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	I’ve never really let anyone know this, and I feel a little guilty about it, but in reality I’m a bitch. Most people think I’m this sweet girl, and I’d really like to be, but I’m not. I’ve kept this truth inside, and for so long I’ve felt horrible about it.


	Christina looks upon the words she has just written in her notebook, and tries extremely hard to believe her own words, but fails. She truly wishes she could convince herself that those thoughts were true, but they merely end up being ideas within her mind and an opinion of herself. Simply floating around without a place to hold.


	The notebook consists of pages and pages of mindless phrases and sentences. Christina has been entering her thoughts into this notebook for about six months. She started writing a few weeks after she began her junior year in high school. One day she had somehow come across the green notebook on her floor, and impulsively took up a pencil and began writing. That’s how it started. Ever since that day she couldn’t stop writing. It was an addiction she enjoyed and fed, although it was far beyond her why she found so much pleasure in writing these cryptic notes for no one but herself.


	Despite the fact she didn’t understand why she was writing, she swore to herself not to censor anything that might run through her mind. Everything would go onto the paper. Christina felt that withholding anything would be both wrong and pointless. Why should she have fear of someone ridiculing her when no one would ever set eyes on her words? She was the only one with knowledge of the notebook, and though she almost scared herself many times with some of the oddities she would pen, in the end she surely wouldn’t persecute herself. Therefore she found it only logical that she’d write down every thought she was moved to express.


	Hell, maybe having all this written down will help me finally figure out who I’m supposed to be.


	This is what Christina thought constantly in defense of her notebook, and it was the final thing she had written on her first day of writing. She was quite often ashamed of this strange hobby. Even though she has rationalized its purpose several times, Christina still hasn’t become at all comfortable with the notebook and the passionate desire within her to continue writing. It seems very abnormal to her, so she never speaks of it to anyone and shamefully hides it away in her room. Still, she can’t bring herself to throw it out, nor burn it, though she has had many fantasies of the both, especially the latter of the two.


	As it is, she continues to write into the notebook as long as her mind wills it.


	Christina concentrates on the words she just wrote, the odd phrases she’s not even sure she means. She retraces each sentence over and over, as though trying to decipher some vague poet’s verses. These weren’t someone else’s thoughts though, these were Christina’s own and she still couldn’t even understand them. At school, she was always one of the top students at finding the meaning of poems or literature, yet when faced with her own writing she was merely brought to tears.


	She feels like a freak, not a writer.


	Christina presses her face down against the notebook and wraps her arms over her head. Her crying isn’t loud. It’s actually rather gentle and soft, yet these faint tones come out more severe than the most ostentatious cries. Christina doesn’t like anyone to hear her crying, so she has learned to cry softly to where she’s the only one aware of it. If one had chanced to hear her crying though, the pain is so compressed within the softness that the one listening would hardly be able to resist feeling instant compassion for her.


	Plenty of pages in her notebook contain smudges and water stains from the constant crying flowing from Christina’s impulsive writing. The tears from her green eyes and the saliva from her quiet mouth fell frequently during times of writing. Several words had become forever indistinguishable... not that the words would have made sense to the reader anyway.


	“This is so stupid... so stupid...” Christina mutters repeatedly.


	Her head lifts to view a picture of herself with a group of friends. They were all gathered at a beach during a sunset. Christina remembers that night of August fourteenth very clearly. The sunset behind their group was amazing that night. Christina had sat staring at it alone under darkness that had covered the beach completely. Even then she remembers sitting silently and still, reminiscing over the beauty she had just witnessed.


	“What if they knew about you?” Christina speaks to the notebook below her arms. “What would they think? If they only knew the crazy stuff that comes out of my head... I don’t know what they’d think.”


	In the picture, Christina stands timidly on the right side of the group of seventeen. On the very opposite is a guy she’s had a crush on for over a year now named Kyle. He’s not much more than two months older than she is. Christina stares at the picture of him, wondering why she wasn’t with him right now, enjoying life together with him.


	“Is this how a sixteen year old girl is supposed to spend her Saturday?” Christina asks herself. “Sitting at home, lamenting about herself to some ridiculous green notebook? Most girls have guys they are spending time with, why can’t you?”


	The time is now five o’clock, and Christina has been home all day. She didn’t do anything the day before, nor does she have any plans for the rest of the weekend. She has her friends she could call, but she wasn’t ever one to make plans. She would rather wait for them to call her (mostly because she never knew what she wanted to do). As a result she sat at home, trapped with the thing she wanted so badly to get away from. Her notebook. Green.


	I know it’s bland and boring, but I think I’m just going to call you Green. It’s fitting, and simple. For lack of creativity and depth, you will be called Green.


	A knock is heard from the distant side of her room. It’s her mother. She knows it’s her mother. Even if her mother wasn’t the only other person living with her, Christina would have known. Christina has a distinct feeling that runs through her every time her mother’s presence is somewhere near.


	“Chris? Your father’s on the phone,” her mother says, then walks away.


	Christina hadn’t even heard the phone ring.





	I’m convinced I pissed my dad off that I wasn’t a boy. I’m sure I disgrace him by my feminine attributes and the fact that football means nothing to me. At least I could have become a cheerleader. That would have made things a little better. 


	Her father is a man of thirty-four years. Christina sits in the passenger side of a car that belongs to her father, which is currently being driven by him as well. Christina’s hands remain tight in her lap, moving in uneasiness. She never feels comfortable when around him because she doesn’t like him as daughters typically would like their fathers. She doesn’t like him at all really. It was a fact that she always felt very guilty about, because she knew it was expected for children to love their parents. She didn’t feel that affection. This man isn’t even someone she could respect.


	Around her classmates and friends, Christina was even more uncomfortable speaking about her parents. She knew it would bring about complete humiliation and rebuke for being such a horrible offspring. Christina wished almost more than anything else that she could just come to love her mother and father, but it never happened. She felt like a repulsive and ungrateful daughter to take so much from them, and not return their kindness.


	So she sits beside that man, who places a Camel cigarette to his mouth as he intensely looks around the streets for a fast food drive-thru that captures his appeal. He rotates the steering wheel as the car moves to the left and smoke exits his mouth in a heavy sighing exhale. The released smoke drifts to the right side of the car where Christina sits peering out the window. She is surrounded by her father’s fumes, yet she doesn’t roll down the window because she prefers not to risk creating an awkward moment from the action. So she sits with limited breathing as the cloud of smoke slowly dissipates. While it becomes nearly clear again, and Christina inhales some of the moderately clean air, another stream of smoke flies out of her father’s mouth in a moment of eagerness.


	“Oh! There we are,” he speaks pointing with one heavy cough. “I could go for some of their chili cheese fries.”


	I tried smoking a few years ago. It wasn’t that big of a deal. I stopped pretty quickly after my first cigarette. I think I’ll start up again once I’m eighteen, simply because I’ll have an excuse.


	Her dad’s old car pulls off the street and into the strip mall where the drive-thru is located. Darkness is slowly filling the air, so as he pulls into the fairly short line of cars, the man switches his headlights on. He rolls the driver’s side window all the way down so that he can flick the cigarette butt outside.


	“So come on, babe, don’t be so quiet. What’s happening in your life nowadays?” the man says, continually glancing back and forth from strait ahead to Christina.


	Christina hasn’t seen her father for a few weeks. Those weeks had been spent living with her mother, and Christina never spoke with him much while she was living there. He never called her and she never called him. Since they never really had much of a relationship, she doesn’t know how to respond to his question. She never knew how to go through a conversation with him at all. It was only considerably recently that he even began trying to learn about her life, so how could she possibly give him all the information needed?


	“I don’t know, nothing really,” Christina says softly, still looking out the window.


	“Oh, come on, there’s gotta be something interesting,” he smiles an empty smile. “Nothing? Well, what about guys, you got a boyfriend yet?”


	Christina doesn’t have a boyfriend. She has never had a boyfriend. Something she wishes wasn’t true. She so longs to have someone she could love and who would sincerely love her back. She doesn’t feel she’d be worthy of a relationship though, because she’d need constant reassurance that the guy hadn’t changed his mind or lost his affections for her. Her insecurities are high, and having her as a girlfriend would be such high maintenance that nearly any guy wouldn’t want that responsibility. She is a very attractive girl, with a face that many guys think is cute, but for some reason she still never found a boyfriend. The dream of having that person, though, stayed with her.


	I’m so ugly. I’m too flat. No guy wants a girl who doesn’t have a big chest. Breasts are important to guys, and mine are just pathetic. Many times I’ve worked at making them seem bigger. I hate girls that do that. They’re so shallow.


	“No, I don’t,” Christina shakes her head weakly responding to her father’s question and looking down into her lap where her hands still remained. Shadows pass across her hands as the car moves forward. Her mind travels a little.


	“No boyfriend? Why not? You’re a very good looking girl, why wouldn’t you have a guy by now? Ah, I know. You’re just not really wanting a boyfriend right now. I see. Still, I’m sure there’s some guy you’ve got a crush on, isn’t there? Come on, you guys have a really good football team I hear, you must like one of those team members.”


	Maybe if I had been a lesbian, I could have chatted with him about the female anatomy during a weekend camping trip. Sometimes I wish I was a lesbian . . . or just a guy.


	Christina doesn’t really respond to him. He doesn’t really seem to mind. His head turns towards the speaker that was now on the left side of the vehicle. The man eagerly looks over the menu, his mouth nearly salivating all over himself like a young child. Christina continues to stare down into her lap, counting the seconds until she would be done with this moment. 


	“Uhm, yeah,”  her dad says to the speaker after it asks for his order. “Could I have a few more seconds? I’m not quite ready.”


	His request is granted and he continues to look over the illuminated menu. The car begins to vibrate as it tends to do while sitting still for long periods of time. Christina sits silently to the right of him as her body shakes with the car. Annoyance begins to rise as she revives her hatred for that pathetic, dying car. The fact that her father still drives it amazes and enrages Christina. It is such a horrible looking car that barely runs. No normal person would be caught in it if they had the choice. Her eyes look around in disgust. It’s old, dirty, and loud. Every time she rides inside it, she expects and waits for the vehicle to breakdown in a final pitiful motion. She wouldn’t even care if it was to completely die. If she was inside it at the time, it might be slightly bothersome to be stuck in some random part of the city with everyone staring at her, but she would still be happy to have the nuisance taken away from her life. 


	Finally, her dad decides on what he wants to order. The voice asks if that is all he wants to have. He almost says, “yes,” but in a sudden moment of epiphany, he remembers Christina.


	“Oh, you don’t want anything, do you?”


	Christina hasn’t eaten all day, and she’s dying for some food. Even if it was from such an unhealthy place as this fast food restaurant, she’d relish it. Her stomach aches as she looks over the menu’s images of burgers and fries. Her mouth goes from dry to moist instantly.


	“No, I’m fine.”


	She didn’t want to impose on him. She doesn’t like asking for money from her parents. She doesn’t feel right about it. She could always eat later anyway, and she believed it wouldn’t hurt her to cut down on her calorie intake a little. After all, she is looking for a boyfriend.


	“Well anyway,” her father says as he reaches for his food from the drive-thru window, “I’m really glad to see you and talk. This really makes me happy. I hope you know that.” He stuffs a handful of fries into his mouth and proceeds to speak. “I wish I could see you more often, but as it is... and with your mom...”


	“Geez, just call her Crystal,” Christina agitatedly thinks to herself.


	Her dad’s name is Daniel. Her mom’s name is Crystal. For fun, the two parents had decided to give Christina her name so that she had the same shortened name as her mother. Crystal had thought it would be fun. Currently, Christina’s opinion differs on the issue.


	Daniel acts a little angry at this point after speaking of his ex-wife. He mutters quite a few things under his breath that are barely definable by Christina. The most distinct words are the ones that would be defined as cussing. Every time Christina has spent times with him, Dan always brings up the subject of his ex-wife, and he tends to begin lamenting over his own situation as well. He blames Crystal for how pathetic his life has become. He talks to Christina about it as though she actually cared.


	“Just shut up, please...” Christina thinks again as her father mutters on.


	“You know, why don’t you call me more often Chris?” Dan asks her with a mouth of fries and a quivering voice.


	Christina feels a disgusting feeling inside as she hears him say her shortened name.


	“We never talked before, so why would we have some wonderful relationship now that you happen to desperately need it?” She thinks to herself. She then speaks aloud, but still softly, “I don’t know.”


	“Well, I’d like you to, alright?” Dan steers the car back into the streets, leaving the strip mall parking lot.


	“Like hell,” Christina thinks.


	“Sure,” she says.





	Christina doesn’t want to talk to her dad on the phone, but she eventually gives in, feeling she really doesn’t have a choice. Her father is surprisingly a delicate creature, despite the fact that Christina holds a strong distaste for him. She has caused him to cry many times because of her lack of enthusiasm toward their relationship. It creates a well of guilt inside Christina nearly ready to overflow. Many times she wishes she could retrace words and steps of the past. Even within the moments, she has thoughts of taking back words and stepping down, but the moments always grow too hot. She can never pull away because she feels too much stubborn pride inside, which was inherited from her father.


	That is why she feels the necessity of talking to her father. She feels guilty. She feels pity. His life is rather pathetic, although Christina isn’t sure that is why he cries. That’s why she cries sometimes though. Her father is such a tragic figure of a man.


	It’s like crying for Hitler.


	After hanging up, Christina feels exhausted. She looks up at her calendar: March 28.


	The exhaustion takes hold of Christina and she falls down onto her bed. She feels lifeless, as though her body was already dead. She didn’t have any motivation to do anything other than lie there, as pathetic as she knew that was.


	Lying on her bed, she begins to think of many things. She tries to think about Kyle, but her mind keeps straying onto different topics. She continues to think about her parents, and how annoying they are, how much she wishes they weren’t around her so much. She wishes her friends weren’t so cruel and selfish, that her teachers at school could be less severe with her, and that things wouldn’t have to be so complicated. While thinking about all these aspects of her life, Christina begins to cry, but only briefly.


	Soon her head begins to pulsate in pain. Her mind had been so overly-active swinging from thought to thought, and from emotion to emotion, that it now hurts Christina to think about anything. She raises her hands to the sides of her skull, pressing firmly, and rolls over onto her side, curling up. Her eyes are shut tightly. Her breath is exiting heavily. She begins crying again.


	Christina stands up from her bed and gets her notebook. In frustration, she throws it across the room. As it departs from her right hand, one of the pages somehow manages to slice her middle finger near the tip. Christina lets out an impulsive interjection, and immediately pulls her hand inward.


	The sheet of paper had made a clean cut about one centimeter long. Her finger had become colored with a pure red. Christina stares at it intensely. She spreads the cut so that blood leaks out from the tip of her finger. The blood is almost perfectly red in its shade. Her concentration continues to be set on this cut for about three or five minutes, watching it in fascination and a lingering, stinging pain.


	“Wow...” Christina whispers.


	The notebook lie in the corner of the room, opened. Christina goes to it and picks it up, still extending her cut finger so that it doesn’t rub against anything. Green’s pages had been slightly creased from the impact, but none were damaged any worse than that. Not one page was torn, nor were any falling out of the jacket.


	Christina sets the notebook down on her bed and begins to write again, keeping her other hand up, watching it in constant admiration of its strange beauty. It hurts, yet the escaping inner fluids from its shell amazes her. She smiles.


	“I guess a girl isn’t suppose to enjoy blood,” she says softly out loud. “But still, I can’t help but watch... And the pain, it isn’t all that bad either. I almost like it actually. How odd...”


	Her voice disappears, and she continues to write where she left off.





	I’m such a masochist. I find odd pleasure through inflicting forms of pain upon myself throughout my life. Is this odd? I don’t know . . . all suffering is self-willed though, isn’t it?”


	During the last few weeks of their summer, Christina and a large group of her friends had gathered together and went to the beach to say goodbye to the freedom of vacation. The memory was one Christina knew she would never forget. A summer with incomparable experiences that would never leave her mind.


	Christina had turned sixteen early in June. That age which girls always longed to reach. The phrase “sweet sixteen and never been kissed” applied strongly to Christina that summer, and it was something that had brought her to tears several times. She had promised herself, though, that she would finally receive a kiss from Kyle that summer. When the trip to the beach had been planned a week prior to the date, Christina had decided that she would use that event to get Kyle to love her and then kiss her. Beautiful fantasies had been created inside her mind of what the moment with Kyle would be like. They were elaborate fantasies, ones that scripted moment for moment. She knew what she wanted. 


	About seventeen of her friends from school were meeting at the beach on the fourteenth of August. Some of the people she didn’t know that well, but they were all friends nonetheless. It was around five o’clock when they arrived in their separate cars, and joined together. Christina didn’t have a car yet, so she had driven there with Kyle, the boy she had her affectionate eyes on at the time. She had been quiet most of the way down. She didn’t want Kyle to get a bad impression of her or think she was weird.


	When together, the grouping became a mass of loud noise. They’d yell things out to each other, even though the person they spoke to was right in front of them. The guys especially enjoyed increasing the volume of their voices and laughter. Every time one of them said a joke, they laughed hysterically loud at their own comments. They were an annoyance to many around them, but that was part of their own enjoyment.


	“Hey Kyle!” one guy shouts jocularly. “Did you bring the wood?”


	“Sure thing I did!” Kyle laughs, gesturing his hands towards his crotch. “You better believe it! Plenty of it too!”


	“Actually, I’m not sure he does have enough,” a girl joins in while stepping away from Kyle into the sand, preparing to run from him. She’s Christina’s closest friend at school.


	Kyle darts towards Christina’s friend and grabs a hold of her, despite her attempt to escape. He wrestles with her a little as they laugh together in their sport. The girl’s hands are soon being held behind her back by Kyle’s strong right hand.


	“I don’t know, Kyle,” one of Kyle’s good friends says during the commotion. “I think she would know if there’s enough.”


	Immediately, Kyle releases his female prisoner and tackles his friend to the ground. The girl soon runs back and jumps on top of the two guys. Both males soon join sides and turn on the girl, trying to gian a hold on her limbs. She laughs and slaps at their shoulders. Everyone is now surrounding them watching the spectacle, cheering on the two guys.


	“Get her legs, Thomas!” Kyle eagerly suggests, as he seizes her arms.


	Thomas, Kyle’s good friend, instantly reaches for both her legs. She kicks them about a little.


	“Come on, you guys,” she giggles. “Stop it, stop!”


	Thomas finally gets a hold of both bare ankles. The two guys have the same idea without speaking it outloud. Both take steps toward the crashing, evening sea. The air is slightly cold, and the girl is only wearing a pair of small jean shorts and a tight white shirt. A dip in the ocean would be very cold. Despite her urge to stay warm, she didn’t put up much of a struggle against the two males.


	“Ready to go swimming, Vanessa?” Kyle teases.


	“No, come on, Kyle, it’s cold.”


	“It’s not that cold, come on, it’ll be refreshing,” Thomas looks at Kyle, still grinning.


	“I’m not wearing my bathing suit under this though, I don’t even have something to change into afterwards. I’d have to take my shirt off while it dries.”


	“Oh, that’s not a problem to us, we don’t mind,” Kyle says as he begins to swing her body.


	“Yeah, especially that last part. That’s fine with us,” Thomas follows his friend’s actions by swinging Vanessa’s legs back and forth over the ocean, which is right below them now.


	The water slowly passes under the guys’ feet .


	“Oh, man, it is kinda cold,” Kyle reacts to the touch of the water.


	“Yeah, it is,” echoes his friend.


	With a loud squeal from Vanessa, the two guys heave her out into the ocean. Everyone watching bursts out with applause and laughter. The two male friends turn from where Vanessa had landed, and bow in response to their crowd. 


	Vanessa stand ups, as her now transparent, wet shirt clings to her torso, revealing her white bra underneath. Her body exposes the frigid feeling shooting through her as an effect of the chilled sea, and her muscles tighten in defense. Her blond hair falls down her face and drips onto her sheer shirt.


	“You are so dead, Kyle,” Vanessa jumps at Kyle and pulls him down into the water.


	With this, almost everyone in the group runs into the ocean. Most of the group takes their shirts off in advance, so that they could have something dry to wear afterwards. Christina doesn’t join in at first though. She stands on the water’s shore for awhile, watching the people, unsure of whether she’s comfortable with taking her shirt off.


	“I don’t blame you for not going in,” a guy who had remained on the shore says. He’s standing next to Christina now, fully clothed. “It’s way too cold. And also, who wants to strip like that? Really, these girls never cease to amaze me.”


	Christina looks over her right shoulder at this guy. She notices that she doesn’t recognize him. She is pretty sure that he goes to her school, but she’s definitely never met him before. There’s even a slight chance that he doesn’t actually go to her school. He has a good-looking face and a strong smile, so it surprises Christina how she wouldn’t have noticed him at school.


	“Hey, I’m Jason,” he says with an outstretched hand. “I could see the confusion in your eyes. I go to school with you, but we don’t have a class together, so it’s understandable that you wouldn’t recognize me,” Jason smiles. “Don’t worry about it.”


	“Alright,” Christina looks back out into the water. “Well, I was still deciding if I wanted to go out there actually. My friend Vanessa is out there, so I thought I would join her. It looks fun.”


	“I guess, if you like freezing merely for the pleasure of stripping and having guys stare and drool over you. Sure, it’s a lot of fun.” He pauses, then retraces. “Sorry if that sounded mean, I meant nothing bad by it. I just don’t think the question you’re fighting is whether you want to or not. I think you have the answer to that one.”


	“I don’t know, it’s kinda fun having guys stare at you like that. It’s gratifying...”


	Christina realizes she just echoed word-for-word what Vanessa had said just a couple of days previously. She stops speaking, and stares out at Kyle again, who continues to play with Vanessa. Christina so desperately longs to be out there with him.


	“Gratifying? I don’t know, maybe I’m weird. I just figure there’s other things you could do to get attention. You don’t need that type of stuff. You have many other respectable qualities you could use. Again, maybe that’s just me.”


	“Yeah, you are an odd specimen of a guy. Most guys think differently, like those guys out there. I just figure, if you’ve got ‘em, you might as well flaunt ‘em. It doesn’t harm me, and the guys seem to like it, so...”


	“Like Kyle?” Jason asks curiously, but confidently.


	“What? How do you...?” Christina turns around shocked. “Who told you?”


	“No one. It’s just pretty obvious, at least to me. Don’t worry, I’m not sure anyone else knows other than me. The secret’s safe here.”


	“Anyway, I think I am going to go out there,” Christina say, almost snobbishly.


	“Yeah, sure,” Jason looks down at the sand. “But, do me a favor. Wait until I’m away to start flashing everyone. I’m going to get the bonfire started. Someone needs to, they’re going to want some warmth when they’re done messing around out there. I guess you will too.”


	Christina senses that Jason has become upset by something, but she doesn’t understand what caused him to become so downcast. He walks away from her with his hands in his pockets and the wind blowing at his hair. She wanted to say something to him to cheer him up from whatever was bugging him, but she couldn’t think of the words.


	Christina lifts off her sweatshirt, and then the shirt underneath leaving only her bra and shorts on, and runs out to Kyle and the rest of the group. This is her first experience of exposing herself in such a way. On the shore, Jason lifts up three logs and arranges them inside a fire pit, never looking behind at Christina or the rest of the group. He keeps his eyes focused on getting the fire lit. Despite the constant wind, he’s able to start the fire pretty easily. He coughs as he positions himself beside the warm fire and sits, waiting quietly for the others to come back.


	Christina does become extremely cold in the water, but she doesn’t care because she’s with Kyle. He even begins to give her a lot of attention, which elates her happiness. They splash at each other and wrestle each other into the water. Christina has never been so close with Kyle as she is this evening. She doesn’t care if she has to freeze herself to experience it. It is worth the suffering.


	Once the group returns from the water, everyone carrying their shirts with them, the girls begin unlatching their soaked bra’s underneath their dry shirts. Vanessa takes off her wet shirt, but leaves her bra on. She walks over to the warm fire and begins to dry off.


	“Man, Jason, you missed some good fun,” Kyle says proudly.


	Jason nods modestly.


	“Yeah, well, someone had to light the fire.”


	“Whatever buddy,” Kyle laughs and walks over to Christina.


	He begins to flirt with her and she giggles. The sun is slowly setting behind them and the scene is just as beautiful as Christina had imagined so many times before. Kyle’s touch on her skin sends shivers through her, as though it were a divine touch. As he puts his arm around her, every bit of cold departs from her body and she feels complete warmth.


	“Hey, you guys,” someone shouts from the group. “Let’s get a group picture!”


	“It’s too damn dark, you idiot,” Kyle replies mockingly.


	“Yeah, seriously, it won’t come out,” Thomas says right after Kyle.


	“No, this is a good camera. It’ll turn out, trust me.”


	The group gathers quickly. Thomas and Vanessa pull Kyle away from Christina onto the left side of the group. Christina stands timidly on the right side, feeling a little isolated. The Jason guy is to her right, but she doesn’t know him well enough to start up a conversation again. She also sees that he is still agitated by something.


	The guy taking the picture doesn’t give the group much time to arrange. Within seconds, he lifts the camera and takes the picture of the wet assembly of teenagers. Once the camera flashes, everyone disperses and retreats back to the fire anxiously.


	After the picture, Christina walks away from the group toward the nearby rocky pier. She’s confused about why Kyle hadn’t taken the picture next to her. They had been getting along so well the whole night, why did he suddenly leave her? It is because of these questions, and many other changes occurring in her life, that Christina sets off alone toward the pier to watch the beautiful sunset go beneath the horizon.


	The rocks were solid, hard, and partially moist from the spray of the crashing waves. She positioned herself onto a firm stone and faced the western end of the sky. The sun was moving quickly downward, but Christina had arrived in perfect timing to sit and experience the moment that would stay with her for the rest of her life.


	As the sun fell below the sea’s edge, the spectacle created was the most amazing sunset Christina had ever witnessed. There were just enough clouds to spread the sun’s beams across the sky, and not so many that the sky appeared cluttered. Christina could see distinct variations in color, flowing from red to orange to yellow. All of the shades were clear and bright, shooting into Christina’s retinas, taking control of her concentration. Despite all the questions concerning life that had been troubling her previously, she now smiled.


	“There is beauty in the world without you,” Christina thought solemnly.


	In that short moment of time, she saw all that she had loved about life. All that was worth living for. Peace came to her, even though her wet hair caused her to shiver in the wind. The cold air could do nothing at that moment to steal her away from serenity, as she stared at the sun lowering like huge egg yolk beneath her world. 


	As darkness covered the beach, Christina remained sitting silently. Soon her eyelids closed and she let the rest of the world slip away for a brief duration. She wanted to enjoy things as long as the feeling would stay within her.


	Her tranquility instantly left her when she felt warm lips pressing against hers. Christina jumped at the shock, and her eyes opened to see a guy standing in front of her.


	“Hey there, gal,” Kyle’s shadowed image spoke.


	“Oh, uh, hi,” Christina was flustered, and lowered her head in her shyness.


	“You seemed pretty intense sitting here, so I figured I’d come over and wake you up from your dreaming and bring you back into reality.”


	“Oh, but this is more of my fantasy than anything!” Christina thought to herself.


	“So what had you all weird?” Kyle put an arm around her smoothly.


	“Oh, nothing...just sitting,” Christina feared to say anything else.


	“Well, alright. Now I’m here sitting with you. You’re no longer sitting alone.”


	With that, Christina looked into his dark eyes (which were fully dark because the shadow of night blocked all vision of them, except for mere hints of the white outlining). Even without light, his eyes were beautiful to her, and without hesitation Kyle moved in and kissed her again. It wasn’t at all like any of her preconceived fantasies, yet it was still very magical for Christina. 


	The moment filled her body and overwhelmed her. He didn’t detach the kiss this time. He continued to kiss her. She had definitely not imagined it to be longer than a few seconds in her dreams, but Kyle kept kissing her. She didn’t retract. She didn’t want to. The pleasure of her first kiss was thrilling her every nerve, and never would she have asked for an end to the experience.


	And so they continued. Kyle’s hand ran through Christina’s dark hair, while her hands remained motionless. She wasn’t sure of what to do with them, nor was she in a state of mind where she could control the motion of her limbs consciously. Her passion was excited to its maximum in the heat of that night. The kisses were so intense, hardly anyone would have believed she was kissing for the first time. 


	Once the emotion reached a new height, Christina raised both her arms and wrapped them around Kyle. With this initiating action, Kyle leaned her body backwards against the pier. The rocks jabbed a little bit at her back, but Christina didn’t notice much. The passion was so strongly raging within her. Kyle moved his kisses around to her neck, and moving every once in awhile to her ears. His hands pressed against her thighs, and Christina gasped for a moment, but then went along as the touch was still pleasurable for her. Never had a guy so touched her. Kyle was the first one to give her this attention and affection. She was melting in the moment as his touch traveled everywhere, continuously to new places, surpassing all her dreams.


	“I love you, Kyle, I have for a long time,” Christina spoke into Kyle’s ear.


	Kyle lifted his head, looked into her eyes again, and then proceed to kiss her lips.


	Waves crashed only yards away from them, and Christina felt romance all around her. The setting could not have been made more ideal within her own mind. The sunset, the waves, the night air, the ambiance of the interval. It all added up to perfection.


	Christina realized that the wait she had suffered through beforehand was well worth the torture. She knew that if she had been granted a kiss anytime prior to that night, Kyle’s kisses would not have been as sweet and meaningful. Now, Christina was in her prime condition for this passionate event. Her body was in eager stimulation as it was finally prepared to accept love. Christina was finally a woman and ready for love in her life.


	“I’m glad you’re here, Kyle,” Christina said with ardor, as tears slowly fell down her cheeks. “You’re all I’ve ever needed. Thank you.”


	“Yeah, I know, Chris,” Kyle replied kissing her cheeks, beside the tracks of tears.


	Christina smiled and looked up at the shining stars.


	“Kyle! Hey Kyle!” A guy’s voice shouted from the other side of the pier.


	Kyle looked up from Christina and stood up looking over the rocks.


	“Yeah?” Kyle called out.


	The figure of Jason came out of the darkness and stepped over the rocks.


	“We are all...,” Jason stopped as he saw Christina lying down on the rocks, then continued. “Oh, we’re all leaving now, going home. It’s almost ten o’clock. Beach closes at ten, so we’re all going.”


	“Alright,” Kyle spoke brushing out his shirt, and stepping over the rocks. “Come on babe, get up. It’s time to go.”


	With that, Kyle leaped past the rocks and left Christina and Jason there together by the pier’s edge. Kyle ran back to the rest of their friends, and tackled Thomas in the process. The group’s laughter could be heard by both Jason and Christina.


	“You ready to go?” Jason asked softly.


	“Uhm, yeah,” Christina wasn’t really responding to the question though. Her answering was merely instinctive, as confusion was ruining her ability to focus. Her eyes stared out at the ocean before her, and the dark horizon so far away from her.


	“Come on, Christina,” Jason reached down and took hold on her hand, helping her stand. “It’s time to go.”


	As Christina was lifted upwards, her body wobbled as though intoxicated.


	“You’re pretty dazed right now, it seems,” Jason supported her, so that she didn’t fall into the nearby body of water.


	“Whuh?” Christina turned her head over to him. “Oh, yeah...”


	“Alright, come on. I’ll help you over.”


	With arms wrapped around each other, the two crossed the pier’s rocks, and made their way over to where the rest of the group was already leaving. Most of their mess wasn’t cleaned yet, nor had the fire been extinguished.


	“Shoot, I gotta clean this stuff up and put the fire out,” Jason said once they reached the pit. “Kyle! Kyle!”


	Kyle didn’t hear as he was flirting with Vanessa at the time, and being rather loud in doing so. Christina stared off into the distance at this, and watched as Kyle gave Vanessa a quick kisson the cheek during the flirtation. Jason looked at her.


	“Well, look, you think you can make it over there?” he asked her, though she was too bewildered to respond. When he saw she had no intention of moving herself, and when he understood that she didn’t want to be near Kyle anymore that night,  Jason looked down at the fire and the trash. He really didn’t want to leave it in such a way, but he looked back up to Christina, who was barely standing, and said, “Ah, heck with it. Let’s just go. I’ll drive you.”


	Christina was silent.


	“Christina, you alright?” Jason questioned with a sigh.


	Christina remained silent.


	“Come on...,” his words were gentle. “Let’s get to the car.”


	Water ran from Christina’s eyes again. Her warm lips trembled.


	Jason shook his head and reached for Christina. His arm went around her shoulders and he tightened his grip trying to comfort her. Her eyes stared forward. Jason’s arms then worked to move Christina slowly across the sand towards his car.


	Christina was silent the whole drive home.


	“Goodnight Christina.”


	Slowly, Christina entered her house without a sound.





	I don’t like where I am. What I have become. Who I am. I am so ridiculously stupid, and my life is so trite. Look at this notebook, it shows proof enough of how low I’ve sunk in life, all the crazy things I’ve written down in here. Just imagine how much of a bigger joke I would be if I said any of this stuff in real life, instead of just on paper, while in my solitude. No one would ever understand. What’s to understand though? It’s all rants and rambles, there’s no meaning to anything. I’m just a crazy ditz. A Slut. Blonde. Airhead.


	It’s all your fault, diary, notebook, journal, whatever you are. You’ve made me into this. You created me into a freak. Any girl that has a relationship with a green notebook must be losing any touch with reality. That’s where I am.


	I can remember an earlier time when I did know my place. I enjoyed where I was. I wasn’t ashamed of what I held inside, because I didn’t hold anything within. I’m sure I didn’t have any twisted ideas back then though. How could a fourteen year old girl come up with anything other than a standard, normal life? I was healthy then, I was beautiful. People liked me. I liked me. I didn’t know anything then, and that was good. A girl shouldn’t know too much, it isn’t good for her. Knowledge only makes me more clueless.


	I’m so insipid.


	Fifteen is what destroyed me. Taking all of that little girl from me. Gave me breasts. Gave me volumes of estrogen, all of my senseless emotions. A permanently bleeding existence. Each month, part of me drains, never to return. All this to hopefully become a woman some day. To see my eyes staring at me from another innocent soul, restarting the journey. Is this what I want? What would I know of love? 


	I see her face whenever I close my eyes to escape the world. I cry for her. Such a sweetness and purity. I know that I would be sure to steal that in my carelessness. All that wonder limited to an empty existence because she refuses to utilize her hands, her heart, and her breath. Instead she simply falls into a hole whose digger labels his work with her name. I would kill that rapist of life, if only I knew how. She’s alone in that darkness, and so I cry. Her tangled hair vibrates as she cries my name. I wouldn’t be able to handle this vision coming true. I could never love her as a mother should. I know nothing of that.


	I’m disgusted at this notebook now. More and more the urge to burn it rises.


	Christina stares in disbelief over what she just wrote, as she had done many times before. This time it was even more unsettling. She sets her pencil down and looks down in confusion.


	“Why?!” she asks as though there were someone else in the room to whom the question is directed. “I was happy. Why such depressing words? It doesn’t make sense. I wanted to be happy. Why can’t I simply be happy?!”


	Christina flings her head backwards so that she falls flat onto her bed. She doesn’t cry this time. She has rid herself of tears. Instead, she stares up at the ceiling. Suddenly she begins to remember many things she hadn’t thought about in a long time. Things she had intentionally tried to not think about, some things she had unknowingly blocked out. Somehow her head is clearing now, and memories long suppressed resurface as her eyes remain locked on the white plastering above her bed.


	She remembers giving her heart out one night and then never gaining it back. She remembers the image of love rejecting her the following days, speaking to others of the ridiculous words she had spoken so sincerely to him. She remembers learning to hate herself.


	These memories are painful, but Christina keeps moving on with determination. Searching for all she has lost over time. The pieces she needs.


	She remembers words spoken to her by those she had trusted in as friends:


	“You’re so stupid, Chris.”


	“Come on, Chris, stop daydreaming. Come back to reality.”


	“Don’t even speak, you’ll screw our chances up. Just be quiet.”


	“Just shut up, Chris. Trust me, you won’t be disappointed.”


	How she hates that name. It has no personality. It is merely a vague description. It doesn’t even distinguish between the sexes. It is simply a shortcut in speech, so that energy would not be wasted on the full name. She hates that name. With all the emotion left inside of her, she hates that name and all that goes along with it. She aches with the hatred for it. Her anger rises, as true passion re-ignites within her, spark by spark, until soon it is burning.


	“Please just shut up! I don’t love you! I don’t love you!”


	Silence follows Christina’s exclamation, except her her soft tears of agony. She suddenly realizes she is sitting upright in her bed, surveying the rest of her room. It is empty. No one is there except for herself. Her mom’s voice doesn’t even come in response to the shout, as Christina had feared would happen. She had feared having to ultimately explain her words and her impulsive scream.


	“Chris, I’m going out for a bit.”


	Christina suddenly remembers hearing that phrase. Relief falls over her body. A kind of relief she hasn’t felt in a long time. She even smiles a miniature grin. Everything is okay.


	Her eyes are then drawn back down to her middle finger of her right hand. It’s the hand that had been cut by the notebook only forty-five minutes earlier. It has now ended its bleeding, and is already healing. There’s a slight hint of red coloring, a small scar, but the pain isn’t as strong anymore. Christina can feel it rapidly recovering.


	While keeping her eyes on the wound most of the time, Christina reaches over and grabs a hold of her notebook and the pencil beside it. Her classic and brightening smile is now firmly set on her face. 


	The pages turn to where she had just written her last inscriptions. The pencil falls down against the college-lined paper. Lead trails onto the white.


	Thank you, Green, for showing me this. It is beautiful!


	Christina’s torso leans outside of her apartment window seconds later, five stories high, with the notebook in her right hand, extending out as far as the limb will reach. Without a second breath or hesitation, her fingers release themselves from the notebook’s green cover, and it falls into the alleyway below her. The cover is opened and the pages slightly creased, but none were torn from the jacket. Green remains intact in its complete form.


	Christina pulls herself from the window sill, and shuts it firmly.





	You know, it just takes that one person to enter into the light of your sight . . . and then for them to reflect that light back onto you, to reveal all that you never let yourself see. Oh, but isn’t that every girl’s crazy dream? Yes, my dear, you’re just another mold.


