My Crucifixion


I'm sitting on my floor surrounded by junk.  Dirty clothes are thrown around, old papers mostly crumpled and torn, an empty Mountain Dew can all around me, like a bird's nest made of trash.  I'm not sitting in a chair, because I don't deserve to sit in a chair.  I am a screw up.  Screw ups don't get to sit in chairs.  I lean my head backwards against the wall.  As my head and the wall connect, the coolness washes over me.  Somehow the cold is soothing.  I no longer notice the throbbing in my bruises, or my headache for that matter.  I think about all the mistakes I've made, starting with todays, and expanding through my entire life.  As I reflect on these I sink lower into despair.


“Stay away from my girlfriend.”  Those words echo angrily in my head.  Then the dull smacking sound of a fight.  His fist connecting with my face.  It takes a moment to realize I've been hit.  I pull one fist back, getting ready to strike back.  I launch into him with my right fist.  A quick short jab right to the nose.  The satisfying crunch as the cartilage, that is his nose, being broken.  Time has slowed down.  Seconds seem like minutes.  The blood looks like it's fountaining out of his nose.  It's really just running out, like a small crimson creek.  


Back in my protective nest of trash, I'm starring at the phone.  I expect you to call.  You're as reliable as a golden retriever, you'll call and tell me you love me, tell me that everything will be fine.  I know it won't be fine, I know nothing will ever be fine.  You somehow always make me believe that it will be fine, even if it never will be.


I sat in class, starring blankly out the window.  The gray clouds over power the baby blue sky, the sun hasn't shone for ages.  Another bleak day.  Sometime during class rain begins to pour from the sky.  We got our last tests handed back, I failed this one.  That's what I've done on the past two quizzes.


I catch up with Madison in the hall.  I ask her if she'll help me for class.  Her and I not being friends makes it a little odd for me to ask her.  The redeeming thing is that she's probably the best student in the class.  Then I hear someone shout angrily, “Stay away from my girlfriend.”


My nest is my own little glass dome.  I can see the world, I know it's out there, but I'm shielded from it.  I hope this nest can shield me from the pain of the world.  Maybe inside here things won't hurt.  Hopefully this trash is a wall, nothing hurtful can penetrate the wall.  I still haven't gotten a call from you.  Maybe the walls of my hideout block out bad things and cell phone signals.


Standing outside in the rain, I think about how bad this day has been.  Maybe it's the bruises, or the F on my test, or maybe it's being suspended for 5 days.  It probably would have been less, but certain parties made threats against certain other parties.  This is really turning out to be a phenomenal day.  My mom finally arrives, I've been standing in the rain for at least 30 minutes and the rain has soaked my clothes.  During the ride home I get lectured at about not getting into fights.  I also get lectured at about watching what I say when dealing with a prick, like my dean.


I'm still sitting in my nest of trash, my own little protective shell, a condom that protects me from the STDs of the rest of the world.  I look at the digital clock on my phone.  I haven't missed any calls.  You normally call by now.  I don't want to call you, I can't ever let you know that I want to hear you tell me everything is gonna be alright.  It's days like this, I wish I could just disappear.  I'd have vanished long ago if it weren't for you and your love, like two nails driven through my feet into the floor.

