                                                 Amanda Harper, 2003


Nothing was as bad as this.


Friday night, alone, in my room.


I took a long draw from my cigarette and sighed, frustrated with my life.  I was alone, on the night of prom, my only date with a bottle of vodka.


Hiking my dress up, I sat down in a wing-backed chair.  Screw sitting like a “lady”, I was alone on prom night, yet again.


All dressed up and nowhere to go.


I took a swig of the vodka and sighed.  Damn those Russians for being so good at what they do.


Looking around my room, I realized suddenly how long it had been since I had clean.  Everything was in perfect order, but was dusty and reeked of alcohol.  A roach marched across my room, brave and brash, totally ignoring my presence.


I had to get out of there.


Slamming the half-broken door behind me, I yelled to my mom that I was leaving.  When I heard no reply, I took it that she could care less, so I took a long draw from my cigarette and wandered out into the street.


Everything was quiet, which wasn’t surprising, as it was prom night.  I swallowed more vodka, then dropped my cigarette down in the bottle.  I stumbled along the street, slowly making my way to the school.


When I got close enough, I stopped to listen to the songs they were playing.  I didn’t recognize them.


I look another drink of the vodka.


I spat and cursed when the butt of the cigarette washed over my tongue.


When my mouth was sufficiently clean of ashes, I dragged myself up the steps to the door.  I wandered in, and the cheerleader taking the tickets didn’t even look up.  I staggered out onto the dance floor and looked around.


There he was.


His dark eyes twinkled in the crazy lighting, and my knees went weak.  He was laughing, like he hadn’t a care in the world… like he hadn’t thought of me in ages.  His dark hair, normally jet black and spiked, was lighter than I remember.  Lines creased his chiseled, beautiful face.  I wanted to fall into his arms, let him hold me and whisper everything he knew to me.  I wanted him to recite the hundreds of poems, sonnets, and lyrics to me, to quote Shakespeare, like he had every day at one.

There she was.


In his arms, moving in the same fluid, disgusting way against his body.  She smiled, her face contorting like clay in a potter’s hands.  Her long, horrid hair was perfect in every way.  The diamond on her finger gleamed a beautiful warning at me, silently telling me to back off.


I dropped the bottle of vodka, and it smashed into a million pieces.  No one, especially them, was bothered to notice as I ran from the dance, crying.


When I made it home, I flung myself down on my bed, my chest heaving.  I sobbed, my heart feeling like that bottle all over again.  It seemed so long ago… when he told me that I should move on, that he was in love and it wasn’t me.


And then I remembered.


I ran to my dresser and jerked open the drawers.  Pushing past dusty, ragged clothes, I smiled.  There it was, glittering up at me.  A pearl-handled pistol.


I stood, closed my eyes, and shoved the barrel in my mouth.  I pulled back the hammer and closed my pink lips around the gun.  And I pulled the trigger.


Nothing.


Oh, it went off.  I turned, and there was a hole in the ceiling, next to four others.


Five years I’ve been alone at prom, just because my damn Literature teacher was too “moral” to be with me.  Five years I’ve been firing at my head, hoping to make it all go away.  Five years since I was left alone and cold in this damn house.


Nothing was as bad as this.
