Chapter 9

The Last Few Days
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6:35 a.m., Monday, March 13th. I met the morning light streaming through my window and my blaring alarm with anxiety about the day ahead. What happened with Lucy the night before made it very clear about what would happen next; either we’d make up and forget it, or we’d break up. Then I remembered that Lucy and Chelsea were shadowing that day and would be at the school at 8:15. I had an hour or so to get ready.
My body dared gravity to keep me from standing as I began my morning routine, slogging through a schedule of soap, toothpaste, clothes, and pancakes. ‘It isn’t all over yet,’ I thought. ‘If I can talk to her she’ll forgive me.’  It was a shot in the dark, but it was my only chance.
My feet dragged me into the school at 7:35, 40 minutes before Lucy’s arrival. Voices echoed off the cafeteria walls as the small groups of people chattered and chuckled about life and living. I walked drooping under the weight of my emotions to the table, languidly setting down my things and thought of how to confront Lucy. ‘Only 25 minutes left.’
Angela and Stephanie made themselves known to me, curious about my silence. They sat quietly next to me, and JoAnn and Megan soon joined them, all in silence. It was almost as if one of them waited for another to ask what was wrong. Out of boredom, I finally spoke up.

“And what gives me the pleasure of hearing your mouths this morning?” I asked them all.

“We just wanted to ask what was wrong with you,” Jo Ann said quietly.

“As if you really cared in the first place,” I shot back.

“I do.”

“Yeah, she does!” Megan added.

“We all do,” Angela continued.
“You’re usually not this depressed,” Stephanie began, “so we’re here to find out why.”

I glanced at my watch, noticing that there was ten minutes until Lucy’s arrival.


“You’ll find out what’s wrong in ten minutes,” I replied.


“Why ten minutes?” Angela asked.

“She’s not here yet.”


“Who’s not here yet?”


“My, uh, girlfriend, Lucy.”


“Oh, you mean the eighth grader, right?” Stephanie added.


“Umm, right.”


“She’s going to break up with you, isn’t she?” JoAnn exclaimed.


“Shut up, JoAnn.”


“She is! You can be with Tracey now!”


“I will not be with her, damnit, can’t you see that?!”

Then I remembered JoAnn’s words from before: “Ok, fine! But when this other girl dumps you and you’re all alone, then you’ll see that you were meant to be with her!”
‘This is not happening,’ I thought. ‘I know I wasn’t meant to be with her, I just know it…’

I rudely dismissed myself from the conversation to sit at another table alone. I only had a few more minutes to sit and wait, but they drooled away like hours in the night. Panicked, I wrote about the night before with Jerry, about the fight, and about Lucy’s reaction. It was a jumble of images, moving rapidly from scene to scene, almost like a slide show of emotions. Happy, anxious, upset, panicked, angry, furious, crushed, beaten, broken, all so clearly and vividly present.

I sat there in vigilance staring at the door, watching for her wonderful shape to round that corner. My watch said it was 8:15, and on cue, she appeared. Her face hung lower than usual, perhaps under the weight of her backpack or of her sadness and confusion. She gazed carefully around, searching for someone. Searching for me. Her pace slowed almost to a halt when she noticed me watching her. After a minute pause, she moved faster and more focused in my general direction 

‘Here it comes…’


I braced myself emotionally, raising every emotional shield to stand between her and my heart as she approached. It seemed so pathetic that it was all I could do to assuage my sadness, my only defense against destruction. Her backpack found its place on the table before me and she found her place in a chair beside me. Her eyes were obscurely focused downward, almost to avoid my own eyes. Below her eyes her skin had taken on a slightly darker shade than the rest of her face, and her vacant expression screamed of her tears the night before, tears which were now only dry memories. We sat blanketed in a strange and powerful silence, fully aware of how the game between us was to end, and more importantly, when it was to end. Around us Angela, Stephanie, JoAnn, Megan and others sat as a suspenseful and terrified audience to this muted drama. I lost myself in thoughts of when we were first together which, though only two weeks earlier, seemed so far removed from my reality that morning; the abundant optimism and hope, the smell of her perfume filling the air with a grand toxicity that poisoned my soul with passion and excitement. I missed that feeling, that contagious anxiety people describe and ‘love’. There was no fear then, no paranoia to rain on my parade. I was alive and I loved it. 

Long gone were those days. There was only panic that morning in the cafeteria, an evil-bred fear of tomorrow. Her eyes rose slowly to mine, and in a fever of excitement I welcomed the warmth and comfort I’d once found in them. But there was no warmth, no comfort to be found. There was only a cold, lonely, booming darkness. I had raped her of innocence the night before, and I knew my time was up. Gathering my breath slowly, I spoke.

“Lucy, about last night at church…with Jerry…I really didn’t mean to…that is to say that I couldn’t control my…jealously. I was just frustrated; I didn’t mean to get so upset. I didn’t want to lose you over-”
The tears flooding my eyes rendered me speechless. I made a weak attempt to escape Lucy’s attention by glaring down and away from her eyes. She knew why I stopped speaking; something inside her, something powerful and something right, told her why. 


“Andre, the last two weeks have been-” she began suddenly.

“Terrible, I know,” I interrupted, “and I’m so sorry it turned out this way.”

There was again some fiery warmth in her eyes, sparked by her shattered silence. She rose to her feet, brought my face to meet hers directly, and motioned for me to stand. Her arms snaked around me and tightened, holding me closer to her than ever before. Rivers of emotion flowed between us in that hushed embrace. But as I stood there in that lovely symphony of emotion and dying passion, I knew it had to stop. I let her go.
“I understand, Lucy, I really do.”

She opened her mouth to speak but I placed my finger across her lips.

“You don’t have to explain anything,” I said. Instead, she reached for her purse, removing a small folded letter. She parked it in my open hand, and stepped back. I nodded in understanding, walked over to my backpack, and left the cafeteria.


Walking to my first class that morning, I couldn’t escape from thinking of the contents of her letter. ‘Maybe she wants to just talk,’ I thought, ‘and work this out between us. Maybe she wants to know why I hit Jerry last night…I have to get my side of the story out…’ The sea of faces I made my way through all reflected bitterness, coldness of emotion. None were sympathetic to my plight, and none knew of what was happening. All were blind to the broken heart among their ranks. I walked outside the main school building to my military science class building. Jessica ran up next to me to ask about what happened in the cafeteria. 
“And that was it,” I said. “She handed me this letter and I left.”

“She didn’t cry or anything?”

“Nothing else happened; she barely said anything in the first place, and I spent all my time explaining everything to her.”

“I’ve never known her to just not say anything,” she commented. “She must really be upset about last night.”

‘Tell me about it…’

“Just try not to think about it for a while…everything will be fine then. Besides, I don’t think she’d break up with you over something like this.”

“I hope you’re right.”

As I sat down in the classroom, just before the class instructor walked in, I began to read Lucy’s letter.


“Andre-





March 12th, 2000

We really need to talk about what went on today, about what’s been going on for the last week. There was no reason for you to act the way you did today. I understand tat you were mad, but he was trying to explain. You didn’t give him a chance at all. I just talked to Jerry about a half hour ago, and he told me what happened after I left. I know you’re still pissed at him, and you still don’t trust or respect him. I’ve been thinking about this all week; it’s been putting a lot of stress on us both, I know. Honestly, I think it would be best if we broke up, not because of Jerry if you know what I mean, but because I cannon have my boyfriend and my best friend at odds with each other. Don’t get me wrong; you’re my best friend, and breaking up isn’t going to change that-at least it better not- but the relationship is putting a lot of stress of both of us. You’re an extremely sensitive person, and the way I act sometimes messes with that (today was a different story, though). Please don’t get upset at this, because I know you’re thinking it’s all your fault, but believe me, it’s not. Really it isn’t anyone’s fault; I shouldn’t have acted the way I did either, but I was upset about all this, and Jerry was upset about Chelsea, so naturally we turned to each other. Nothing could have prevented this (except maybe my never meeting Jerry, which wasn’t my fault), nothing either of us could have said or done would have prevented this. You’re still my best friend, you’re like a brother to me, and I’m hoping that won’t change, but if it does, I’ll understand. I’ll understand if you don’t want to be around me for a while, just for the sheer fact that it would be awkward and painful. I’m always here for you; you know the number-all you have to do is call.
And don’t think you’re the only one upset about this-I’m trying desperately not to cry right now. Please, if Chelsea asks you something, tell her. I know she’s worried about you, and so am I.

Love,

Lucy”
I set down the letter and stared blankly at the chalkboard ahead of me. The tears were coming, I knew that, and I knew I couldn’t stop them when they did come.

“Attention on deck!” one of my classmates yelled. The class instructor had walked in, and I snapped to my feet at military attention, my face wrinkled with pain.

‘That’s the end of it, I guess.’
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