Christina


“He’s gone too far this time,” Her mother lamented.

“Hadn’t he already?”  The doctor was beginning to know the Wilsons on a first name basis.

“Now, come on, he’s never hit her before-”

“That we know of,” she cut her husband off. “Christina’s been beaten to a pulp.  The doctors aren’t even sure she’ll wake up from this.”

The doctor looked down at his clipboard, wishing he were in another room.  His concern was growing the more he learned about Christina’s boyfriend.  He hadn’t shown up, for which the doctor was thankful.

His heart fell as a young man walked into the waiting room.  Recognition shone in the eyes of Christina’s family.  The doctor stepped forward to prevent the youth, but never got the chance.

“Kurt, thank goodness you heard,” her father walked to greet the youth with a hug.  “We’ve been trying to reach you and her other friends.  Christina will need all the friends she can get, when she’s awake.”

“How is she?” His concern outweighed even that of some of the family.

The doctor smiled, finally taking his leave.

~

“Is it bad that I’m glad John messed up this bad?”

“Motives, Kurt, motives,” Lance answered absent-mindedly.

“What d’you mean?”  Several people glanced up, anxious to hear.

The waiting room was now near to full, Lance noted as he set his magazine aside.  Why did these things always fall to him, he wondered.

“Depends on why you’re glad.  Whether or not your motives are in your best interest or in Christina’s,” Lance began, knowing he’d have to explain more to prevent protest.  He knew her family simply wouldn’t stand for someone saying this might be a good thing.  “If you’re glad it happened because John cheated on her and now she’ll be free from that abuse, then I don’t see a problem. But-”

“He cheated on her,” someone in her family asked.

Kurt hesitated slightly before answering, “Only constantly.  John admitted to three different cases to her, but there were more than that.”

“A lot more,” Suddenly Christina’s best friend burst into tears.  “I can’t believe we did that!  While she was sleeping in the other room… We just-”

“Kendra!” Lance scolded, noting the look of horror on everyone’s face.  Kendra fled the room, someone following close behind.

“Sorry,” Kurt apologized sheepishly, though he wasn’t sure why.

Christina’s mother was pacing, her face a mask of pure fury.  

“I could just kill him!” she screamed.

“Dear…”

“No!  Why don’t you feel like this?” she demanded.  “That’s our baby girl in there.  Your baby girl!  You can hardly tell it’s her but… Oh God, why?”

She fell to her knees, her husband at her side.  No one talked and only her sobs could be heard for a while.

~

“What were you saying about motives,” Kurt asked in a hushed whisper.

“If you’re glad for Christina’s sake, I don’t see a problem.  But if you’re glad that this happened because now she’ll break-up with John and you’ll get your chance, then I see a definite problem.”

“What if it’s both?”

“If the second plays any part in your joy,” Lance sighed, “then I still say your heart is in the wrong place.”

Kurt dropped his voice even lower.

“I love her Lance.”

“I know.  So does Christina.”

~

The doctor returned to the group that refused to leave the waiting room.  His grim look brought dread to every heart there.

“Mr. and Mrs. Wilson, could I have a word in private?”

Christina’s mother’s tears returned in full force.  Her father’s face now showed a hint of the fury they’d all seen earlier in his wife.  The doctor led them just out of earshot, but everyone watched the reactions.

Horror.  They’d seen a ghost.  Kurt could think of no other reason their faces could lose so much blood that quickly.

“They’re helpless.”

“I’m sorry, Lance.  What?”

“Christina’s parents.  Unless she dies, God forbid, then there’s nothing they can do.”

Kurt was speechless.  He hadn’t even thought of Christina dieing.  He couldn’t bear the thought.  He’d missed the rest of what Lance had said.

“I’ll do something,” Kurt vowed.

“I mean legally.  I’m no expert, but only Christina can press charges,” Lance explained.

“She’ll do it.  Why wouldn’t she?”

“Her actions in the past.  She’s put up with a lot, Kurt.”

“This is different.  Not like the games he played.”

“Verbal and mental abuse can be just as harmful.  You know how John was.  In public he was just mean enough to hurt Christina, while not brining everyone else down.  If he couldn’t be there when she went out he called every ten minutes to spoil her fun.  In private though, he didn’t have anyone else to worry about.  You know he was a lot worse when they were alone.  I mean, she cried every time she got off the phone with him.  This time he beat her to a bloody pulp,” Lance stopped only because Kurt had begun to shake.

“Slow suicide.”

A very short burst of laughter escaped Lance.

“Sorry.  You’ve nailed it though.  For Christina the relationship was slow suicide.”

~

“Kurt, she’d like to see you now.  And you too, Lance,” the doctor called.  “I didn’t stay in the room while her family was visiting, but she used up quit a bit of energy talking to them.  Let’s keep this short, okay?”

They both nodded consent as they entered the small room.

Both had steeled themselves, so they wouldn’t blanch at the sight of Christina, but they were still unprepared.  Neither had ever been in a real fight or even seen one.  To them Christina’s face was worse than was humanly possible.

“Kurt!” she called weakly.  “You were the first one here, they’ve told me.”

“I didn’t get here soon enough.”

A long silence filled the room.  Neither Kurt nor Lance was going to ask the standard ‘How are you doing?’

“I’m sorry,” Kurt finally blurted out.

“Kurt…” Lance whispered as Kurt wiped a tear from his cheek.

“Please don’t feel like this is your fault,” Christina said quickly.  “There was nothing you could’ve done.  I should have seen this coming, though.  I feel so stupid for not avoiding it.”

“You can’t blame yourself,” Lance offered.  “If John wasn’t such an insufferable prick you wouldn’t be in here.”

“I shouldn’t have pushed his buttons.  I knew I was going to cause trouble.”

“You weren’t the cause of this.  Just be glad it’s over,” Kurt grabbed her hand as he drew close to the bed.  Tenderly he brushed back a loose strand of her hair.

“I am thankful.  This has really opened my eyes.  I’ll make sure it never happens again.”

“Good,” Lance began to cheer up. “I hope they put him away a long time for this.”

“Put him away?” Christina seemed confused.  Her eyes began to droop.

Lance saw her consciousness beginning to slip so he explained.

“Whenever you get better and press charges.”

A look of horror crossed her face.  Kurt felt a stabbing pain in his chest.

“You are going to break-up and press charges, aren’t you?” he demanded.

“Come on, guys,” the doctor motioned toward the door.  “She needs her rest.”

A final look of clarity passed over Christina’s face as they backed out of the room.

“Break-up with John?  Why would I leave him?  He loves me.  He promised it would never happen again.”
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