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Church the next day was as boring as usual, with my mind still overly stimulated from the night previous. I was so tired from Military Ball. The image of Angela’s smiling face still danced wildly in my mind’s eye, exciting my sense of imagination. ‘I think I really do love her,’ I thought to myself as I held my expressionism in reserve. Nothing could have been closer to the truth. I sat there, watching and hearing but not listening as the   pastor’s words captivated the dreary audience. The church was full of nothing but snobby, well-to-do hypocrites, truly the shameful sector of the entire Christian religion. Put simply, I hated them and their way of doing things. Although I went to church every Sunday and Wednesday, I was driven away from Christianity for the most part by their blatant lying, constantly proclaiming that God was supreme in their lives.  I figured that if all Christians were like that, especially in such a large church, then the entire world has been duped into believing a lie over the course of the last millennia or so. Some “believers” (if the word can be applied to any of those people) make themselves out as the Jesus Christ of our age. It was all shameful, truly shameful. 


My thoughts turned from open criticism to my friend, Tina Jones. I had known her since my eighth grade year when we attended the same school, but I lost contact with her afterwards. She was a very sweet person, but very shy and quiet. Her self-preserved extravagance only revealed itself on rare occasions. For that reason and many more, I had wanted to go out with her in all the time I’d known her, but my fear of rejection always stopped me. I wished I could be with her.


After church, I went home and tried to relax my strained nerves. It was a futile exercise; every time that picture of Angela popped into my mind with her long, streaming curls and silk-like skin, it wrought the emotion and excitement, indeed the sheer experience out of the dark corners of my consciousness and brought tears rushing forward to my eyes. My “emotional shield”, which had taken all my life to build, began to crumble into the abyss of adolescent angst. I was a difficult and uncomfortable feeling to deal with. The true gravity of the situation was beyond description; pain far above the scale of anything I had ever experienced now served as my only company, my constant companion, and my uninvited guest.  Images of that pleasant evening, my so-called “day in the sun”, crawled to the forefront of my mind. I began thinking of how things could have been different had I not kissed her. None of the tears I shed would have been exposed to the lights and sounds around me; I would probably be outside or at the mall, enjoying the fruits of the life I’ve been given. But it’ll never happen. The die has already been cast. ‘Go kiss her, Andre. She’ll be happy.’ Stephanie my have been right, but at the time, that was left to be seen. I hope Angela was a little happier. My mission was to make her happy, and whether I had accomplished that mission or not was left up to question. I wondered how Angela thought everything went.


I couldn’t wait until Monday. I’d get the chance to immerse myself in the electric atmosphere that surrounds Angela and I as we converse about days past. In the time that I’d been with her, I’d pushed to improve what I thought was a rift between us, not really seeing any improvement, but now was the time to move in a big way. Everything looked somehow much rosier than it did on Saturday morning. ‘It’s all downhill from here.’ Right. ‘She’ll leave you before the end of February,’ I thought. ‘There’s no use in avoiding it. All these tears, all the pain…it’s all for nothing. She doesn’t like you anymore, Andre, and she never did. The only reason she went out with you was because she was afraid that you’d be angry if she said no. You’re worthless. You’re ugly. No one cares about you. It’s just that you’re too blind to see that.’


At school on Monday, I walked quietly through the halls, the same as I usually did. I wandered to my usual place in the cafeteria and sat down without a word. Neither Stacy or Rosie were there yet, but the forever-cheerful persona of JoAnn Beckley became much more pronounced in the atmosphere of calm and relaxation I enshrouded myself in. She noticed me sitting there, and walked to me in here usual slow-paced and ponderous fashion.

“Hey, Andre! I heard what happened at Military Ball this weekend!”

“From who?”

“Megan.”

 “Who else,” I replied sarcastically.

“Why were you crying?”

“Don’t ask. Too long to explain.”

“No, tell me why!”

“Well…”

“Wait- was it about Angela?”

“Yeah, but-“

“Big surprise, Andre. But no, really, what happened?”

“If you could have seen how she looked-“

“That is so-“

“SHUT UP!!”

“But-“

“Stop!”

“Ok, alright, fine…”

JoAnn grumbled angrily away and I turned my attention toward greater things. It was 7:45 in the morning; Angela and Stephanie usually got there at around 8:15. ‘Half an hour more…’

Nearly everyone in my little circle had heard something about what happened that Saturday night. I was asked time and time again “why were you crying,” or, “did she break up with you?” I was beginning to feel anxious. I had never seriously thought about what I’d do if she broke up with me. The question was not of the “if” nature, but “when.” Break up was inevitable; we were in the prime of our lives, and there was still so much to be said for our voracious and youthful sex drives. For some I know, that time came long ago. My thoughts on the matter were so morbid that I didn’t tell Megan, Stephanie, or even Angela herself for fear that they’d worry. The burden of worrying for someone’s well being due to emotional instability is one far too heavy to place on anyone’s shoulders, especially innocent little Angela. My thoughts were interrupted suddenly by Stephanie’s hurried footsteps, which beat with the ferocity of war drums from years long since past.

“Are you feeling better today,” she began, “because I’d really hate to explain to everyone again why you’re crying.”

“Yes, I am a lot better,” I replied bitterly. 

“So is Angela here yet?”

“It’s not 8:15 yet, I’m still sitting alone, and I’m really sarcastic, so what do you think?!”

“Hey! How rude-“

“I don’t care…”

“Whatever.  I’m sure everyone will know about the Ball, in case they don’t already, by Wednesday.”

“I’m looking forward to it so much that I can hardly contain myself.” 

At about that time, Angela came dragging around the corner and stood by Stephanie’s locker, waiting for her dear friend’s arrival. Pretty normal for them, but something still didn’t feel right. The day dragged on to lunch. As I carried myself toward the table, Stephanie glared at me, almost as if she was figuring the look on my face. I simply sat down and looked forward with silent anticipation.

“What’s wrong now?” she asked.

‘I’m eating right now!!!’
“Andre! What’s wrong?!”

As she finished that sentence, I forcedly swallowed my food, and…

“Alright, if you really want to know what’s wrong, I’ll tell you. First off, that son of a-“

“Stop!”

“-bitch always follows Angela around and I am convinced that he’s trying to break us up. And ever since Saturday, I haven’t gone one day without crying about it. It’s always been triggered when I think about Angela in her dress, but I have no idea why it just keeps happening. I swear, if he ever touches her-“

“Calm down! Just get off your high horse for a second, alright? There isn’t anything to worry about! If Angela really liked him, she’d have gone out with him, right?”

“Yeah, but…listen, I know this shit isn’t gonna go on forever, but I’m damn well going to stretch it as far as I can, and there is no way in blue fuck that I’m going to let him end this!!”

Everyone at the table sat there quietly in awe of my sudden outburst of rage. A sharp chest pain brought me back from the gates of hell to my chair, and I sat quietly as well. 

“Guys, I’m sorry,” I began. “It’s just that the past few days have been very taxing for me.” With that I excused myself from the cafeteria, amid whispers of concern.

The remainder of the day was uneventful. Tuesday morning, I continued the daily-grind tradition, as I did on Wednesday and Thursday. Friday was a little more relaxed than usual. Every Friday since I started dating Angela had always been my day to get in a suit and go to school. As I began tightening my collar against my throat, I slowly sensed an oncoming feeling that was simply indescribable in nature; a mix of fear and anticipation. The happenings of that week at school showed no significant change between Angela and I. The constant, ceaseless anxiety which had surrounded the relationship was closing in rapidly, and my ever-shrinking world became more hostile and unfamiliar to me. Nothing I could do would’ve turned the tide against the daily onslaught.

That sunny and crisp Friday at school passed off pretty normally, and I walked home with Megan that afternoon.

“So how was your day?” she asked.

“Pretty boring.”

“Do you feel any better from last Saturday?”

“A little,” I responded uncomfortably.

‘Very little’, I thought. 

“Hey, I have a question for you,” Megan said.

“Shoot”

‘Please’

“Just out of curiousity-“

‘Oh, God, here it comes…’

“-what would you do if Angela broke up with you?”

I ceased to feel anything with those words. All emotion, all action, my very heart itself stopped. Hands, feet, and arms became noticeably robotic and unnatural in motion. 

“What did you say Megan?” My voice had become noticeably weaker.

“What would you do if Angela broke up with you? I mean, it’s just that after what happened last weekend, I think you’d have a hard time getting over it.”

My suspicions were aroused suddenly. ‘She knows something! She has to know something that I don’t!’

“That’s not the only reason you asked that, is it?”

“Yes it is.”

“No it isn’t. You know something about this, don’t you?”

“No, I-“

“You know something because Angela told you something, didn’t she? Didn’t she!?”

“Andre-“

“Why doesn’t someone tell me the damn truth for once!”

I stormed away angrily. I could feel Megan’s eyes watching me as I walked, examining my battered soul. I hated that week. For the rest of the day, I sat quietly occupied with my own thoughts, analyzing carefully what happened at school. It had only been a week since that night at the Military Ball. Everything seemed so perfect for once, almost as if I’d be with Angela forever, or at least a long time. What went wrong? What did I say to drive her away from me? ‘She never liked you in the first place…no one likes you…you are a waste of existence…a drain on the emotions of those who can do much, much better…your life is nothing, Andre…’
As I lay there, staring blindly at the ceiling, I began to seriously wonder, to seriously think about what tomorrow held for me. Or the next day, for that matter. I felt so scared…so alone…

I woke up the next day to the florescent brilliance of the morning. My eyes burned as I focused them against the weight of my slumber and opened them to the rays of hope streaming through the window. I was too tired to stand, and gravity took full advantage of my state and pulled me to the floor. Slightly embarrassed of myself, I rose to my feet. 

I stumbled into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and with a cold blast of 12-hour-old air to greet me, stood there. ‘Empty’, I thought. ‘Just like yesterday.’ I went to my room to pick out the clothes I was going to wear to the mall later that afternoon, at around 3 p.m. 'If Angela is there, then maybe she'll already have a new boyfriend', I thought. My thoughts tottered on the lunatic fringe when it came to my seemingly icy relationship with Ashley in the aftermath of the Military Ball. As I sat in silent vigil imprisoned in my private insane asylum, the phone rang.  Jolted back to calm reality, I figured it was for my sister, and I answered it.

“Hello?”

“Hey!”

“Hi…who are you?”

“It’s Tracey!”

‘Oh, crap…’

“Oh, hey, Trace.”

“Yeah, right, why didn’t you call me back last Saturday?” she shot back.

Caught momentarily off guard, I sat there unable to answer.

“Well,” she began impatiently, “why didn’t you?”

“I was at the Military Ball! Didn’t I tell you?” I quickly responded.

“That still doesn’t explain why you didn’t call back.”

“And-“

“And why didn’t you invite me? Why didn’t you take me to the dance? Who did you take, Andre?!” she sharply interrupted.

“Because I took my girlfriend alright? Is that fine with you? Do you have a problem with me spending time with my girlfriend, cause I can change, you know!!!!”

“Andre DeAndre Jefferson, your ass is mine!”

I heard familiar voices in the background of Tracey’s house.

“So who is over there?” I asked.

“A few old friends of yours.”

“Like who?”

“Let me put it this way: you’ve been friends with their brother since first grade.”

“Alexandria and Alexis?”

“Yep!”

“Put them on the phone!!!”

I waited patiently but anxiously as she ran across the house yelling frantically for no apparent reason. Their voices grew louder and louder until…

“Hey,” their voices exploded in unison, “what’s up?”

“You’re Alexis, right?”

“Nope…I’ll give you one more guess!”

My chuckling was drowned out by the childish giggling in the background.

“How have you been?” I asked them.

“Oh, we’re fine. From what Tracey tells us, you really like her!”

More childish giggling.

“So, why don’t you go out with her then?” Alexandria asked.

Tracey leapt across the room and snatched the phone back suddenly.

“Just ignore them, Andre.”

‘Yeah, sure, right.’

“I’ll try.”

“I want to see you again,” she shot back. “Can you come over today?”

“I have to clean my room and I have no idea where you live.”

“That’s alright, I’ll give you directions!”

As she read the directions out loud to her heart’s content, a sudden excited anxiety flushed through me. ‘Something is going to happen,’ I thought. ‘Something I probably won’t like at all.’
“Alright, I’ll be there in a little while, Tracey. Just be outside to I’ll know which house it is.”

I hung up the phone and quickly made my way towards her house. Because my family didn’t have a car, I was forced to either walk or take the bus everywhere. I had gotten used to calculating my arrival time en route, and my mind flurried with activity to this end. ‘I just have to go there, talk a little, and come back. No problem,’ I deluded myself into thinking. ‘I already have Angela, and I’m happy with Angela, so everything will be fine. But secretly, I knew that it was not all going to be fine and dandy; that what happens in the next few hours could serve to destroy my relationship with Angela. Everything I had worked for in the last 5 ½ months would be ruined. All the progress we’d made as a couple in that time hinged on my actions while I was at Tracey’s house. I was Angela’s first real boyfriend…I had to set the example for the others. Only a quick twenty minutes separated Tracey and I; not a really vast distance, but a formidable one, especially with my love life at stake. The pleasant and light, sunny weather filled the sky with chirping birds and kites hoping to ride the wind, carrying the dreams of children with them. I felt as if I walked under a black cloud, however, in a storm of despair born of my own paranoia. It was my fault and mine alone that things were happening as they were.


I walked along the back streets, approaching her house and thinking the entire time ‘Nothing will happen. I won’t let it happen. I love Angela too much’ Just as I rounded the corner of yet another street, expecting my ponderous footsteps to continue, I heard three voices. 

“Andre, get over here!” the exclaimed almost in unison.

‘It’s too late to run, now.’

The three girls ran to me at top speed. I turned to run off, but they had already caught up with me. 

“I haven’t seen you in almost three years,” Alexandria said.”

“Yeah! I mean, we missed you,” Alexis added.

“Thank you for your concern, but I’m still just as ugly as before…Tracey get over here!”

‘Nothing will happen…’

Tracey ran up to my side and our lips met suddenly.

‘Oh, shit, that wasn’t supposed to happen…’ 
               Tracey noticed the intense glare in my eyes.

          “What’s wrong?” she asked. 


“Nothing, I was just thinking about…about Angela.”

She slowly shrank away from me. “Oh. Angela,” she replied with contempt.


We all walked into Tracey’s house and I sat plopped down on the couch. 

‘The kiss was an accident, everything is fine, nothing else will happen…’

The four of us talked for hours about nothing. At about 9:00 that night, Alex decided to go to sleep and Tracey motioned for Alexis to leave the room with her sister. I sat there blanketed in drowsiness, unaware of the developing situation. The atmosphere of the room calmed, and the airy, childish innocence of Tracey’s voice faded away as she talked about how it was a blessing to her that we met. ‘She has been trying to kiss me all afternoon,’ I thought, ‘and if I stay here much longer, I might really regret it.’ My thought turned to Angela and what she might say after I told her about this. ‘…but nothing happened at Tracey’s house, so it’s fine now. I love you.’

‘I love you, too, Andre.’

I decided it was time for me to leave.

“Why are you leaving now?” she asked. “There’s still another hour or so before my mom gets home. You can stay a little longer, can’t you?”

Her hands graced my arms and my neck, raising the already frantic pace of my heartbeat.

“Ok,” she conceded. “But I want you to kiss me before you leave.”

‘Nothing has happened so far. One kiss won’t hurt at all.’

I quickly pecked her cheek, turned away and opened the door. She quickly snapped me around and planted her lips squarely on mine. The passion and intensity of the impromptu kiss was breath taking, and our tongues seemed to waltz in a timeless manner. Angela disappeared from my mind, leaving a void filled to excess with nothing. Hands ventured beyond the borders of casual or even romantic into sexual territories. But I opened my eyes suddenly and moved away.

‘Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God…’

Angela’s face, wrinkled with anger and betrayal, seemed to stare at me with conviction beyond imagination. The hellish ferocity of her anger wrapped its’ fiery arms around my soul and burned all compassion for her from me. I was shocked back to reality by Tracey’s annoying voice.

“Andre, why aren’t you answering me?!”

“I’m alright…I’m…I need to leave here.”

“Wait, don’t leave!”

I ran for the door and escaped. I could hear her desperately pleading for me to come back, but I chose to ignore her and keep running. I ran all the way home. I felt so alone and afraid of what would happen now that I had betrayed Angela. As I tried to lose myself in my dreams that night, tottering on the edge of sleep and insomnia, I thought ‘The next few days will certainly be interesting.’
They certainly would be.

--------------------------------End of Chapter Two------------------------      
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