Waki ng Sevan
by Leslie Heiden

| once had a dreamthat gigantic stone letters, spelling the
word irony, were chasing ne. The setting resenbled the tw sted
world of Dali and the granite letters were sonething froma

com ¢ book. Irony had arnms and | egs; Irony was a woman--1 knew
this by | ooking over ny shoul der as she thundered behind ne. |
coul dnQ out run her; | couldnQ hide behind the abstractions of

boul ders, foliage, ducks and the other farmanimls that |ine
the edges of ny dreamworld. They quacked at ny msfortune, as
wobbling legs carried nme across the plain of their world. Irony
was too | arge, could see everything; in nmy dreamlrony was God.
There is no way to escape God, even if She is nothing nore than
a fignment created by nen who wanted to control the world. In
this world, the God of Christianity did not exist; lrony seened
only to be the driving force subtly enbedded within ny own
reality.

In my dream Irony finally caught ne as the fear was becom ng
too nuch to bear. My body began to shut down with the fatigue
fromthe chase and the fear was quickly breedi ng apat hy--even
death by giant letters would be better than this terror
overwhel m ng ne. "M ckey Muwuse" hands, swollen, white digits
poppi ng out of large round palns, jutting out from Her nassive
si des wrapped around ne and | began to suffocate. Irony ground
me into the flat expanse and in the nonent when | shoul d have
felt my bones turning into chal k under the pressurelthat was the
nonent when | woke.

| was never sure if | awoke to relief or sorrow
| wasn't sure of anything, really.

Today was no different. | woke, coughing, grasping at nmy chest
to rel ease the pressure that followed ne into consci ousness.

Pul ling at the pieces of consciousness, slowy reconstructing ny
room -the bed cl othes tousled around nme, ny scratched and
battered desk in one corner, an old lanp, a gift fromny nother
next to me, still on fromlast night's delving into the world of
Whol f, and ny clothes, hanging in the closet. Al itenms in ny
roomthat anchored nme into ny reality, leaving the D vine for
anot her ni ght.

Ri sing frombed, feeling the cold perspiration sticking to ny
skin, | |ooked around ny room again, taking in even nore



details: the poster of Dali's fanous painting, The Persistence
of Menory, hung proudly over ny desk. | bought it shortly after
| rony began appearing in nmy dreans. It was alnost as if the
poster allowed nme to anchor the disconfort of waking into the
cal m of consci ousness. Even now, |ooking at the drooping clocks,
wat ching themneld into the ground, | could al nost see Irony
doing the sanme and the pain in ny chest, the rapid pal pitations
of nmy heart beginning to slow. It was just a dream repeated in
the few cubic inches that made up ny mnd. Irony, Her
overwhel m ng hands, Her snothering presence, began to recede. It
was only a few nore nonments and Irony had recl ai ned her
appropriate place in nmy subconsci ous.

My desk was neat and cl ean, appearing as if it came directly off
t he pages of an Ofice Depot catal og. The cl oset was next to the
desk, nmy T-Shirts and jeans hanging in disarray as they always
were--1 never took the tine to put nmy clothes away properly.
Across the room ny bed, reflecting the night of tossing and
turning, two small shelves hung at either side. My father had

| oosely constructed them years ago, a small clock and I amp
resting on one, a plaque, a gold plate fastened to an oak board
stood proud on the other, reflecting the light of the lanmp. It
sinply read, "Student of the Month, Marathon El enentary. Sevan
St uebner, January 1995." It was a sinple rem nder of who |
really was and it kept me nore anchored into ny reality than
anyt hi ng el se.

Looki ng away fromthe small plaque and turning back to ny

cl oset, examning the itens of clothing there, | began preparing
for ny day. The nuddl ed ball of thoughts that often rolled

t hrough ny head began to roll again.

My parents nanmed ne Evan, but there was a typo on ny birth
certificate. As ny parents found the typo hunorously fated, |
grew up with Sevan as ny nane.

Oten, as | graduated through the various |evels of education,
becanme the subject of laughter and humiliation as the nore
popul ar groupi ngs of ny peers discovered and utilized the hunor
that the typo enbodied. My freshman year of high school, in

order to deter such humliation, I w sed up and went by V--the
m ddl e ground of ny name. Often | wi shed that nmy name was
sonet hing nore powerful, |like Vincent or Victor--not a nunber

seven, or zero, as sone took it upon thenselves to call ne.

Teachers thought it was funny too--always nmaki ng sure that | was
seventh in line, or that | had the seventh cubby hole or that ny



j acket went on the seventh hook. After so many years of dreading
that first day of class, that first roll call and the |aughter

t hat woul d ensue as the teachers confirnmed ny nane with ne, |
finally realized that | didn't have to respect the hunmor that ny
parents, peers and teachers saw in the careless typo. There
wasn't a lot of available criticismwhen your name consists of a
sinple letter.

| reached into ny closet--feeling the need to be subtle in ny
protest of ny of the past taunting--pulling out a orange and
blue jersey with a |arge, white nunber seven on the front.
Pulling it on over mny bare shoul ders, resisting the inpulse to

pull it off and run through the house to the shower, needing to
feel the nmusky texture of nmy own skin under my shirt on this
particular day. | enjoyed, for a brief nonment, the gentle nesh
of the shirt glide against ny nuscles. | ran a hand over the

nunber on ny chest, feeling the enbroidery around the digit.

Even escaping ny nunerical designation did not quell mny social.
There was a short-lived taunting of "V-Spot,"” but it didn't |ast
| ong. Instead, now when people ask what ny one letter
designation represents, | can give a different one each tine
sonmeone asks.

| don't think that anyone actually knows ny real name. Well,

other than Lilly and nmy parents--that's how !l like it. It
started with the first date that | ever had. \Wen he asked ne
what V stood for, | told himthat it stood for Vivienne (it was

a test to see if he would chuckle at such a fem ni ne nane--he
didn"t). H's name was Jake.

"He's a perfect match for you, Sevan," Lilly had said--she was
one of the few people who used ny real nanme. There was sonet hi ng
about Lilly that reeked of honesty. Had she called nme V, it
woul d have sounded fal se. Stepping back fromny closet, | opened
one of the drawers of ny desk, pulling out a snapshot of Lilly
and | outside of Marathon high school --the sign could be seen in
t he background--and a small smle crept across ny face. From her
strong lips, Sevan sounded |ike a normal nane.

Jake never knew ny nane. | remenber that evening, nearly three
years ago, when he | ooked at ne bl ankl yNt he person that | had
fallen in love with had receded behind cold blue eyes. "I can't

see you anynore," he had said. W had been sitting in his car,
silently hol ding handsNwaiting for the illuminated green digits
to make their final click to the ten o' clock hour. W only had a
few nore shared nonents before Jake's curfew cane to pass. His



parents felt that keeping himinside for the nighttine hours
woul d sonehow keep him away from people |ike ne--people |ike
hi m

It was 9:55pm as he began to speak. It was deathly silent
outside of his car but | felt as if the whole world were | ooking

at meNwat ching the huniliation as it happened. "I like you and
everything..." he paused, |longer than | had expected, and then
said "Its just that...I"mnot really...l dunno...like you."

Dunbf ounded, | had responded, "then why have we been going out ?"

Jake began to fidget, squeezed nmy hand and then let it go. He
funbl ed around with the cuffs of his blue button up shirt for a
nmonment then took ny hand again before he continued to speak. "I

guess...| guess you nmade ne feel good about nyself. | mean that
was what this was really about right? I mean we're not a couple
of fags, are we?" | dropped his hand. He continued, as if he
hadn't already said enough, "I was just wanted to feel good
about nyself. You're a good friend, but... | guess | hope you
understand why | don't really want to see you anynore...well not
like this anyway, I'd like to just be friends."

| left a few pieces of ny heart in his car that night.

Burying the lunp in nmy throat, consciously |oosening the
tightness in ny chest that always acconpanied this particular
menory and reached down for a pair of socks and sneakers from
the floor. There was a shoebox next to ny shoes and the sane
smle met ny lips, spawned by thoughts of those |I |oved. The box
held all of the tokens | couldn't display in ny room letters
and pictures from John

A few nore boys fell into step with Jake, taking nmy heart and
discarding it, before |I found John. | had al nost told John ny
real name when we net. Sonething about his sparkling eyes, not
quite brown, but not green either--sinply the essence of green.
H's hair had fallen around his ears and | had noticed how
powerful his shoul ders | ooked as they sl oped upwards into a
strong neck. John, after | had taken a | ong pause to think about
it, knew ne as Vale.

| glanced at the clock next to ny bed, quickly realizing that ny
reviere had taken far to long. | was late for class. Tying ny
shoes, | grabbed ny bag and ran out the door. Shouting over ny
shoul der, a half hearted farewell to Mom



My day at school passed realitivly uneventful. No one took it
upon thenselves to taunt or humliate ne between cl asses or
during lunch. The football team who nade it daily tradition to
harass ne in sonme form ignored ne with a hostile silence--but
nothing that | couldn't handle. | suppose | jinxed nyself,
thinking I would nmake it home without any sort of conflict.

After the norning, | thought that ny reflection on ny nane and
all of the inplications that it had carried would be done for
the day, but, after classes had let out for the day, | found

nmysel f thinking about it again.
"Fucki ng queer."
He nust have thought that was ny nane.

| wasn't sure if this guy knew ny nanme, any nane | had ever
given, or not as he shouted expletives into the side of the gym
wall, not able to |ook down at nme as his steel toe boot nade
contact with ny ribs. | certainly didn't know his, nor could I
see his face. It was only the vein that | noticed, running up
his neck fromhis collarbone to just under his ear. H's skin was
white and nmoist fromthe effort of beating nme. A Marathon Hi gh
School Letterman Jacket was hanging | oosely around his wai st - -
not an unconmon article of clothing on canpus as anyone who

pl ayed a sport had one. Three small stars signified his class

rank. They sparkled fromthe block letter, M He, like I, was a
seni or.

After what seened |like an eternity of pain, | finally couldn't
feel it any nore. | figured that neant he was begi nning to get

tired, kicking ne with less and |less force, or ny ribcage had

| ong ago col | apsed under the pressure of the rhythm c bl ows. |
imagi ne the latter was nore likely the truth. H's boot | anded
agai nst my chest--1 had been trying to roll onto ny other side,
he kicked my chest to halt that nove.

"You fucking faggot, you nake ne fucking sick!"

| wanted to say, My nanme is Sevan, does that mean anything to

you? But it didn't sound outside of ny mnd. | only heard the

onsl aught of disgusting nanes in ny ears again. Froma great

di stance, | heard the thick smacki ng sound his foot was making
as he kicked ne. | tried to think about other things, anything
el se, but | couldn't concentrate. | tasted copper in ny nouth,



just before white |ight exploded across ny face. Wiite, then
dark creeping up the back of ny neck

And then, Grans was | ooking down at nme, offering a hand up, and
| ooki ng at nme expectantly, "Cone on Val, sweetheart, get up."

My grandnot her called nme Val just before she died. The genesis
of the nicknane lay within the realmof casual fam |y taunting.
My little brother |earned about vowels in grammar school and he
canme hone telling nme all about them Like an epi phany of

t hought, he realized that ny nane had two vowels: a letter A and
a letter E. "You have two Val s!™ he shouted, unable to pronounce
his words properly as his pillow had been visited by the tooth
fairy rather often over the |ast few nonths. Running around the
house he shouted "dubba val, dubba val!" | suppose |I was | ucky

t hat Val stuck and not Dubba.

| opened ny eyes to find nyself in the guestroom of ny

grandnot her's house. | was still bruised and beaten, but ny body
no | onger ached. | realized the true depth of the pain that had
racked ny body only nonents prior. "Grans, what are you doi ng
here?"

"Well, its time for you to get up and go to work, Val. Wy el se
woul d I be getting you up at this hour?" she said sinply.

She was an old woman, but you wouldn't guess it to | ook at her.

She | ooked, | imagine, what a fallen super nodel would | ook
like--as if she married a plastic surgeon and was desperately
trying to hang on to her youth to no avail. The only difference

was that Grans took no pride in the way that she | ookedNshe
sinply woke every norning and nade sure that she was neat and
cl ean, and went along wth her day.

"But | haven't done ny old paper route in years, Gans," | said,
| ooki ng at her oddly, wondering why the back of ny m nd kept up
the inplicative that | shouldn't be lying here, speaking with ny
grandnot her, nearly two years after her death

"What are you tal king about, you silly boy?" She replied as I
caught the scent of cookies being baked in the kitchen bel ow.
"You delivered them papers yesterday."

"Grans? What's that?" | asked. The bed felt like it was noving,
but the novements were irregular, as if | wasn't really lying on
my back, in ny bed at ny grandnother's house, but rolling. |
felt restricted and fear was scraping the walls of ny stonmach.



Sevan, don't worry, everything's going to be fine.

There was sone sort of |oud noise too--a wailing acconpani ed by
the | ow nurmur of concerned voices. | couldn't really hear nuch
for sure.

| wondered what G ans was baki ng cookies for.

Sevan, just hang in there a'right?

A femal e voice, yet not ny grandnother's, was weeping in ny ear
but | couldn't tell who was talking. | heard the voice again,

but nmuch closer this tinme, "Sevan, if you can hear nme, you gotta
wake up."

"Val, hun, get you're ass novin, breakfast isn't getting any
hotter!" Grans chined fromthe kitchen below-I hadn't even

noti ced her nove out of the room |et alone back downstairs. The
bed was stable again and | rose, feeling slightly disoriented.

| ooked at the clock, it was seven...in the norning, | assuned.
My cl ot hes appeared winkled fromsleep. | straightened ny

cl ot hes, and hopped down the stairs to the kitchen--sonething I
had done every norning for years before ny grandnother died. |
had [ived wth her, | renmenbered. | had taken care of her when
she was ill.

Grans didn't have a kitchen like you' d think a grandnother woul d
have. It was only a single room divided by a long counter. On
one side, there was the cooking area and a garage sal e di nner
tabl e was on the other. The oven was turned on and | w ped the
sudden sweat that fornmed on ny brow, up into ny |ong, shaggy

bl ond hair.

"Lord, child, you really need a hair cut.” Grans was puttering
around on the cooking side of the bar. | was standing next to
the kitchen table--it was that hideous orange col or that you
only saw in the 1970s. There were eggs and bacon wi th sourdough
toast set out for me, with orange juice. | hated orange juice,
but never challenged Gans on it. | just never drank that nuch
and bought a Pepsi on the way to school.

"Get, your ass in this chair,”" Gans said, a snmle in her voice
| | ooked back at ny breakfast and it wasn't on the table.
Finding this less odd than | probably should have, | sat in the
| arge kitchen table chair that Grans had waiting for nme. She
draped a towel with large orchid inmages on it over ny chest and



gently placed a bowl on top of ny head. Her hands shook softly,
snmel ling of Ben-Gay creamas she trimmed my hair with ancient
silver scissors.

Sevan, cone back to us, darlin'.

| heard the voice, but wasn't sure what to nmake of it.

"You are a very special little boy..." Gans was saying as she
trimed ny blonde | ocks. "Soft, but strong...a sort of walking
contradiction.”

Sni p. Snip. Snip.

"What do you nean?" | was suspicious, knowi ng how to read her
tone of voice--know ng that she knew sonet hing that she woul dn't
tell me. I knew she wouldn't tell, but I asked anyway, hoping |

woul d be wrong.

She didn't say anything, just started hunm ng. After a nonent of
trimmng, a small pile of blonde hairs were collecting around ny
feet, she said, "There are going to be a | ot of people who don't
like you," and then, after a nonent of reflection, "but I
suppose that's everyone really. It's just going to be a bit
different with you, little head." She tousled ny hair playfully.

The haircut was finished then and I briefly closed ny eyes. |
must have sat there in that oak chair, pondering for a |ot

| onger than | thought. | nust have fallen asleep, because
suddenly, | woke.
My body was frozen in the warnth of the bed, | wasn't sure that

| could nove. The exhaustion could be felt in every inch of ny
body, stretching over every inch of ny skin. Slowy, ny senses
were followi ng my consciousness, waking as slowy as ny brain
The room snell ed of antiseptic. My eyes burned; ny nouth was
dry. I wondered if waking fromdeath was a simlar feeling.
rose and wal ked to the mirror across fromthe bed. | didn't
remenber the walls of my roombeing so white, but | paid no
attenti on.

| 1 ooked at the individual features of ny face w thout

acknow edgi ng that they pulled together to forma faceNa face
that was dark with exhaustion, a face that was still bruised and
beaten. Dark rings held strong under ny eyes, slightly purple,
slightly green. My nose was swol | en and def or ned.



Where am | ?

My subconsci ous eval uated ny surroundi ngs before | becane aware
that 1| was standing in a conpletely foreign room | realized
that every inch of ny torso was crying for me to stop noving--

t he pain suddenly knocked nme down. It felt like a flock of sharp
razors slicing across ny chest--it was a feeling that | hadn't
been expecting at all.

"Nurse, goddammit, get in here.”

Warm gentle and famliar hands hel ped nme find ny way back into

the confort of the bed. "Thank you, grandma,” | said w thout
t hi nki ng.
"Well, you're welcone, ya jackass, but I'ma little insulted

that you think I1'mold enough to be a grandma," Lilly said.

For the first time, in what | would cone to understand was
nearly three days, | opened ny eyes--really opened them and

| ooked around ne--and was assaulted by the bright white |ight of
the hospital room "Wl cone back to the living," another voice
said. This one was also famliar, but nuch nore soothing. |

| ooked up and saw John.

"H ," | said weakly.

"W | eave you alone for one mnute and you're trying to high
tail it out of here. I should have known you'd wait until we
weren't expecting it," Lilly said. |I could feel her sour breath,
stale fromcigarette snoke, yet oddly conforting, on ny cheek
The i mages of being beaten were com ng back to nme. "Wat
happened?” | asked.

"You were hate crined, buddy," Lilly said. Her abrasive
sl aughtering of the English | anguage made nme smle for a nonent,
but all | could see was John. He was slunped in a chair across
fromnmy bed, a | ook of sadness and nausea rested upon his face.
He was beginning to cry.

Ignoring Lilly's presence, | said to John, "I'mall right,
darling." Though | wasn't sure if it was true. As far as | knew,
they would be anputating ny leg later in the day--but, as far as
| could tell, I felt fine...well other than the searing pain in
my chest.



He nodded his large head, towering on his broad shoul ders. The

corner of his eye shined softly with fresh tears. | knew that if
it were he that had been beaten, | would be crying as well. |
al so knew that, at this nmonment, | couldn't stand to see himcry.

| couldn't stand to see such an act of violent stupidity affect
himin such a way. He didn't respond when | spoke to him and
Lilly junmped in, "course you're all right, ya dunshit."” Al ways
| acki ng sone sense of sensitivity, but always allow ng the fact
that she really did care to creep into her voice. Lilly

conti nued, "Wat the hell were you doing, hanging out by the
gym after school, all alone...what? The daily taunts aren't
good enough for ya. Ya need to get yer ass kicked too?"

Sarcastically, feeling a small neasure of nental strength
return, | barked, "Sorry Lil."

| forced ny eyes away from John and | ooked up at the solid woman
who faced nme. She was smling softly, despite her surly
denmeanor. Looking at her--soft shaved head, robust figure, and
her work jacket clinging to wi de shoul ders--she was beautiful.
She was so strong and reassuring. That's what people didn't see
when they saw her. They saw the stereotype, not the person. The
very soul of what a wonman was supposed to be--strong and a
caring.

Lilly had | ooked after nme since the first day that we nmet. She

had hunkered down by ne on the school bus as it barrel ed towards
our junior high. She slung a large arnNeven at that age, she was
massi ve enough to look less |ike a teenaged girl and nore |like a
bouncer --around mnmy shoul ders and | ooked nme directly in the face.

"Are you a dude or a chick?" She had asked. For several m nutes
she continued to | ook at nme but | made no effort to respond.
"Cuz that bunch of asshol es back there was trying to say that
between the two of us, I'mthe dude and you're the chick. Wat
do you think?" She had been tal king about the "popular crowd,"”
whose nanmes escape nme at the nonent. | don't renenber what

said, but no one beat ne up after that because Lilly was al ways
with nme. Well, no one beat nme up until now that is.

As | becane aware of the different parts of my body again,

felt her hand softly folded around m ne. The skin was rough from
washi ng di shesNshe worked at a |local Denny's. Her eyes expressed
how nmuch pain she was feeling, but her mouth just kept on
smling. I would always renenber and | ove her for that smle.

John was sil ent.



"Sevan, honey, how are you feeling?"

| opened ny eyes, wondering who | would see, no |onger trusting
inm ability to recogni ze voices. Hell, in the past few weeks,
| had opened nmy eyes to the blinding white Iight of the hospita
roons, nore often than not, seeing Gans face. Her face
following the voice of nmy father, who had visited from Caks
Grove, two counties over--where he lived now-or ny little

br ot her who had conme down with him G ans face would cone after
hearing ny nother's voice or Lilly's or even Jake who ventured
to the hospital to see ne. Once, | woke, after being chased by
Irony, only to see the white-gloved hands still surroundi ng ne.

On that particul ar occasion, after the searing pain of broken

ri bs had replaced panic, | wondered if this was what it would
feel like to awaken after Irony had Her way with nme. | had ended
up laughing to nyself, realizing that on the day | was beaten,
had started the day with pain in ny upper body, carrying over
fromthe dream world--it was...ironic.

Thi s day, however, | woke and saw ny nother | ooking down at ne.
The first time, this week, that she had visited.

| struggl ed agai nst ny body to speak, "Hey, ma."

"H, honey, how are you feeling?" she asked and then caught
hersel f, laughing softly, "Wait, | know, dunb question, right?
You probably feel like shit."” Her hand traced the line of ny
cheek and jaw and a marveled in how snooth it felt.

My only response was to nod softly.

"They caught the guy who did this,"” she said softly, conveying
how much she felt that it was an irrelevant victory in the
slight trenble in her voice. "Chad Procter. Do you know hi n?"

| closed ny eyes against the imge of Marathon H gh School s
star quarterback and nodded in response. | surprised nyself by
saying, "It doesn't surprise nme, that guy has always hated ne."

| didn't have to open ny eyes to know Mom was | ooking at ne with
horror, "always hated you, son...why?"

This was certainly not the tine that | wanted to conme out to ny
nmother. | sinply didn't have the strength and | groaned with the



t hought of it, audibly. There was no way to fight it, so | just
saidit, "I"'mgay, Mom O, a 'fucking queer' to use Procter's
name for ne.”

The silence that foll owed was excruciating. | heard the clicks
and huns of all the nedical machinery that was attached to ny
body--nmonitoring this, regulating that. Seconds turned into

m nutes and | becane aware that | still had nmy eyes cl osed and |
heard the steady intake of and expul sion of breath from Mom
"Are you going to say anything?" | asked, ny eyes still closed.

"Honey, do you think that I didn't know?"

My eyes flew open and | tried to sit up--instinct that was
qui ckly rejected by ny torso.

"Don't nove |like that, Sevan!" Momsaid, and | felt her firm
hands on nmy chest to keep nme secure in the bed.

The silence set in again, broken a few mnutes |ater, when the
pai n had subsided into the constant dull ache and | was able to
open ny eyes, focusing on ny nother. She | ooked tired, the lines
around her eyes and nouth nore taught and defined than usual.
Her bl onde hair, usually swept up into an austere bun, hung

| oosely around her faceNconpletely in shambles. She | ooked |ike
a not her whose son had been pulverized by a hate crine.

"Sevan, |'ve always known," she said sinply. Then thought about
it for a nonent, her eyes clouding for a nonment, then clearing
as the thought passed. "Mther and | tal ked about it a lot, we
just weren't sure howto talk about it with you. And then she
passed away and your father left," she stunbled over the words,
her voice clouding with shane, "I just never found a way to
approach you about it. And all seened well..." Tears began to
well up in her eyes, but her face renmained cal mand |oving, "I
didn't think it was a problemfor you."

It took nore than a nonent to absorb. It took several days in
fact. Lilly, who had been waiting outside in the hall, giving
Mom and | sone tinme alone that day, had told her about the
taunting at school. Mom had asked Lilly point blank what the
attack was about, knowing that Lilly knew nme even better than
she knew her own child, but Lilly had refused to speak on it. It
was somet hing that Momand | had to work out. But they had
apparently shared several conversations while they had sat in ny
roomwith ne as | silently recovered--Mmcarefully pulling
information out of Lilly until she finally broke and told her



all sorts of things. Lilly, however, refused to say that Procter
had ki cked the crap out of nme because | was gay. | suppose that
Lilly felt it was sonething that | had to tell Mm nyself.

Even know, being fully aware of the history that | shared with
Proctor--his harassnment being the genesis of Lilly and ny
friendship--she still asked ne why. Wy being the question that
came off her lips nost often. She sinply couldn't see soneone
hating ne so much for being nyself that they felt the need to
brutally attack and nearly kill me. Al | could tell her was
that I didn't know the "why', | had only grown used to the
reality of it.

The best thing that came out of the attack was the renewed
friendship with my nom regretting that | hadn't confided in her
sooner. The worst thing was the silence |I felt from John.

John remained silent for the three nonths that | was in that
hospi tal bed. Wen they sent me hone, it was ny email inbox and
my answering nachine where | felt the silence the nost. John and
| had only been dating for a couple of weeks before Chad Procter
decided that it would be a good idea to express his distaste for
me, but | had felt hopeful. |I was hopeful, nore than anything
that John wasn't going to break ny heart like all of the nen

t hat had come before him

My hopes were rapidly fading as | realized that John probably
just didn't know how to break up wth soneone after they had
fallen to a hate crine.

After that first day when | woke, Lilly and Mom spent as nmany
days as they could with nme, taking turns hol ding nmy hands when
wasn't well enough to do anything el se and naki ng ne | augh when
| felt up to laughing. At first, John lurked in ny room hardly
speaking to ne. Then he wasn't there. That day was foll owed by
anot her and then another. It didn't take nme long to realize that
John was going to rip ny heart out and dance on it, just |ike
everyone el se. | also knew why, though--John hadn't told his
parents about us yet. Feeling the freedomthat canme with the
know edge that mnmy nother knew, accepted and | ove everything that
| was, gave ne a new formof strength and it al so nade ne
realize the constrictions on one's life when that life is kept
from your parents.

| imagi ne that John's parents started to inquire as to where he
was di sappearing to so often. Since his response was probably



sonething | ess inpressive than "ny boyfriend nearly got killed
by sone honophobi c asshol e,” they probably asked himto stay
home. W thout even thinking, he probably conplied--swearing that
he woul dn't go out for a while. "I don't have anywhere inportant
to go anyway," he probably said.

Si x nmonths after the assault--three in the hospital, three in ny
bed at hone--with no word fromJohn, | was in ny car, driving
over to his house. Lilly was in the back seat but | was going to
drop her off at the Scratch, a local pool hall where we played a
couple of tinmes a week--well, before the attack

| pulled into the parking lot of the Scratch and felt Lilly's
arms enfold nme frombehind. "Don't let that little whore hurt
your feelings, all right?" Before |I could answer, she had ki ssed
my cheek and slipped out of the car. | watched her walk in and
get our usual table near the w ndow. A few other people, |
noticed in ny rearview mrror, noved to greet her as | exited

t he parking | ot.

John lived in one of those housing devel opnments where there were
only three or four nodel hones that you could choose from It
was one of those nei ghborhoods where you never saw anyone out
doors. No one went on wal ks because they owned hi gh powered
conputers that kept themtied to the internet and no one worked
in the yard because they coul d watch gardeni ng shows on
satellite tel evision.

| parked in front of his house, recognizing his parent's gold
mnivan. | swallowed the lunmp in ny throat and rang the
doorbell. John answered the door. "What are you doing here?" he
asked. He remained invisible behind the security door.

"I wanted to see you." | smled, hoping that he would open the
door, fling his arnms around ne and explain away all ny fears--
proclaimng his |love for ne.

"I don't want ny parents to know that you're here."

Vel l, there goes that thought. | sighed, "Can't we tal k?"

He | ooked around, as if we were being watched. "Well, they're

out at a friends, | guess we could chat for a m nute. But not

long, they' Il be hone in like an hour."

"kay," | wanted to smack him across the face, but shoved ny
hands deeper in ny pockets instead. "Then, 1'll make this



quick,” | tried to pack all of the anger that | felt into such
casual words, but |I'mnot sure that it worked. He | ooked at ne
and | realized that | probably sounded like |I wanted to cry.
"Why haven't | seen you?" | asked.

"I thought you'd figure that out," he said.
| said, "What does that nmean?"

"I can't see you anynore," he said and | | ooked down at the
wel come mat. It said, in bright white letters, Wl cone To Qur
Honme.

| felt that lunp in ny throat swell. "Wy not?"

"l nmean, you're really great. | really like you...l nean, |
really like you--1 think | love you...l just can't...be with
you. | have a lot of things that | need to deal with right now "
When | didn't say anything, he continued, "I"'msorry Vale, it's
just that--you' re one of the best people |I've ever been with
but, well..." He shrugged then said the words that cut through
me |ike a quarterback's boot, "I still want to be friends."

| thought of Jake and | realized that John probably didn't know
my real name either. He never asked ne what ny real nanme was.
Maybe he had caught it, fromny parents or fromlLilly, when I
was in the hospital--if he did, he probably didn't make the
connection the nunber that was being uttered on concerned |ips
and the mangled formthat lay in the hospital bed, bruised and
br oken.

| thought of Lilly and started wal ki ng towards nmy car. | hoped
that he would run after me; | heard his front door close
quietly.

It was starting to get dark and | | ooked up at the gray sky.
Crinmson spl ashed across the clouds and | felt my ears chill in
the frost of the pending night air. The sun was hi dden behi nd
the billows of nusky cotton, just out of sight on the horizon.
Looki ng down at ny feet, | felt an odd sort of apathetic
enptiness conme over ne. It felt sonmething |like hunger. It felt
like waiting all day to eat and then not being able to because
of the nausea and a biting headache.

| 1 ooked around ne, taking a deep breath of the cool night air.
| had reached a nexus and | wondered how nmany tines | was
destined to cone back to this point of rejection and heartache.
Wth Jake, | had been sonmeone that he had used; with John, he



had | oved ne, but the relationship reached the sane concl usi on.
| suddenly wondered if Irony would visit my dreans again,
t oni ght .

In all reality, | should have been thinking about how horrible
it was that Chad Procter felt justified to kick the crap out of
me sinply because sonet hing about nme, as bad- after-school -
special as it sounds, was different than him O naybe | shoul d
have been thinking about how awful the dull aching in nmy chest
was. The truth was, there were about a mllion and a half things
that | could have worried about on that short drive fromJohn's
nei ghbor hood, back to the famliar territory of the Scratch, but
really, all | could think about was how nuch | was | ooking
forward to playing pool. My ribs were feeling pretty good,
though 1'd have to take it easy. It was nice to think that I
woul dn't go honme and be di sappoi nted when ny answeri ng nmachi ne

i ntoned, "You have no new nessages." Pausing for a nonent after
"no," just long enough for me to really acknow edge the fact

that John hadn't called. I wouldn't have to frantically get
online and check ny email. | wouldn't have the ridicul ous urge
to check the windowsill to see if nessenger pigeon had brought
wor d.

God, | had been such an idiot.

| wal ked into the Scratch, absorbing the gentle mngling of
nozzarella sticks and cue chal k. Terrible eighties heavy netal
bl ared over the sound system | heard the ensenble of billiard
bal I s clacking as they made contact with each other and I
suddenly felt confortable within the confines of ny own skin.
felt that sanme warm hand on ny shoul der again and then "hey,
buddy, how did it go?"

Turing to Lilly, I sinply said, "you knew he was a bastard
right?"

She appreciated the full neaning of such a sinple sentence,
"yeah, | tried to tell you dunshit.” One corner of her nouth
began to tilt up into a small smle. She cl apped ne on the
shoul der, "c'non, |eme kick yer ass, eh?"

"Well, everyone el se has, why not you too?" | said, and then
regretting it as Lilly |ooked back at ne horrified by what she
had sai d.



"Ah, Sevan, god I'msorry, | didn't nean it like that," she
funbled with her words, and knowi ng her as well as | did, | knew
that she wanted nore t han anything to reach out and hug ne.

| just smled, finding it sort of comcal that |I had finally
made a joke that was lost on Lilly. More often than not, | was
trying to back peddle after sticking ny foot in ny nouth. "Its
all right, Lilly. I was just joking," | said, very seriously.

She smled then, as did I, and we shared a chuckle for all the
pain that we had felt in our lives, know ng that at this nonent,
all was truly well. W both noved towards the table she had been
pl aying at before |I had wal ked in.

The Scratch was a snmall pool hall; the walls portrayed gi ant
billiard balls, giant circles of color with nunbers painted
carefully on them -nunbers as large, if not larger than ny head.
Qur table was in the left corner of the room | noticed that
there were a couple of new people mlling around it.

"Who are the newbies?" | asked Lilly as we approached them

| nstead of answering, she approached the tallest of the pair--a
solid, athletic |ooking blonde girl, short hair cropped closely
to her head, yet distinctly fem nine. She had | arge green eyes
that seened sort of sad and pale white skin. Pretty, but sort of
geeky on the sane token. The other was tall, simlar height and
| ook, only she had al nond col ored hair, a | arge nose, and gold
ri med gl asses.

"V, this is Sam" Lilly said, indicating the blonde, "and

Jul es, " she pointed at the brunet then softly |aced her fingers
with Sams. | was imediately rem nded that Lilly said she would
be bringing a date and a friend of hers that she net at work. |
smled softly despite nyself, realizing that Samand Lilly were
ascetically pleasing as a couple, but Samwould have to junp
through a | ot of hoops to neet ny approval. | smled again,
remenbering Lilly's warnings about John.

"Its great to finally nmeet you, V. Lilly talks about you a lot,"
Jules said, smling at ne.

"What does V stand for?" Sam asked.

| reached under the |arge, green-topped table and grabbed the
wooden triangle to rack the billiard balls for the gane. | took
a nonent to consider how to respond. | thought of Mom and then



Jake, and John. | looked up at Lilly and then at the face of her
expectant conpanion. | chose the road that had yiel ded the nost
success thus far, "My nane is Sevan," | stated sinply and then,
allowing the soft wood of the cue to slip powerfully between ny
index and mddle fingers, | sent the white cue ball down the
table to make contact with the rainbow that awaited at the other
end. The orange five-ball fell easily into the |eft corner
pocket, where Lilly was standing.

| looked fromthe pocket, up to Lilly's face. She had an amazed
sm | e danci ng upon her lips. Samonly | ooked at himquizzically.

"Seven, |ike the nunber?"

"Nah, Sevan, like Evan with an Sin front," | said, nocking
Lilly's smle and then sticking ny tongue out at her.

Jul es | ooked rather confused as well, both at my nanme and at the
pl ayful faces that Lilly and | exchanged. Sam just smled--I
imagine, with Lilly's pronpting, Sam had intentionally asked ne
to define ny one |letter nicknane. Jul es obviously had not been
privy to any inside information. Jules asked, "well, if your
name i s Sevan, why go by V?"

| | ooked at her, "you know what, Jules?" | paused for a nonent,
| eaned down to set up and take ny next shot--sinking the two--
and surprised nyself a second tinme because | had no qualns to
overcone, "you're right, it doesn't work. | don't think I'm
going to use it anynore. Sevan, |'mjust Sevan from now on."

Lilly et go of Sans hand and cane around the table to hug ne
before I lined up ny next shot. "Three ball, side pocket," |
said, feeling satisfied, not only because | sunk the three ball,
but because | knew | had found ny nane.

That night | dreant about running. | ran and ran until | felt as
if ny heart and lungs were punping so quickly that they couldn't
keep up with ny body. It was that sort of running that you do
when you are a small child and you just want to run until you
cant feel the ground any longer. In ny dreaml ran until | could
fly. I 1ooked down upon a cold and dark city, watching the
lights flicker to life as | flew over. Wth the lights cane
warnmt h and confort, the illum nation provided for a view | had
not yet seen. | found nyself |ooking down at a city | had |ived
inall of nmy life, but was seeing for the first time. G adually,
the city nelted into Irony's world. The anber plain stretching



out as far as | could see, the strange animals, nothing nore
t han specks against twisted fornms and splats of green and bl ue.

| felt as if nmy heart were soaring even higher than nyself as I
fl ew over Irony, know ng that Her existence would never |eave

me, but that Her existence no |onger haunted nme. | actually
waved down at Her, pleased that those |large white gl oves waved
back. My heart warnmed and, at a great distance, | felt nyself
begin to stir. For the first time in many years, | woke up--

really woke up--excited to see what the day woul d bring.



