Divine Jones’ Veil Of Tears

      Divine Jones was 13 and she didn’t live up to her name. The girl hadn't developed the curves to be attractive, or the vagueness to be terribly ugly. She was blah. Divine went to the town middle school, Horatio Alger Junior High, a modern building, built in the time period when it was believed, falsely, that concrete and right angles went well together.

      Divine's mornings might well have been a computer program. Always the same haphazard push of her thinning blanket, always the half-yawn that followed, always the same cereal: something far too sweet to be nutritious, but not sweet enough to be sinful. Divine doesn’t like it when the little cereal bits are soggy; it always heralded the beginning of a bad day. Well, today the cheerios were muggy, but it was going to be her first-kiss-day. 

             Last night, a gossipy girl named Ditzy told Divine that someone wanted to go out with her. In this world, "wanting to go out" is a great respect, the congressional metal of honor for teenyboppers. Divine was happy, so happy that she got up from her bed and attempted to dance. Badly. Now, she didn't especially like, or know the boy. But that had very little to do with the price of popularity in high school. For she was wanted. She was desired. She was Divine!

            On the way to school, the school-bus vinyl stuck to her back, and she sat alone. But it didn't matter, nothing mattered. For she was liked. But before her teenage mind could penetrate all the complexities, swirls and riptides associated with being liked, she was pulled into a fantasy. It was set in her middle school, in the chemistry laboratory. But this was no longer a lab. It was a ferocious tower, and she was the princess. But she was no normal princess. She was a princess in anguish! She was up to her neck in anguish. For in this chemistry lab tower, an evil dragon (whose form barred a rather ghastly resemblance to the chemistry teacher, a pockmarked man named Mr. Theodore) But all was not lost, for a valiant prince, who swooshed her off her feet into a world of endless passion and sensual…

            But before things got too salty, the bus careened to a stop, and the queen walked out.  She parted the crowd, strutting like Esther, Mary Magdalene, Queen Elizabeth, Heidi Fleiss. She opened both of the doors to the school, swinging them open in a paroxysm of anticipation.  Although the hallways of middle school in the morning smell like sweat, linoleum and alienation, to Divine, it was a kingdom. 

           She walked straight to her classroom, chin stuck straight in the air, chest protruded, in a manner, which, unfortunately, resembled the distended abdomen of a starving Somalian child. Her first period was Social Studies, where she learned that everyone was equal and that all the world needed was sunshine and smiles. Well, she would have learned that if she ever paid attention. Which she did not. On most days, Divine stared out the window, at nothing in particular. It was better than learning.

            But not on this beatific day. Today, she was staring at him. At her boy. Had she the courage, she would've coughed, and licked her lips in an appealing manner. It was that sort of day. Instead, she just looked at him. His name was Brian, and he was popular, in a quiet sort of way. He was the type of boy who sat at the lunch table with the jocks and laughs. That invisible breed of boy who, if vaporized and transformed into Hormel lunch snacks, would not be missed by anybody.

            Still, to Divine, he was splendid: Keat's urn, Shakespeare’s Dark Lady, J.C Ballard’s mechanical dominatrix. 

            Once again, she got lost in her fantasy. Now, the face of the valiant prince had been replaced with Brian's and they were in the world of sensual pleasure, doing all sorts of sinful things. Like French kissing. Once again, however, she got interrupted. This time by the ruthless periodic dinging of the class bell.

            She went from class to class that morning. In French, she dreamt of strolling the dusk kissed streets of Paris with him. In Chemistry, she dreamt of covalently bonding with him In history, she dreamt of being Abelard to his Heloise, without the castration. Then, lunch. This was it: the launch of her adolescence, the culmination of years of pillow kissing, giggling and apprehensive fantasizing. 

            Her food selection that lunch was daring: Brunswick stew, cafeteria doubletalk for Mystery Meat, with rutabaga pie. She wanted to be cosmopolitan for her lover. But, after buying her lunch, a dilemma faced her: Where to sit? Which table was the most conducive to romance? Should she sit with the drama girls? No, they would reject her, do something catty. After all, Brian was not asking them out. Jealous Bitches. Maybe the Cheerleading Squad. No, whom was she kidding. They would vomit her from their midst’s like Mohammed out of Medina.  Perhaps the mid-level's then? The kids who sat with each other quietly out of pragmatic necessity. Yes, they were correct. 

            She sat, for a couple of minutes, sipping her soda, munching on the mystery meat. Now, the 411 on most mystery meat is that it actually tastes scrumptious, but everyone is loath to admit it. Group delusion. But not this meat. The meat of the

Horatio Alger Junior High Cafeteria is made mostly from pork, which does not pass the muster for quality dog food. Quality dog food, but dog food nonetheless. 

            But the culinary origins of mystery meat were of no interest to Ms. Divine Jones. For she was waiting for her lover. She perched on the edge of the chair, so her posterior did not cohere with the green vinyl.  Her eyes, dull brown like fallen leaves in a gutter, raced from left to right, trying to find him. For several minutes, she continued her vain search, investigating every nook and cranny of the lunchroom. She even looked very closely at the large cake that sat in the corner of the gym, melting off-white frosting onto the floor. Even though the cake was for the celebration of the third Diversity day this year, Divine wondered if it was a prop cake, with a nubile Brian inside, ready to burst out of the top and sing "happy birthday Mr. president" to her in a lilting tenor. Her mind was primed up to follow that particular fantasy when she felt a light tap on her shoulder. 

            It was Brian. He wore nothing, save for a loincloth. Long, shimmering blonde hair, which smelled of raspberries and lust, gushed over his bulging muscles. The ceiling behind him cracked open, allowing a single beam of sunlight to burst in and make a halo around his head. He was an archangel of lust.  A tautly muscled arm reached down and lifted Divine up. Up to his perfectly cherry lips, for one perfect kiss, so perfect that the entire lunchroom broke into tears. The tears formed a crystal creek, which smashed open the cinder block wall. Brian, without saying a word, dove into the creek, pulling Divine behind on his perfectly manicured hand. They cut through the water, emerging in idyllic hollow. Sunshine rushed through a small gap in the willows that shaded the hollow.  Brian's moist and tender lips pressed against Divine's, pulling her into a monsoon of tempestuous carnality. 

            For a moment, Divine was in that tsunami of sin, imagining the world as a ripe plum, icy from the refrigerator and ready to be bit into. But a moment later, she was back into the cinder-blocked cafeteria, feeling tears glide over her cheek. Brian had come earlier. He came to see her blank eyed and staring into space. Even after, Brian had even tried to make some contact with Divine. But it was useless, for those key moments, she was an adolescent sputnik, lost in some forbidden orbit of sensuality. The breaking point came when Divine’s tongue darted out and licked her lips. This was no lip moistening exploratory trip, this was abrasively sexual, slow and grinding. By this time, all of the hormonal denizens of the cafeteria were peeking at this whole affair. Brian realized that his crush was some sort of smutty spastoid, and realized even faster that if everyone thought he was asking out this freak his reputation would quickly slip from semi-popular to absolutely completely loser. So, because everyone in the cafeteria had seen him try to make conduct with Divine, Brian had to figure out some manner of distancing himself from her. So, he called her a fat retard pig and declared that he was just trying to be nice, and then walked away. 

            And with those words, Divine slipped back into reality. Not that reality seemed especially real. No, at that moment, reality was a Grand Guiginol of social torment to Divine Jones, defied queen of Horatio Alger Middle School.  All the 234 faces in the cafeteria leered and leered at her, laughing so hard that their collective spittle took on a cohesive, almost viscous form. 

            Divine ran out of the cafeteria so quickly that the monitor would claim some sort of divine intervention. Of course, like most teachers, the monitor had forgotten what it means to be an adolescent. But if she had remembered, she would have known that the speed of an embarrassed teenager escaping from ridicule rivals that of a pursued jackrabbit. 

            Divine’s speed did not falter outside the school. Indeed, she dashed through the gray streets of suburbia, tripping over decayed plastic tricycles and abandoned strollers. Her mad dash would have been poetic had the whole thing been accompanied by rousing, yet bittersweet music, and if Divine been attractive, but neither was the case, and the whole thing just looked stupid. 

            Lacking much stamina or courage, Divine stopped running when she felt the lactic acid cut up the insides of her stubby little legs. She toppled over into a yard, burying her face in the dying grass, wet from a recent spraying of pesticides. The pesticides swirled into her face, taking her once again into the hollow with Brian. Except this time, instead of a lothario, his was a teenager, mocking Divine, calling her a fat retarded pig and all the leaves of the willows were the laughing faces of junior high, with faces like lockjaw patients. Time seeped around Divine, as she laid in endless torment in her veil of tears, covering up her eyes and ears.  And even though the owner of the house, a bitter old man, found Divine and called an ambulance, she remained in her coma of fantasy for a great many years. Eventually, she recovered, but woke up to find no flowers, relatives, or chocolates for her, and went back into the coma, back into her veil of tears.

