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                In 

Ca·Stell·La ^ Life 

               Theory 

-A Thaddeus Coleman Story- 

~ Castella·Episode·2·Draft·X~ 

 

 I wake up and there‟s too little light coming through my window. As usual, I wake forty-

one minutes before my alarm and just lay there- waiting- waiting for its intrusive ring. Time 

passes as I experience what can only be described as mild hallucinations. Dust twist and twirl 

through the air as imaginary ants run rampant through my skin. I don‟t feel like getting up, I 

never do. No reason to. Nothing ever changes and as soon as I get up the monotony begins again. 

Just as soon as- 

Beep! Beep! Beep! 

 “…Fuck.” 

 I turn my head, give my alarm the one finger salute, and grab the bottle of pills from 

beneath my bed. 

Beep! Beep! Beep! 

 I down a couple, smash the off button, and get ready. 

 “Let‟s rock!” 

· · · · · 

 In school, in this place where I lose most of my life, is where it hits me the hardest: The 

Boredom. And why not, it‟s in these halls that I was sentenced to four years of unrelenting, 

unyielding monotony. Two years in, my days are spent in a walking dream. Same people, same 

classes, same problems, same fucking script.

Adam Sun. 

 

“Adam Sun?” 

That‟s Adam Soon as in sooner or later… 

(you‟ll get it right. It‟s even spelled soon.) 

 

“That‟s Adam Soon as in sooner or later… 

(you‟ll get it right. It‟s even spelled soon.)” 

Right, Adam- Soon. 

 

“Right, Adam- Soon?” 

Translation: I get paid the same whether I 

call you Soon, Sun, or Hadji. 
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…Here …Everyday. 

 

“…Here …Everyday.” 

Shana Seles. 

 

“Shana Seles?” 

Oh, here I am, Mr. Mardukas! Good 

morning! 

 

“Here, Mr. Mardukas! Good morning!” 

Yes, morning, Miss Seles. 

 

“Yes, morning, Miss Seles.” 

Kiss ass. 

 

 

Derek Russell… “Derek Russell? …Mr. Russell? …Mr. 

Russell!” 

“…Huh? What? What do you want?” 

 “You here?” 

 “What do you think? …..Here‟s a hint: The person you‟re talking to ain‟t The Ghost of 

Christmas Past.” 

 “Mr. Russell!!” 

 “…..Here.” 

 “You know, Mr. Russell, it‟s was punks like you who started the rise of anarchy in the 

seventies!” 

 “I think that was in the UK.” 

 “MR. RUSS- Mr. Russell, let‟s not be a screw-up this year. Learn something!” 

 “Whatever.” 

 Aside from little spats with Mardukas in fourth everything else is same as usual, as per 

my sentence. 

 “You‟ve got Mardukas in fifth, fourth‟s study hall.” 

 “Whatever, Cheryl. It doesn‟t fucking matter.” 

 Fifth period forth, tomorrow or yesterday, doesn‟t matter. „Cause even time can‟t escape 

the melancholy. 

Tick, Tok, Tick, Tok 
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 Clocks become senseless and quixotic, and the days begin to bleed right into the next, 

becoming as mundane as the last, being as dull and boring as the next, with Ms. Swit‟s class 

being the apex of it all. 

Tick, Tok, Tok, Tick 

 “Okay, class, I want you all to remember that every two weeks we‟ll be hav-” 

 In her class, Time develops a mind of its own. Like me, it does whatever it can to fight 

the boredom, its solution: Madness. Time goes into what I guess would be epileptic seizures, 

quickening and slowing down on erratic whims. Once you enter that classroom, it‟s impossible 

to know when you‟ll leave. All you can do is try not to become mad too. 

Tick, Tick, Tok, Tick 

 It doesn‟t help that she goes over the same exact example every damn day. I‟m going to 

get one right on the test and it‟s going to be her fault for waiting to the last fucking moment to 

teach everything else. 

 “Now class you take 18 and subtract it from both sides and… Derek. Derek, are you 

paying attention? Can you get X? 

 “It‟s negative three.”  

 It‟s been negative three for three damn weeks. 

 “Correct! Hmm, I guess you are listening.” 

 I stopped listening three weeks ago. It‟s been negative three for four damn weeks. 

Whatever. 

Tok, Tok, Tick, Tok 

 To keep my sanity in this vacuous place my mind drifts into the waves of madness and 

random thoughts begin to flood my skull. I never drift enough to go mad, just enough to stay 

occupied. Like contemplating new songs to keep Oldboy and Keith off my ass or thinking about 

what kind of dumbass name is: Elizabeth Margaret Swit? That name annoys me. 

Tick, Tick, Tick, Tick 

 But today, today it‟s like I‟m drowning in the madness. Time is either playing dirty or 

just up and died from the boredom „cause today time ceases to move. Ms. Swit‟s voice is 

graining and all I can think of is the haunting sounds of Bowie‟s After All. I can‟t take this shit, 

soon the ants will return, I need- 

 “Ms. Swit, I gotta take a leak.” 
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Tick, Tok, Tick, Tok 

 “I needed to get out. I was dying in there.” 

 “Man, you‟re always overdramatic.” 

 “Wha-” 

 “Whatever.” 

 “…..Shut-up.” 

Pppppsssssssssssss 

 “Ah.” 

 “Wanna go take a smoke?” 

 “And skip the rest of the day?” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “Of course.” 

 From time to time, when I can‟t take the dullness of school, I try to find a way to escape 

it. Skipping with friends is good, smoking with friends is better. But, really, any escape is good 

enough. Recently, though… 

 “Hey, you heard that rumor going around school?” 

 “A new one about Oldboy?” 

 “Naw, man, apparently we got a lolita chaser at school.” 

 “Think it‟s true?” 

 “Hell naw, man, not unless it‟s freshman meat he‟s after. I‟m guessing someone just likes 

starting rumors.” 

 But even distraction like talking with Keith about stupid ass rumors doesn‟t provide 

enough of an escape. The melancholy still seeps and it brings the noise along with it. 

 “Derek if you don‟t apply yourself-” 

 “You have real potential, all you need is-”  

 What fucking potential?! 

 “Derek, this is your sixth time in my office, where are you going? In life I mean.” 
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 I don‟t know. 

 “Home, when you stop talking.” 

 “…It‟s important that you figure things like this out. We really are trying to help you.” 

 Are you? 

 “Can I leave?” 

 School is taking away my present and guidance counselors are stealing future. Keith and 

Oldboy have plans of their own, not shit being forced down their throats. „Be a doctor or lawyer,‟ 

„cause when think Derek you think lawyer. Damn.  

 I need an escape from this, but even stuff outside of school seem to be getting infected by 

the monotony, that unrelenting plague of sameness. 

 At band practice, before we start, Johnny‟s always doing something stupid. 

 “Damn, man! Ten, perfect ten! I‟d definitely hit that!” 

 “Of course you would, you fucking „four.‟ The question is: Would she- hit that?” 

 “And the answer is: No!” 

 “Hell no!” 

 “Jesus, the hell‟s wrong with you guys. You guys need to chill out. „Sides, I‟m at least a 

seven.” 

 “Through beer goggles and GHB.” 

 “You guys can kick rocks and suck a dick… Except you Cheryl, since you may like that. 

I guess you can kick rocks and go, um, jump off a bridge or something.” 

 “Hey! Derek, are you going to let him get away saying that to me? Why are you 

laughing?!” 

 Then we practice the same ol‟ songs. 

 “You could write some more and quit your bitching.” 

 “Wha-” 

 “Whatever.” 

 “…..” 
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 “Right, who‟s got the first song?” 

 “We‟re doing Mother and no more complaining about new songs, dammit! They‟re 

coming.” 

Pretty down lady 

Sitting by an open window 

Hair flowin’ wildly 

Tears falling down your face 

I can see the lust in your eyes 

For that life you left behind 

Why did you choose me 

Why would you choose Him 

Over your paradise 

Must be stupid 

Cancerous Baby 

Crisis of Mid-life 

He left in the nighttime 

The curtain fell and broke your heart 

You could’ve fell down 

But you stood your ground and let him go 

Strong woman of Night 

Strong woman of Day- Light 

Can you still see his face 

Roaming your mind 

To me he’s no more- 

Then a picture in fabled book 

Innocent Mary 

Dirty, young Mary 

Strong on the inside 

Battered and bruised 

She does what she has to 

She does what she needs to 

First one to see the light 

No face they have become 

Pretty old lady 

Sitting in a broken chair 

Reflective of what’s inside 

Calling for my Father’s name 
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Mother, can salvation lie 

 Even my time alone with Cheryl is starting to become routine. All we do is lay in her bed 

talking about random that she doesn‟t want to hear and stupid questions that I don‟t want to 

answer. 

 “Something better change.” 

 “That girl thinks she’s the queen of the neighborh- Huh, what you say?” 

 “I said something better change. Hey, Cheryl, let‟s go that amusement park.” 

 “Happy Island? The abandon one?” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “It‟s abandon.” 

 “And? Aren‟t you sick of just lying here, listening to the same old songs all the time?” 

 “Lemme think, hmm… I could go to a dirty, old, rundown amusement park with my 

current complaining boy, you, or I could get a new non-complaining one and stay here. Hmm… 

When she walks, the revolution's coming.” 

 “Whatever.” 

 “Whatever.” 

 “…” 

 “Don‟t you need to be finishing writing those songs anyways?” 

 “…Yeah, you‟re right. And guess who gonna sing one?” 

 “No, I‟m not doing that again. I‟m not singing in your band!” 

 “You and Johnny. I can take guitar, that way you two can sing duet. Nice and close. 

Haha.” 

 “Ass.” 

 “Ho-le.” 

 “Hug me!” 

 “Ugh, shut-up. Forget that already. Anyway, you really do have a great voice, why waste 

it?” 
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 “Because, it‟s too much work. Oh, hey, wear that necklace, Rebel boy.” 

 Laying here with Cheryl, stuck in the usual routine with the noise occasionally pushing 

through, I keep thinking: If the boredom was really bothering me, I would‟ve actually gone and 

done something about it by now instead of just bitching. „Overdramatic‟… maybe. Guess you‟re 

right, Keith. Whatever, man. 

 In route to school, I usually catch Oldboy and on our way to prison we talk the same ol‟ 

shit, nothing major, just shit, but today was a little different. Today, I heard something. 

 “Hey, Oldboy, you hear that?” 

 “…..” 

 “It‟s coming from the Woods… fuck, man, it‟s too faint. It‟s like a- Hey, humor me, at 

least pretend to listen.” 

 “…See that church? Every time I see it, I always start thinking about God. I can believe 

in God, but I don‟t believe in every story in the Bible. That said, there‟s a lot of bullshit in shit, I 

mean science, too. Besides the laws, you can‟t believe every theory those brainiacs come up 

with. Every time I see that church, I just start thinking: What can I believe in? What about you, 

Derek?” 

 “Don‟t know. Besides me and my mom‟s annual visits to church, I don‟t really think 

about religion or God too much. Maybe I‟m the same as you.” 

 “Right. Hey, what‟s that you‟re downing? Are you still doing the hard stuff?” 

 “Yeah, I can handle it.” 

 “Can you?” 

 “Yeah, mom, I can.” 

 “I just don‟t want to find you outside of an Evaporators‟ concert suckin‟ dick for coke.” 

 “If that ever happens you can be my pimp.” 

 “I‟ll pass.” 

 Back at school (hell), as the days go by, Oldboy‟s words are still running through my 

head. „What can I believe in?‟ …Family? School? Future? …..Me? God? I don‟t know. God… 

Where do we stand? Where do I- 

 “The test is 40 questions-” 

 Test. 
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 “-multiple choice but please show your work so-” 

 Wait! What! 

 “Did she say test!? What test?” 

 “Yep. Ready to fail?” 

 “What class is this?” 

 “Wow, man, you were really in La-La Land, it‟s Ms. Swit‟s test, the one we fail every 

two to three weeks.” 

 “Shut-up, Johnny. Shit! I forgot again. Tch…, whatever.” 

 “Okay. Class, do your best and good luck.” 

 “Ms. Swit, you can keep your good luck, „cause I‟m gonna need a miracle!” 

 “What an idiot.” 

 The class laughs at that idiot Mattahaw, but he‟s got a point. I gonna need a miracle, too. 

Well, it‟s Friday, anyway, so, I can at least take my mind off this when I get to Oldboy‟s for 

practice. 

 “Alright, I got some new songs. All the lyrics are done and we‟ve already been practicing 

the music. So no more complaining, you hear me? Just get it right.” 

 “So bossy, today.” 

 “He failed another math test.” 

 “We‟re doing „We Always‟! It‟s the fourth one, let‟s start!” 

 “Alright, three- two- one- Hit it!” 

 The music start and my mind is clear from the all garbage that been dragging me down 

lately. 

We never know what tomorrow brings 

But we sure as hell live like we do 

Always sitting on our big comfy couches 

Watching as the seconds become the years 

Watching all our dreams erode away 

This life, eternal and infinite 

Our life, bounded and suspended 
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Lions longing for a feather’s embrace 

We always but we never 

We want to build up societies  

But we barely feel like taking a piss 

Habitual rites become our lives 

Dreaming becomes as relentless as night 

Dreaming is all we have left 

This life, eternal and infinite 

Our life, bounded and suspended 

Lions longing for a feather’s embrace 

We always but we never 

(Instrumental Jam) 

Never try to mend 

Never try to fix 

Never… Never try to stop 

Never try to care 

Because we never see the trend 

We always… 

We always… 

We always… 

‘Cause we never 

 “You guys were really great. Those words were really good, Derek, I think it‟s up there 

with „Mother‟-” 

 “Thanks, Cheryl.” 

 “-Way better than that crappy song you made when you guys started.” 

 “I stand by „Sunset March‟.” 

 “That song is stupid. It didn‟t make sense. Catbats? What the hell is a catbat?” 

 “Yeah, that song was definitely retarded as hell. But, man, this song, this song sounds 

really good. Ha, ‘Godsmack heaven and raspberry delusion.’” 

 “That song‟s not making it on the E.P. This one will. Now, if only you could take less 

than three damn months to write, we‟ll be in business.” 

 “Whatever, it wasn‟t three months.” 
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 “Coming from the guy with no concept of time.” 

 “Anyway, I wasn‟t just working on one song. Let‟s start the next one. It‟s the sixth one, 

the untitled one.” 

“They‟re all untitled!” 

 “Hit it!” 

Making mistakes 

Is as invigorating as tiny asses 

Still this way  

Is just as good as theirs 

 

Castella is home,  

'Least that's what they say,  

that we live free 

But to me  

It's all just- Pink elephants on parade 

 

I miss the time where all I did was listen to Godsmack 

But now I'm plagued- by people who want- me to pay attention- to Goldman Sachs 

 

Take a look at this tiny place 

Can you breathe-? 'Cause I can't 

 

 “What the HELL is this!?” 

 My stash!? 

 “What the hell is this, Derek!?”  

 “What were you doing going in my room and looking through my stuff?” 

 “I don‟t have time for you- YOUR SMARTASSING! Wha-“ 

 “But you have time to go in my room and-” 

 “GOD DAMN IT, DEREK!! JUST SH- …..Your school called today.” 

 Damn. 

 “They said your grades are even worst and that you‟re skipping and that when you‟re 

there, you‟re being disruptive and something about comparing a teacher to Chris Hansen. I just 

wanted to know- what was going on. Derek… how long?” 
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 “…..” 

 “How long?” 

 “…..” 

 “I bet it that- „Oldman‟ you‟re always hanging around, right!” 

 “It‟s Oldboy, how hard is that to remember. Why would I even be hanging out with an 

old man?” 

 “So, that‟s it? You‟re doing drugs and giving smart ass remarks. You wanna end up a 

loser like your father?” 

 “Some loser got a better job than you and another wife.” 

 “He‟s got another son, too.” 

 I want to say I don‟t care, just shrug it off, but that hurt. 

 “…I found what I think is all of it not just this and disposed of it. Derek, I just don‟t 

know what to do with you. You‟re grounded. To school and back here is all you‟re allowed to go 

to. I don‟t want you to hang out with those delinquent friends of yours, especially Old-whatever 

or that lazy ass, do-nothing girlfriend of yours. To school and back. No band, no T.V., no phone, 

nothing. Got it? You understand me?” 

 “…Till when.” 

 “Till I say so” 

  

Yes, no, maybe- 

I don’t know 

Can you repeat the question? 

You’re not the boss of me now 

You’re not the boss of me- 

“Who the fuck said could watch T.V.! Turn it off! NOW!” 

“Ugh.” 

 

“I am sitting in a room different than the one I want to be in. I am once again watching 

the dust twist and twirl through the air while I try and mimic some weird music speech Johnny 

gave me. Bored; completely out of my mind with perhaps the exception of reuniting with lost 
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friends. Imprisoned for a week with absolutely nothing to do, I regard this activity not so much 

as discipline, but more as a capable form of mental torture. I am sitting in room…Ugh! Screw 

this; I‟m not missing Guilty Pleasures Night.” 

Every three weeks, the band and Cheryl, along with Girl McWhatever, and some other 

people get together at Oldboy‟s and have a „guilty pleasures‟ night. We play, we play, drink, 

smoke. The main thing we do: The band, on rotation, plays a bunch of music from his guilty 

pleasure. I always cheat. Johnny‟s up, this week. He cheats too, sort of. He cheats, „cause the 

word „guilty pleasure‟ got no meaning to him. He always brings something pretty good- well 

unique, anyway. He may be dumb as hell, but this kid knows music. I‟m not missing this. 

“Okay, mom, this sucks, so I‟m gonna down the last of my friends and leave. No 

objectives? Great! Seeya, later.” 

Kokoro ni kokoro ni itami ga aru no 

Tooku de shinkirou yurete 

 

Anata wa kumo no kage ni ashita no yume wo oikaketeta 

Watashi wa uwa no sora de wakare wo omotta 

 

 “This is pretty cool. Mellow, down to earth, can‟t understand it, but it‟s got a really cool 

vibe to it. What is it, Chinese?” 

“Japanese; it‟s from a movie I saw.” 

“That‟s not what I‟ll call a guilty pleasure.” 

“What didn‟t like it?” 

“Naw, it‟s cool, but you and Derek always fucking cop out. Hey, Derek! Next time 

you‟re up. I don‟t want no System, no Chili Peppers, no Godsmack, no Metallica, no Smiths, got 

it? A goddamn Guilty pleasure!” 

“Alright, relax. I‟ll bring your favorite artist: Tina Turner. I got into her last time.” 

Everyone burst out laughing. 

“Fucking A, „least me and Oldboy got a pair.” 

“Ha, whatever.” 

The night goes on like it usually does, we play a short set, we drink, we smoke- 

“Hi, Derek, I heard you failed another test. Tsk, tsk, tsk, that‟s too bad. Is that why 

mommy grounded you?” 

“Keith, you hellhound got loose again! Get it before I neuter it.” 
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-Girl McWhatever narrowly avoids me disrespecting my foot and shoving it straight up 

her ass. Again! 

“You always say that, but you‟re never going to do it.” 

“One of these days. POW! ZAM! BOOM! Up her ass!” 

We play again, we drink again, we smoke again, I take some medicine- again, and me 

and Cheryl sneak away together. Par the course, but not boring at all. 

“Derek, do you love me?” 

“Only slightly less than I used to.” 

“Be serious!” 

“Do you love me?” 

“Yeah, I guess so. You‟re kind of cute for a complaining bastard.” 

“Who‟s being serious, now?” 

“”Hey, how long do you think we‟ll be together? Through high school? College? 

…Maybe forever?” 

“Nope, death will set us free.” 

“Ass.” 

“Ho-le. Can‟t we just focus on no-” 

“Yeah, yeah- Derek? Derek!” 

… 

“Hey! Hey! Someone get in here!! Something‟s wrong with Derek! Derek…” 

“Hey, what‟s going on?” 

“Aw, shit. Did he OD?” 

“We gotta get him out of here.” 

“Derek...” 

“Get your car! We need to get to the hospital!” 

“Derek!” 
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“We got‟em. Don‟t quit now.” 

“Derek…” 

… 

· · · · · 

“How did he get like this?” 

“We don‟t know. We didn‟t- we- we don‟t know.” 

“Take him to room 6-40! You‟re his friends, right? Secrets won‟t help him.” 

“We don‟t know, dammit! Just help him.” 

“Is he gonna be okay?” 

“…Don‟t hope for miracles. They don‟t occur.” 

I‟m surrounded by water and falling fast. I can see a house fade into the distant as I sank 

into deeper into the blue. 

 “I told you to stop messing with that stuff. I wanted you to meet someone. Shit, Derek.” 

 “It‟s pretty dull without, man… I thought she was being cruel… She‟s praying for you, 

too.” 

I‟m drowning. I can‟t breathe. I‟m suffocating. 

 “Hey, um, Derek, I- I brought some music. …Goodnight. …I got us some drinks. 

…Derek… Derek…” 

I‟m fighting to make it back to the surface, to that house, but the water won‟t let me. It 

wants me. It wants to keep me. It‟s killing me. 

 “…You can get yours when you wake up, okay? …Hey, Derek- …Um, I, err, get up and 

I‟ll go to the stupid park! So get up.” 

 “What are you doing here!?” 

 “Good morning, Derek.”  

 “It‟s YOUR fault he‟s like this!” 

 “Maybe if you were a better mother.” 

 “You and his junkie friends! Get OUT!” 
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My eyes are failing. I‟m starting to lose consciousness. It hurts. Hurts like hell. And now 

I know. 

 “You know I love you right- …I tried my best- as a mother. …When your father left- 

…But you make things so damn difficult. …Derek- do you hate me. Is that it? …I love you.” 

The water is drowning me. No. Making me- feel all the- pain of drowning. But now I 

know. The water doesn‟t want me to die- just suffer- it just- wants me- to suffer… 

 “Whoa, Derek, you look like a veggie all bundled up like that. Hey, can you hear me? 

Well, if you can hear me, get up. They‟re really messed up without you. So, pull through, 

alright? Oh, yeah, and remember those shining lights and ominous voices and tunnels are bad. ” 

 “Hey, Doc! Doctor!” 

 “Damn, his vitals are dropping again. Nurse…” 

Now I know. There‟s no one else. 

 “Come on Derek-,” 

Now I understand. Nothing matters. 

 “-I thought you were stronger than that.” 

The house was a lie. Now I‟ve lost the will- 

 “Just wake up.”  

· · · · · 

 I wake up and there‟s too much light coming through the window. It‟s afternoon. I think. 

Looking around to escape the visual assault on my eyes, I see white curtains attached to white 

walls hanging pictures of lousy flowers. Covering me are white sheets with- with wires coming 

out. Where the hell am I? Ugh, my head‟s killing me. Where am I? 

 I try to get up, but apparently those wires are attached to me. Either someone is trying to 

jack me into the Matrix or I‟m in a hospital… I‟m in a hospital. Why? “Ugh,” my head starts 

throbbing like crazy. I start to vaguely remember things like: Lights, and Cheryl, a house, blurry 

lights, and- and the water… and the yelling…, “Oh…,” my face sours, “Fuck. I remember,” and 

as if waiting for that realization, my head decides to pump up the pain to eleven. I feel sick, the 

throbbing is killing me, and my stomach want me to throw up. I resist. “You better hold out 

stomach.” 

 My mind is telling to get up; my body is urging me to get up. For the first time in my life 

I want to get up, but I‟m too tired, in too much pain. So, I wait- wait for the pain to subside, wait 
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for something to happen, for anyone to come. I wait and start to close my eyes and try to go back 

to sleep. “Just lie back and think of England,” I laugh, but that idea is quickly stopped as the door 

opens. It‟s Oldboy. 

 “I got one question for you: Got a smoke?” 

 “Not for junkies. Got gum.” 

 “Damn,” I say, though it‟s probably for the better, “and I got this splitting head- What? 

What‟s with the look?” Oldboy‟s staring me down with look of disappointment or disgust. 

 “Damn it, Derek, I told you not to mess with that stuff!” 

 “Yeah, well, what do you want? Look around, I‟m in a hospital.” 

 “Apologize.” 

 “Fuck you!” 

 “Learn to hold what you take, jackass.” 

 In a low voice I say, “Whatever.” 

 “And I mean apologize to your mom.” 

 “Oh…,” I lower my head a bit and then turn back to the blinding light, “right… Um, hey, 

how long have I been out, anyway? Anything happen?” 

 He walks over to the bed and sits down on the end and says, “Well, let‟s see…, yeah.” He 

turns his head to me and tells me, “Mankind discovered the cure for A.I.D.S.” 

 “Really?” 

 “Yeah, but it gives you cancer. But, hey, we also found the cure for cancer, too, but it 

gives you A.I.D.S. So, lot‟s happened but nothing‟s changed.” 

 I lay my body down a bit and laugh a little, “Figures. Hey, has Cheryl been in? Have you 

seen her?” 

 “Yeah, but I haven‟t seen her today. I just dropped by.” He starts to slowly stare up at the 

ceiling then turn his eyes completely away from me and says in a sort of nonchalant way, “By 

the way, you‟re out of the band.” 

 I fly up, yelling, “What!?  Like hell I am! You can‟t-,” the excitement makes me start 

coughing and weaving like crazy, cutting myself off. That‟s fucking bastard! 
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 “Relax, stopping being overdramatic,” he pats me on the back- with his knives. “It‟s 

temporary, until you get straight and then more straight.” I glare at him. “Stop being such a 

chicken-wuss. It‟s temporary.”  

 “And what the hell I going to do till then?” 

 “Bitch and moan like usual.” 

 “Whatever.” 

 “And rehabilitation. Good luck with it.” 

 Still pissed I ask, “Why?” 

 “Because the next couple of days or weeks are going to be torture. Even when you leave 

here, you‟ll still have to deal with it for awhile.” He right, I haven‟t really realized it before 

because of the headache and the stomach pain, but I‟ll been shaking this entire time. I‟m 

sweating, too, even though it‟s cold in here. Or maybe I‟m cold. All these things together, huh? 

Damn. “Just remember: There‟s a light that never goes out.” 

 “The Smiths, right?” 

 “Something like that.” 

 “You said that before.” 

 “Anyway, I‟ll go. I‟ll tell the doctor you‟re up.” 

 “Yeah, yeah, whatever. Get the hell out of here.” 

 “And your mom. Don‟t forget,” he reminds me as he gets up and walks out. 

 

 Rehab was hell. Thirteen days of me waking up then immediately throwing up followed 

by a piss. After that was therapy with Mrs. Dorffer, excuse me, I mean Morgan because „we‟re 

friends.‟ Following that, the chills usually start or I throw up again or both, whatever‟s more fun 

that moment. Then, around afternoon, I get to be lectured by the doctors and my physical 

therapist. He‟s not my friend. Oh, and lastly, before I go to bed, I throw up the dinner I just ate 

(again for the twelfth time; just in case I‟d forgotten what it felt like). Least it‟s over with now. 

Rehab, anyway. Now I get to experience the joys of withdrawal from the comfort of my own 

home. Great. 

 Back at home the atmosphere is completely different. It‟s quiet and awkward. Mom and I 

have spent the past week avoiding eye contact or just contact in general. I don‟t think I‟m 

grounded anymore, but I‟ve been too sick to go anywhere. So I‟ve just been in my room silent or 
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the bathroom throwing up. I crossed path with her an hour ago on my way back from puking. So 

awkward. Weird, too. I didn‟t notice, but everything in the house is neat and in order. It rarely 

like that. She must have done for child services. Damn. This is even worse than the silence. It all 

makes me feel uneasy. I guess I‟m feeling well enough now; maybe I‟ll go to school tomorrow. 

 Sitting in Ms. Swit‟s class today time seems to have normalized, but everything just as 

dull as it always is. Her lectures are same, the class‟s still filled with the same people, I‟m 

daydreaming. I don‟t know. I guess I expected something different. The only different is the two 

girls gossiping behind me gossiping about me. 

 “Hey, wasn‟t he in the hospital these past weeks,” the first girl asks. 

 Her deeper voiced friend replies, “Yeah, he was.” 

 “I thought it‟s been quieter lately. What happened?” 

 “You mean you haven‟t heard.” 

 “No, what?” 

 “Well, apparently he‟s like some kind of junkie and at some crazy party he overdose on 

coke.” 

 “What! Really! OMG!” 

 Yeah! Really? Is she crazy? I‟ve never done coke! 

 “Ssshh, he might hear us-” 

 Too late, dumbass.  

 “-But yeah, he‟s really messed up. I mean just look at him.” 

 “You‟re right, he looks like a total messed up. Oh my god, look, he‟s shaking.” 

 “His whole arm is shaking; it must be withdrawal.” 

 She‟s right, I‟m shaking again and I can‟t stop it. I feel nauseous. Damn it. I blame them. 

Ugh, I really feel nauseous. 

 “Ms. Swit, I gotta throw up.” 

 Staring into the bathroom mirror, I think, that guy looks like hell. I hope I look better than 

him. I finish washing my face and get out of there. 

 (On my way back to class I run into Keith and we decide head to the usual spot. [On the 

side of the school near a tree not under.]) 
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[Transition Here] 

 “Want a smoke?” 

 “Yeah, thanks,” I say reaching for the cigarette, but then I stop because of mild flashes of 

hospitalization. “I better not.” 

 “Oh right, man, sorry. You‟re recovering,” he says putting up the cigarette. “Oldboy‟ll 

probably kick me out the band too if he catch giving you one.” 

 “Fuck him!” I yell while Keith laughs. 

 “Calm down man, it‟s just a short-term thing.” 

 “Yeah, whatever.” 

 “You should focus on else while you‟re on leave. Like what you gonna do once you‟re 

out this hell hole.” 

 “It easy for you, you got something to think about Mr. Graphic Artist.” 

 “And how do you think I came up with that idea? I sat down and though about it. Man, I 

swear, you‟re as lazy as Johnny and Cheryl.” 

 “I‟m not lazy, I‟m not motivated.” 

 He laughs a bit and says, “Now, you got time to be both. Let‟s try for the latter.” 

 “Yeah, yeah, I can only promise the former. Hey, speaking of that, have seen Cheryl, 

lately?” 

 “Naw, man. I think she been out been out sick. You should give her a call.” 

[Transition Here] 

 Later that night at dinner, the two of us sit there at the dinner room table skillfully 

dodging the other‟s glare, picking at our food like convicts in jail. A mere four by four table 

distance, but the distance is a lot greater. It‟s noticeable, because everything is so quiet and calm. 

We‟re not talking, the radio‟s broke, and no dares turn on a TV. Just silence and forks clunking 

against plates. Silent and awkward. 

 Without looking up, I break the silent awkwardness, “I‟m sorry.” 

 “About the drugs?” 

 I lift my head my head to make first contract, but she‟s me to it. Over achiever. 

“Honestly, no. Besides OD-ing and getting put hospital, I like the drugs.” She looks away 
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disappointedly. “Though, I‟m not going back to drugs for awhile. A long while,” I add. The 

awkward silence returns. “…No, aa, I‟m sorry about what I said, about him having another 

wife.” 

 “Oh,” she exclaims in low, somber voice. “Sorry for saying he has another son. I was just 

so overwhelmed; I shouldn‟t have said that to you. I‟m sorry, Derek, but sometimes,” she cuts 

herself off and continues, “A lot of the time you make things so damn hard.” 

 I know… Is what I should be saying. 

 “Derek, do you hate me?” 

 “What?” (I ask, caught completely off guard? What?) 

 “Really, Derek, do you hate me?” 

 “No, I-I don‟t.” 

 “It just- It‟s been difficult since your fath-” 

 “We don‟t need him,” I interject. “Screw him.”  

 A slight smile runs across my mother‟s face, “Right, fuck him… We have each other. 

We‟re all we need, right?” 

 “Right.” 

 “So, Derek, really,” she pauses, “do you hate me?” 

 “No. I don‟t hate you.” 

 A slight smile crosses her faces again. “It‟s nice to know.” 

 Afterwards the awkward silence returns and the only sounds are those of forks hitting 

plate and food being eaten, but I don‟t know, it‟s good. The uneasiness has left, I suppose. After 

dinner I return to my room, completely tired from the day. Who would‟ve thought that 

withdrawal drain you so much. I think today‟s a record: I only threw-up twice today. Oh, yeah, 

Keith said Cheryl was sick. May she‟s been throwing up, too. I call her before I pass out. 

  I pick up the cordless and dial her number. 

 “…Hello?” 

 Fuck, her mom. I‟m too tired for this. “Hi, M(rs.) Geller. Is Cheryl home?” 

 “…No, she isn‟t and even if she was, I wouldn‟t want her associate with or even worst, I 

shutter(?) to think obsess over some know-nothing drug-addicted loser who is failing something 
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as basic as high school and will probably die before his twenty-first birthday, ” she said quicker 

than my ears could keep up, “Tell your mom, „Hi,‟” she finishes. 

 “…What?” 

 Beep, beep. 

 “…,” I act out a fake conversation, “„No she isn‟t here.‟ Well, thanks Mrs. Geller. When 

you see her could you tell to call? „It will be up to her, but sure.‟ Thanks. Bye. „Stay out of 

hospitals, okay? Bye.‟ Ugh,” I stress before turn off the phone and slinging it across the room. 

“I‟m sick and I had to deal with Cheryl‟s mom. Now I‟m really tired.” I pause for a second and 

then yell out, “I‟m going to bed!” I fall, face first, into my bed and quickly fall asleep. 

 I wake to intrusive lights and the magical smell of bacon. (I love bacon) I head 

downstairs. As I walk into the kitchen, my mom greets me and asks me if I want breakfast- 

awkwardly. I accept- awkwardly, and sit down. It‟s still a bit awkward, but the uneasiness has 

definitely left. Maybe that ride to 18 won‟t so long after all. 

 Sitting there, waiting for the food, I really get a good look at my mom. With the light 

bursting through the window and us not avoiding each other I finally see what she been through. 

Her hair is brittle and messy; her eyes are dried eye and tired, most likely from crying and 

worrying; her face and skin is fleshed out and pale; her hands seem to have a slight shake in 

them. Standing there cooking, she looks like hell. Hell I put her through. I fucked up. 

 “Hey, Derek,” she calls me out of my thoughts. “You see this egg,” she asks holding up 

an egg. 

 … 

 “This is your brain- and this is your brain on drugs,” she says as she takes a frying pan 

and crushes the egg with it. “Get the picture?” 

 “…Y-Yeah…,” I say, taken aback by what just happened. I got it. Well enough not to 

smirk because I understand the seriousness. I got it. 

 Silence fail and awkwardness is at an all time high. And then… 

 “And this is what your body goes through,” she yells as she murders a completely 

innocent glass with the frying pan! 

 “What the hell are you doing!? Stop, stop,” I plead as she racks up more collateral 

damage. This time it‟s an entire row of plates that are destroyed. 

 “This is what you shitty-ass good-for-nothing friends went through!” 
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 I rush over to her and try to hold her down in an attempt to end the carnage. I failed. She 

yells, And-and this is what I went through,” as she decimates what used to a nice little kitchen. 

Our kitchen. 

 “Aaahhh,” I fly up from a nightmare, sweating and huffing, trying to catch my breath. 

“Damn… ha, ha, ha, damn withdrawal.” I‟m shaking, too. I turn and look at my alarm clock, it‟s 

only 12:37; for a second I think about going back to sleep, but just for a second. 

 “Screw that, I need to clear my head.” I decide to take a walk outside. I rustle through the 

clothes on the floor and put on a shirt and some old jeans. In the closet I dig out my guitar and 

stray it on and walk begin to walk out the door, but I feel something under my foot. I left my foot 

off whatever it is and find that it‟s the necklace Cheryl gave me for my birthday: A bad apple. 

It‟s in the shape and size of miniature red apple, but on the front is a square x-ray that shows this 

apple is rotten to the core. I smile, put on it, and walk out.  

 Outside, it‟s dark and empty. A few streets lights create patches of light on the asphalt, 

but still- it‟s as dark as it‟s empty. I am the sole citizens of the night. Walking down the street, 

passing the neighboring, necklace swinging side to side I begin to do my best Ulruich: 

What I’ve felt 

What I’ve known 

Never shined through in what I’ve shown 

Never be 

Never see 

Won’t see what might have been 

 Looking around my neighborhood, I think it‟s so unamusing. The scene is dull; normal 

streets littered with houses that only vary in color. The moon is there, that‟s cool. Castella is 

definitely a No Man's Land. Even Sufjan Stevens couldn‟t find anything to sing about here. 

Illinois brought violins and zombies, Castella only bring melancholy.  

 “We need a song with violins,” I think aloud, giving much needed sound to the night. 

“And- And zombie catbats,” I smirk, laughing a bit, too. 

What I’ve felt 

What I’ve known 

Never shined through in what I’ve shown 

Never free 

Never me 

So I dub thee UNFORGIVEN 

 As the time passes I can really feel the fatigue. I need just go home and rest, but I don‟t 

want to. That dream, that damn dream really messed with me. Not just what it was about, but 

these feeling of uneasiness and stupidity it gave me, too. Damn withdrawal side effects. What the 
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hell did I do to you…? My body‟s craving it. I want it, too. I‟m feening for it in all wonderful or 

wicked forms. Well, fuck you body. I‟d rather continue shaking and puking and having 

nightmares then go back to the hospital. I hate this shit, but I hate giving in to my body more and 

making my mom go through that again- worst. Hah, dammit, I‟m thinking too much, again. 

They dedicate their lives 

To running all of his 

He tries to please them all 

This bitter man he is 

 Continuing my journey to nowhere, I come across the old church. Looking at the old 

building, with its out of place feature, I remember a little of what Oldboy was saying. 

 “Hmm, Hey, God, do I know you?” (I know you.) 

 Sitting down on the church‟s step, I look across the street and can the entrance to Arden 

Woods. Its sign dimly lit by a yellow glow of a street light overhead. Getting out and taking this 

walk to get everything off my mind feels really good, even though I pretty failed at that not 

thinking part. 

 “Well,” I extend it out. “I think this is the last stop of the night. Time for sleep, bad 

dreams or not.” I stand up and push my guitar to the left of my body and begin to return home, 

but familiar faint sound stops me. “It‟s that noise again.” I say looking back toward the entrance 

of the woods. That intriguing, unrecognizable sound possesses me, and without thinking I enter 

the forest. 

 Like a madman, push my way deeper and deeper into the woods, desperately trying to 

find the sound‟s source. Shooting down hills, jumping over obstructions, knocking branches 

aside, I don‟t care if I get lost (lose my way). Deeper and deeper I go, instinctually driven to 

crescendoing sound. 

 “I recognize this noise, it‟s music.” 

 Deeper, louder, deeper, louder. The closer I get the more familiar the tune become. I got 

it. As I reach an opening, it becomes clear. This sound, this noise, it‟s an expertly played piano 

version of Choy Suey! And there‟s its source.  

 A red haired girl in a Santa hat, next to a little toy gun, is wailing on a beautiful 046 Huit 

keyboard before me. Beyond her is a beat up old . On the ground in her black dress, she tortures 

the keyboard into rendering a perfect piano cover of the song. Her strokes wild and exaggerated, 

yet astonishingly precise; she‟s a girl possessed. (Or better yet- a demon in female form). I‟m 

captivated. Her energy, overwhelming, I begin to back her up with my guitar and some vocals. 
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 She stops immediately, after realizing I‟m behind her. Startled, I guess. I forgot she didn‟t 

know I was here. The woods are quickly engulfed in a thick silence. 

 Not getting up from the ground she turns away and stares me down. Her eyes widen for a 

second then a curios expression run across her face. The Lady of the Forest speaks, “Heey!” she 

smiles. “I‟m Dani-,” her coughs cut her off. She continues, “Dani Cailín. So, who are you, 

stranger?” 

 Stranger? Weird working. 

 “Um, It‟s Derek. Derek Russell. Nice playing.” 

 “Ooohh, it was more than nice.” 

 “Amazing. How‟d you get so good? I never thought you could play a song like on a 

keyboard.” 

 “Well, y‟know, you get good when spend all day practicing at home.” 

 “So why are you practicing here?” 

 Dani pauses before she answers; giving me a look like ought to know. “I live here. That‟s 

my house,” she declares pointing to the run-down shack behind her. 

 Wait… What? Did she say she lives here? A bum with a last name,. Aw, shit, I‟m might 

wind up on Snapped tonight. 

 “Eeeerrr,” I buy some time, “er, I gottta- it‟s late, Dani. I got school in the morning or, 

um, I guess later in the morning, now. I gotta go. I‟ll see you later.” I stumble though, trying to 

get the hell out of here. 

 “Hey,” she stops me. “You‟re come back, right?” 

 “Um, yeah, sure, I come back again.” 

 The night ends, I get back home and into my bed, and think that would have been a great 

episode: Dani Cailín – Siren of the Woods kills high school coke addict. Tonight at whatever on 

whatever. 

 In the morning I wake up at the usual time and decide to forget last part of last. As far it 

goes, the church was the end of the line. 

 As days go by I still find myself that girl in the woods, mostly because I‟m still not going 

out too much and school‟s still boring me death with its perfect little blend of blandness.  
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 Friday and Ms. Swit is passing back test. I lend back in my sit and sign as I stare at the 

ceiling. Today‟s going to be like every other day until eternal. 

 “Hey, Derek, are you feeling okay?” Ms. Swit says. 

 “Yeah,” I halfheartedly reply to the hand wave a test in my face. I take it and sit up as she 

gives a worried look before moving on to Johnny. I turn it over to find a C! “I got a C!? Hey, 

feeling great now.” I yell. 

 “You‟re happy about a C?” 

 “Yeah, it beats an F.” 

 Johnny interjects, too, “Alright! Same here.” 

 “Well, I suppose it‟s a start. Whatever change in study habits you two did, I suggest you 

too keep it up. It made a difference, albeit a small one. ” 

 Change in study habits. Since I‟ve been sick, I been pretty much staying at home. 

Besides, listening to music, I haven‟t been in the mood for TV and Oldboy‟s still got me banned, 

so I‟ve actually been looking through my school books. Hmm, it makes a difference. I going to 

regret this, but that hobo was amazing on the keyboard and I am completely bored. Alright, after 

school I‟m go see Dani. 

 I arrive at the clearing, after a few wrong turns and a couple expletives. I thought I ran a 

straight line that night; apparently not. As I walk up the even more run-down, normal lighting, 

shack, I see a shadow move in the front window. Dani comes running to greet- or attack me. I‟m 

ready for both. Mentally, atleast. 

 “Heeyy! You totally came! I thought you might‟ve stood me up.” 

 “Nope,” I turn my head away a bit, “Got lost, but yeah, I‟m totally here. So, you do 

actually live here.” 

 “Indeed, this is my casa,” she says quite proudly. “Oh, let me show you around.” 

 “Lead the way,” I say following behind.  

 For a bum, she doesn‟t really look like it. She looks like a normal girl, though a bit 

messier. She‟s got cute, messy and unkempt red hair that goes down to her shoulders and a pale 

complexion. She‟s wearing the same black dress from that night, it goes down to just above her 

knees, a bracelet on here right wrist, and raggedy, dirt-covered black boots; no sock, minus a 

Santa cap.  
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 I didn‟t notice at night, but on top of the entranceway is a sign that reads: COME AS 

YOU ARE. Awesome, looks like she made it herself. Also, the shack is pretty big for some 

abandon forest structure. 

 Rubble and debris decorated the floor, along leaves and old discard items like ripped 

cushions, old tables, alone tire. The walls of the two room shack are covered in vines and peeling 

paint. Messy and chaotic, yet it seems somewhat under control. I guess it‟s your typical abandon 

shack in a forest. 

 “Pretty cool, right?” She says, still proud of this ravaged land. “Welcome to my house. I 

own it.” 

 “Own it? It‟s an abandon shack. But, yeah, it‟s got a cool look and feel to it.” 

 Smugly, folding her arms she goes on, “That‟s what I was going for. And, ahem-” she‟s 

cut off by a couple of coughs again and continues, “I do own it. Look around- this place is a 

product of me.” 

 Looking around again, I can really see that place is a good example of controlled chaos. 

The tire is next to a table like a chair, another area seems to have a tabletop or the floor with the 

leaves and debris pushed aside to make an eating area. Broken windows have scarred curtain- 

matching, not just picked at random, and also their red color seems to compliment vines. The 

general color scheme‟s good, too.  

 “Hey, Dani, did you the curtains up? Looks good.” 

 “Yeah, thanks!” 

 She‟s even got a few beat up shelves, probably brought in from somewhere. One of the 

shelves has a picture of what seems to be a younger her and two adults in both flavors. As I walk 

to pick it up I asked her, “What this?” She runs over and clutches it  with arms. 

 “Nothing… Me, when I was littler.” She appears a bit sad looking off distantly, but 

quickly put the picture back down on the shelf and says, in a cheerful voice, “You gotta have a 

look at this.” She leads me to a wall in the other section of the house. 

 It‟s a poster for By The Way. 

 “That‟s awesome. Where‟d you get that?” 

 She coughs. “The dump. Can you believe some threw this?” 
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 “That just disrespectful.” 

 “Exactly what I‟m saying; so I saved the poor thing. There‟s actually a ton of posters 

behind this one,” she removes the bottom tact and starts picking through them to show me. She 

stops at one. “It‟s London Calling.” 

 “Why don‟t you just put them all around?” She cocks her head a little, like what I said 

was weird. It‟s wasn‟t. 

  “Because I‟ve always done this.” 

 “Weirdo…,” I joke. “Hey, what‟s with all the scissors?” To the right of the posters in a 

corner is a huge pile of scissors. “It‟s like a hundred.” 

 “61. I need scissors. I needed them,” she says, looking embarrassed.  

 “Right.” 

 “To cut-” 

 People! 

 “-my hair. They‟re all dull, though.” 

 I‟m an idiot. 

 “Right.” 

 “It‟s not weird!” she yells.  

 “It makes sense, it makes sense,” laugh, a little at her, a little at myself. 

 “Alright, I guess you‟ve seen almost, so,” she makes herself sound more like a tour 

guide, “please step this way to the final part of the tour.” She leads me to the back of this room to 

a place sectioned off by a red, semi transparent sheet and diagonal pillar. We enter to find Huit 

046 keyboard - where the hell did she get that? -, a big cello case on the floor, opened and empty. 

 “And what‟s with this cello case?” I say leaning against the wall, hoping not to fall 

through. 

 She smiles at me. “That, Mr. Russell, is my bed.” 
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 I look at Dani, then back to the cello case, now back at the girl, now at the Huit, sadly it 

isn‟t mine. Wait… “Can you fix,” quickly adding. “You sleep in there?” 

 “Of course,” she says as she gets in and demonstrates its bed capabilities. Yep, she‟s got 

plenty of room. “See?” 

 “Yep, um, impressive?” 

 She gets out and grabs my hand, dragging me into the case with her. We sit next to each 

other, weirdly just staring at the wall in front of us, not looking at each other. “It feels really 

good, right?” 

 “My ass is in heaven. Why is this so comfortable?” 

 She looks at me and shrugs, “Don‟t know, but it is and I‟m glad. Hey, lay down. Get a 

feel.”  

 Pushing me down into the case, I am enveloped by its tender touch. I don‟t want to get. I 

want to be buried in this. 

 “Hey, nice necklace,” she notices my necklace that had popped out from under my shirt 

through her manhandling. “Are you really rotten to the core?” 

 Looking up at her with a sort of nonchalant smirk, I say “Yeah.” 

 “You looked liked James Dean just now.” 

 Surprised, I ask, “You know who James Dean is?” 

 “I‟ve seen movies,” she says and then gets quiet for a second before coughing. “Hey, I‟ve 

been noticing something about you. I thought you were scared of something or cold, but I don‟t 

think you are. At least not anymore if you were.” 

 “What.” 

 “Why do you keep shaking.” 

 “Maybe for the same reason you keep coughing,” I retort. Apparently, withdrawal a 

bitch. “You sick?” 

 “I don‟t know, I possibly got pale complexion disease or something.” 
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 “I hear that fatal. Anyway, I just, um, got out of the hospital. So yeah.” 

 After that we just left that subject alone. As night fell, I left for home promising to come 

throughout the week. We like a lot of the same music and she definitely not a murder as a bonus. 

She‟s pretty cool. 

 As the week goes on, school‟s still monotonous, Oldboy‟s still an ass, and Cheryl is MIA. 

So I‟ve been visiting Dani. We shoot the shit in her shack or around the woods, or that one time 

at Rory Lanes‟ Music Shop. We talk about random stuff, music, my band, add-ons to her house, 

but never about her coughing and my withdrawal.  

 “So this band, Dori Madison, had the E.P. going around school, but it only had one good 

song on it: Nirvana and Sin. They personal asked to write lyrics for it and they made a good beat. 

But it‟s just mostly just okay. It would have been better if they didn‟t change their style. They 

got a new member and tried to mimic the style of LBF, even calling the last song Mary Currie 

[LBF].”  

 “Really, was that song at least okay.” 

 I shake my head. 

 “Disrespectful.” 

 “Agreed. Yeah, we‟re the best band in the school. They cover was good, though. Keith 

from my band did it.” 

 “So, tell me,” she leans forward, “Who makes up AS;katerra? And what‟s with the 

name?” 

 I get up off the ground and prepare to go into a major presentation. “Okay, first there‟s 

me, Derek Russell, the cofounder. I write the songs, sing, and occasionally do backing guitar. 

Then there‟s the other cofounder Oldboy.” 

 “Oldboy?” she interrupts, “How‟d he get that name?” 

 “I think I did long a long time, not sure and not important. This is my best friend who‟s 

currently acting like an asshole. We started this by ourselves before high school. He‟s on bass 

and is awesome at his job. Next up is Johnny Novak, our amazing guitarist. He came up with the 

band‟s name, AS;katerra.” 

 “How‟d he think of that?” 
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 “It‟s best not to try get into his head, but he says it means asshole, so we thought, „Hey, 

that sounds like us.‟ He may be dumb as dirt, but this kid knows music. Third to the group he 

later brought in our fourth and last member, Keith Morgan. He‟s a great drummer and he‟s made 

a few logos and symbols for us. And album covers. He‟s going into graphic design. After Johnny 

brought him in I knew this was the right guy.” 

 “So what happened?” 

 “Alright, so, Johnny said he knew a good drummer, so we tell him to bring him in and he 

does. Me and Oldboy look at him and tell him to play and without a walks over to my guitar and 

throws it to Johnny, sits downs at the drum, then yells back at Johnny to start playing Crazy 

train. And he just goes at it on the drums. And singing, too!” 

 “Really, that sounds awesome.” 

 “Yeah, it was. He singing was terrible, but he knew it and was just have fun with it. We 

were clapping, laughing. It was the funniest shit ever. This black guy doing Ozzy, just tearing it 

up, it was amazing. He was in.” 

 “That so great! You guys should have record it.” 

 “We did know he was going to do that. But yeah, wow. Oh yeah, and there‟s other 

person. She performed with us once.” 

 “Who?” 

 “My girlfriend, Cheryl Geller. She has an amazing voice, but she‟s lazy as hell. I got her 

to sing with us for a show at the school. Getting her to agree was a complete fluke, but I wish 

she‟d do it again. She keeps turning me down.” 

 “Keep trying.” 

 “Yeah. I‟ll ask her at our next GP,” I lower my head, “If I see her. I‟ll ask her about 

Happy Island again, too.” 

 “What a GP?” 

 “Guilty Pleasures Night. The band does it every couple of weeks to showcase the dark 

side of our music taste.” 

 “Ooh, so what‟s yours?” 
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 “I‟ve never done it, I always cheat and pick something I like.” 

 “Oh, so, Mr. James Dean is too cool to get a little embarrassed. Come on, what are you 

afraid of? Hey, we‟re alone. Tell me.” 

 “No.” 

 “Chicken.” 

 “Wha-” 

 “Whatever,” she mimics me too. 

 “…Black Box Recoder, I guess. It‟s pop rock group. I like them, but no knows.” 

 “Never heard of them. Do they suck?” 

 “No, it‟s just they‟re pop.” 

 “So.” 

 “I don‟t know.” 

 “Weirdo.” 

 “Whatever.” 

 “Hey, what we‟re you calling about before. Telling your girlfriend about Happy Island? 

Why are you going to wait to the Guilty Party? Is the next one close?” 

 “It might.” 

 “You don‟t know.” 

 “It goes back to Oldboy being an ass. Anyway, I think Cheryl avoiding me. It‟s been two 

weeks.” 

 “So, why not just go to her. Go to her house.” 

 “I figure, I‟ll eventually see her and,” I stop. I don‟t know. 

 Her eyes widen as she looks at me, “Derek, you can‟t just do that. You just sit back and 

wait if something‟s up.” She stands up and points to my crotch saying, “Those things work right? 
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You a man, a rebel?” I just stare at her speechless. “Let‟s see…,” she fidgets around as if trying 

to think of something, “Hey, follow me!” she commands. We run all the way out of the forest till 

we get to a crosswalk that precedes a hill. 

 She turns to me and directs my attention to the crosswalk sign. “At this crosswalk, if we 

always wait for the sign to read walk before we across, then when we go down that hill to the 

stop sign we won‟t able to cross. No matter how fast we run. You see, when it‟s walk up here, 

it‟s green down there. The street‟s really busy down there, too, so if we want things to be 

different we can‟t just wait. We gotta move. Get me?” 

 “Yeah, I get it.” 

 “You can‟t the bad boy all the time,” giving me a smirk.  

 Morning hits and I find myself shielding my eyes from the light, that and thinking about 

what Dani said. 

 “Do something different.” 

 If I can‟t find her in school I‟ll go to her house. Her mom or not. It‟s decided. 

Beep! Beep! Beep! 

 “Oh blow me,” I yell louder than I planned on, smashing the off button. The time reads 

7:04. 

 I clean up, dress, and head down stairs. 

 Going down stairs to leave for school, the eerie smell of breakfast greets me. I feel 

uneasy. 

 “Mornin‟, Derek, I‟m cooking up some breakfast. Want some?” I nearly fall down the 

stairs. 

 “Ah, no, no thanks, I, um, gotta school. Tests or something, I gotta go,” I say, franticly, 

breaking for the door.  

 Another day of school proceeds as usual, per my sentence. Still no Cheryl, so afterwards I 

proceed to her house. She‟s home. I hear the punk rock from all the way down the street.  

What are you afraid of? 

Who are you afraid of? 

What are you afraid of? 
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Who are you afraid of? 

Oh, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa! 

 As make my way to the front door I start yelling her name. No answer. I bang, trying to 

out loud the music. I fail. I try a mix of the two. 

 “Hey, Cheryl...!” Bang! Bang! Bang! “Hey, Cheryl...! Hhheeeyyy, Cheeeerrryyyll!” 

Bang! Bang! Bang! “Hey, Cheryl!” Success. The door opens up to the  refreshing sight of 

Cheryl. She looks confused and distant, her eyes not sure what to focus on, but she finally moves 

forward and holds me in her arms.  

 She whispers in my ear, “Go home.” 

 We break up and I ask her, “What?” 

  “I don‟t want to be with a loser,” she says firmly. She puts her hand up to her face and 

tries to hold back the tears. “You got no future-” 

 “What are you talking about?” 

 “Damn it, Derek, you almost died! I-I can‟t deal with that. Wherever you think you‟re 

going, you‟ll be dead before you reach it. So go! Go, play dead in a hospital, go dance in your 

stupid parks, go do your drugs-” 

 “Stop! Wait a minute. The fuck.” 

 “No, you wait a minute! Do you know what it was like see you in the hospital, not 

knowing if you‟ll wake up? Dealing with your mom- with mine. No, just no…, Derek. Shit. It‟s 

hurts,” she looks up and takes a minute to compose herself. “I was fine when could handle 

everything, but- Go where you want, but don‟t take me with you. I can‟t do this. I care for 

someone like. It was bad enough that you‟re mom though I was a bitch, but now it like it‟s 

confirmed. That and the fucking doctors looking down at us and you hanging between life and 

death. Derek, I‟m,” she pauses as she looks at me, “Just go. You hurt too much.” The door 

closes. 

 Two inches separate us, but where worlds apart now. I want to scream. I want to yell at 

her. I want to walk away. I want to hit myself. I want… her. “God damn it,” is all I can mutter. I 

give myself a minute and yell at the top of my lungs her name, but all that standing there is a 

closed, cold door.  
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 “So, how‟d it go.” 

 “Oh, ah, just another false alarm. No harm.” 

 “Sounds good.” 

 “Hey, Dani, let‟s go to Happy Island.” 

 “Okay.” 

 

 The park is like a deserted wasteland. Standing right outside the ticket entry gates looking 

in, we can see toppled food stands, leaf and trash ridden ground, torn carnival tents, and vine-

covered metal structures in the distant (and a vine-covered metal phallus symbol in the distant), 

all bathed in evening light. This place looks more like the owners were run of town then run out 

of money. I think I remember this from Silent Hill. 

 Jumping over one of the ticket gates, I call back to Dani, “Hey, Dani, I‟ll give you a 

tour.” 

 “You‟ve been here before?” asking while jumping over the ticket gate. 

 Leading her further into the park‟s entrance, I confess, “I‟m just gonna make shit up.” 

 We pass by a rundown and abandon funhouse. Broken glass lead into the black abyss of 

the red and white tent. “This use to be a funhouse, but now it‟s just filled with evil clowns.” 

 “Wanna go in?” 

 “Not a chance in hell. I don‟t like clowns.” 

 “Me-” cough, “-neither. Hey!” she yells pointing to a stand to the right of the house. 

“Let‟s check that out.” We run over to a mostly busted down and rotten wood stand. The old 

think has three rusted toy guns attached to it and two and half seats sticking up from the ground 

by it. The last seat is just a pole. 

 “Welcome to the gun gallery,” I start up, present the stand like a luxury car, “where 

overworked minimum paid teenagers take out pent up aggression. Porn stache  bosses are a 

favorite mental target.” I see a ripped stuffed toy on the ground and  wave my hand over it. “Oh! 

There are prizes, too.” 
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 Dani claps happy, enjoying the show. “Win me a prize.” 

 I step up to the first gun on the left and try it out. Nothing comes out. I pause for a second 

and then think, why would it? The place is deserted. I turn back to eager girl behind me. “No 

luck. The water‟s got to be shut off my now, but I think I something that‟ll work better than 

bullets.” I turn back around and tug on the gun until it breaks from the table and hurls it at the 

target. It super effective! 

 Dani coughs at me.  

 “What? I saw it in a movie. That,” I pause dramatically, “beat Dracula.” 

 “Lame.” 

 “Whatever. Least I got a home.” 

 “You don‟t have a home, you got a room,” she quickly replies to my last comment. 

“Your mom owns a house. I own a shack. You squat in a room.” 

 (I got served.) “…Whatever.” 

 The park is pretty big. As we continue walking through the park we find an old carousel 

and play around on it as if could still move.  

 “These past few weeks, I‟ve completely out of it and that was before the hospital thing. 

But this is good. I should‟ve brought my guitar along.” I look over at Dani on the headless horse 

behind and she seems lost in thought. “Hey, what‟s up?” 

 “Huh, oh, um, nothing. I just remember riding one of these when I was littler. That was 

fun, but I made a good choice… I guess.” She jumps down from the decapitated pony and back 

in her usual energetic voice says, “Come on! Let‟s looking around.”  

 I give her a look before jumping down. “Why are you so weird?” 

 Stopping to allow me to catch up, we begin to walk along the tram tracks that travel the 

course of the park. Beyond the tracks, outside the park, are the remains of a partially wooden, 

partially metal fence. And beyond that is a set of lonely swings. Maybe there was a playground 

here before they built and ruined this amusement park. 

 “Dani, see those swings? I was probably conceived over there.” 
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 “Wow, I think-” cough, cough, “-I was over there,” pointing to the single tram cart up 

ahead. 

 “Hm, that thing used to carry lard-asses back and forth the entire park. If had a gun, I‟d 

put it down. It‟s served it‟s time, it should rest.” 

 “Yep, that‟s only proper,” she says saluting it. I salute, too. No gun. 

 We walk on. 

 Just beyond the old cart is a huge toppled metal Ferris wheel, with one of its two 

supporting beams still proudly standing tall. This park may be lost and this thing‟s body may be 

broken, worn, and rusted, but damned if it dignity isn‟t as strong as ever. 

 The body isn‟t actually in all that bad of condition, considering. Most of its multi-colored 

rectangular capsules are still intact. Its frame is covered in vines and is a rusted amber color, but 

it does look misshapen at all. A few of the spokes like structures have broken free and the other 

supporting beam isn‟t as dignified lying under the wheel, but it‟s a have a look or aura to it that 

is just majestic. 

 “Wow!” Dani gasps, almost completely dumbfounded by the structure, “This thing-” 

cough, “-this is-” cough, cough, “-this is- wow.”  

 “Yeah, I know. It kind of like it does fit in a dump like this. Down and out, it‟s a true 

rebel.” 

 “Like you, Mr. James Dean,” she jests. 

 “Damn straight,” I retort, while walking along the circular ruin, feeling its frame. I sit 

down on a rusted purple and gold gondola and pat the space next to me to get Dani to follow my 

lead. We sit there under the now dark sky with the moon looking down on us and look into the 

wasteland traversed. Dani coughs a bit as the wind kicks up the debris on the ground and moves 

it a around in a way that resembles sand in dessert. The wind also causes the metallic structures 

to give off an eerie, yet cool howl. This place is awesome. 

 “So tell me,” the even paler than Dani says, returning me back from my trance, “What 

happened?” she cough a few time, “Y‟know, with Cheryl, I mean.” 

 I look at her and tell her, “I told-” One of her coughs interrupts me. 

 “Come on! Why‟d-” cough, “you‟d ask me to come?” finishing the question with a few 

coughs. 
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 “She doesn‟t like run down, old park. I figured you would.” 

 Cough, cough. Her coughs are not pleased with that answer. “Fine, fine-” she coughs 

again. Is she alright? “be that way. The important thing is that you went for it.” After saying that, 

her coughing becomes more violent. Worried, I start patting her on the back and ask if she‟s 

okay. No response, just more coughing and wheezing. 

 “Dani!” 

 She puts one of fist up to her mouth while the other pounds against her chest. I continue 

to the back, but it doesn‟t seem like she can get enough air or maybe she‟s not getting any air. 

 “Dani!” 

 Her movements are becoming more and more wild erratic as she physically fights for air. 

She‟s convulsing, choking, and coughing. Her eyes roll back and… 

 “Daaannnii!!” 

 

 “How did she get like this?” the doctor barks at me as he rushes Dani through the hospital 

on a stretcher.  

 “I- I don‟t know. She always had this cough.” 

 “I bet you don‟t,” he says, quickly giving me a look of non-belief and disapprove. He 

remembers who I am. 

 “Listen, asshole!” I stop for a second yelling down the hall at scurrying doctor; forcing 

him to believe. “I don‟t fucking know! She‟s just a bum from the forest. Now do your fucking 

job and help her!” 

 Afterwards I wait in the waiting room for an hour, but a nurse tells me to go home and 

get some rest and to come back tomorrow. She remembers me too and reminds to continue 

taking the correct treatment. Emphasizing correct. 

 At home, I successfully sneak in and head up to my room. It‟s silent and cold and late. 

And I‟m tired. More than that really. Today was rough. My whole being is shacking and my 

nerves are going wild. Cheryl and Dani. I need a smoke. I need to calm down; it‟s only the end 

of the world. 
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 I close my door behind me and lay down against it. I look across my room and I can 

barely see much with the lights off. It‟s clustered, messy, but I know where everything is at. My 

friends are calling me and right now, I want to answer back to them. In my mind I can hear the 

nurse reminding me to take the proper dosage- just enough. I know the improper dosage. Maybe 

I‟ll be my own doctor tonight. No, can‟t go back through this so damn soon. I don‟t want to get 

in, but I need to calm down. Maybe I‟ll go to bed and not take anything- can‟t then I‟ll worst off 

tomorrow. I can‟t believe Cheryl… 

 On the dresser next to my bed is the correct dosage, I can see it. I get up, walk over, and 

take the medicine. I‟m still panicking. I sit back down against the door; let the war in my mind 

rage on. There is just too much going through my head. I can‟t stop shaking. I can‟t stop worry. I 

can‟t stop feeling broken. I can‟t calm down. I fuss with my hair and think about the hidden 

friends and how they can soothe me, and then I see my mom and remember our conversation the 

other day. We never talked like that. Even if it was awkward as all hell, I don‟t want to lose. 

Right? I gotta keep fighting. I can‟t let habitual rites become my life. 

 I get up and walk over the bed and fall into it and try to go sleep. “Maybe I‟ll lose the war 

in the long, but tonight, I at least won another battle.” 

 In the morning, I cut school and go directly to the hospital. Inside, the doctor and I stand 

outside her room. 

 “Doc, how is she?” I ask. 

 He gives me a sullen look before replying with “I really can‟t disclose that information to 

non-family.” I can tell he‟s just trying to protect me more than upholding hospital policy. But I 

persist.  

 “Doc… she‟s homeless. The entire world is non-family. She doesn‟t have anyone else,” I 

object. Emphasizing the next part I continue, “Just me… and you. So, would you kindly just tell 

me how the hell she is?” 

 He leans up against the wall and signs. “Well, let me put it like this. I don‟t know if you 

believe in a God, but- just, just pray for her tonight.” 

 That night I decide to take the doctor‟s advice and pray. It‟s awkward and I‟ll never done 

this, so I‟ll probably do it wrong, but it all I can do. 

 In the morning I go straight for the hospital again. Inside I see the doctor standing outside 

her room holding a chart of something. 

 “Doc.”  
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His lip twitches a bit before he speaks, “…I‟m sorry Derek, but this morning at 5:22 Dani 

passed. We did all we could, but she simply got to us too late. She needed help much sooner than 

this. I‟m sorry.” 

“Aargh! Shit!” I yell. Satellites breaking up in the atmosphere come to mind, but no 

answers fall in place. Damn! 

“I‟m sorry, Derek. Here.” He take piece of paper from the top of his chart and hands it to 

me. “She left it for you.” 

It a small note written by late Dani Cailín. It reads: 

 To Derek a.k.a Mr. James Deans ~ The Rebel (smiley face) 

   I‟m happy, hope you‟re happy, too. 

   You got Dreams, Derek? I got Dreams. 

   Because tomorrow is never known to us, we sometimes 

   get lost and do stupid things or even give up and don‟t do 

   anything at all. And are fortunes fade away. I did 

   something stupid when I was littler, but I‟m not gonna 

   let my fortunes fade, Derek. I still have Dreams. I‟m. 

   gonna succeed in accomplishing them. Okay. 

   Have fun and thanks for coming along. 

   Good-bye, Derek. 

       Sincerely,  

       Dani Cailín ~ Goddess of the Forest 

   P.S. Between us two- I‟m less weird. Weirdo. (smiley face) 

 I look up from the note confused as what to think or do. So, I look to the doctor. “What 

the hell does this mean?” 

 “I think she wants you to get a life.” 

 “What does get a life mean?” 

 

 It‟s funny; even though you died I never thought about blaming God or thought that night 

was wasted. Guess I‟m weird that way. Anyway, life continues on as normal. School‟s still like 

serving time, Johnny‟s still an idiot, music still rocks, Keith‟s cool, the noise still irritates, and 

Oldboy‟s simultaneously the biggest asshole I know and my best friend. Everything is almost the 

same- Almost. Cheryl‟s gone. But I‟m not allowing myself to get sucked back into the fears and 

boredom. I‟m living my life. It‟s what I think you wanted, but even more, it‟s want I wanted. So 

it goes…  


