse, just like Tommy.
I looked at my reflection. The mirror portrayed me just right. My long brown hair was straight as a ruler and my eyes-crystal blue and sparkling too. You'd never guess I was going to a funeral.
I pulled on my black dress and zipped up the side.
"Inda, we're going to be late!" My mother shouted from downstairs. I was at her house for the funeral. I'd been on my own about five years now. It felt weird being in my old room and under my mother's rules again. I looked down at my watch. I had five minutes to make it to the service on time and I was about fifteen minutes away. I grabbed my jacket and jumped down the stairs three at a time. My heels were sprawled out by the front door so I scooped them up and followed my mother into the car.
"Inda, what do you think of my earrings?" My mother questioned, pushing her ear in my face. I nodded my head and peered out the window. Who cared about earrings? Certainly not dead people.
"They're very nice mom." I smiled. She brushed back her hair and grinned happily. My mom was probably one of the most beautiful women her age that I'd ever met. She had this medium length, soft; fine light brown hair and blue eyes that were so clear you thought you were looking at the ocean. Her features were small and feminine too. When my mother stepped into a room people were captivated.
"We’re here!" My mother exclaimed, whipping out her vanity mirror. "How does my hair look?" I rolled my eyes.
"You look gorgeous now lets go." I told her. She kept her eyes fixated on that mirror.
"Do you really think so? I mean, you're not just saying that to shut me up are you?" My mom asked. I shook my head.
"You know me well enough to know that if I didn't think you looked nice I would say so." I said, tugging on her arm.
"Yes, that's true, you are rude." My mom's words cut. "I don't know how you grew up that way. I raised you right."
"Mom, I am going to say hi to Bradley." I whispered. She didn't hear. She'd already chatted up one of the men standing round.
"Hey,” I smiled, sitting down next to Bradley. I felt so small next to him. "How's it going?" He just looked out like he was in some sort of trance. "Hel-lo, I am speaking to you!" I shouted, waving my hand in his face.
"Hi." Bradley grumbled, He fussed with his pocket and dug out a crumpled piece of paper. He kept squeezing it with all his might. I could see the veins in his hands expand. I wanted to ask him what was on the paper but I was too nervous. I could just picture him telling me to mind my own business.
"Well, I guess you want to be alone. I just wanted to say hi." I mumbled, trying to keep my legs from shaking.
"You don't have to leave." Bradley decided. He shoved the piece of paper back in his pocket. "I mean, you can, it's not like it's the first time you've ever left." His words felt like salt in an open wound.
"Ouch." I frowned. I sat back down. We looked like two statues, melting in the Florida sun. "Why’d you pick this spot to sit?" I inquired. "It is hot and miserable." I complained.
"Cause I knew no one would be stupid enough to bug me over here." He answered. I wanted to slug him. He just called me dumb.
"Oh." I said. I set my eyes on a tombstone that was so old; mold had attached itself to it. At the moment, it was more appealing than speaking to Bradley.
"You are so naive." Bradley complained. He stood up and stormed away to the tent. I wanted to tell him that I 'got it’ but I just didn't feel right about it. Usually I could care less what people thought of me. Playing dumb was safe-safer than knowing everything. People expect less from those who are stupid. I wasn't going to give away the truth just like that-to make one person happy.
I noticed the minister rise up. People scurried to stand behind the tent. I stayed right where I was. There were people there that I hadn't seen or spoken to in five years. There would be too many questions, too many apologies and not enough well thought out excuses to utter.
"We're here today, because of a terrible tragedy." The minister yelled.
His voiced echoed all the way over to me. Tragedy? Yeah okay. I couldn't wait for this day to end.
"Bruce was only with us a short time. The majority of us have out lived his lifetime. I think back to being twenty-two and remember it as the prime of my life." The Minister smiled at himself. He just loved to hear himself speak. If only he knew that the sun was reflecting off his baldhead.
"I had the opportunity to be with Bruce Ilpers for his last moments of life and I must tell you, he thought fondly of Inda Vulner and requested on his death bed that I read you a poem she wrote." The Minister stretched out his hand and I watched Bradley hand him the crinkled paper from his pocket.
I stood up and took quick steps towards that tent with eyes wide and my heart beating furiously. If it was the poem I thought-it would be bad. Yeah, he thought fondly of me all right.
The minister put on his reading glasses and frowned. He read my poem with first a calm voice but towards the end it sounded more like he was stuttering.
"I always thought so highly of Inda." Bruce's mom cried. She fell into her husband’s chest. Bradley's eyes danced. How could he do this to me? What happened to that little boy?
"It wasn't about him! I didn't write that for Bruce!" I screamed. My heart beat so hard it hurt. I was breathless. I felt like a child denying some awful sin they'd committed.
My whole family, all my friends, the people I was raised around; those who watched me grow up before their very eyes-all realized in that split second that they knew nothing at all about me. The sweet, shallow, innocent Inda was not sweet, not innocent nor shallow, as they'd all assumed. The little girl who never uttered a negative remark was actually quite the pessimist.
"Who was it about then?" I heard faintly. Everything was spinning fast. I was eighteen again sitting on top of my best friend's bed.
I looked down into my pillow and smiled. She was right but I'd never tell her that-not in a million years. "Well, he ain't all that." I decided, crawling down to the floor. I grabbed the remote for the television and flipped through the channels.
"Great, everyone is finally coming over and I am not ready yet." Glenn complained. She rushed to the bathroom. Her parents were having a party for our graduation from High School. I looked down at my faded jeans and slightly wrinkled t-shirt. Oh well, life would go on. If they were my friends then I didn’t need to look good. “Bruce is coming, Inda! I’d change at least for him.” Glenn called from the bathroom. She just read my mind. I hated when she did that. I scurried to my feet and rushed around, digging things out of drawers. “It looks like a tornado just came through here.” Glenn whined. “This has to get cleaned up before anyone sees it or they’ll think I am a slob.” I obeyed, shoving stuff back. I was now in a sleeveless black shirt that said “I Love NY”. “That’s much better.” Glenn smiled.
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