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‘Nothing was supposed to happen! I was never supposed to kiss Tracey, or even go over her house in the first place!’ Thoughts that only a few dark hours before had rested in the back of my mind screamed at me from the mirror as I prepared for church that morning. One week after Military Ball; one damn week. I finally get the bravery to express how I feel about her, and chaos erupts. ‘It was never meant to end this way,’ I convinced myself. ‘Not like this at all. Angela will never forgive me for this. No, wait, it’s too late to whine about what happened. I have to figure out where to go from here…I could tell her what happened! I could say it was for the sake of being honest…she’ll like that, and this will all be over! Perfect!’
Realizing that this would only buy me a little time, I began talking aloud, practicing exactly what I would say to Angela.

“ ‘…I’m sorry it all turned out the way it did. Can you forgive me?’ No, that sounds a little too practiced…it all has to come out naturally!”

“Who are you talking to?” my mother asked as she burst in the door.

“Umm…well…myself! I’m in a skit today at church.”

“Oh. Well, ok…”

She left and I returned to my practiced lying.

“…I never kissed her, she kissed me, and I didn’t see it coming. But I promise you, if I did, I would have stopped her!”

‘This is never going to work…it just doesn’t sound right…I could just avoid Tracey…’

The cries of the phone interrupted my thoughts. ‘That can’t be Tracey…it’s not even nine in the morning yet! She’s not awake!’

“Andre, pick up the phone,” my sister yelled from her room.

‘Shit, shit, shit, it’s her…I know it’s her…’

“Who is it?” I answered.

“Tracey.”

I walked calmly toward the phone, dressed in my white undershirt and boxers, rehearsing my lies in my head as I went. ‘Tracey, we have to talk about what happened last night…’

“Hello?”

“Hey, sweetie!”

After an anxious sigh, I answered back. “Hey.”

“Are you going to church this morning?” she asked.

“Yeah. Why?”

”I wanted to know if you wanted to come over this afternoon. Can you?”

“I don’t know, but I’ll see.”

“Ok. Bye-bye!”

“Yeah, bye.”

‘Another mess avoided for now…’


At church that morning I found myself drowning in the haunting images of Tracey’s face as it approached closer and closer to mine, of her eyes filled with something wrong, something evil; eyes that told of deception and hatred of something. Eyes that told of fear. Those wonderful eyes…

“Andre, wake up!!”

Tracey’s eyes vanished in a blinding flash of light as Tammy’s voice brought me back to reality.

“Wake up,” she said. “Are you sleep or something?”

”No, I’m not…just a little out of it.”

“Why?”

“Me and Angela are having some problems. I don’t think it’ll last much longer”

“Ah, that’s sad. Why do you think that?”

“It’s just a feeling.”

‘Hell of a feeling, isn’t it?’

“I think it’s more than just a ‘feeling’ with you, isn’t it?”

“I don’t know what it is, but I guess we’ll all find out soon enough.”

“Okay, then. Whatever you say…”


The rest of the morning blurred together, and I arrived at home around two that afternoon. I began thinking more and more about what was happening. To many others, it probably didn’t seem to be a very desperate situation, but it was to me. It meant everything to me. ‘Hell of a way to live,’ I thought. ‘Angela leaves Andre, Andre feels lonely. No one cares about Andre. Andre fades away to nothing…’

Pretty simple equation. 


After a short nap, I decided to call Tina. I hadn’t talked to her in a while, so I figured she’d be mad at me. Then again, she’d never really been one to get mad at me for anything. I had to talk beyond my feelings for her; I’d wanted to ask her out so badly since eighth grade, but things didn’t happen that way. 

“Yes, is Tina there?” I asked.

“This is she.”
”Yeah, and this is he. What’s up, this is Andre…”

“Oh, hey!”

“Yeah, sure, ‘hey’ is right!”

“I haven’t heard from you in a while,” she shot back. “What have you been up to?”

“Ummm…life is a complete mess.”

“Sounds interesting.”

‘Yeah, you’re telling me…’

“So why is your life ‘a complete mess’?” she inquired.

“My girlfriend Angela is going to break up with me in a couple of weeks and some other things are going on at the same damn time.”

“How do you know she’s gonna dump you?”

“Just…things…things that tell me something bad is going to happen.”

“Hmmm…”

I sat there calmly immersed in my own self-pity. Then I got an idea.

“I know how to fix this!” I exclaimed.

“How?”

“I already know-or at least suspect-that Angela is going to break up with me, right?”

“Yeah. So?”

“So all I have to do is stall until the end of the year! Try and wait so it might not be so bad!”

“Andre, it’s February, there is no way you can keep this up until May.”

Ok, maybe not until May, but at least as long as I can stretch it out.”

‘I could ask Tina out now,’ I thought. ‘We’re already talking about relationships…and I’ve already cheated on Angela once, so it’s no big deal…’

‘But wait!’ my thoughts exclaimed. 
‘There’s nothing to wait for! Angela and I are over!’

‘Not yet, there’s still time to get her back…’

‘What time? Things have already gotten this bad in the less than two weeks!’

‘Well, even if there isn’t time, you said you’d never cheat on her, and asking out Tina now would be! You’d lose Angela and Tina at the same time!’ 

‘Good point…’

‘See? I knew you’d change your mind!’

‘I don’t have a mind.’

‘What?’

‘We are a mind, damnit!’

‘Learn something new everyday, don’t we?’

“Andre,” Tina interrupted. “Are you still there?”

“Umm…yeah…I’m still here.”

“Why were you so quiet?”

“Just thinking.” 


One more opportunity lost. Angela deserved so much mo e than I could give her, and so in some strange way, I actually hoped that she’d leave me soon. Confusion is the best friend of every hopeless romantic, isn’t it?


Once again, the next day on that long walk to school, I obsessed over the endless details of my little soap opera. ‘Andre loves Angela, and Angela doesn’t love Andre. Angela leaves Andre, while Tracey likes Andre who likes Tina.’ None of that pointless rhetoric made sense anymore. Everything with Tracey and Tina in the shadow of the greater mess with Angela seemed to place an immense strain on my nerves. Strolling into the cafeteria that morning wore its dark veil of uncertainty until someone placed their hands over my eyes. Classic.

“Guess who?”

“Whoever you are, you’re shorter than me, and I know Stephanie can’t reach that high…Stacey?”

“Good guess, babe. How are ya?”

“A little better, I guess.”

“You know, you should come with me to my church sometime! Jessica has been screaming at me to get you to come!”

“I’ll be there sometime soon.”

Just then, Stephanie walked up behind me.

“Darn, I can’t reach him,” she said straining her frail body.

“What was that, midget?” I replied turning toward her.

“I am not a midget!” she declared.

“Maybe not, but gravity likes you more than most people.”

“Oh, fine, ha-ha,” she replied sarcastically. 

“So how are you this morning?” I asked.

“Pretty good. I talked to Angela last night.”

“What happened?” The panic in my voice was readily apparent.

“That’s for me to know and for you to find out,” she chanted.

“What the hell does that mean?!” I protested.

“Nothing is going on that you should worry about, alright?!”

“But what about the next day?”

Stephanie turned her back against my sharp reply and walked away.

“Damnit, I am so sick of this secrecy shit!”

I stormed angrily out of the cafeteria. ‘It’s 8:13…maybe it’s best that I avoid Angela…’

Later that day, around lunchtime in 3rd period, I sat in quiet anxiety half-heartedly listening to my teacher and  I wrote a letter to Stephanie to try and make sense of this:

“Stephanie-

A  lot of things have been happening with Angela and me since the Military Ball, but you know something I don’t know, right? You’re her best friend, so you have to know something I don’t! You know it’s only a matter of time before she leaves me…before she finds someone else. Just tell me the truth. That’s all I’m asking. And if roger is behind this, Damnit, I swear…



-Andre Jefferson

When the lunch bell rang, I hastily folded it up and placed in it my shirt pocket.


After school, I was walking home when my pager went off. ‘Why is Tracey paging me?!’  I rushed home as fast as I could, wondering the whole time what she wanted. She left the message “911” on my pager, which I usually take to mean an emergency. My trembling fingers danced across the keypad as I tried in vain to practice not sounding panicked. 

“Why did you page me?”

“I need to talk to you.”

“What’s wrong? Did anything happen?”

“No. It’s about the other night.”

I fought back the many choice words and vulgar adjectives that flooded my mind upon hearing that she made me panic for nothing. 

“Tracey, there is no way that I’m going over there after-“

“Please? I promise, nothing will happen this time.”

I paused before I answered again. ‘What do I really have to lose? I just go there, make my side of it clear, and she leaves me alone.’

“I’ll be there.”


“Deep, deep shit I’m in,” I kept repeating to myself on the walk to her house. “Knee deep in bullshit…”


Rounding the corner of Tracey’s street, my heartbeat quickened with my footsteps and my eyes frantically searched for her kindergarten manner. Both Tracey and Alexis were standing in the front yard, giggling childishly and keeping constant vigil for my telltale jacket. I continued on, glancing briefly to see if they had sighted me, in the hopes that I’d escape undetected.

“Hey sweetie!”

Hopes shattered totally.

‘Run! You can still make it!’

Tracey ran down the street at top speed while I opened my arms, closed my eyes, and braced myself.

“Andre!” she yelled. “We need to talk now!”


I walked inside her house with the same uneasy feelings as before. The memories of that night flooded my mind with a tidal wave of guilty pleasure. She sat on the couch and motioned for me to sit next to her. I stood there stiffly for a moment, staring-or rather pretending to stare-outside. 

“Sit down, Andre,” she began. “We need to talk.”

‘If I sit down, it’ll be just like last time…’

“Who said that I had to sit down to talk?” I asked, trying to buy time for myself.

“We don’t.”

“Then I’ll stand right here.”

“You’ll sit!”

“Why?

“Andre DeAndre-“

“Alright, fine, I’ll sit down!”

I broke the composure of my erect frame to sit down next to Tracey. As she began rambling on talking of fanciful love dreams common to the mind of a twelve year old, I wandered off mentally thinking of my future. Angela was growing more distant, or so I feared. Too many…factors were involved. In a very Machiavellian statement, I thought that “the suffering of many lies upon my shoulders, the blood of many more is bled upon my heels, and the souls of a great many more are etched in my tracks.” Perfect nonsense, it was. None of it made sense when I thought in depth about it. As a backdrop to this soup of deep emotional repression, Tracey’s lips clapped on, emitting a deaf speech of puppy love. Her words grew into a verbal whisper, stampeding toward the front of my mind in an all-out assault on my common sense. She faded slowly into being.

“…you know, and I have really strong feelings for you, all from just that one kiss. From all that you’ve told me, Angela is going to break up with you, and that’s pretty clear. If she’s just going to hurt you, she doesn’t deserve you.  I want to be with you. I love you.”

A stark, screaming silence caught me dumbfounded and helpless, trapped emotionally there on that grimy couch. In the same grinding process of guilt tripping, I thought of how things were easier before Military Ball, how everything seemed so orderly, so far from chaos. 

‘If I wasn’t so obsessed with Angela, then maybe all of this wouldn’t have happened.’

Tracey sat there beside me questioning my absent reaction.


“Don’t you have anything to say to that?” she asked.

I looked over to her, piercing her sad brown eyes with my own. Her expression was one of falsified tragedy, frigid warmth projected from a soul still trapped in the days of Barbie and Ken. I can only suppose that this beach blonde wanted me to marry her that day in her beach house. Those eyes brought an almost certain feeling that tragedy, a deep, terrible tragedy, was only moments away. 

‘I wish I had just gone out with Tina.’

“You know, I was just thinking,” I began. “Maybe this is something that…can grow between us. Something that’s bigger than the both of us…”

“That’s exactly how I feel!”

“…and perhaps it’s time that I tried to explore what we have a bit more.”

The silence continued, and in the blurred moments after I stopped speaking, my lips drew closer to hers once again, closing the last loophole in my coming deal with Satan. One cold equation became my preoccupation.

‘Angela leaves Andre. Andre likes Tina, and he likes Tracey. He has to choose…’

Our lips met, and the darkness swallowed my soul.

‘Choose now…’

I love you, Tracey.
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