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Thursday morning. With images of Jerry and Lucy still vividly clear in my mind, I approached a curious looking Stephanie.
“Can I ask you a question?” she asked.

“You just did,” I replied.

“Damn, then can I ask you two of them then?”

“There’s your second one. What else?”

“Oh, stop. I need to know something.”

“Like what?”

“Do you still have feelings for Angela?”
‘This might be the chance to get back with Angela!’

“To tell you the truth, yes, I do.”

‘I’m going out with Lucy! Take it back!’


“So you really do?” she asked.

“Yeah…I guess so. But why are you asking?”

“You felt bad about the break didn’t you? You thought she would go out with Roger or something like that, right?”
“Is there something you’re trying to get at, or are you just bullshitting for nothing?”
“What would you think if Angela got together with someone else?”

“It would be a little hard to deal with, but I’d have to get used to it I guess.”

“Well, she wants to date this guy Johnny…he’s sitting over there!”

She pointed into the distance to a small group of people scouring over cards scattered across the hexagonal table. Johnny sat stooping over several smaller stacks of cards, plotting his next move against the other players.

“She thinks he’s kind of cute,” she continued, “but it’s not because you weren’t cute, though.”

“So?! She thinks a lot of people are cute!”

“Well calm down or she might hear you!”
At my immediate left Angela staggered across the cafeteria in my direction.


“Tell me about this later, Stephanie.”


“Ok.”

I stood and left the table before Angela could ask me why. ‘I just have to accept it,’ I thought. ‘I can’t really stop her from liking someone else, or dating them.’ As the day wore on, my shoulders sagged under the weight of Jerry, Lucy, and Angela. I loved Angela, and couldn’t accept so easily that she would go out with someone else. All of it would pass me by, and I’d be back to dealing with Jerry soon enough.


At lunch, JoAnn sat down at my table and simply glared at me while I ate. I stared back for a few seconds while I chewed, then said “What do you want?”

“Do you have any idea what you did to Tracey?” she responded.

‘Do you think I care?’

“Not really, but why would I care?”

“She tried to kill herself last night!”

‘And someone stopped her? Dear, God, why?’

“That’s nice.”

“Doesn’t that mean anything to you?!”

“Umm, no, not particularly.”

“So you’re saying that you don’t care at all?”

“Pretty much, so what’s your point?”

“It was because of you!”

“And?”

“You won’t go out with her and it’s tearing her up inside!”
“That is only one of the many lines you’ll hear tonight on our soap opera, ‘Life in Andre’s shoes!’” I shot back sarcastically.

“Stop playing around! She could have died for you! That’s how much she-”

“Look, bitch, she doesn’t love me, and you know that. So cut the lies and realize that I don’t care if she bleeds all over her walls, I’m not going out with her!”

“Okay, so she might be a bit overboard-”

“Overboard?! How the fuck do you get ‘overboard’ out of trying to die for someone you barely? That crusty bitch is crazy, she’s nuts, and I’m not dating her.”

JoAnn backed away childishly and turned away quietly. I felt like I had accomplished something, but I knew Tracey wouldn’t just go away. It didn’t make any sense that any girl would be obsessed quite this much with someone she’d only seen three times in her life. And I wasn’t much of a good looking person either. There were people I termed as ‘pretty boys’: guys who walked around surrounded by as many girls as they could find, all slobbering on and fondling his every bulge. Despite the fact that they each had the combined intelligence of a hammer, it was still an image every other guy hoped to achieve. I was most definitely not a ‘pretty boy’.


My main hope right then rested with the idea that Tracey would find another guy and forget about me. If she was so easily attracted to someone like me, I could only imagine what she’d do with a cuter and more attractive guy. I’d finally find my escape from her.


Sunday morning at church, Jerry was conspicuously absent. I took that as a sign from God that he does exist, and I felt a little grim as I strolled into the youth hall, knowing that if he showed up that night, it would all happen over again. Lucy, Chelsea, and Jessica sat conversing at their side of the circle of couches, heightening my sense of unease and paranoia. I was careful not to approach her too quickly, thinking she was still angry about my behavior on Wednesday. I listened to them furtively hoping to catch a hint of their subject of conversation. A few mentions of make up and dinner plans, random references to ‘that boy’ and once Jerry’s name was in the open, giggles died into whispers. It wasn’t very useful to listen from that point on. Jessica briefly glanced in my direction, and I busied myself with looking occupied with my own thoughts-on something other than their illicit bantering. They didn’t seem convinced, and Lucy started towards me. I sat stiffly and glared out of the corner of my eye.
“What’s wrong with you?” she asked gently.

“What makes you think something is wrong?”

“Because you’re acting insane, even for you! It’s like you’re out of it or something.”

‘Explain to her! Say something!’

“Tell me what’s wrong before I hurt you! I’ll kick you if you don’t start talking in two seconds!”

‘Think of something, damnit!’

“Well…”
‘Don’t tell her the truth!’

“It’s about you and Jerry.”

‘Stupid fucker…’

“What about it?” she asked.

“It’s just that, umm, when he was flirting with you before, it really bothered me.”

“I promise you, it’s nothing, ok? Trust me.”

“Okay then.” She kissed me on my cheek and whispered “Don’t worry about it”. Then she went back to her conversation.

‘Easier said than done.’

No matter what she said, it bothered me. Through church that morning and the afternoon at home I couldn’t get my mind off of it. It had taken a lot of thinking and a few sleepless nights to realize that I loved her, but I did, and she meant too much to me to just let her go without a fight. ‘I’ve always stood up for myself in the past, so why is this so different?’ Answering myself, I thought ‘Because there is so much at risk either way.’ All afternoon before I returned to church, I psyched myself into getting through what I was almost certain was about to happen. I packed my backpack with clothes to change into upon my arrival, since the clothes I was wearing would be too sweaty for comfort. In the last few seconds before I started walking there, I prayed for a peace that would fix everything. Then I left.

Nearly half an hour later, through the crisp and dreary evening air, I walked into the church. Chelsea’s, Jessica’s and Lucy’s voices all resonated clearly throughout the youth hall, each yelling inscrutable sentences at one another. None of them noticed my entrance, so I went and sat down at a couch. 
‘If Jerry is here tonight, I’ll be single by tomorrow…’

Chelsea’s shrill and ponderous voice shook me back to reality. Jessica and Lucy were close behind. Luce stood behind me with her hand on my shoulders, and Chelsea leaned over my shoulders and whispered:
“We need to talk. Now.”

“What’d she say?” Lucy demanded.

“She called you a buttmonkey!” I replied.

“I oughta smack you for that!” Lucy said as she started after Chelsea.

“After I talk to her!”

Chelsea led me by the hand to the other side of the youth hall into a small room and closed the door.
“It’s cold in here,” she remarked.

“You’ll get over it. What did you want to talk about?”

“I know you saw how Jerry and Lucy were flirting last week, right? Do you remember that?”

“Vividly.”

“Aren’t you the least bit angry or worried or something?”
The tears flooded my eyes, but I fought back the torrent, grit my teeth, took a deep breath and spoke softly.

“Yes, yes, I am worried. Lucy and have only been together for a little while, but I love her. She means…she means too much to me to lose to someone else, especially someone like Jerry. She has no idea what he’s like, why he really wants to date her. She means nothing more to him than body parts, a kiss, and a few cheap nights of making out, maybe even sex. You should see this, too. You’re still dating him and he should not do this to you.”
“We broke up this afternoon, Andre.”

‘Shit!’

“What?” I responded in shock.

‘If he’s single, he’ll take Lucy!’

“Why?” I continued. “Who broke it off?”

“It was because of what he did with Lucy. You were right with what you just said, he doesn’t care, and we have to get Lucy to see that before it’s too late.”

“He’s going to take Lucy from me now!”

“What?”

“You don’t get it, he’s free now. There’s no reason to keep this out of the open, so he’s going to take Lucy now.”

“How do you know that?”
”He’s always worked that way,” I said pacing around the room, “always. He takes advantage of…of a girl being vulnerable, of some emotional weakness she has.”

“Well, we have to do something, don’t we?”

The door to the youth hall squealed the announcement of someone’s arrival. Jerry’s voice could be heard calling for Lucy’s attention


“He’s here! Let’s go!”

Both of us turned violently and left the room, racing for the couches to separate Lucy from Jerry. They already sat next to each other. I took my place on a couch across the circle from Lucy, and Chelsea sat on the other side of Jerry. I couldn’t say that he hated the attention, having his ex-girlfriend and his prey on either side of him, but his satanic joy spread across his face with his smile. My eyes seemed to ask Lucy “How could you do this to me?” Tightly clinched fists were my only restraint; the interrupted circulation fazed me little. Pen and paper offered themselves to me as a method of anger management, and in my scribblings my mentality came unglued. Jerry kept leaning, touching, and even groping Lucy, right before my eyes. When it came time to pray, I thought to myself ‘this is awful…this can’t happen…God, no…’ Someone who often labeled himself as my best friend for seven long years was there, tearing my heart out with their bare hands, holding it up to the sky as a war prize; a sign of the defeated, the beaten, the banished. I sat as an empty shell, devoid of soul or emotion, witness to Jerry’s hands gliding over Lucy’s smooth skin…her arms…her hair. Lost in the arms of someone else, she seemed so far from me, and isolated by this display of cruel treachery, I felt I had no choice. Jerry’s hands crept across Lucy’s shoulders, and she curled tightly next to him. I ran from the room, leaving many in mystery as to my intentions.

Outside, I paced wrathfully, desperate for a plan of action to counter what was happening. It was too much to believe; never before had I experienced such pain so directly. The youth group screamed my name, searching for where I was. Anxious to hide, I ran through the dense trees, keeping as low as possible. ‘If they find me, I’ll have to tell them the truth. That can’t happen.’ Jerry approached my position, Lucy not far behind him. He slithered around, scruffily searching for me. I ran around the thickest clump of trees into the shadows, creeping closer and closer to the door. I ran inside, and hid in the same room Chelsea and I talked in only three quarters of an hour earlier. 

Several minutes later, Chelsea and Jessica probed the youth hall for any sign of me. Chelsea neared the room where I hid, and I sat down hastily trying to calm myself. The door opened to the shocked and surprised faces of the two of them.
“Where have you been?” Chelsea asked.

“Yeah, we’ve been looking for you everywhere!” Jessica added.

“Thinking,” I answered, “just thinking. Where’s Luce?”

“She’s in the main room.”

I stood and headed for the main room, trying to account for Jerry’s location. I felt a little calmer than before. I hoped to simply talk to Lucy and fix everything. The drama of the last four days would be over. As I opened the door, my eyes went wide and my anger flared when I saw Lucy sitting in Jerry’s lap, laughing.

Horrified, I made way for my backpack, preparing to leave immediately. Lucy and Jerry walked up to ask what I was doing.

“Why are you getting your backpack?” Lucy asked.

“Go away.”

“If this is about what’s been going on, I’ll explain if you let me,” Jerry began.

“There is no explanation for lies.”

“Lucy needed someone to talk to, ok? You weren’t there, and I was-”

“Don’t fuck me over and say I abandoned her!”

“I’m not; I’m saying that you…ignored her-”

“The hell I did!”

“You blew her off, and you know it.”

“Don’t you ever say that!”

“And she came to me! I was there for her when you weren’t!”

“Fuck you!”

“I’m your best friend, Andre-”
“Stop lying to me!”

With that, I wheeled my fist around and struck him in the face. All hell broke loose, and Jessica jumped right behind me, trying to hold me back. Lucy had stormed out of the room, Chelsea close behind her. Jerry lie flat out on the floor, but quickly recovered to his feet to take the attack. The youth pastor jumped between us, his flabby features damming our tempers.

“I swear to God you’ll never live through this!” I swore to Jerry. “I’ll either kill you or die trying!”
Jerry was dragged to the other side of the main room, and I stood next to my backpack, frantically stuffing my clothes and shoes in. Chelsea thundered back into the room suddenly.

“What made you do that?” Chelsea asked.

I was only able to generate an almost machine like reply, “He will die. I will kill him. He can’t do this.”

“But why, Andre?” she asked.

“He’s done nothing but destroy people’s lives. He will die. He has to.” 
“He doesn’t have to die.”

“Yes he does! He will only hurt her in the end! He can’t be allowed to do that! Can’t you see that?”

“I can.”

“So why can’t Lucy?”

Tears gushed forward, and eventually broke toward the floor. I found temporary comfort on Chelsea’s shoulder. She knew what would happen after tonight; she knew it was over. So did I. Through my tears I noticed Lucy walking slowly back to the main room. Jessica walked ahead of her, and signaled for Chelsea to leave Lucy and me alone together. We had to talk. My face met those deep hazel eyes once more, and as my tears journeyed to the floor I could only manage a faint, weak voice. 
“Lucy,” I began sadly, “I didn’t mean to do that. I didn’t mean to hurt you like this. I-”

My voice was lost in a fit of tears. I struggled against my emotions to regain control.

“I-I had to do something,” I continued. “There were few other choices. He’s taking you away from me.”

My soul drowned in her eyes that night. I was only able to turn away and leave her alone. I mounted my backpack on my back and left shortly afterward.

‘It’s over.’
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