By: Taylor Stinson
October 16th, 2009
There I was, just standing there, when what I wanted to do was forbidden.  However, this wasn’t as ‘forbidden’ as this was wrong.  God would excuse this technical sin, but society would sooner or later catch me.  Blaire was sitting in her bedroom still, I told her I had to use the bathroom and at one point she’ll probably realize I wasn’t even in her house.  Instead I stood outside the back door to the garage, feeling the heavy weight of my pocketknife in my back pocket.

I went through my plan in my head, making sure everything would go perfectly right.  First, I would kill the dirty guy; stab him more than once for the pain he caused me.  Thinking about him made me want to puke, he was filthy, and he was vile.  I continued on thinking, remembering the careful steps of cutting him up and putting him into separate Ziploc baggies.  Then I would punch small holes in them and drown them in the small ravine me and Blaire had found that one time.
I was sorry, partially.  I wasn’t sorry for his coming death, but I was sorry that this might hurt Blaire.  But she would soon know the truth, one day when she will be ready to hear it.  Then she would also realize how absolutely disgusting her father was.  How he ruins everything and cares for nothing.

I took a deep breath, calmly inhaling the coldness of the bitter sweetness of fall.  I heard a clunk in the garage and I knew this would be a now or never moment.  I walked forward, reaching for the handle before I was even able to touch it.  Slowly, I turned the handle with my numb fingers making sure the handle wouldn’t be too loud to give my presence away.  Immediately, when I stepped on to the hard concrete floor of the garage and peered around – his back was facing to me.
I grinned to myself, my timing was excellent.  I shut the door with both of my hands, suspiciously leaning against it.  I watched him hunch over his small project, letting out a few swear words for dropping something now and then.  He was so clumsy, I almost wanted to laugh, however his clumsiness is what caused me to be here.  His clumsiness hurt my family; his insulting presence is what shook the foundation of our family causing us to collapse.  No one knew that I was aware of this, but I was – indeed, I was.

 “Hello Mr. Cohen.” I said softly.  His body jump to an erect position as he quickly looked around.  I saw the fright in his eyes, the undeniable fear of being found out.

 “Oh, Schulyer, what are you doing out here?” he asked with a sigh.  He grabbed a dirty towel from behind him and attempted to clean his dirty hands with it.  So sickening…

 “You know, just wandering around,” I paused and stepped forward from the door, “that’s a dirty towel.” I said shortly.  He looked down at the towel confused and then laughed and threw it behind him.

 “Yeah I know, just never have the time to go inside and get a new one I guess,” His smile was strained as he looked around the garage, as if waiting for me to say why I was really here.

 “Dirty towels are bad.  My mom always told me that.  You knew her, right?” I asked him.  His face contorted immediately when I said that, I couldn’t tell if it was a scowl or a frown but either way I knew I was getting somewhere.
 “I knew her,” he said calmly, “a great woman.” I took a few more steps forward, closing the gap between us from being on opposite sides of the garage to being only a few feet away from each other.  His weight shifted to the other leg.
 “She was a great woman, my Dad thought so too until he found out she had been cheating on him.” I told him with a smirk.  His jaw dropped a little, so this was it.  I now knew I was right, this was the guy.  There was no doubt in my mind previously, but now I knew there would be absolutely no doubt when I will bury his broken body later tonight.

No words formed from his mouth, even though it was open as if he was going to say something.  Silence filled the garage like a silent blanket over us, finally he said, “That was a horrible thing – sad to hear.” His voice broke on the word, horrible; no it wasn’t horrible for him.

 “It was, it really still is.  They don’t talk anymore you see and now my mother is ashamed to even look at me,” I stared into his eyes like staring into the dark.  Nothing swayed my attention away from him as his eyes became confused in his own lies.  Those dirty lies.
 “Where is Blaire?” He asked suddenly.

 “Don’t worry about her,” I snapped back at him.  He cocked his head back and raised an eyebrow; I felt the pocketknife with my forefinger.  It screamed at me to take it out, to take it out and stab his body for revenge like hell gone loose.

He took a step closer to me, cautious and tedious of my presence because each step was like he forcing it down.  Finally, the gap between us closed to just a foot away from each other.  His shirt was dirty with stains, his hair was askew and his shoes were weary.  Everything about him was nothing close to being clean, his dirtiness made me sick on such a level that my heart began to race to a rapid beat.

 “Schuyler, I think you should go back to Blaire now,” He told me.  I laughed in his face, not a chuckle but a full laugh.  When I regained my composure, his seriousness was still blatant.

 “No,” I told him with malice dripping like ice melting.  I stood there, my body trembling with a fury so wild.
 “That’s it!” He yelled at me, as I stood there a foot away from him he began to walk swiftly to the door.  If he made it out that door, it would ruin my revenge!  He was dirty, a sinner, a man with no moral – God can’t have him in this world.  I knew better than that!  No, I would not let him out!  As he was only two strides away from the door I lunged for him, catching his shirt with my right hand and pocketknife in the left.  He whirled his body around as his hand came across as well, slapping me hard against the face.  The slap left me stunned, not expecting the blow I instantly let go of his shirt and stumbled back.  When I looked at Mr. Cohen, he was panting heavily as if he had just ran a mile but his eyes looked at me with true regret.  I touched the burning side of my face and turned around, leaving him only to see my black hair askew.

“Schuyler… I – I am so, so sorry…” He trailed off, I kept my back facing him but I listened closely on his footsteps.  The footsteps slowly came over; I heard one step – then two – then three.  Each time I heard a footstep I knew he was coming closer.  I sniffled dramatically to edge him to come closer.
 “Schuyler…” His hand lightly touched my shoulder and then I knew this was the opportune moment.  I slowly turned around, with my pocketknife still in my hand as I slowly leaned in to him.  Just as I was an inch away, I flipped the blade open and quickly pushed the pocketknife far into his abdomen.  I heard a pain of anguish from him, but I did not look up.  Instead, I quickly retracted the knife hearing another low groan from him and stabbing him on the right side of his abdomen.  Swiftly I did this as I felt his hands try to grasp around my neck, my hands, and to push me away – but he failed as each stab weakened his energy.
Finally, as my breathing was quick and heavy, I delivered the last stab down the center of his chest.  His grasp on my wrist fell as he slowly backed away from me; this was the first time his eyes looked at me.  His eyes were bloodshot as his wounds were open with blood slowly seeping out like cracks in a cup of water.  He gasped for air but breathed like none was coming in.  He staggered in my direction with his last few moments of life, but I backed away quickly as he fell onto the ground.  The blood gurgled in his throat as his body jerked momentarily, until I heard the final breath of the man who ruined my life.
 “Dirty people don’t belong in Heaven,” I told the lifeless body, as I walked over to the workshop counter he was previously working at.  I set down the bloody pocketknife and exchanged it for the dirty towel.  I cleaned my hands the best I could and mumbled to myself, “Dirty towel belongs somewhere else.”
As I turned around to toss the towel onto the body, I admired my work.  Finally I did something right for my mother – she would be happy now.  And even though murder would be a bad thing, in society, God knows what I did was right.  He knows that my deed was meant for good.  Blaire would understand – she always understood me.
Everything would be perfect.

October 12th, 2009

It was a Thursday after school that I went over to Blaire’s house again.  I went there every Thursday rather than go home – it was almost a ritual at this point.  I couldn’t quite explain the relationship I have with Blaire, not truly.  Mine and her relationship was a simple thing in our eyes, one where we were our complete selves around each other without the pressures of society fixating its eyes on us.  When we were without each other – I felt like I was missing part of my life.

We sat on her living room couch; the same couch that sunk us low into the seats like it was swallowing us.  Her house was much bigger than mine, but I never pointed that out.  Instead, we would do our homework and then eat and later watch a movie or something to entertain us for that night.  I wouldn’t go home until midnight sometimes.

I was facing her doing my Physics homework while she was doing Calculus.  She sat cross legged with her back hunched over, looking intently on her homework.  I giggled at her and she looked up with a questionable face.

“What?” She asked me in a high voice.  Her brown, curly hair was pulled back into a messy bun and she wore jeans and a t shirt, just like me.
“You hunch over like you have no spine,” I told her, laughing.  She laughed with me and closed her book.

“It’s whatever, I’m done now.  My dad is going to be home soon…” she told me with a sigh.  I closed my book too and sat back comfortably on the green couch.

“What’s your last name again?  I don’t remember,” I giggled.

“Cohen,” she told me with a smile.  I smoothed out my blue shirt and fixed my cross that was facing backwards.  I have to look presentable for an adult at least.

“How should I greet him?” I asked her, “Handshake or a wave?” She laughed at me again and got up to get the TV remote.

“Whatever, if he even pays attention to you.  I don’t see him much,” she told me in a gloomy voice.  She kept flipping through the channels to find something to watch, but I could tell her mind was preoccupied by the thought of her father.

“Why not?” I asked curiously.

“Because he’s too busy with women – he always has a new girlfriend every couple of weeks.  It’s like I’m a boring topic to him,” she finally stopped on the Food Network and pretended to be interested on some exotic cuisine Bobby Flay was making.

I felt bad for her, her dad doesn’t want to be interested in her.  My mom was, at least, mostly before the divorce.  But I was the one that shunned her out, which I had good enough reason to because I think her divorce was a sin.  She would quiet me down when I would begin to lecture on it, but then I would walk away and go to my room and call Blaire for a little bit.  For Blaire, her situation was sad – a life without a father basically.

“God will find a way for you,” I said with a polite smile.  She was unlike my mother; she didn’t quiet me down on the topic of God and religion.  Instead, she politely smiled at me and nodded in agreement.  I didn’t even know if she was religious at all.

We talked about a lot for the time being.  Most talk stayed centered around school – not our classes but the people there.  We never talked much at school, both of us, so that was the rare trait we had in common with each other.  But we always observed.  Observed how people acted with their ‘friends’ but then how they acted when they were sitting alone in the library or talking with a stranger.  We talked about how everyone thought we were peculiar, an odd set of girls that never spoke during school, not even once.  But in our minds, what we did and what we said – was perfectly normal.
Our conversation went on for hours it seemed like, which was what it always felt like for us.  Soon, though, we heard a key inserted in the front door and the knob turn – her father was home.  I smoothed out my shirt again and Blaire continued sitting on the couch next to me, watching TV as I faced the door.

Her father came in mumbling to himself, frustrated as he pulled the key out of the lock and shut the door with a little slam.  He didn’t look up yet but instead he took off his black coat and loosened his gray tie immediately.  I glanced over at Blaire, who still did not look over at him; she must be conditioned now to not noticing him.  How interesting.  He finally set down his briefcase and looked up to where Blaire and I were sitting.
“Who are you?” He asked in a dull voice.  I went to go tell him but my voice caught in my throat.  No words came out and not like I didn’t want to tell him who I was, I physically could not.  Blaire looked over at me with a questioning look on her face as I felt my eyes look quickly down and my throat tighten up.
“Her name is Schuyler Dad,” Blaire spoke up for me.  I looked at him from the corner of my eyes as he nodded slowly and resumed walking to the living room.

“You shy Schuyler?” He asked me slowly.  I nodded my head in response; my black hair falling over my face so he couldn’t quite see me.  I felt a hand touch my shoulder and I saw that it was Blaire, reassuring me as always.

“How was your day?” Mr. Cohen asked us.  Blaire fidgeted with the remote again and I looked up at him and spoke in a very quiet voice.
“It was good, we just finished our homework,” I told him.

“Good,” He said with a smile.  His grin was worn across his face and his grin lines ran deep like they were scars to the skin.  His eyes were lifeless, but he pretended to be happy for either Blaire or mine’s sake.  I have no idea why, but I figured it must not be because of Blaire.  Blaire was sweet, she has done nothing wrong.

Mr. Cohen left the room as quickly as he came in, walking to the kitchen down the hall.  Blaire still zoned out as we were left alone again and I sat still, watching her doing whatever.  

“My dad is weird, can’t you tell?” She asked me with a half grin.

“He’s not – looks like he has a lot on his mind though,” I paused, “has he been to church lately?” She laughed aloud at my question, something she has never done before.  I looked down as she laughed at the thought; I would expect this from my mother but not from her.

She composed herself and responded to me with honest eyes, “He never goes to church and never will.  He doesn’t believe in it,” She dropped the remote next to her and wrapped her arms around her legs.

“Why?” I asked her seriously.  
“Because he just doesn’t want to believe in it.  He thinks there are better hobbies or tasks to keep his mind to – like his work.  That’s what he always tells me anyways if I do ask him,” She looked away as my jaw dropped a little.  Unbelievable was all I could truly think of from that response.

“That’s horrible,” I whispered.  I felt the bible that was in my purse, I needed comfort.  Talking about a man that has no faith was a little disturbing to my mind.

“It doesn’t matter anyways,” She said, signaling she was dismissing the topic.  I sighed heavily, annoyed with her incompetence with her father’s faith in religion.  I found it slightly more than disturbing, because what if her father’s lack in religion would rub off on Blaire.  If anything, I wanted Blaire to be in good health and live a good life for God; that is what He wants too.
“It does matter, but no right now,” I told her calmly, “I think we should order pizza tonight.” I said with a smile.

She nodded in agreement and reached over to get the phone and began dialing the pizza place number.  I sat there, thinking until the pizza came.

October 13th. 2009


After school, Blaire and I went back to my house this time.  She said she wanted to meet my mom and see what my house was like.  At first, when she told me I tried relentlessly to change her mind coming back to my house; but she was persistent not to.  I scowled the whole day, not that my quietness shocked anyone but I was beyond furious.


My house was small compared to hers, outrageously small.  Even though I loved my mother more than anything, I was embarrassed to introduce Blaire to her.  Blaire was sweet and Blaire was my best friend; my mother had changed.  Before she would welcome my talk of faith, now, it was a hush anytime I mentioned it.  She was just – different.  And she was only different after the divorce, which happened less than a year ago, but I never knew a true reason.  

One afternoon, I went out with my father for lunch and caught him in a web to reveal why they divorced.  The truth was – she cheated on him.  He says it was the other man that ruined everything, but I don’t believe so.  I believe that the he was corrupted, in the most devastating way that books would love to be written about him.  A sinner by nature and the ability to corrupt others in a single glance.

“Stop being so agitated with me,” Blaire said to me as we walked to my front door.  I held my books with my left hand and punched in the numbers to open the garage.  It opened and to my luck – my mother was not home.  A small smile appeared on the side of my face, but Blaire continued to walk in my garage and kick her shoes off by the door.  I did the same thing and opened the house door with her following behind me.


“It’s cute,” she told me with a smile.  She set her books down on the kitchen table as if she had been living there as long as I have.  She looked around, observing the country inspired artwork framing most of the walls around the kitchen.  I pretended to be looking through my folder; truly I was watching her looking around.  She walked to the dining room where there were framed pictures of me and my mother together.  Pictures from when I was young until a year ago before the divorce.  My hair in all the pictures looked the same, black hair falling straight down my shoulders to my back.


“It’s weird,” I told her, “all these pictures.  I asked my mom to take them down but she refuses,” She didn’t look at me but instead touched one of the pictures lightly; the one with me and my mother holding me at a pumpkin patch.


“Why?” She asked me.


“She’s not the same…” I said in a faint whisper.  She turned to me with her arms crossed, with a sarcastic expression on her face.


“No, really she’s not.  She has changed and you’ll see it if she gets home,” I told her with all honestly.  She didn’t believe me but she would when she sees my mother.  In the picture she looks happy and careless.  Now, she looks haggard and always looks like she has had much less sleep than usual.

“Right okay, at least your mom is around,” Her voice held a tone that was either sarcastic or rude.  Either way, I didn’t like it.  My face scrunched up as I turned around to get something from the fridge, perhaps water.


“You never told me what happened to your mom,” I looked at her with the water bottle in my hand, the coldness numbing my fingers as I opened it.  She sat down on one of the chairs at the dining room tables and pushed her hair away from her face.


“She left… when my dad told her he wasn’t in love with her anymore.  She writes to me sometimes – but I never have a lot of time to respond to her letters,” She made a weird twist in her lips and looked away to the windows.


I sighed, “God will make it better,”


“God is what makes life hard,” She snapped back at me.  I paused with one foot forward, but then rocked back on it and stepped together.  I was stunned by what she had just said but she made no notice to it like it was just another statement.


Suddenly, I heard the garage door slowly opening up with a loud creaking sound and some irritable squeaking.  I also heard the engine of my mom’s small car as it slowed down and came to a halt.  Blaire just looked at me with lifeless eyes and I looked at the door, waiting for my mother to open the door with her usual shuffling feet.

As I predicted, my mom came in with her work clothes – the local diner’s waitress’ outfit.  In a shade of pink that looked horrible on her and white shoes that were worn out for too long.  She shuffled her feet as she came in, holding her keys in her right hand and immediately looking over to where Blaire was sitting with one leg over the other.


“Why hello!” My mom said in a tone that could be known as ‘trying too much’.  She ran her fingers through her black hair and set the keys down on the countertop, still facing Blaire.


“Hello,” Blaire responded sweetly.  A huge smile was plastered on her face, but a real one – like she was happy to meet my mother.  But, she had no idea who my mother was; not like me.


“Who are you?” My mother asked kindly.  I sighed heavily, annoyed by her phony impression of trying to be happy.  I knew better than that, she was far from it – at least any other day when there was no one else home.  Blaire shot me a confused look but then responded to my mother’s question.


“Blaire, Schuyler and I have been friends for awhile…” She began to explain but my mother began to take her shoes off and put them away.  This annoyed me; she always did that, like there was something better than listening to someone’s actual thoughts and opinions.  However Blaire seemed not to notice, I presumed again that I was the only one who really saw my mother’s actions.

“Well then, make yourself at home.  We don’t have much to eat though, but I’m sure you guys will find something,” She told Blaire.  I sighed again, this time with more emphasis on her to leave.  Blaire gave me another confused look but my mother shot a dangerous look at me – the type that mother’s gave when they saw their children throwing a temper tantrum at the store.


“I have to use the bathroom…” Blaire said softly, as she got up and looked around.  I pointed down the hall, so Blaire walked to where my finger was pointing and didn’t look back.  I glared at my mother, so annoyed with her; the way she spoke to Blaire was obnoxious if she knew the truth.


“What is your issue Schuyler?” My mother questioned me in a harsh tone.  I looked down the hall to check that Blaire was in the bathroom, she was.


“You used that fake tone with Blaire, I didn’t like it,” I told her matter-of-factly.  She crossed her arms and puckered her lips like I did when I was mad.  She looked so much like me, but in all honestly, we were so much different from each other.


“I didn’t do anything!” My mom nearly yelled.  My eyes instantly darted to the bathroom, but I could see down the hall the door was closed still with the light peaking through the small opening.  I took a sip of my water as my mom watched me, her eyes with such a terribly fury.

“You did a lot of things God would be upset with you about,” I whispered under my breath.  My mother heard me though.


“Not again with this Schuyler!  At the point honey, I’m thinking you need some help because – well, all that comes out of your mouth is religion and God.  I don’t think it is right…” She trailed off with her mouth pursing at the end.

“I need the help?  Really, please, I am not the one who committed sin.  Who cheated.” This time, no words came out immediately.  This time, she stared at me as the silence grew louder with each second that passed by.


She slowly said the words, “How did you find out?” Her voice was nothing more than a whisper, her eyes with both fury and sadness.


“I find out things my own way, but your way was wrong,” I paused as I took a step forward and put my hand on her shoulder, “don’t worry, God will give you redemption.”


Her eyes slowly looked up to mine with a feeling of her knowing the truth, at least that is what I thought, until she spat out the truth.

“I don’t need redemption.” She said to me coldly, as she grabbed her purse and began to walk down the hall to her bedroom.  Just like any other typical day, ignore my thoughts and to her room – now her true self has come out.


“Fine then, go to hell.  That’s what you get for cheating.” I called as she walked down the hallway.  She slammed the door loudly enough, which was enough cue for Blaire to unlock the bathroom door and see her peeking her head out of the room.


But there was no smile on Blaire’s face, not like she always does.  Instead, as she stepped out into the hallway, her face was filled with concern and ill feelings.  Her blue eyes stared back at me as if I had been shot, her mouth slightly opened as if she was going to say something but she didn’t.  At that point, I think she heard what I said and understood who my mother truly was.

October 14th, 2009


Yesterday, Blaire was not like the Blaire I knew.  Instead, after the fit my mother had about my faith and yelling she wasn’t a whore nor sinned, she just quietly kept to herself.  Homework was usually done in silence, but when we were done and watching TV, she was actually watching it.  I was worried, truly, I didn’t want her to think two things.  One, that I was upset that she had heard the private conversation between my mother and me.  Two, that my mother’s actions would rub off on me and that I would be a sinner and maybe even touched by the Devil.  I truly did not want her to think those things, because they would never happen.


The weekend had begun, which meant that today we would hang out as usual and Sunday would be left for me to read the bible or go to church and confess.  She knew this schedule as much as I, but when I called her phone to talk to her she did not answer.  I called her three times within an hour and texted her more than five times.  There was still no answer.  I began to become very worried about her thoughts in her head.  What if she did think that I was cursed by the Devil?  Surely enough, my mother has had some troubles with many things now and that man who made her cheat on her beloved husband was tainted – but that never affected me.


I sat in my room, staring at my phone on my bed, waiting for it to light up with Blaire’s name on it.  I waited for hours, trying to do homework or read – but nothing worked to keep my mind occupied from my current worries.  Finally, after a huge space of my life was wasted on waiting for Blaire to call me back, I put on a pair of jeans and a gray hoodie and walked down the hall to leave for Blaire’s house.

As I walked down the hall, my mother was in the kitchen, watching me put my shoes on and grab my keys from my purse.  I had one hand on the doorknob, ready to leave the door, before my mother said something.


“Where are you going?” She said in a cold voice.  She was cutting tomatoes for dinner tonight I presumed, but I answered her question quickly.


“Blaire’s house,” I turned the knob, but my mother caught me again with a question.


“I scheduled an appointment with a psychologist.  The one that I see, I think you should see her too,” She kept on cutting, quickly this time as she got to the end of one tomato and grabbed for another one.


My hand still rested on the doorknob but now I went into conversation mode with her, “I don’t need to see one, I am perfectly sane – I think you need more help though,” I said sincerely.


She rolled her eyes at my comment and continued cutting the tomatoes, “You’re going to see her,” She told me sternly.


“God is my therapy,” I excused.


“God can’t answer all of your questions,” She snapped back. 


“Is that why you cheated on your husband?  Because God couldn’t give you an answer and the Devil consumed you?” Instantly, her hand snapped down with the knife and cut the tip of her finger.  I could see the blood beginning to ooze out of her finger as she swore under her breath.  She grabbed the kitchen towel beside her, but it was a dirty towel.  Stained with tomato juice and now blood – a grotesque, dirty towel and she used it.


“Go Schuyler, I’ve had enough with you!” She yelled at me as she held the towel tightly around her finger.  I stood there quietly for a moment, disgusted by the dirty towel but when she slammed the counter door for band-aids I snapped back into reality.  I opened the door and immediately drove to Blaire’s house to confront her.

I rang the doorbell and stood there.  It was cold outside, colder since fall was beginning, but I liked it a lot.  I loved the crisp air and the aroma of the warm colors surrounding me.  It was peaceful and I loved peaceful.  After waiting for two minutes or so, I rang the doorbell again and this time someone came to the door, but it was not Blaire.


“Hello Mr. Cohen,” I said with a smile.  He looked less haggard today, wearing a blue sweater and jeans.  His dark brown hair was combed back nicely and he shaved, he looked very nice.  


“Hello Schuyler,” He said with a surprised tone.  Was Blaire not here?


“Is Blaire here?” I asked him.


“She’ll be back in five minutes, I asked her to go to the store for me.  Do you want to come inside?” I nodded as he stepped aside and welcomed me in.  The house was warm and comforting – so much better than my real home.


“Have a date tonight?” I asked him as we walked in.  I meant it as a joke, but the look on his face was shocked as if I had just asked him to jump off a cliff.


“Oh, I am sorry, that was… wrong of me,” I trailed off as I sat down on the couch.  It was quite weird with only Mr. Cohen in the room.  I would have turned on the TV but I didn’t know if he would think that was rude too, so instead, I sat still staring at the TV.


“No, it’s okay, you just took me by surprise,” he chuckled lightheartedly, “no, I have not had a date in a very long time.” He told me with sincerely as he shut the front door and walked to the chair sitting towards me.  He sat down with a small grunt escaping from his mouth and then smiling at me, as if I did not hear it.


“Why is that?” I asked him.  Secretly, as this discussion went on more and more I hoped Blaire would be coming home soon.  I did not want this conversation to cross a line that I should not cross or that it become awkward between her father and I.  I hoped she was coming home soon. 

“I date complicated women I guess you would say,” He said with a tad bit of sarcasm.  I giggled at the response and then sighed, still hoping.

“You and Blaire sure do hang out a lot,” He said, but it came out more as a question.  As if he was truly asking, why do you hang out with my daughter so much?

“Guess we have a lot in common,” I told him with a smile.  He nodded once as he looked down at his watch.  Was this weird, us having a conversation together?


“I have a question for you though, what’s your last name?” His eyes furrowed together as if he was really trying to remember my last name before I told him.


“Wessman?” I told him but was also posed as a question, why are you asking me this?


“I know that last name – I know your mother,” He said with a smile, but that quickly faded away when he said the last word.  Then he looked at the front door, as if he was busy with thoughts running in his mind.


“How do you know her?” I asked him.


“Met her when she was still married, by the way I heard about the divorce, but I met her at a store somewhere,” His explanation lacked a lot of details but I was intrigued by his knowledge about my parents’ divorce – I guessed Blaire told him for some random reason.


“Me and her… don’t really get along,” I blurted out.  Guess he really didn’t need to know that…


“I think she is a lovely woman,” He said softly, his eyes glazed over with affection.  This was a misconstrued thought about my mother and I would have corrected him if it was not for Blaire opening the front door with groceries in both hands.


“Schuyler you’re here!” She said with joy.  I smiled at her reaction as I helped her with one bag of groceries by taking it from one of her full hands.


“Yeah, sorry I arrived without you calling back,” I mumbled but she began to walk to the kitchen as I followed her.  Her father just watched her with blank eyes until we were fully in the kitchen.  The white tile shined from the lights turned on and the floral walls gave a comforting feeling of home in the room.


She set the groceries on the countertop and I followed in suit.  She began putting them away as I asked her, “How come you didn’t call me back?”

“I was busy, I’m sorry.  My dad has kept me busy all morning – like he didn’t want us to chill or something.”  She kept busy with putting the groceries away, but I slowly sat down on one of the barstools at the island.

“He doesn’t like me does he?” I asked her.


“No!  That’s totally not true…” she paused with a box of cookies in her hand as she faced me, “well, honestly, I wouldn’t know.  I haven’t talked to him since a couple of days ago when you were over,” She continued to put the cookies away but I kept asking questions as if there was no mental block from my mind and my mouth.


“We talked actually, while you were gone,” I told her.


“Really?” She laughed aloud, “Well, at least you get more conversation from him than I do.” I shifted uncomfortably on the leather bar stool, watching Blaire busily walk around the kitchen.

“Blaire – did you tell him about my parents with the divorce?” I asked her bluntly.  She stopped; her eyes dazed and her mouth in a thin line across.


“No,” she told me slowly, “why?”


“Because he knew my mother and knew about the divorce.  I never told him…” I trailed off, looking at her quizzically. 


“Strange…” She murmured.  Indeed it was, I thought to myself.  If Blaire never told him, and I knew she wasn’t lying to me because she would never lie, then Mr. Cohen must have found out another way.  Was it possible that he still had contact with my mother?  Or more so, if I asked him who he found out from he would lie to cover up the scene?  I have no true answer in my mind why he would lie to me, but my gut tells me there is something to hide.  
October 15th, 2009


This Sunday was a rather long one.  The time stretched out endlessly which gave me far too much time to think.  I had finished my homework that Friday and the sermon at the church had ended in the morning.  I grabbed a pair of cotton pajamas and changed in the bathroom.  As I brushed my teeth, I stared at myself in the mirror with a sort of admiration.  I admired my work today – even though my mind at some points was occupied to other things – the day was about God.


Some would say, like my mother for instance, that my devotion for God was strange or peculiar.  To me, there was nothing to be ashamed of.  Though I sadly have not had any direct contact with God, physically nor mentally – I knew He existed as much as the soil in the Earth.  I spat out the toothpaste and washed my face patiently; then I slowly walked to my room knowing tomorrow would be the same as any other day.


As I walked down the hall I saw my mother’s dim light from the crack underneath the door.  Personally, I liked to hope she was praying.  It was bad enough that she didn’t attend the sermons at the church with me but more so that I knew beyond that door there was no praying in her schedule.  Just as I walked past her door to my room, I heard her voice speaking aloud.  There was no one in her room because I had been home before her.  I quietly tip toed to her room and leaned against it, placing my ear quietly to the door to listen in.  She was laughing.

“John!” She giggled to the telephone.  I scratched my head and kept listening – my father’s name was Donald; that’s eliminated one guy.

“No, Schuyler doesn’t know.  I’m glad she’s talked to you because I haven’t had a full conversation with her for more than a month,” She sighed into the phone remorsefully as I backed away from the door and continued to walk down the hall.  I wondered to myself who have I spoken to this week.  My mother couldn’t possibly know anyone I knew or vice versa, they would have said something…

I paused in my tracks, my breaths shortened like hyperventilating and my feet slowly were becoming numb.  They would have said something – and they did say something.


Mr. Cohen.


It was a realization that made my heart pound in my chest with the most violent pace.  My breathing stopped all together as I was in complete shock.  I felt like I had an epiphany, which could be all too real at this moment.  Mr. Cohen knew my mother previously from the divorce.  She had an affair.  She was on the phone with a man that had contact with both me and her.  It all fit in like a jigsaw puzzle – not a piece was missing.  At the same time, I wished there was because as I stood in the hall, completely shocked by my realization, I hoped and wished it was never true.


If I was right, I thought to myself.  Too mad to barge in on my mom, too sad to do anything, and I was betting Blaire never knew – I went straight to my room hoping I would never come out.  I kneeled at my bedside and said the Lord’s Prayer more than three times, praying to the Virgin Mary and asking for redemption for my mother.  If she did not pray I would have to pray for her, but I would not pray for Mr. Cohen.


As I lay in my bed, I couldn’t help the fueling anger inside of my body.  If I was right, because this was all assumptions, then my mother was in more trouble than I thought.  I wanted to save her, but how could I save her when the man who made her commit sin was probably influenced by the Devil as well.  I couldn’t do this alone, never.  As I slowly fell asleep, my mind stayed conscious and trying to connect with God.  I needed his help, I needed his guidance.  I needed to be his helper like his angels.

The darkness slowly slipped over me as my eyelids became heavy.  I no longer heard the flirty voice of my mother on the phone, but instead the overwhelming silence creeping over the house.  I felt the weariness grow over me as my mind slipped in and out of consciousness.  My fingers and toes began to grow numb as I closed my eyes I welcomed sleep like it was my sanctuary from the reality of madness.

“Schuyler,” A mysterious voice of familiarity called to me. When I opened my eyes, I was no longer in my subtle bedroom – but standing on thin fog with white lights surrounding me. I knew what people would say about this, that this would resemble Heaven. I wasn't enticed just yet, but I called out for this ambiguous voice.

“Yes?” I yelled aloud.  My voice did not echo in the empty abyss but I looked blankly around at nothing.  The only thing surrounding me was the white lights like the sun being so near me yet far away for it not to blind me.  It was radiated beauty.

“It is true; everything.” Was this spirit confirming my beliefs?  A smile crept on my face as the warm air surrounding myself embraced me like a warm hug.  I still saw nothing but I could surely feel it – I could feel the presence of another life.

“My assumptions are right?  My mother is corrupted?” I began to slowly babble out the words that flowed like water from a cup, “Then I can’t save her.  Then she is helpless, while the man who is with the Devil is still out there!  There is nothing I can do…” I mumbled as I was on the brink of tears.  I wrapped my arms around myself and looked around me, still hoping someone would appear but there was nothing but a presence.


“You are my child, as is she.  I will love you forever but I ask you to do something for me,” The voice commanded of me.


“Yes?” I asked willingly.


“Kill the man who has wasted your mother’s life away.  Save those who do not know yet,” I nodded, saying nothing but I felt sure the presence knew of my agreement.  So this was it, I thought to myself.  This was my final judgment; I would save my mother and kill the Devil’s worker.  I would do God’s work the second I woke up that morning.  There was no doubt in my mind that what needed to be done was for the better world.


However, a voice slowly called out a name in my head.


Blaire it whispered to me.  I felt my heart become heavy as I came into realization in the white abyss.  In the real world, a father meant much to a daughter or a son.  I could believe that because my mother meant much to me, however, could Blaire’s father really mean much to her if they never spoke?  If she ever knew how much of a horrible man she was?  A tug-of-war of emotions went on in my mind as I sat in the mist contemplating my actions.


It was forbidden in society, but as I sat in this abyss I knew what the voice had just commanded of me.  I held onto my pajamas tightly as my mind searched every loophole to avoid Blaire’s lost.  I loved her – more than anyone would imagine.  She was my best friend and close enough to be my sister.  She never even spoke to her father anymore and the more she spent with him, the closer she would be by temptation from the Devil.


I had to save her – and my mother.  I would save many.

“Yes!” I called out to the voice as I felt myself coming back into reality.  The bright lights slowly disappeared and the warm feeling that had once embraced my body no longer was there.  I felt the bitter coldness of my room and the darkness that swept over my eyes from the pitch darkness of night.


I opened them slowly and smiled – I had finally reached out to God.

October 16th 2009


My mind was clear that morning with only one mission in my head.  I never spoke to my mother as I passed her in the hall but simply smiled at her.  At first she was surprised, but she returned the notion as she continued getting ready for work.  I was happy with what I was going to do, no matter how badly society looked down on it – I knew ending this twisted infatuation with the Devil’s worker would free my mother from his spell.


I walked to the kitchen and pulled out one of the drawers in the kitchen and gleamed at the collection in front of me.  A steak knife would be far too large that Blaire would notice it sitting in my pocket.  Instead, I grabbed the smallest knife – a kitchen pocket knife – and closed the drawer.  I calmly got ready next to my mother as I brushed my hair out smoothly and smiled in the mirror.  My mother glowed with happiness from my potent happiness.  I felt entirely confident.


I spent the day carefully planning out my arrangement with Mr. Cohen.  My mother left work early enough so I was able to go on the computer and Googled the best ways to get rid of a body.  Hopefully, ever so hopefully, Blaire would not rat me out.  If she loved me as much as I loved her – everything would be okay.


“Schuyler!” Blaire screamed ecstatically as she opened the front door to my smiling face.  I had been invited over for dinner that night.  An opportune moment for the evening.

“Your dad home too?” I asked curiously.  She gave me an odd look as she began walking up the stairs.


“Yeah – why you asking?” She asked me with a silly laugh.  Her eyes lit up with my presence, once again, I was radiating with such confidence.


“Just have to talk to him about something…” I slowly said as we walked up to her bedroom and I had my final moments with her.

November 17th, 2009

The mirror separated me from the other person who was on that side.  I could not see through the trick mirror but I could easily guess one of the two people who were on that side.  My mother or Blaire.  I stood smiling with my hands behind my back, I smiled for the pure reason that even though I had been caught through society’s laws – I had stealthily done my duty for my God.  My smiled stretched across my face as I continued to stare at the mirror.
“Do you confess?” The officer asked.  He sat across from me at the simple table we were sitting at.  His eyes were dangerous and weary of me as his hands were set neatly on the table.  I could easily see his gun sitting on his belt.

“Look at me Schuyler,” He snapped at me.  I slowly turned my attention from whoever was on the other side of that mirror to the officer.  He looked just like that dirty man I killed – the same one who used that old towel I buried him with.  With his brown hair gelled back and his face so serious, it made me sick to notice him.

“Yes.” I said simply.

He leaned closer, his hands still resting on the table but his eyes more infatuated with my story, “Why?” He asked.

“For God.” I told him with a smile.

“You would kill your best friend’s father for God?” He asked slowly.

I slowly got up from the chair.  The officer said nothing to me but I could hear the movement of the plastic chair against the linoleum floor.  I touched my palm against the mirror and said, “I would do anything to save my mother,” I paused, “but more importantly, for Blaire.”
~*~
