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{The Alien Inside Me} By Jeannine Amber

The _summer before 1 turn 15, together. This thing is hurting

something inside me crumples me. ] press my fists into my

up like a piece of paper and . ribs, tears spill down. | think

settles in my chest. It leans on about cutting it out of me with

my stomach and squeezes into §¥ # my mother’s

my" throat. 1t reaches up along ‘block-'.hondled
my spine and pounds ogainst | k'iféher\‘ l;nife.
my skull. All night n‘ keeps me. ‘ ]ﬁ the mirror
~Up, sitting on' tﬁé edge of my | above my dressér, morning

bed, trying to hold myself comes. ] go to school. » -
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% Bweryofie 4s looking at me, 1 hear 4
back, I'walk—almost run, trying to Jook casus
al—into the ugirls’ bathroom and stand in a stall
until the bell rings, When the corridors cleas, I
run fiom the building, my book bag banging in-
to my legs.

ird: watch for Signs.

The Signs are tricky. Sometimes I know
;vhat th meagh before I see lfgcm. sometimesﬁ}
have to figure them out as they come along, If,

on my way to school, the ugh)tl: at the intersec-

tion is green the moment my foot hits the last

square of pavement before the asphalt, then I

have to cross the street and go to school. That

would be a Sign, If the light is red, then T have
to stay on my side of the road and follow the

Signs somewhere else, T don’t go to school

those days,

Once I tried to explain it to a fiiend. Insis-
tent and l:Fgfr.\ding. T tell her I have no control
over anything. I can’t do anything, Oh sure you
can, she says and rattles off a list of seupid things
that aren’t true ot don’t count, What I mean,
what she doesn't get, is that nothing 1 do mat-
ters, I can’t change anything, Every day it takes
all the energy T have just to dodge those stares
and look for my Signs,

There are lots of books about how at 13
gitls fall off a cliff and sink into some kind of
adolescent abyss, We don't do well in math any-
more, we hate our bodies, we fight with our
parents, we take up smoking. We are filled with
doubt, and the books lay blame on everything
from hormoncs to television. For me, the ex-
planations don’t matter much, All 1 know is,
when I was a kid, life was just regular days punc-
tuatecl by arthday parties, science projects, and
secret clubs, Then things changed. Afeer 12,
everything got maguified and distored,

But inside my head was only half of the
problem, What eeally put me aver the edge were
the boys, Not a0 much what they did-the
touching and smriuﬁ and Qhawm%me things [
didi’e want to see—but that I conldn't seop any
of it, All 1 could do was brace miyself for what-
ever they threw my way, For me that's what i
meant o be a girl—you don’t geeto be in charge
of anything, and not being 1n chavge is the worse
thing in the world,

This iS Where it starts,

I'm 12, T'm not ugly but P'm not pretiy ei-
thet. I have glasses and wear my hair in braids
becanse 1 don't know what else to do with it,
No boys like me, I'tn the black girl. Pm nobody,

Bvery mouning T have to take the subway
to school, Sometimes P'm i the car by mymlé
"Thday iPs me and a gy in a gray suit and shiny
black shoes. I glance over and he's reading the
Rgper. Tloolkat the milk poster lmr:fing over his

ad then back at him, He's moved his newspa-
Fcr. In his lap with his right hand he's holding
his dick, T can see it darker and smoother than
the skin of his hand shining a ligtle in the fluo-
rescent light poking up over his fist, This is the
fourth time a guy has done this to me, It's al-
ways the same, Suddenly, so I den’t know
wba:“/ﬁ‘%aln onuntilivstoo luee,
en 1 was six something similar hap-
ened, only the man was nicer, He asked me
est: Would it be okay if I pur my hand tn your
? rd, hie gave me a quarter,

This guy here knows that I see what he's
doing because he smiles when I look his way,
Now I have to concentrate on lookiag every- -
where else, My eyes go back to the ad, I trace
every letter, the poster’s metal border, and the
pieeure of the smiling cow. Even so 1 can still see
what he's dolng, He's curved in his seat like a C,
He rubs his dick like this: up fast and down re-
al slow: The newspaper slides off his lap and lies
folded like a little tent next to him, My neck
hurts from staring up. In my head the numbers

; =« 18 happenmg
i mrmwmmwM" PP g

to me, but 1.-have
no idea how to
say anything to
anyone. ] can’t
wrap my mouth
around the
words. ] don't
even know which
words to use.

start: Tivo times tvo ﬁ{{bm; four times two 15 ejaht,
eiqht times two is 16, With that thing in his hand
he’s got me trapped in my seat, Twant fo scream
but instead 1 sit there staring at the cow, my
hands in fists in my pockets, Something inside
me shifts, ]

T'm 14 and hicling between the stacks at the
school library with a book Tve found called
Growing &f; end. On the cover itsays “A Hard
Look at Why Adolescents Commit Suicide” I
stick it in my bag and take it home, Excerpted
in the book ar the journal entries of Peter Walk-
er, Peter is my age~14. “Life is just one bi
dilemma,” he writes, “And Pm seack in the mid-
dleof the horns crring forhelp. , .. Tean'tstand
and will not be able to cope with my present sit
vation for long?”

I have this fanms?' about calling Peter, He
seems bright; we could figare out where these
bad feelings come from, Perer writes: “Tseem to
be such a moody person, Sometimes I'm high.
++» Bueother rimes I get so low that 1 could do
a somersaule under a worm, Serangely em)uﬁh.
every time I foel low T alwags seom to enjoy liv-
ing in a depression, 1 seem to like feeling really
down.”

T addition to the diary excerpts, the book
tells me this: One frigid February afternoon Pe-
ter went into a field behind his parents” house,
aimed a ghotgay at his face, and showered the
snow with blood,

Whae would it take 1o do something like
that! Timagine his coarage, There's the obvious
nerve of raking a gun and pressing it to your
temple, But I'm more fascinared by the courage
to tell someone, anyone, that something 18
wrong, That's what Peter did: pulled the rrigger
and said, T huet this much,

I think something bad is happening to me,
But I have no idea how to say anything to any=
one, T can’t weap my mouth around the words,
1 don’t even know which words to use. I try to
write it down, Under the heading “Problems
Weitten in a Rational State,” I write: (1) Schiz-
ophrenic (suspected), (2) Paranoid, (3) Really
insecure, (4) Negative thoughts (must be got-
ten rid of), None of this makes enough sense to
say out loud, So Itell no one. ,

Not even the guidanee counselor I get
sent to because I'm always late for school, Mrs,
g., who, with- blue eyeshadow up to her

FOWS;
ent things, like telling me [ have to come te her
affice every time P'm late, I don't understand
how thiis s punishing me, and I end up seelxg
her every day. T don't tell her abeut my list
prablems, Instead, we talk about hew every-
one hates me, Mrs, A, shakes her head. Over
and over she tell me things like “You have so
much to offer” Other times we talk about my

boyfriend.

The song in my head goes: My boyfidend tin
uwwwfm;r’;mwm»ﬁ(zmmm
He’s 17 and the second boy to ever kiss me on

looks a little crazy herself, tries differ-.

2

the mouth, The first fou everything else. Tknow
that's kind of old for me, but he says it's okay be-
cause we can really talk, Mostly what we talk
about ate his needs. 1ty to make a deal with
hism. I say, how about you be na; beyfriend but
could you please please do it with someone clse;
He says no, we'd have to break up in thet
case, He says ifwe clon’t do it soon, he’s pot go-
ing to be able to stand it L know thiy is a bad
nt, T know sbout feminism, Tknow
about 1 dotrt need a man® T know all ot that
Yet, when T weigh it out, on one siee P alone,
and on the othet sice everyone says he's so cute,
flus he has low of fitends and Uharelly have any
£'1 can just stand there bessde himy, with 4 grin
plastered on my face that regmters a5 alnost
«ool, no ane will know how pathed. Lieally am,
Alteady I see that no one would talk to me ifit
weren't for him,

My boyftiend is the one T run o whenTde
cide to run away:

One night Pm telling my fiead Janet
about my latest sc.tenmlu%alxh with my fa
ther, and she says, *Do it. Leave, Take your fa-
vorite things, put them in a bag, and just tun

away’

My favorite things? 1 pause over Mickey, Is
it oka ’y at 14, to tun awal;"l’rom home with a
amﬁ‘egbemhrﬁck:ygoumﬂmbng,ﬂamlmke
him out. Then he goes back in. Then I take him
out, 1 sit him on my bed and phone my

boyfiend.

When 1 get to his house he says, “You must
beverytﬁlm.t*mneedndﬁnk,” ¢ me
a glass, edmﬂmmn,mdmdwﬁedﬂps
e ey, el e e e o

; i watches,
ot Bt et o
banging tmy head into the headboatd. Tasqueeze

=

‘my s

I'm 15 now and sometimes, when I can’t
sleep, I take a black magic marker and make an
X on the place on my arim I'd like to cut. Then T
take an X-Acto knife, ot a kitchen knife, or a ra-
zot § pry from a disposable shaver, and press it to

m. But T never press hard enough and in
the morning I have to scrub oft the matker,

"There are all kinds of g:*.oplc who would
have pushed the blade 1, but not me. I can’t
even swallow pills, Whenever I get sick, my
mother has to mash up aspirin in a » and
mix it with juice, Not swallowsng pills isn’t really
aproblem until December rolls around. Iread in
a newspaper that a lot of Pcuple get really de-

ressed in December, All Tknow ts, December
§ there are all those Signs, .

First, the light turns ted just as my foot hits
the last square OF pavement on the, corner two
blocks iom sehanol 5o Thave o winJeR, Then
o Ly coming eur, of the duugstore opens the
doot ight 1 my face That means go wiside
Then the phavmacist looks me vight in the eye
1 have to buy somethiug,

1 chew them, Two hundred and seventy
Bnyernﬂﬂn, bitter and chalky between sips of
apple juice,

{st’t really the point, T just don’t
know what else to do. Maybe fecling this bad is
different when you're old. You'd have evidence
of a once-normal life: a job, a mi:vjam ¢hil-
dren, But what do T have? Look bac! nwul
Mmt a kid: sticky hands, big dogs, wet beds.

then 14, And then nothing, 11 happen to
die, that would be fine. But mosty, 1 just want:

thm.isl ,:odchangg

out of me. wheel
Adlolescent Pyyehiateic.

g how they get those aspirin
me upstairs to bE,

1t’s not the sex, it's the fact that

1 didn’t want to do it but it
happened anyway. Then, because
it happened, ] had to act like ]
wanted it. And the only way ] can
do this is to create a new girl.

ty tuscles shur, “There’s something wrong
with you,” he says, because he cur't geein, But he
doesit't stop trying, And then he's in,

He telly everybody. Ev-er-y-body One of
his fliends asks me it Pm okay. T look at him
blankly. "He said you were deformed

Sumuner fades away and I begin to ewpo:
tate, Tnsicle me, somerhing 3 imagine ds an airy
Mist between ty tiba sveps away and 1s replaced
by that hatel tight thing in my chest. 165 not so
hueh the sex, it's the faet that I dide’t really
want to de st but it happened anyway, Then, be-
cane it happetied, T had to act like T wonted 1t
And the only way Lean do thivis 1o arcare a gew
girl. A prel whe would have deone thag thing A
gl whe wouldat, have nupeded. A pul whe
worgld have liked it.

n my body 1 it a new petaonality There's
4 lot of lying involved. I langh when I dou’t
want to. 1 smile when what 1 want 13 to kil
someone, Late at night, 1 stand in ftont of the
bathioom mitror and practice my stile to make
sure T do it right, T smile and give  little wave.
1 throw my head back in 4 laugh. I do it over
and over, I get terrible headaches, !

AlLT want is for the pain to go away. Atter
mzrlrarmtalemfor work, before T ggo to school,
1 slip into the liquor cabinet and bave a little
drink, Canadian whisky or Jamaican rum.
‘Whatever I think they won’t miss, Sometimes 1
mix stuff' together, Sometimes 1 drink too
much, One norning, 1 end up at school drunk,
wander into the wrong classroom, mclever%me
laughs at me. I do my smile, back out of the
foom, and run from the l:ulkﬂng. ]

The hospital is supposed to be one of the
best, so T dor’s know why we hardly see any
doctors, 105 the cweworkers whe take care of s,
They don't do a very good job. Mostly they
watch the Anorevics to make sure they arep’t
barfing up their lunch The Anorevies tell me
their strets, teach me what te do, One day a
casemorker comes into the bathroom and win
Kles her nose because it smiclls like theow up. P
standing at the sink brushing my teeth, "“Whe’s

been jn heret” she demands, “No one,” I say.
“Just me* She doesn’t get it.
come for fam-

One afternoon, my parents
ily therapy, We sit in a litthe office. Pm embar-
tassed they’re here, My mother is very private,
CONTINUED ON NBXT PAGE
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CONTINUED FROM LAST PAGE
My father is very impatient. I know this isn’
going to go well, The doctor, whom I've neys
seen before, who has never asked mearniything
about anything, tells my parents that I did this
because of them,

This doctor doesn’t know what he’s talking
about, For it to be their fault they would have
to know what’s going on in my head, and they
don’t, They don’t have a clue. If I tell them
about my boyfriend, I'll get in trouble, If T tell
them about the pain creeping around my chest,

the other: “Fuck you?”

- My head is sailing off my body. I've left my
skin and bones to stand in the corridor. I float
around yith nothin% to hang on to. I pinch my-

_self under my coat, I want to feel something, 1
“want to be back in my body, I want it to be
mine, Two times two is four. . . , I floataway.

Winter goes by ..ot

spring, I'm 16 now, I'm riding the subway, and

e car is almost empty, 'm eating a Cadbury
Easter Creme Egg. I'bite off the chodolate top,
I don’t really like chocolate, T want the sweet
stuffinside, I dip my tongue into the egg, switl

I'm so pleased with myself, ] tell

the psychiatrist,

“1've figured out

what to do.”” He listens quietly

and nods. Finally

he says, ‘'] can't

let you go home."”

thtiﬂ'l‘think I'm crazy for sure, So I tell them
nothing, Or1 lie, I look my parents straight in
the eye and say, “I'm going baby-sitting, but
don’t phone because you'll wake the baby:” Then
1 go out with my boyfriend, or go to some par-
ty, or go get drunk and hitchhike around the city
even though I have no place to go,

IfTtold my mother any of this, she'd prob-
ably die, My mother is a very pure woman. At
my age she wore a school uniform and her hair
in plaits, Her favorite subject was Latin, From
what I can tell, girls in Jamaica don’t have the
same kind of problems I do, they just go to
school and study Latin, Nothing in my moth-
er's life would have prepared hor for me, her
dirty devil-child, She can’t help me, and that sad
look, the way she shakes her head, is just too
much for me, So I tell her over and over that
everything is okay, I don't know if she believes
me, but Ineed her to stop asking me questions.

After the therapy my dad and L have a talk,
He knows I'm not right, He's the one who gives
me lectures that start with “T know you're hav-
inga difficult ime” and end with him telling me
what to d, T think it's a Jewish thing, his com-
passion mixed with an almost crazy need to fix
everything even when he can’t, We sit down in
my room, “Look," he says, “you need to under-
stand, Death is not an option.” I tell him life is
way harder than he thinks, “How can I make it
easier?” he wants to know, I tell him T need
more clothes, so he raises my allowance.

A few weeks after the doctor says this is all
my parents’ fault 'm allowed to go home, That

ng in my chest pushes up inside me harder
than before, I's hoein me now, I can feel ir, in-
flamed and red like a sick child’s tonsils, Nights
drag on, .

All Twant is some peace. Despite what my
father says, I consider death, which I'm sure
means relief. If not death, maybe a Elrca: purge.
Timagine a roaring, rushing tide of blood wash-
ing everything out of me, Sometimes I creep
out of bed and sick pins in my arms, In the
meornings my head pounds enough to explode,

Nothing's getting berter, I walk through
the corridors at school with my fake smile. T
lean over to get a drink of water, One boy says,
“Look at those lips, You have a month made for
blowjobs.” Then he laughs, T straighten up,
smile, T want to fall through the floor, His
friend says, “Hey, I have a really bad headache,
Do you have any aspirin®™ T want to fly through
the celling.

 Ihbarely know these boys They are frlends
of my boyfriend, T don’t know anything about
blowjobs and I den't know how they know any-
thing about the aspirin, They can’t be talking to
me, they must be talking to that other girl,

one T madeup She turns to the fiest boy: “Well
wouldn'ryou like to find out . , . " She furns to

it around, and scoop up some insides, It’s too
sweet, I make a “yuck” face and look up,

This guy is looking at me, Hes young,
maybe 20, He has greasy brown hair parted on
the side and plastered over his forehead, He's
wearing round plastic glasses that magnify his
eyes 50 he looks like a bug, He looks like he
smells bad and he’s staring ar me,

1 put away my chocolate, When my stop
comes, I get offand walk up the stairs, The bug-
eyed %uy is behind me, Then suddenly he’s on
top of me, holding me close with his hands on
my breasts squeezing and pumping while T
seream, Someone I can’t see yells, “Hey what's
giizg on}” The bug-eyed guy runs away and so

I can’t ever control these people. These
men, They sneak up behind me and squeeze me
and stick fingers and rongues and all of their
stuff all over me, They make me filthy.

T go home and make mg:‘li‘ sick, Out
slides the chocolate and shame, Empry, I feel so
much better,

1leave school in the middle of the day and
spend hours in front of the mirror aquishing my
breasts flat against my chest, I decide not to cat,
No flour, no sugar, nothing white, nothing
fried, nothing far people eat, Nothing atall, For
a while I have some power, I can change this
body of mine, But then my plan backfires and
ens in on itself T get hungry and dizzy and I
cat, Then I feel bad so T have to get rid of it,
Over and over and over, Some days I make my
self throw up more times than all the fingers on
both my hands, It's a lor of work, I¢'s like a job,
Te never stops,

Minute by minute, anather year rolls by,
I'm 18 now and it's hotter than hell, 'm sitting
in a café with a boy on our very first date,
There's something wrong with his eyes, His

upils are huge—some eye disease, he explains,
¢ looks high or scared He’s wearing a bright
pink thrift-store shirr with the sleeve rolled
down and buttoned at his wrists, He's skinny as
a junkie, T think he's beantifal, Like an angel,

He doesn’t talk much so I've bronght a list
of “Discussion Topics” It in my lap, under the
table, T look at the crumpled papor, Weather
“Te's, like, really hor." I say. He smiles, No, he's
laughing at me, God, Iam soJame, I lighta i
arette, “Woll, aren’t you, vou know, hor, wit
that shirt ont” )

He smiles a little, his head bobblng down
between his shoulders, Finally, he shows me his
arms, They are covered with these unbellevable
scars, Shiny and round, atleast a dozen of them,
He tells me he'd searted at his wrises and wound

erfoct spirals up to his elbows, each time push-

ng the red burning tip of a cigarette in so deg)
that he had to relight it to sear a new hole, He
was Just starting to butn a deagon design on his

then,

He was the first of a string of wounded
::yslwmddmkainmyumx. One, 2 long-
redfmt had lain down in front of a racing
car and still had tire tracks émbedded in the
soft flesh of his back, These boys put their pain
on the outside, like some badge of endurance:
I live through this, Or a plea, see how I hurt,
come here and help me, There are people who
feel bad and leap from buildings or in front of
trains or xwln& a rope. But those people
are different, their act ls final, People who on-
ly hurt themselves still flire with the possibili-
o gk s W togeth
want that angel-boy, We belon -

er. He'll merﬁigmbhdeal’éemmd

purse.

keep in my purse.
ne right 1 have a fight with my father
d“immmmﬁ’ﬁr"‘"'mgm utl;hi“?hmshu:
up myself in my room

dmuermfrmtofd:cdlg};n‘iouggnmaa %hnt?;

up to my father. I've crossed some line, T have -

to leaye, In the middle of the nighe, 1 push the
away and run to that pretty angel-bay's
house, He and his scars live with some punk
rockers and a cat, There i no kitty-litter box in
this house, The cat shits on the floor. Because of
b v sl s e
e a tantrum, every-
onleiweursbumimidc.’rlﬂnlawhcrclded e
to live,

During the day, I lic in bed, At night, I
waitress, I am now completely broken g;};a}t.
My bgyﬁ'iend is no;o agowed to put hlxis haui?;
anywhere near m , except to tell me
fedsldnnyorfat.l"msl{hismumlmhhis
Jamp. T sob uncontrollably. Even my well-prac-
ticed smile fails me, At work my manager asks,
“How are youi” I open my mouth and nothing
comes out, I can’t even nod. 1 slip into the ladies
ma&dmmaxAngldgmﬁ
saying it's is going to be okay.
I don't like that she’s mc,ssowhenno
one is looking, I run through the back door.

I walk a few blocks and suddenly my heart
is beating too fast. I start to run, I hide inside a

7 ek g o T

y palms are | e glass. I'm on the

thcreceivc.rdanglingbyglrar;slfacc. Tcan't

reathe, I suck in gulps of air. I can’t breathe.
That thing has crawled into my throat.

Now Pve had it. 'm not doing this any-

ospitalized and nothing makes

anydiﬁbmnm.ﬁc%aboutﬁstbralong

time, Now I'm ready.

IfThad mm‘sﬁplc would understand,
They'd say, “She up, she’s in pain, She
goes to sleep, she’s in pain, Every minute in be-
tween, she’s in pain, That’s no way to live” But
that is exactly how it is for me. Every second 1
feel it, It's taken over all of my insides, It in my
stomach, my heart, my throat. It pounds against

my skull, Tt hurts,

of 10 double-edged
razor blades. I have 50 Valium and some
quaaludes I buy from the Ramones freak who
stops by the house, I have a bottle of red wine

ane up and sk index. along
agnugmmwgyofmymmdsqummy
For the first timé in longer than I can re-
member 1 foel alittlé hope, 've found an eicape
things better, I'm not go-
ing to have to live like this any mere.
Pm 50 pleased with myself, I tell Dr. Ka-

trist I've been for almost
office is in a hospital, and when I fiest
how I keey

plan, the
ayear
went to see him, cxgl
weight down, how its all gotten out of
how is in chaos, he sent me for tests,
“Here’s normal? he said, his index finger mac-
inge’llneona

ph about &l . “Here’y
youy and his . “You're
not well}” he said, He's the

traced anather
! one who takes
me seriously, so when I finally have a plan, he’s
e figured out wh

“Pve out what to do)” I say. Pm
proud of my preparation. T tell him that Pve
even bcoke! P:é’aﬁ'nm work so there won’t
be a big scheduling crisis, Fle listens quietly and
nods, Kinally he says, °1 can't let you go home?
and %em up from his chair. Discussion over, He
calls in his receptionist and she takes me by the
arm and leads me downstairs though the maze
af hospital corridors to some guy who puts me
in a wheelchair and takes me to the psychiatric
ward, I fold my arms and glare at the floor.
“This is s0 stupid?” is all L have to say,

Upstairs a nurse tells me to give her :;3'
clothes so she can lock them in the cupboard,
She hands me two hospital . “One goes
on front to back, the other back to front so
yow’ll be covered up” she explains. I hate when
they do this, take away our clothes, but T guess
‘t:m/’necd us to know there’s something wrong

us.

I need to pace. Down the hall, past the
nurses, past the exercise bike, past the guy on
the floor, past the telephone, At the end of the
hall is the aunge,'IWo?eoplcmin:here‘Wc
all stare at each other. I'm trying to look cool,
but I'm wearing pajamas. The guy wants to
shows me his scars, hideous welts running up
his forearms, He cuts himself with razors, éw.
anything he can get his hands on, He’s been in
and out of this hospital for 10 years, he says.
Some of his teeth are missing,

'The woman grabs me by the arm and
makes me it beside her, Her face is blotchy and
covered in thin purple veins, her mouth tumed
down with age, She tells me she cats and throws
up. It’s all she does and all she talks about. She
lost her job because of it. Her hair is falling out.

] still think of
that woman.
She’s the first
one who makes
me think that
this is something
I'm going to
have to live with
instead of
die from.

She has seizures, She’s only 30, Craziness turns
you ugly real fast,
I go back to my room and stare at the wall,
I don’t remember the name of the social
worker who comes in to speak with me, but
compared to all the broken people in my life,
she looks like no one special. She a chair
from across the room, and sits right beside my
bed. “You cannot do this,” she says, Not gently,
but like she’s angry with me. “This is not the
mmhand!e ¢ problems.” T stare at the
, She leans in close, her face is right beside
me, “T know this is difficult, I know you
muhlnmget this”’J let her
float over my head, swirl around me, pass
though my cars, I stare at the wall, “I need you
CONTINUEBD ON NEXT PAGE
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ing. “You have to live through this” She won't  almost still. ado.Ilw.-umeook.I to leans on my stomach and squeezes into m|
Mber let me go. She wears me down. Finally, she ex- .Onceg:twcek seemydoaor.'l\si‘igea d\roat.Sum{ﬁmitwaclm my §| 4

upalong
tracts a promise, a deal. “I promise I wont do  dayTtake my pills, Even so, that tornado whips  and pounds against my skull keeping me up all
GONTINUED FROM LAST PAGR it."Iaay.“nuw."mr\daeb%stImoﬂbn upyinmyhgtf = t, sittin onﬂwcggeofmylmuﬁngm
to promise me that you will not do this, Every- There I am, storming doven the street whisper- my:euﬁm . 1 can’t wish itaway and I

thing clse comes after that” H H ing, P fine 'm fine P fine. Then Prm sereaming, ~ can'rignore it, What I have to do is keop an eye
Koty hothe gt in 70 i Trammy ITNCE TN @ WINTI@ 1actcivic 72 i ot rimming s i o st esge Fin ey ot ting iy e
head toward her. Iwantto punch her Istarttocry.  of that woman, Her broad face close to mine,  loverboy chasing after me becanse be thinks I've los. How loud is the noise in my head? How often
She leans back in her chair and exhales as ing at me to get away from that cliff. Iwish  my mind. do I cry? How little do I sleep? T monitor my-
though she'sheen her breath the whole remember her name. She’s the first one Anolder friend once told me that the key to  self because if I start to slip down the slope
time. She docsn’t say anything. Thenshegetsup  who makes me think thar maybe this is some-  becomingan adultis knowing tharwhatyonare  have to take extra special care just to make sure
and leaves the room, The next day she comes ttdvﬁ’:;goingmhavcmlivcwimirmdof is what you are, When I was young I thought 1 get through each day.
back, And again the next. My eyes move from  die ) this thing inside would kill me, Then I thought But most of the ime it’s just there, floating
the wall, to my hands, to her face, and then we Soon after our last talk, P'm allowed to I had to beat it down, pack it away, putinona under the surface; to make me cry in the
, “This isn’t a sudden decision” Pmalmost  leave the hospital. I put my razors in the back of  shelf, But now it seems that this is just the way  shower, but notso much that I can’t brush away
ing, “Tve been thinking of this for years” She  my drawer and try to figure outwhat todowith  things are going to be. the tears before I leave the house. The challenge
doesn’t care. I plead gnd beg and reason with dusﬂﬁngbunﬁngimdcmc.lmpmtcz Inside me, at the core, is this rotten thing, iawworkarouudir,danccammdit,makenz
her to sce things my way. “No,” she keeps say-  to make 1t go away. I slow my life untilits  Sometimes it settles in my chest. Sometimes it life around it, And that’s what I do.
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