Do You Renenber Yesterday?
by J. L. Owens

My not her never knew why | decided to | eave the town | had been
born in, after graduation | enrolled into the college of ny
choice, far fromthe small town of Hanford and | eft al nost
everything behind. It was a saying around town that Hanford was
a bl ack hol e, when soneone resides wthin the boundaries, they
find they never get away. It was even nore ironic when many of

t he people who did | eave after high school cane back within a
year. | was the exception. |I vowed never to return, know ng I
woul d rather hide in every city, state, or country than be
forced to see those city Iimt |ines again.

It was no surprise when | received a phone call from ny nother
on a bright afternoon telling nme about ny high school reunion.
Ten years had conme and gone and still | had not set foot in that
town. "It was different,” ny nother said, "bigger, and nore
exciting. It even had a mall now and a novie theatre." But ny
not her did not understand. It was not the place that bothered
me, that churned ny stonmach and stonped on ny heart; it was the
peopl e. The town had grown but what about their mnds? |
wondered if their repressed thoughts still dom nated the nasses,
if the harsh reality of the world was masked by their small town
opinions. So | went, hoping to find ny chil dhood town changed.

When | entered the gymof ny old high school | was thrown back
by the size of the crowd. The masses of people recognizable to
me caused nmonents of blurred thoughts and enotions. But the
crowd of peopl e seened unnoticeabl e conpared to the thoughts of
t he one person not there.

Peopl e gat hered around ne and said ny name but | barely
|istened. They all | ooked famliar but it had been a long tine.
A woman, with red hair and a big dianond on her ring sng in the
backyard i nstead of playing with dolls.

W were best friends back then, it is funny to think how two

di fferent people would have found a connection. Mst likely it
was the fact that she lived next door and we were never all owed
to go any farther than a coupl e houses down when we were
outside. That imge of ny nother on the front steps of our old
house calling ne in to dinner and the |ook on Chrissy's face as
| slowy dragged nmy feet, making sure not to step on the cracks
on the sidewal k, has al ways been an inmage in ny mnd of ny

chil dhood. My nother |iked Chrissy then. She used to call her



"adorably squeezable but too dirty fromfun." Mther rarely |et
Chrissy inside our house w thout giving her a good washcl oth
cleaning in the front bathroom If not, Chrissy's dirty hand
snudges woul d be all over the house, especially ny bedroom and
the carpet floor. It wasn't that she was an unclean child, she
was just an active one, activities which included nud fights and
building forts and playing with water ball oons. Rarely did |
ever play her ganes; | was fit to just watch her and the rest of
the others in the gane, nostly boys, and rarely would Chrissy
ever sip warmwater fromone of the tea cups fromny tea set.
She woul d, though, with lurid curiosity, watch as we poured

anot her glass and tried to speak in a British tongue. Her dirty
hands woul d occasionally grab a cookie fromthe table but she
never wanted to sit down.

The exact tinme when things started to change between us is a
little hazy for nme. | suppose it was around the tinme of puberty,
when all of the adol escents start noticing the opposite sex, and
when the talk goes fromtea parties to hot boy bands. | guess,
when that all started, Chrissy lost interest in ny friendship
and | lost interest in hers. She did not seemto care whether
Bop Magazi ne had the | atest heartthrob on the cover, but | did.
She only cared that her precious playtinme had conme to a bitter
end. Even the boys soon abandoned playtine for drooling over the
opposite sex. Around that tinme | could remenber seeing Chrissy
out si de, al one, digging a makeshift bonb shelter or riding her

bi ke around the bl ock.

| found new friends; friends who shared ny interests, or rather,
the interests gained ny attention and the friends cane al ong for
the ride. At the tine, | wished to be older so that people would
treat ne as an adult and not sone pre adol escence wi th hornones
in over drive. | wanted the right to date and the right to go
some where by myself. Now as | | ook back, | suppose anyone el se
woul d have wanted the sanme thing, then again, Chrissy held onto
her childhood until the bitter end.

Juni or Hi gh went by quickly and quietly. By that tinme, Chrissy
and | lived in tw separate worlds. My friends consisted of
cheerl eaders and student council nenbers who cheered at

basket bal | ganmes and taped pictures of their friends on their
not ebooks. My not ebook was filled with pictures of happy,

sm ling adol escents. Peace signs and col orful pictures soon were
repl aced by the scribbling of the present boy I |iked or band I
listened to.



| saw Chrissy in the halls and we never exchanged gl ances. |
rarely thought about her then, she was nerely soneone in ny
chil dhood I grew away from we no |onger had anything to share.
By then, it was obvious she was different than the rest of us.
While the rest of the children grew up into teenagers who |iked
to party and have fun, she chose to stay away from peopl e and

fill her owm tinme by herself. The nane-calling had al ready
started; "dyke," was their word of choice. This confused ne for
a while, it was hard to believe that the innocent girl | had

grown up with now was sonething repul sive to our peers. In ny
eyes, through the voices of ny friends, ny opinion changed about
Chrissy. She becanme a nobody. Deep inside | felt sonething when
| thought about her but | never knew how to pinpoint the
enotion. Pity is the word that cones to m nd when | think about
it the nost. | pitied her. Her boyish nmannerisnms and odd | ooks
found her in the center of the nobodies. The nobody's incl uded
the smart nerds with the glasses and the girls wth the greasy
hair. They were not accepted into the real world. They were
different in a bad way and were not real people in the eyes of
my friends.

By high school it was known that she was a | esbian, a dyke, a
confused girl who dressed in boys clothing. Teens in high school
were cruel to her. Many tinmes she was ki cked out of bathroons or
spit on for walking in the hallway. Her short, straggly haircut
and baggy blue jeans nmade her blend into the average crowd of
sevent een year old boys. | renenber watching her wal k t hrough
the hallway with her head down, face forward, feet noving
steadily as if she was always |ate for sonething. The echoes of
slurs al ways acconpani ed her shadows as she turned corners.
Snickers fromgiggling girls were also sonething | renenber. MWy
friends woul d | augh as she wal ked by and Chrissy woul d never
glance their way. | felt bad, really, but then again | said
not hi ng. Just because she was different did not nmean she was not
human. When | | ooked at her | saw two sides to her, the dyke and
the girl | played with as a child. These thoughts confused ne
beyond anything I had ever experienced and they frustrated ne.
suppose that is why | never talked to her again until that

COct ober .

It was about our sophonore year in high school when everyone
noticed a change in Chrissy. She had net a girl. Her nane was
Rebecca and she was anot her one of the nobodies. Wth her
stringy black hair and clunky conbat boots she would stride up
and down the halls chanting verses of odd poetry and songs,
caring | ess what anyone thought of her. Everyone knew the drug
of her choice was heroin. Her red rimed eyes and thin,



enaci ated body often seened dead. Even the | ook in her eyes told
peopl e she hel d no breath.

Chri ssy and Rebecca were seen everywhere, in the hallways,
downt own by the fountain, even at Snow Wite s, the |ocal teen
hangout in which people went for lunch. Chrissy was sonetines
seen smling. They held hands, and enbraced in front of
everyone. This appal | ed many and rudel y awoke ot hers.

And then one day, Rebecca was gone. It |ooked weird to see

Chri ssy wal ki ng al one through the hallways at school. She was

m ssi ng sonething, it was obvious. Her Rebecca was not with her.
In the newspapers it was said she had died of an ill egal

subst ance overdose, but everyone already knew heroin killed her.
She was al one, the papers said, and in her bedroom Her parents
found her the norning after it had been reported that she did
not go to school

The town took their usual stance on such an event. People wote
|l etters of condol ences to her parents and vowed to end the drug
activity through which this poor, innocent victimwas taken. The
hi gh school engraved a bench with her name on it so that she
woul d al ways be renenbered and students wore ribbons on their
shirts to fight drugs. Al through the town, everyone had
sonething to say about the matter. Even whispers were heard in
the corners about how glad they were to rid the town of such
vermn. A cheerleader, with her stuck up nose and her bouncy
wal k, said, "She was glad that the trash was finally being

cl eaned out of her school and that if the other one would only
go too."

This caught nmy attention one day as | stood with a group of ny
friends outside the door to ny Anatony class. This was when it
first came to ny attention that | obviously did not have the
sane opi nions about Chrissy as everyone else. True, | had not
talked to Chrissy in many years, but | could never see nyself
going to school w thout seeing her in the hallways. It was |ike
she was attached to it, sonmehow, as if seeing her was a confort,
to know things were always the sane.

The scattered pictures on the wall came into focus as a snal
group of women noticed ne alone. They smiled and waved to get ny
attention. As they wal ked towards nme, meking their way through
the tables on the gymfloor, | recalled their faces fromthe

di stant past. There was once a tinme when | had call ed Arber ny
best friend. Strange, how | had not seen her in years. W wote
to each other and talked a little on the phone after | had gone



to college but things were never the sane. Qur phone
conversations in high school often |asted until the small hours
of the night, until our eyes could no | onger stay open, but
after I left, she seened distant, as if not knowi ng what to talk
about. By her side were two other wonen, both brunette and short
in height. In high school they were sinply known as the tw ns
because they were never seen apart. They were the nost

fl anmboyant, arrogant people | had nmet in nmy lifetinme. They were
cheerl eaders, the kind that nade you cringe when they called
out, "Hanford," wth that |ong vowel sound that made you wonder
if you were in the deep south rather than Central California.

"Ch ny God, ook who it is, guys,” one of the twins called. |
smled at her quickly and turned to Amber. Anber |ooked as if
she didn't want to be there but curiosity held her feet to the
fl oor.

"How are you?" she asked politely. Her face was ol der and her
brown hair was dyed bl onde. She no | onger wore the braces of her
hi gh school year but other than that she was the sane.

"Fine," | replied, "I was looking at all the old pictures. It is
hard to believe it has been ten years."

They agreed and asked ne if | wanted to sit at a table with
them As we wal ked over to the tables |I could not hel p but
notice the worman with the red hair staring intently at ne.
turned away and i gnored her.

Anber sat next to ne as we took our seats. Not once since we had
met that night had she | ooked ne in the eye.

"So, Anmber tells nme that you are a psychol ogi st down i n Sout hern
California?" One of the twi ns asked.

"She's witten a book, too." Anber replied excitedly.
"You've read it?" | asked.
"Yes, of course, how could | not?"

"What's it about?" one of the other people at the table asked.
He was a bal ding man with a nustache.

" Adol escent behavior, nostly, and how early stages in life
i npact oursel ves."



Everyone at the table nodded with satisfaction.

Just then, a man across the gym pi cked up a m crophone and
tested it by thunmping on it. The noi se nade everyone turn around
and he greeted us all. He welconmed us to the reunion and the gym
buzzed with clapping as a petite wonan took the m crophone. |
shifted around unconfortably in nmy chair and yawned. My thoughts
ran back to the past and how t hat October Friday night changed

my life.

Mont hs passed since Rebecca' s death and things went back to
normal . Her bench by the cafeteria was by then covered in
graffiti and her nanme was only occasionally heard. It was ny
seni or year in high school and Adam one of the many Varsity
football players, was ny steady boyfriend for about nine nonths.
It was October, the sun was warmin the afternoon but the night
air chilled just enough to wear a light jacket.

After a game on a Friday night, Adamand | went to Hi ckey Park,
just Northwest of Hanford. | never understood why this park

exi sted where it was; nothing around it resenbled civilization.
Acres and acres of cornstal ks could be seen fromthe park and
cotton plants covered the i medi ate surroundi ng areas. The only
real civilization around is the old house in front of the park,
with two old, dusty cars parked out in front. The park was ol d,
the trees shadows covered nost of the parking lot and the picnic
t abl es, and one weekend every year a |large crowd woul d gat her
fromthe local towns to watch G vil War reenactnents.

It was dark enough to see the stars out, sonmething rarely seen
outside of the fog, but the park was just far enough away from
downtown and the fog had not rolled in yet. W sat there in the
car alone. There was a tinme when | always wanted to be around
hi m and t hought he was the best thing in the world. He was as
handsone as anyone coul d be, blonde, wavy hair, bright blue
eyes, nuscul ar, he was the epitone of sonething people only
dream of, and he was mne. But my interest in himwas soon |ost.
Over the nine nonths we had been together | had found that he
meant nothing to ne.

For nonths, sex was a frequent topic of conversation and often
times | was the one to say no. Back then, it didn't feel right.
| believed that if you |l oved soneone, it was only natural to
show your affection, through sex if wanted, but sex with Adam
did not feel right. It felt wong. | knew |l didn't Iove him |
knew he didn't | ove ne.



That night was the first night I had cone in contact with
Chrissy since junior high. Once again Adam was insisting upon
putting his hand down ny pants and up ny shirt. H's touch grew

rougher and | knew what he wanted. | felt ny skin clamup and ny
stomach cl ench. Imedi ately, he knew | was draw ng away. |
pushed himaway with ny arns extended and he stopped. | could

see his tenper flaring in his eyes as he opened his nouth.

"What the fuck is wong this time," he commented with a groan.
"Do | snell, do | have cooties or something?"

Thi s conversation had gone on before and | told himI| wasn't
ready for it. He hit the side of the car door violently and
started to yell.

"What ever, bitch, get the hell out of ny car. I amsick of al
this yes and no shit. A man has his needs."

| | aughed out |oud. "Do you know what you sound |ike, Bruno?" I
said in between | arge bubbles of giggling. He didn't find it
funny.

In the end, | watched as he sped away |l eaving ne in the dark. By
this tinme, | didn't find ny cooment very funny either. Fuck,

t hought, what the hell am |l going to do now? | ammniles out of
town and | have no way of getting back hone. Just as | was about
to wal k to the house just outside of the park |I heard | aughing
comng down fromthe trees. | |looked up, only to find a dark
figure sitting on a large tree |linb up above.

"Who the hell are you?" | called.

They never answered. Instead, the voice |aughed hysterically. |
could feel nmy face reddening. Soon, the voice talked, "He sure
as hell dunped your ass." The | aughter started again. | knew the
voice immedi ately. It had been a long tine since it had tal ked
directly towards ne.

"What the fuck are you doing here watching ne, you dam
pervert." | yelled up to the trees. "Do you get sonme kick out of
wat chi ng or sonet hi ng?"

The | aughter got louder. | knew by this time | was getting
nowhere trying to talk.

"Fuck you, Chrissy," | said. Her nane cane fromny tongue and it
felt snooth, alnbst too snpoth



Thi s stopped Chrissy fromlaughing. She turned quiet for a
nmonent and | swore | could feel her eyes staring at nme from
above.

"You drove in just as | got up here,” Chrissy said, "I wasn't
going to nove just for a make out party. Although, it wasn't
much fun to watch.” | could picture her sneering face.

"Shut up,” | yelled, "go away."

"That is fine by me, | never wanted to stick around for chit-
chat anyways." | heard a loud thunp and then she stood in front

of me. We stood there for a nonent, eyes |ocked inside sone
nmysterious time warp. My mnd drifted to the image of Chrissy
riding her bike in front of ny house.

Chrissy wal ked away into the darkness and |I realized over in the
corner of the parking lot there was a dirt bi ke covered in nud.

| had rarely seen her riding it; in fact, I was nost used to her
bl ue Chevy truck parked in the driveway of her house. Every now
and then I would see her in the garage nmessing with the old bike
as if she was actually going to nake it run. Chrissy was not a
very mechanically inclined person as a child. Cbviously, she had
changed.

She straddl ed the nmuddy thing and then called to ne, "Do you
want a ride honme?"

Her voice was neutral, as if trying to nake amends for the past
couple of mnutes. | rolled ny eyes and sniffed in disgust.

"No, why would | ever want to do that."

In the darkness | saw her shrug and start the engine. It was

| oud and roaring, alnost enough that the silence, mnutes
before, was conforting. She started to drive away and | realized
if I did not go with her that | would be stranded in that park.

"Wait," | yelled, "I change ny mnd." | renmenbered that | was
stuck in the mddle of nowhere and I wasn't about to be left. |
ran over to her and already | could feel the heat fromthe

engi ne. She pointed at the back of the bike and I got on. My

t houghts were imediate as to how !l was to hold on, and |
realized I was going to have to touch her. | softly put ny hands
on her wai st and she turned her head.



"You are going to have to hold on, she called fromin front of
me, " it is going to be a quick ride."She took off and I

imedi ately felt the rush of wind. | had not a clue that anyone
could feel so insecure in their life. My shyness at once ended
as | grappled onto her |ike a | eech and wapped ny arns around
her .

The ride was long. It seenmed as if she hit every bunp in the
road as we sped towards town. | felt her w nce when ny
fingernails clenched into her stomach as we turned corners. It
was at least 6 mles into town.

My thoughts drifted as we flew down the small two | ane roads. |
never expected to be riding a dirt bike down Flint Avenue with
Chrissy in the mddle of the night. | becane aware of the fact
that once we hit town, people would see us, and that anyone from
hi gh school would i mredi ately see ne and her together. |
groaned, great, that was all | needed, to be taunted by people
Monday norning. The runors would start and sooner or |ater
peopl e would think I was one of her kind. It was bad enough to
be dunped by Adam but to be seen with a dyke? It was absurd.
Quilt crept into ny head as | thought about the people at
school . Besides, | thought, there is nore to Chrissy than just
bei ng a dyke.

Hanf ord becane cl ose and we turned onto one of the major
streets. Before long, we were on our road to our houses. She
turned into her driveway and stopped the bike. | |let go of her
quickly and I could feel the sweat in the palns of ny hands. W
got off the bike and I took a step towards ny house, just beyond

t he bushes that separated our houses. | stopped in md step and
turned around. | wanted to say sonething, say anything but ny
m nd went blank. | knewthat if I didn't I would never get a

chance to talk to her again.

"Chrissy," | called softly, "thank you for the ride hone." She
groaned and waved her hand.

"Yeah, yeah, go hone."

The week after talking to Chrissy in over six years was anything

but normal. | no |longer had a boyfriend by ny side and ny
t houghts of Chrissy had grown. | thought about her constantly.
In class, | daydreanmed and zoned out only to find ny teacher

staring nme straight in the face pointing to the door. At |unch,
| went hone, in hopes that | mght catch a glinpse of her at her



house. My friends were afraid; they had not seen that side of ne
bef ore.

"Poor dear," they all cried, "The breakup with Adam nust have
hit her harder than we thought."

| ignored them | shrugged their coments off and went on

| ooki ng through the hallways of the school trying to see that
sonber figure against the wall or wal king into a classroom Many
times | stopped nyself, shaking ny head and wondering why | had
beconme so obsessed with seeing her. Although, | thought little
at the time about what | felt, | knew that there was something
about her | could not get away from

One day | caught a glinpse of her walking to her truck as |I was
getting into ny car. | put ny book bag down in the passengers
seat and pretended to do sonething outside ny door. | opened ny
mouth to say sonmething to her but | drew bl ank. She wal ked on by
and got in her truck and | eft. She | ooked the sane; silent and
lonely. As | |ooked up | saw two girls, seniors, sitting on the
fence between the school and the parking lot. They | ooked at ne
and whi spered silently into each other's ear.

That night, Anber, called nme for our nightly phone call. She

j abbered on and on about her | atest boyfriend, Jereny, and how
he was being a jerk. In our group of friends, Anber, was well
known for not seeing the stupidity in the nost stupid nen. She
seened to attract the kind of guys who wanted wei ght on his
shoul ders as he wal ked through the halls. W talked a little
about Jereny and when the topic ran out of steam she fell
silent. This was odd for her. Anmber always had sonething to tal k
about and when she did not, it usually nmeant she was deep in
thought. | sat listening to her breathe for a while and then
asked her what was w ong.

"Well," she said awkwardly, "I heard Adam has been tal ki ng about
you. "

This was not unexpected. Adam was the type of guy who liked to
brag and many tinmes his nouth had gotten himinto trouble.

"I's he spreading lies, or sonething?"
Amber was quiet. | heard her cough and shift around.

"Wl | 7"



"It's just that he said he saw you with that girl Friday night,
that's all. That dyke."

| could feel ny stomach tie into a little knot and it wei ghed a
ton. | stamered as | spoke, "What did. . . did he say we were
doi ng?"

"You were riding with her on her notorcycle."

"Ch, that, she gave ne a ride hone, that is all. She |ives near
me you know?"

"I know," she said, "but Kara and Jodie said that you were
| ooki ng at her funny today. . ."

"What ?" , | said, cutting her off. "AmI| not allowed to | ook at
anyone?"

" and you've been acting weird lately, stal king around and
every tinme she wal ks past you at school you say sonethi ng about
her."

"Am | not allowed to talk about anyone?"

"I't's kind of freaking people out, that is all. People are
starting to think sonething is up."

| felt as if | was being accused of sone horrible crinme, as if |
had just nurdered the whol e student body at ny high school. How
coul d one chance neeting with Chrissy cone to this?

"I't's not true and you know it, Anber. You know ne. . . don t
you?"
Anber was silent on the phone again. "I msorry, | have to get

of f the phone.™
She hung up quickly and | threw down the phone in disgust.

The followi ng Monday norning | becane acutely aware that Chrissy
was not at school. Anber had not tal ked to nme that weekend so |

wal ked anong t he hal |l ways by nyself. | | ooked for Chrissy's
truck in the parking lot but it was not there. Since the
encounter at the park, | stayed at honme after school, hoping to

catch a glinpse of her outside, in her garage, or sonething. |
wanted to talk to her, although, | did not know what about. If
she had cone up to ne | would have had nothing to say to her. |



wat ched t hr ough ny bedroom w ndow | ooki ng for any sign of her
but I never saw one gli npse.

So it was very frustrating to find that she was not at schoo
Monday norning. Already ny eyes were tuned to any possible

i keness of her and many tines during the day | turned ny head a
fewtines, just to see if it was her. My thoughts were nonstop
about her. Were is she? Did sonething happen? Is she okay? Many
tinmes | would stop nyself, wondering why | was thinking so nmuch
about her. She was just Chrissy, the girl next door; the girl
who has al ways |ived next door. How could one neeting face to
face linger in nmy thoughts?

That day, classes went snoothly but | felt different. Everyone
around nme was busy doing other things and left ne alone. A few
times | would see people whisper as | wal ked past, obviously the
runors had spread to the school. Wat did they think?

It was al nost dinnertime that day when | had the urge to | ook
for Chrissy. | drove around town, being careful not to | ook too
suspi ci ous, and went to all the places | thought she woul d be.
drove downt own, near the old water fountain and Superior Dairy,
the fanous ice creamparlor that is well known in the Valley. |
drove past the high school wondering if she woul d have been
there. Finally, in last attenpt, | drove to Hi ckey Park and was
surprised when | saw Chrissy's small blue truck, sitting in the
parking lot. It was just about dark so | parked ny car near her
truck and | ooked around. | walked a little ways into the trees
when | heard her voice. She was tal king to sonmeone so | creeped
closer to listen. The trees hid ne from her view. She was
sitting on a large rock maki ng gestures into the wind. Her back
was to mne.

As she talked, | realized she was al one, and that she was
talking to the air. | stepped closer to hear her.

"I stayed hone today, it didn't matter anyways. | feel like |
wal k around here and |I'mjust kinda here, like |I have no reason

to be around, except to take up space. Momsaid | was | azy and
that | had to get ny ass out of bed but what does she know?"

Chrissy | ooked tired and weary. Her shoul ders were hunched and
for the first tinme | realized | could see how skinny she was.
Her bones protruded in many places and | realized her clothing
was baggy, al nost envel opi ng her body. Her skin was thin and had
atint of gray, as if she was dead. There was sadness to her.



"l drove here, today, and | heard that song you al ways nade fun

of. I couldn't listen to it, you know, | just couldn't. My eyes
started that tingling feeling and ny stomach got all tense,
j eezus, | couldn't even listen to a damm song on the radio.

changed the station. Do you know what it is |ike now that you
are gone? You left ne here all al one and now who am |1 ?"

She was crying now and she used the sleeve of her shirt to w pe
her eyes.

"Everyday | try noving on and everyday | see you. | go to school
and | renenber that was your |ocker, | drive ny truck and |I fee
you next to nme. | lay on ny bed and | touch the sheets know ng
you once touched themtoo. Hell, your sweatshirt hangs in ny
closet. | walk around in the mall and think, Becca would |ike
this or that. Everything rem nds ne of you, or rather, rem nds
me that you aren't here anynore."

My heart cried out to her. How could any soul feel so lost? |
had forgotten that Rebecca was gone, and that |left Chrissy al one
again. Forgetting about hiding, | took a small step forward and
a twi g cracked underneath ny shoe. The noi se was apparent in the
qui et park and Chrissy turned quickly to look my direction. She
junped up and in the process pointed a gun towards ne. It was
silver and shiny, the kind you see in old western novies. M
hands i mredi ately went into the air and | yelled.

"It's ne, see, it's just ne!"

Chrissy was shocked and confused. Her eyes wandered around in
every which direction as if she expected other people to pop out
of nowhere. Finally, her breath slowed and she | owered the gun
pointing it towards the ground.

"Go hone," Chrissy said in one nuttered breath, "go hone."
Until that point, | had not enough tine to really think about
what was happening. Al | knew was that | was alone in a park
with Chrissy who had a gun. Then it all focused in and I
realized what Chrissy wanted to do.

W stared at each other, face to face, for a long tine. She

| ooked tired and weary. She was tired of life |I suppose. | think
that was when | truly | ooked at her. She had the face of a
little girl, innocent and scared, but her eyes showed w sdom

beyond any human life. Her blue eyes stood out anong her dirty
bl onde hair and pale skin. Her clothing, |ayered just right so



to appear she was male, did not nask her natural beauty. She was
unt anmed, uncaged from societies hold on humanity. She was nore
real than anything ever conceived. In that nmonment, | knew | had
fallen in |ove.

There was a m nute when | thought the gun would drop out of her
hand. She seened to daydream and wander through a world not
touched by anyone el se. Then, the world of her own woul d stop
turning and her reality would ground her. Each tinme her day
dream ng woul d end she would | ook at ne and her eyes woul d show
di sappoi ntnent in the view before her

"Chrissy, do you renenber when we were little?"

My voi ce caught her attention and she listened. | suddenly felt
shy; having her full attention was sonething | never thought
about before. Her eyes studied nme with caution and her hand

cl enched on the gun.

"We woul d always go to your house after school and your nom
woul d make those cookies, the ones with the peach filling. Those
were ny favorite, and sonetines,” | stunbled, "Sonetinmes | get a
craving for those after school, right at 3:10. Does your nom
still make those?"

"No, she doesn't. She hasn't nmade those for a long tine."

Chrissy's broken silence shocked nme for a nonent. | wasn't
expecting her to speak.

"Your nmomwould m ss you, you know?"

Her eyes grew wi de and hatred flared up in them Once again she
seened to |lose all sense of reality and she pointed the gun to

the side of her head. Her tenples pulsed with anger as if about
to burst and | screaned.

"No, wait, please...dont do it," | cried. "I would m ss you
too."

She seened to | ook stunned for a nonment, as if ny words were not
what she expected. | stepped forward, making sure to watch her
eyes for any change, for any sudden di sagreenent.

“I wll tell you the truth,” | said, "Last week, | would have
never given you any nore thought than anyone el se, but seeing



you that Friday night made ne think. It nade ne think of you. |
want to know you, Chrissy; | want to know who you are.”

| could see her contenpl ating an answer but none cane to her.
I nstead, she shook her head.

"I | ooked for you, today. | didn't see you at school so |I was
worried and | | ooked for you. | wanted to see you and talk to
you. | thought you m ght be here so | canme and then | found

you. "

"I always hurt people in the end." Her voice was rough. "CGo
honme, before | hurt you too."

"You don t know that. How can anyone know that? And as for
hurting nme.... | dont care.”

| stepped closer and she | ooked at ny feet. Her hand gripped the
gun harder, still pointed at her tenple.

"Don t." She said.

| stopped. | could not help but notice the single tear running
down her cheek and on the side of her nose.

"Why is |life so cruel ?" She asked. "I nean, hell, just as you
t hi nk you know where you stand in |ife, sonething conmes and
knocks you down. | fell in love, but I fell in love with someone

al ready taken."

"I know you |l oved her," | replied, "but things happen. Wen you
are busy falling in love, |ife happens. No one can change that.
No one can change that she is gone. Even that gun, it can t
bri ng her back and nake things the sane again."

"No, but it can take nmy pain away. It will make it so | don t
hurt no nore.”

She turned around with her back facing me and that is when it
happened. It was instantaneous, loud; it seened to happen |like a
dream cloudy and mysterious. Her fingers pulled the trigger and
she fell.

| cried out when | heard the ear throbbing noise and she fel

but I do not know why, no one was there to hear nme. | ran to her
but it was too late. The life inside her body was already gone.
| held her in ny arnms for a little while and brushed her hair



out of her face. Blood sneared ny hands but | didn't care. Her
eyes, shiny and blue, were still staring into the sky when |
| eft her.

The ride into town was slow It was alnpbst as if time had a hard

time pushing itself. | thought about everything. | thought about
her and the town, her parents and ny parents, ny chil dhood and
tonmorrow. | cried. | felt alone as | pulled into nmy driveway and

st epped out of ny car. My nother opened the screen door and
screaned, seeing ny blood stained shirt, and she ran to ne. Even
then, 1 still felt al one.

"Are you okay?" a voice called and | suddenly realized Anber had
her hand on ny arm The wonman on the m crophone had st opped

tal ki ng and everyone was havi ng conversations of their own.
Amber | ooked at ne with concern.

"Yes, | mfine."
"Good," she sm | ed.

The red haired wonan was still |ooking at ne fromher chair.
This time she saw ne | ooki ng at her and she turned her head
away.

"Who is that red haired woman?" | asked Anber
She giggled. "That is Adams wife."

| 1 ooked at Anber and smiled. She smled back knowi ng full well
what | was thinking. "She's annoying."

"I know. "

After the reunion Anber and | exchanged phone nunbers. It seened
we had not grown so far apart. She drove away in a white m nivan
and | drove away in a black Mercedes Benz. | smled as her
yel | ow Baby on Board sign swung from her side wi ndow. Not many
peopl e waved goodbye to ne when | wal ked to ny car. | did not
care anyways. The reunion was |like walking in the past and

al ready knowing the future. | had stared the past in the eyes
and | had cone out alive.

| was alnost to the freeway when | felt the urge to turn around.
| drove back and found nyself standing in Hi ckey Park, | ooking
up into the stars. I sat on the hood of ny car and listened to
the breeze blow through the trees. It nmust have been at |east an



hour before a single head |ight peaked froma distance and |
wat ched as it drew closer. The humm ng of the notorcycle's
engi ne passed and the head |ight faded.



