Chapter 10

The Last Few Days
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Tuesday, March 14th, forty-one days after Military Ball. Only a week earlier everything was fine. But the breakup with Lucy the day before meant that something worse was about to happen. It would come to a fight…a terrible mess of circumstances…Jerry had to get out of Lucy’s life before he did something awful to her. Before he hurt her.
That balmy Tuesday afternoon was the beginning of Spring Break, a bit strange considering that there was only one day of school that week. As many of my friends ventured off to Florida or New York for either family or fun, I was left to lounge around my house. I felt no deep sadness anymore, no depression or tears; just an empty feeling, a horrifying abyss that swallowed me whole with a vengeance. Movement was a struggle, and competent writing, an impossibility. I laid there for several hours after I woke up staring blankly at the television screen. Such was my routine over those next five days. It was an appalling experience. As advice, most of my friends said ‘it was all a part of growing up.’ But if it was such a part of growing up, why didn’t it happen earlier? Why not when I was twelve, or eleven, hell, even when I was ten or younger. Why then, and why to me? What the hell went so wrong at Military Ball that couldn’t have happened earlier, like at my first dance in sixth grade, my first date in seventh…anything, anytime but right then. I could have learned something then, something I could’ve used to save me from my own…terror. It might have been useful. I was so scared and felt so alone, out of contact with all those for whom I cared. So sad that none of that concern was mutual.
That next Sunday morning before school began again, I eagerly packed my books, paper, and pens into my bag, expecting much of the same school life on my return as when I left. Two and a half miles separated me from the answers I wanted, and in time, I would confront those questions-at church. Jerry would be there, inevitably, and so would Lucy. I was counting on Chelsea and Jessica to balance things, to provide me with a ‘security blanket’ against what might happen. When I walked into the youth hall, I was greeted by a sight that drew my heart to my feet; Jerry sat leaning against Lucy, the two of them hand in hand with one another. My frozen form refused motion, but I kept my stature and pale, expressionless face as I sat quietly. Jerry’s eyes were closed, so he didn’t notice my entrance, but Lucy glared at me tragically, as though saying ‘you weren’t meant to see this yet.’ I ground my teeth in tighter and tighter to restrain my tearful outrage. After twenty or thirty seconds in that paralyzed state, I moved to stand and set my things down on the ping pong table, gliding provocatively under Lucy’s watchful stare. Jessica and Chelsea, sitting across the room from Lucy, watched my downward-focused eyes avoid contact with anyone, carefully preserving my motives and feelings. All eyes were on me, probing me, searching for scars on my spirit. ‘Luce was trying to keep this from me,’ I thought. ‘She must have had a good reason. She didn’t want to hurt me I guess…I hope…’
I only saw them together for an hour that morning as they were, close in each other’s embrace. In that hour all my hopes for some recovery from the events of days past succumbed to an emptiness, a destruction I could neither see nor describe. My questions still unanswered, I waited impatiently for the chance to ask someone what happened to bring them together. Chelsea was officially ‘in play’.

“All I’m asking is what happened?” I asked her later that morning. We walked through the trees of the ‘mini-forest’ behind the church, next to the corroded and aging playground. The entire world around us was quiet and still, almost listening in on our conversation. Even the birds refused to fly.

“I’m sorry you found out this way,” she said; “you were never supposed to find out like this, not like this at all.”

“Why are you apologizing? Just tell me what happened.”

“But-”

“But what? I already knew that they would get together soon enough, so it’s not much of a surprise, but just tell me how!”

“Why are you freaking out over this? You were together for less than a month, so why does it mean so much so to you? Why does Lucy mean so much to you?”
“Because I love her goddammit! I care about her, far, far more than that other mother-”

“Calm down, Andre, just stay calm.”

“I…I love her, that’s why it means so much to me. If I didn’t love her, I might still fight for her, but not as…viciously.”
“So where does this put Jerry?”

“He only wants her to see how far he can get with her, forget caring for her and forget any of the rest of it, just if he can get her naked and horizontal.”

“Really? Did he try and do that with me?”
“No, he was never alone with you, but if he had, you would see what I’m saying.”

“Oh, God…”

“He’s done this to every girl since he discovered he can get away with it! He’ll keep you and Lucy on strings to see if he can get either of you before the other one!”

Chelsea knew I was serious. She knew I felt so strongly about Jerry and what he was doing that I was willing to take the chance of losing Lucy forever to get him out of her life. My mind thumbed through pictures of Jerry and Lucy in each other’s arms the night I fought him, of them talking and hugging and flirting…it was all so horrible. A menagerie of all the worst I could imagine. 

We were all preparing to act out the skit that morning, making our way to the sanctuary building under the covered walkway. Stacy wasn’t there, as she said, and I had less than an hour to memorize all her lines. I hadn’t looked at them before that morning, but I had an idea of what I was supposed to say. I would just get out there and talk, hoping it would all come to me as I went on. The other youth were all on stage in their places running over the lines for the skit before mine, and Lucy acted as a stage manager.


“And from the top,” Lucy screamed.

“Why do we have to do this again?” Jessica asked. “We’ve been doing this same skit for a really long time!”

“Just shut up and start over!” Jerry said, sitting next to Lucy.
Standing offstage, I watched as they rehearsed the skit. I couldn’t help but glance out at Lucy curled inside Jerry’s arms. It was a site that infuriated me, filled me with an anger and vengeance I could never describe. I was helpless at that moment…at the mercy of the world around me. Lucy looked so beautiful sitting there, so comfortable and peaceful. Such a façade is hard to maintain under what I’m sure she felt at the time- anger and disbelief at all that happened that week. It was all so fast. When it came time to begin my skit, I wandered out on stage with no idea what to say. Another youth, Chad, was playing with some of the props-three empty cardboard boxes.

“Okay, the idea of this skit is to be two friends moving-you got it Andre?” Chelsea said.

“Yeah, umm, sure, I got it.”

“Good, then action!”

Chad spoke his first few lines to himself while I pretended to thumb through items on the floor and pack them into the boxes. He then turned to me and stood silently. 


“What’s the next line?” he whispered.


“I don’t know! I thought you knew!”


“Shit, we’re in trouble man.”


“Yeah, I know.”


“Guys what are you talking about?” Chelsea asked.


“Yeah, I don’t think that’s in the script, Andre,” Lucy added.


“Well…it isn’t. But I know what I’m doing.”


“Then we’ll start over again! Take your places everyone!”

I walked excused myself from the stage and prepared to go on again. 


“And from the top again!” Lucy screamed impatiently.

I entered the stage walking behind Chad pretending to step over imaginary boxes and piles of clothing and so on. Jerry held Lucy closer than he ever had before, and whispered in her ear, his lips grazing her cheeks and down to her lips…
‘I can’t take this…’


“I’m sorry guys,” I said, “I have to excuse myself for a minute.”

I hurried off stage and outside the sanctuary building under the covered walkway. I was breathing heavily, trying to calm down and recover. Lucy ran outside right behind me.


“What’s wrong with you now?” she asked.

“You know what’s wrong with me; I couldn’t take it in there, I just couldn’t.”


“Was it Jerry?”


“Yes! Well, no, no it wasn’t just him.”


“Then what else is it? Tell me the truth, what else is bothering you?”

“It’s…everything that’s happened since Military Ball last month. The breakups with you and Angela and problems with Tracey and…God, it’s been awful.”

I looked down the whole time, fearing that if I looked her in the eyes, tears would flow freely. Jessica ran outside after Lucy, but I motioned for her to stay back. Chelsea and Jerry looked on from inside.


“I don’t know what to say,” Lucy began.

“Then don’t say anything. Just remember what I’ve said for the rest of your life.”

I turned to leave when she grabbed my arm and asked “where are you going?”

“I have to end this cycle.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You’ll see when I get done with it.”

“What are you going to do?”

“You’ll see.”

“Why aren’t you telling me Andre? What are you going to do?”

“Trust me, Luce, please, just trust me on this.”

I turned from her for the last time and walked back into the sanctuary building. I could feel everyone’s eyes on me as I walked backstage and took my place to act out the skit that morning. There was still another half-hour before church, and we were all to take our places in preparation. Lucy sat quietly in the sanctuary with her hands to her face crying, flanked by Chelsea and Jessica, with Jerry in the row behind her. The prayers began and the church grew quiet, occasionally interrupted by a crying baby-or by Lucy’s crying.

As it turned out, the skit went very well that morning. There were no real lines, and Chad fell apart on stage when I made up my own. The children thought it was funny, and it was an embarrassing way to introduce myself to the church in general. Lucy cried for most of the service until my skit, when I noticed her watching attentively. There was so much left to do back then, so many things to fix, and so many questions to answer. It was my job to do so. And so began the last few days.
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