Apgar 1

Arminda Apgar

ENG 215

(Revised)







Word Count: 4, 838

The Beauty of Friendship

As I stepped out of the club, I felt the cold winter air slam against my face.  On any normal night, I would have shivered and run frantically across the street to my car; tonight though, I didn’t feel anything as I walked out to the curb and turned around.  Miccale had followed me outside like I had asked, and now stood quietly waiting for me to speak.  I looked past him at the small group laughing and talking and wished silently that I had chosen a place were we could be alone, but there was no other way.  It had to be done, and it had to be now.  I took a deep breath and began.


“Do you remember that night, a while back, when you said ‘Don’t get a crush on me’?”  I asked slowly. 


His eyes met mine.  “So, you’ve developed a crush on me,” he said simply.


“Well, not exactly, it’s a little different.”  I struggled to force the words out.


Miccale took a step back, his eyes widening a little.  “You’re scaring me now, Arminda.”


I fought to control my body from shaking and tried to ignore the bass still pounding inside the club, vibrating the sidewalk, the sound bouncing off the empty buildings.  I lowered my eyes as I again mustered the courage to speak.


“Well…the truth is, I…well…Miccale, I’ve needed to tell you this for a long time.  I don’t want this to hurt our friendship, but I need to tell you anyway.  I…well…I’m in love with you.”  

Miccale paused, then smiled slightly.  “That takes a lot of courage, Arminda,” he said as he leaned over and hugged me.  

I smiled nervously.  “Yeah, well…I’ve been needing to tell you that for about a year now.  I just thought you should know.”


He nodded and hugged me again.  I said a hurried goodbye and quickly rushed across the street to my car.  I had done it, but now what?

*


I had met Miccale a year and a half earlier: my first day of college.  He was the guy that sat in the front row of the classroom, talking to the teacher and making jokes.  To be honest, I thought he was moron, especially when we were told to get into groups, and pick a word of our choice.  Miccale’s word of choice was “bong,” so naturally I passed him off as a pot-smoking idiot.  Goes to show what I know about people.


For one reason or another, we became friends.  To my surprise, Miccale was extremely intelligent, perhaps more intelligent than anyone I had ever known.  I used to compare him to Freud; he had that unique philosophic personality that either had people rolling on the floor laughing or completely confused.  Miccale could take one look at a person and dissect their personality with such accuracy it was actually frightening.  We talked for hours about life, about our hopes and dreams, and he became the person I could talk to about anything: the one person who seemed to understand how I felt about everything.


There were a lot of people that came into my life around that time, but none affected me in quite the same way.  With everyone else, it was parties and bullshit.  With Miccale, it was conversation or, in most cases, fun: innocent fun.  We’d go to parks, or to the lake, hang out and run around like kids at recess.  We’d have barbecues and fight over food.  We’d play video games and argue over whose turn was next.  We’d go to the mall and try to analyze people, making up stories about their lives based on their appearance.  That’s when my feelings for him started to develop, only I was blind to it.  I wanted parties and people and excitement of the college type.


It was only about five months later that my life changed drastically.  I returned from Christmas break ready to go on with the parties.  I was seated on the couch of a friend’s apartment, beer in hand, having a great time when I saw Miccale.  Something was wrong.  Miccale was always the life of the party, the only guy there who could entertain people for hours and never take one drink.  He wasn’t entertaining this time.  He was standing in the kitchen against the counter, staring at the floor, motionless.  


“Miccale!”  I yelled.  I made my way past the people and slid across the floor to his side.  Smiling, I leaned over so I could see his face.  


This was not the face I knew.  His blue eyes were glazed, his face relaxed, and he looked hollow somehow.  I didn’t understand then that my friend was traveling fast on a downward spiral.  


“Hey,” was his quiet reply.  

Still puzzled, I wondered why his voice was so flat and emotionless: almost like a ghost.  I searched the room until I found Adam, Miccale’s roommate.  

“What’s wrong with Miccale?” 

Adam took a long drink of his beer and shrugged drunkenly.  “Eh, he’s on drugs.  He’s just fucked up…don’t worry about it.”  He returned to the girl at his side and it was obvious the conversation was over.  

That was the first time I had ever heard of Miccale doing “drugs.”  Smoking pot, in my opinion, was not doing drugs.  “Drugs” were things like cocaine, meth, and acid… heavy stuff: the stuff that could kill you.  I soon learned he was into all sorts of drugs.  I didn’t know what to think, or what to do.  I had never been an advocate of drugs, but then again I couldn’t say that I had ever really cared too much.  But now, now it was Miccale.  It wasn’t some acquaintance in high school or some faceless name in a newspaper: it was my best friend.

After that night, Miccale wasn’t around much anymore.  The days of walks and barbecues and innocent fun were gone.  I was lucky to see him once a week, and even then it wasn’t the same.  Things seemed to get worse the more time that passed.  Miccale would disappear for days at a time; even his roommates couldn’t find him.  He dropped out of school and quit his job.  His spirit was gone, stripped by the demon that was drugs.  He rarely talked, he never smiled, and the laugh that I had grown to love so much had disappeared entirely.  It was like watching a zombie in some old horror movie.  I never went anywhere with him anymore, since the only places he went were places to do drugs, and I couldn’t stand to watch my best friend kill himself.  The first time I watched him snort cocaine I almost threw up.  Watching him do drugs was like a nightmare I couldn’t wake up from.  

The low point hit late one February night.  Miccale and I were lying on his bed talking.  Miccale was telling me how scared he was of what he was turning into.  He kept calling me his “angel,” since I was the only one who didn’t do drugs with him.  He said he didn’t want to do drugs anymore, but there was no way out.  

“People just say, ‘Hey Miccale, come do drugs with us,’” He said, nearly in tears.  “I tell them I have no money and they give me drugs anyway.”

I didn’t understand why he couldn’t just NOT do drugs.  For me, it was easy.  I just didn’t do them.  It was then I realized how serious the situation was.  I couldn’t do anything to help, and I felt completely powerless for the first time in my life.  I was also beginning to sink into deep depression, and from time to time I found myself contemplating drugs after all.  This shocked and frightened me, and I knew I had to get out of the situation somehow.  So, I did the only thing I could think to do at that time: I walked away and left Miccale to fight his own battles.  I was confident this would pass and things would go back to normal.

Only a few weeks later, I saw another of Miccale’s roommates, Dave, in the Student Union.  I immediately asked about Miccale.

“Oh, well he’s gone.”

Right then, the bottom felt out of my world.  “He’s WHAT?” 

“Gone…went home.  It was weird, one morning he came in and just packed up his stuff and left.  He did say something about truck driving school, though.” Dave was reading the newspaper and seemed entirely uninterested in the entire topic, so I said my goodbyes and left.

For weeks I walked around in a daze, lost without Miccale.  I found myself looking for him in all the old places: “our” park bench on campus, the park we used to go to and talk, even his apartment.  It got harder and harder to hang out with our old group of friends: without him it always seemed like something was missing.  It hurt to be without him, to not see his face or hear his voice.  I missed him more than I had ever missed anyone, but I tried to cope as well as I could.  The months flew by and I didn’t talk to him.  I would call his cell phone, only to hear the automated voice saying he was not able to answer his phone.  It was right when I began to give up that he found me.


It was mid-summer and my cousin and I had gone to see a movie.  As was my routine, I checked my cell phone for missed calls the minute the movie finished.  To my surprise, I had one.  I almost fainted when I saw the words “Miccale Cell” on the screen.  I frantically dialed my voicemail number, the words “Oh my God” repeating in my head over and over again.


“Arminda, hey…this is Miccale.  I just wanted to see how you were doing, so give me a call sometime soon and we can talk.”  


The sound of his voice was enough to send me into hysteria as I quickly dialed the number.


When he answered, my heart leapt into my throat.  We talked for quite a while, and I was elated to hear that same laugh that had been such a part of Miccale’s personality.  He was back, talking nonstop and laughing and acting just like the friend that I had lost so long ago.  He said he would back in Kansas City that weekend, so of course we made plans to meet and do something.  I could barely contain my excitement as I waited for the weekend to arrive.  


I had to work the day Miccale came into town, so he had agreed to meet me in the store.  The day seemed endless, especially the last few moments after he called to say he had finally arrived.  I paced back in forth in the doorway of the store, staring out into the mall waiting to catch a glimpse at him.  Finally, when I was starting to worry he wasn’t going to show up, I saw a familiar face rounding the corner.   The moment he entered the store, I attacked him with a huge hug.


“Wow, look at you, all dressed up,” Miccale said, smiling.  


I laughed and looked down at the pants suit I had worn for work, a far cry from my usual ratty jeans and thrift store apparel.


We decided to go play a few games of miniature golf, an old favorite of both Miccale and myself.  It seemed things were back to the way they used to be, both of us laughing and playing jokes on one another: like two grade school kids at recess.  After losing miserably, I suggested we go drive around and talk for a while.  Our conversation weaved in and out from seriousness to laughter, but finally we hit the subject of his drug use.


“It really scared me, Miccale,” I explained.  “You changed.  It was weird, one day you were normal and then almost overnight you became different.”


Miccale sighed.  “I’m sorry Arminda.  I didn’t know what I was doing.  I knew that pretty soon the money would run out and I’d be out on the street.  I knew I had hit the bottom and there was no other choice but to leave.”

The tears had started to slip down my cheeks as I thought of all our past memories

and how much I had missed him.  Miccale leaned over and held me for a moment, whispering over and over again, “I’m sorry, Arminda.”


“Just please don’t scare me like that again.  I didn’t like you that way, it wasn’t you,” I told him after a minute. 

Over the next few months, we talked nearly every other day on the phone.  In that

time, our friendship grew in a way I never could have imagined.  He became my soul support in life.  When things were going poorly, he was always there to help me through and add happiness and encouragement.  Miccale was unlike anyone I had ever met, and knew how to make me feel human again, something that few people could do.  Since the beginning of my high school years, I had had a lot of problems “fitting in,” and making friends.  I had become a very dependent person, and when life didn’t go my way I tended to sink into depression.  Most of my friends walked away from me because of it, but Miccale never did.  I was having a lot of problems in school and in life, but Miccale was there to help me through all of it.  He never failed to ask how I was doing, what was going on in my life, and what I was planning to do.  Although I never told him how unhappy I was, he seemed to sense it anyway.



I began to notice a change in our conversations.  Instead of talking about our memories of the way things used to be (before his drug use), we began sharing our lives with one another.  We talked more frequently about our dreams and our hopes, and eventually even began talking about love.  Miccale treated me differently now; instead of being just another girl, I was almost like “his” girl.  It wasn’t long before I realized that was exactly what I wanted to be.  It was hard not knowing when I would see him again, but I soon grew accustomed to only hearing his voice.   Our conversations became the high point of every day, and I spent the entire afternoon wondering if I would have the chance to talk to him.


One night, Miccale and I had an especially serious conversation that would remain in my mind for quite some time.  Miccale told me his fears of falling in love with a girl who didn’t do drugs: he was afraid she wouldn’t love him because he did still do drugs.  I consoled him, telling him that he was such a wonderful person that drugs wouldn’t get in the way, which was exactly how I felt about him.  Despite his downfalls with drugs, I had learned to love him anyway, and I truly felt that he would overcome those problems in the end.  I told him about my frustrations with men and how my attempts at relationships were just coming back in my face.  I told him how much I wished there was someone out there who really cared.   Miccale consoled me, saying that it was too early in my life to look for love, a phrase that he would repeat many times afterward.  


“Arminda, you’ve got to stop talking to these boys.  They’re only after one thing,” he explained.  “With that said, don’t go getting a crush on me or anything.”


Dammit, I thought, if he only knew.


“Okay Miccale,” I laughed.  


“But I’m serious Arminda.  Someday, when I find a girl, things will be so different.  I would love to find a girl who I could just take care of and love.  I’m just afraid that there is no girl who thinks like I do out there.”


Again Miccale, I thought, if you only knew.


“Sometimes I think I’ll never find the girl for me.  Who knows, I wonder if she’s out there somewhere, getting her mind destroyed by some jerk…”


“No, Miccale,” I said, “There is a girl for you.  And when you find her, it will all come true for you.”


That conversation marked the beginning of a new thought process for me.  I realized that, no matter what, I would always love Miccale.  I knew that I only wanted him to be happy, and even if he never loved me back I would always want to be his best friend.  We had started out as best friends, and I could never imagine losing that.  My other friends began urging me to tell him how I felt, but I was waiting for the right moment.  There was no way I was going to tell my best friend I was in love with him via a cell phone.  Little did I know that the moment was coming up.


Nearly a year after Miccale left, he came back for the weekend to see old friends and go to “the club,” as we all called it.  “The Club” was a techno club that had become home to Miccale and me not long before he left.  The night he arrived, I was at the club early, waiting impatiently to see him.  When he finally walked in the door, I nearly fainted with excitement.  I really think I almost had a heart attack.  He hugged several of his old friends, and paused in front of me with a smile on his face.  


“Arminda!” he grinned and hugged me tightly.  


Talking to Miccale at the club was nearly impossible with the combination of loud music and a lot of people.  I was upset to realize, though, that Miccale was on drugs, ecstasy in particular.  It surprised me that he didn’t tell me, until I realized Miccale had stopped telling me about his drug use a long time ago.  It occurred to me that he didn’t want me to know; he didn’t want me to worry.  I spent most of the evening watching him, until suddenly it dawned on me that I should tell him: tonight.  I planned out what I would say, took a deep breath, and walked over to Miccale.


“I’m leaving, but can I talk to you outside for a minute?” I yelled above the music.


“Sure,” he replied.

*


It seemed like years before I had the courage to call Miccale again.  When I did, he didn’t answer his phone.  In fact, two months went by and I didn’t talk to him.  I began to think I had indeed frightened him away.  I worried that our friendship was over, and yet I never regretted telling him how I felt.  In my opinion, if our friendship was as strong as I knew it was, we would find each other again one day.  With that thought in mind, I went on, trying each and every day to leave Miccale behind.  As always, he found me when I least expected.


The club was packed that night, and as I walked in, I felt a rush of happiness pour over me.  It wasn’t long before I was out on the floor, laughing with my friends and dancing.  I happened to look across the room when I saw him.  I couldn’t see his face, but by his profile and the way he was casually smoking his cigarette, I knew it was Miccale.  My heart stopped for a moment as fear began to creep into my mind.  What would he say?  Would he even talk to me?  A thousand questions were running through my mind as I watched him, and when he saw me he stopped in the middle of the dance floor.


After a moment he raised his arms and smiled.  “Arminda.”


I crossed the floor in a rush, nearly collapsing in his arms.


“How have you been?” he asked casually, as if I had only seen him yesterday.


I wanted to scream at him.  I wanted to yell, “Where in the hell have you been?  I’ve been worried sick!  Why haven’t you answered your phone?”  But I didn’t.  I remained calm and smiled back. I only replied, “I’ve been good.”

The night went on like some sort of dream; me as happy as can be with him at my side, and Miccale laughing and joking with me as though nothing had ever happened.  When I left, he followed me outside.


“Arminda, be good, be careful, and always remember: don’t date boys,” he said smiling as he hugged me goodbye.


“Can I date girls?” I responded, grinning at him.


Miccale said nothing, but rolled his eyes and laughed.  


After that night, I felt as though our friendship would go back to normal.  I guess one could say I almost expected it.  I still felt that I was in love with Miccale, but I knew that the “us” I had dreamed of so often would never be.  Friendship seemed to be the only thing that would hold us together, so friendship it would be.  I tried to call him almost every night, but still he never answered his phone.  After about a month without talking to him, I knew things were not, as I had hoped, back to normal.  Instead, it appeared everything was still a huge mess.  I refused to give up hope, knowing that one day he’d finally pick up the phone and things would get straightened out.


Things got straightened out one rainy night, a night that began quite possibly the saddest time in my life.  I was walking through the mall looking for some stupid fuzzy hat I had seen some girl at the club wearing, when I decided to call Miccale.  Just for the hell of it, I thought, since I just knew he wouldn’t answer.  


“Hello?” 

I almost dropped the phone.  


“Miccale?  Hey, its me…you busy?”  I was stuttering, and I knew it.


“Arminda, I’ll call you back, goodbye.”


Cold, heartless, not anything like the Miccale that had been at the club a month ago.  I figured he wasn’t going to call me back, so I sucked in my frustration and went through a few more stores.  I was on my way out when the phone rang.


The conversation began not unlike many of our previous; random bullshit conversation that is also the preempt to something important.  


“So, have you fallen out of love with me yet?”  


Again I almost dropped the phone, as my hands started to shake with fear.


“I…. well…. what?”  I stammered.


“Get in your car and then we’ll talk,” he said, “this isn’t a public conversation.”


When I reached my car, I sat down and immediately lit up a cigarette…anything to cure this nervous nausea that was creeping into my stomach.  “Okay…I’m here.” I almost whispered.


These would be the words that really pulled the bottom out of my world.


“Arminda, look…you’ve got to get over me.  I’m just a truck driver: I’m nothing special.  You deserve a guy who makes Sixty thousand dollars a year and can take care of you.  You know I don’t want a relationship right now.”


I couldn’t even think, much less talk.  My head was spinning so fast I knew the tears were only moments away.


“So this is what I’m going to do.  I’m not going to call you, and I don’t want you calling me.  I’m not coming back to Springfield for a long time, until I know you’ve gotten over me or gotten a boyfriend.  Don’t try to call me, don’t try to find me, just try to forget me.”


I was screaming in my head, my ears were ringing, and the tears were falling.  


“I don’t want to hurt you, but I can’t have you in love with me.  I’m not the one for you, so you need to get over me.  Goodbye, Arminda.”


So that was it…the end.  I had fucked it all up by opening my big mouth.  My biggest fear had come true: I had lost my best friend.  I had lost the only person that managed to take all the pain of life away.

*


I spent several days after that laying on my bed crying.  I’m not usually one to cry so easily, but something about the whole situation was just breaking me into pieces.  I couldn’t breathe, I slept fourteen hours a day, and anytime I saw his picture I burst into tears.  I knew he was right, I had to find a way to get over him.


I figured the easiest way to do it was to get rid of anything that reminded me of him.  So, one afternoon, I packed up a box of every single thing I had ever owned that reminded me of Miccale: pictures, poems, and writings, even the rave candy he gave me.  I took masking tape and enclosed the box completely, and put it in my trunk.  For sentimental value, I went down to my favorite park and burned one of our pictures, scattering the ashes into the river.  Life would go on, I just knew it had to.


For the next few months, life moved slowly along, mixed with pain, sadness, and bitter anger at myself and the world in general.  I hated myself for telling him, hated my friends for telling me to tell him, and hated him for being so goddamn stubborn.  I tried not to think of him, but I couldn’t erase the possibility that he might call me, or return to Springfield.  I was still positive that he would return and things would work out. 


It was during this time that Miccale became a god of sorts in my mind.  I completely forgot about his faults, his drug use, and his random selfishness.  I made him into everything I had ever wanted in someone, and refused to acknowledge anything different.  I locked myself into daydreams and fantasies that he had returned and was in love with me.  I daydreamed we were married, that things had worked out, and that I was happy because he was back.  I couldn’t imagine life any other way.  


The semester crawled on, and it was time to return home for the summer.  I was working again, wandering through my days stuck with him in my mind and sadness in my heart.  Finally, I broke down and opened the box again, unleashing even more insanity within myself.  I didn’t even know who Miccale was anymore, other than the “man I loved.”  Nothing else mattered, except that one day he would come back and take me away from all my problems.  I even began calling him again…. waiting for the day he might answer his phone.  I was lost in a maze of memories and dreams of the future.  I prayed every night that I might get over him, that the end would come soon, that I could just be free.  I was tired of the pain, tired of the sadness, and tired of waiting for him.


The end was coming soon, the end of everything.


He answered his phone late one night while I was sitting in the basement relaxing.  I, of course, was completely excited to be talking to him again, until I noticed how he was acting.  It wasn’t Miccale.  Or, maybe it was.


“I’m leaving Schneider here pretty soon.  Going to live with Cory…he’s got a lot of drugs and there are a lot of parties…it’ll be great.  Maybe I’ll even find a girl, ‘cause you know, I’ve been wanting one of those lately.  Somebody really pretty to cure the loneliness a little…maybe she’ll even be rich.”


I was shocked.  “I…I thought you were going back to school.”


“Oh, well that’s got to wait Arminda.  That’s got to wait until I get the partying out of my system.”


What in the hell? I sat there listening to him going off about the health problems he was having from drugs, to the weird ways he forgot things.  He was laughing about it.  I felt sick…very sick.  My mind was spinning again, but this time it was spinning due to a new realization.  This was Miccale: the real Miccale.  MY Miccale was no more than a figment of my imagination.  I had spent the last year in love with a figment of my imagination.  I hung up the phone completely in shock.  I stared at the wall for nearly two hours, just replaying it all in my head.  He had been right so long ago when he said he was nothing special.  He was just another drug addict destined for failure.  It hurt a bit to realize, but when it all came crashing down I just really didn’t care anymore.  


I was done.  It was over.  I was free.

