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				for her tireless campaign against bullying

			

		

	
		
			
				 — 23 DAYS —

				The white boy, the skinny, tall boy with shocking white hair, sneaks behind the stone bench and leans against the tree trunk. Since I can’t move my head, I watch him out of the corner of my eye. He could be a ghost. For a minute I think he’s here to contact me, but that would be stupid. I don’t see dead people.

				He pulls out a paperback and starts reading.

				I hunch over my own book.

				Mom’s black CR-V crunches to the curb and idles. I rip out the page I just read, ball it in my fist, and stand.

				The white boy watches me. I don’t make eye contact. Not with him. Not with anyone.

				I shoulder my book bag, walk to the car, open the door, and get in. My thighs squeeze together.

				“Who is that?” Mom asks. She’s peering over my shoulder at the white boy. In the side-view mirror, I see he’s moved to the bench and taken my spot. Like he did yesterday.

				“Was he talking to you? Do you know him?”

				He’s into me, Mom. He likes ugly sick girls who have to wear neck braces.

				She shifts into drive. “I don’t want you associating with people outside of school, people I don’t know. If anyone talks to you, go back inside the building.”

				What if I talk to them?

				That was a joke.

				She checks the rearview mirror to merge into the street. Her face is filled with worry lines. “Your father has a late meeting with a client, so it’ll just be us for dinner.”

				She smiles expectantly.

				I can’t even look at her.

				“I’ll be leaving for Houston in the morning, but I shouldn’t have to stay more than two days. Dad will drive you to school and pick you up. He may be a few minutes late if he can’t get away by two thirty, but you just wait for him on the bench.” We circle the roundabout and she adds, “If that . . . person, if anyone bothers you, tell your dad.”

				Sure, Mom. I’ll use sign language.

				Wal-Mart, on my right, is packed. “Oh, I really need to stop for deodorant and toothpaste.” She slows at the entrance, but doesn’t turn in. We pass the Wal-Mart. “Never mind. I’ll get them on my way to the airport.”

				Her eyes betray the fear. She’ll never lose it. She doesn’t stop because she’s afraid I’ll have a wack attack. I’ve only had one in public, but it happened when she left me alone in the car. It was in our red car, the old one. I was ten. She needed to pick up a few groceries at King Soopers on our way home from school. She said a few. I had to go to the bathroom, but I figured a few meant a few minutes. She said, “I’ll be right back.” She said that: “Right. Back.”

				The door shut and instantly all the air in the car compressed. I couldn’t breathe. Minutes ticked by. The walls closed in. She left me there, alone, and I knew, I just knew she was never coming back for me. My bladder ballooned like I’d been guzzling water for weeks, and even when I crossed my legs and scrunched up tight, I couldn’t hold it.

				At the first dribble, I squealed. Then I exploded. I don’t remember screaming or honking the horn. The fear of being locked inside, I remember every day. If I close my eyes, I can hear the ringing in my ears, still, from the blaring horn. I see the distorted faces of everyone peering through the window. Mom’s panicked eyes. The door unlocking and her hand wrenching mine away from the horn.

				“What’s the matter?” she cries.

				I heave a sob. “I peed my pants.” The stretchy pink capris she just got me. Ruined.

				Mom gives me that look, like, Who are you? What are you?

				She has to tell the people, “It’s nothing. She’s fine. I was only gone a few minutes.”

				People leave.

				She’s humiliated.

				“Why did you do that?” she said between clenched teeth as we drove away fast. She was powerless to control me. She still is. I was trapped, Mom. Why don’t you get that?

				Peeing my pants isn’t the reason she can’t leave me alone now. I’m under twenty-four-hour suicide watch.

				If I could speak, I’d tell her, “What can happen in a few minutes changes you forever.”

			

		

	
		
			
				 — 22 DAYS —

				I found Through-the-Light by accident. I don’t normally believe in accidents. Divine intervention, maybe. Except I don’t believe in God. I want to. I just can’t. There’s a higher power guiding me, for sure, because it guided me to Through-the-Light.

				I don’t remember what I was searching for on the Web. Suicide. Death. Wills. That was it. Wills. I wanted to write a will. It wouldn’t be legal or anything, since I’m not eighteen. I just thought a will would be less personal than a suicide note. Less . . . upsetting.

				www.Through-the-Light.com popped up on my screen.

				My eyes were drawn to the bits and pieces of description: assist completers . . . if your time is now . . . may not discourage or dissuade . . . self-termination is your right.

				I had to choose it, maximize the window. Through-the-Light is a site where people will themselves away. That’s the only way to explain it. You don’t have to pay and you don’t fill out forms to make it legal. Who cares about legalities when you’re dead?

				The home page is black and white. No frills. No flashing ads. That attracted me. When you enter, your monitor goes completely blank, then this white, burning light almost blinds you. If you look hard, and don’t look away, you see the message:

				Are you ready to pass Through-the-Light?

				I’d been ready my whole life.

				The default answer is No.

				I tabbed to Yes.

				A pop-up box appeared and I was asked to sign this privacy policy, which I didn’t read all the way through at the time. I should have. The last paragraph ended, By agreeing to the terms of this site, you release Through-the-Light of all responsibility for your actions.

				Agree? No Yes

				I clicked my mouse pointer on Yes.

				Please press dominant index finger to screen.

				Why? I thought. Weird, but I did it.

				Please wait.

				I swore I felt heat through my skin.

				Do you agree to the minimum and maximum time limits?

				Yes No

				Whatever. I wanted in.

				I chose Yes.

				Thank you, Daelyn Rice.

				What? How did it know my name?

				Your ID is J_Doe071894.

				Which was eerie. July 18, 1994 is my birthday. Dad must’ve set up a profile for me on this computer and not secured it. Stupid. Everyone who’s registered or accepted by Through-the-Light is J_Doe something. Anonymous, genderless.

				There were three selections on the main menu: DOD, FF, WTG.

				I didn’t know what they meant.

				Start at the beginning, I figured. I moved my pointer to DOD and clicked. A message popped up.

				Touch screen activated.

				My new PC has a touch screen. When my parents gave me back my computer privileges, they surprised me with this new PC. Parentally controlled, of course. I’d used touch screens on the kiosks at King Soopers and Wally World. I pressed my right index finger on DOD and a list appeared.

				J_Doe092854

				J_Doe031392

				J_Doe102385 . . .

				Eight people. Or members. Or pulses of light.

				The monitor went blank for a second and a large, italicized message filled the screen.

				Your Date of Determination will be 23 days from today. Will you be prepared, Daelyn Rice? No Yes

				Twenty-three days? That was too long. I was ready now. I touched No.

				Enter DOD _____.

				I entered tomorrow’s date, but it came back Invalid Entry. I tried the day after. A message appeared:

				Policy states DOD minimum is 23 days.

				Twenty-three days was too long. I could’ve just backed out, closed the window. But I didn’t. I felt somehow that Through-the-Light had found me, had known my true desire. I touched Default. The earliest possible date appeared: April 24.

				That seemed forever away.

				The DOD list reappeared, scrolling down my screen. DOD. Date of Determination. These people must’ve reached their day, I figured out.

				Lucky them.

				White Boy is green today. His shirt is green, anyway. A logo tee, which I can’t read from this distance. Cream khakis, which would make him look nerdy if they weren’t wrinkled and overlong. He raises his eyes from his book and locks them on me as I open the gate, exit, and shut the gate behind me.

				I’m not really looking. His bleached-out hair is gelled in spikes.

				The stone bench is gray. The grass is gray. My life is dirty gray.

				I pull out Desire in the Mist. Chapter eighteen, I read silently.

				Maggie Louise knew from the look on Charles’s face that she’d said the wrong thing. “Charles—”

				He held up a hand. “No, Maggie Louise. I won’t stand in the way of your happiness. If you love this man—”

				A blur of body mass causes me to blink and lose my place.

				He hip-hop dances in front of me. Skip-jumps back and forth.

				First of all, he sucks.

				Second, leave me alone.

				I resume reading.

				Maggie Louise had never known a man who’d give up his happiness for her. And she was his whole happiness. She’d been his wife for four years, his lover before that, his friend and ally. She wished now they’d adopted the Russian child. Or the Vietnamese one. She wished she wasn’t leaving him alone.

				Maggie Louise is me, in my next life. If I get a second chance.

				The sound of pounding feet grabs my attention again. He krumps past me. “Ow,” he says, grabbing his upper arm. “I think I dislocated my shoulder.”

				He’s not funny.

				“When do you want me to leave, Maggie Louise?” Charles asked.

				She wasn’t prepared to give him a date. She hesitated. She studied the man who’d been her constant companion, her champion and friend. Charles, oh, Charles. She didn’t want to lose him, but what choice did she have?

				Blocking my light, Green Boy stands there, waiting.

				He dusts off his other shoulder.

				Inwardly, I roll my eyes.

				“Aha!” He points.

				He didn’t see that. He’s making fun of me. Jerk.

				Dad pulls up to the curb and I rip out page 181. Balling it in my fist, I throw it at the boy.

				“Your mother is in Houston. Her plane set down around noon. She wanted me to let you know she arrived safely.”

				Because that is a grave concern.

				Dad says, “How was your day?”

				Eventful, actually. White boys can’t dance. Also, two girls—two Catholic School girls—shared a joint in the john while I was changing my tampon. I sat on the toilet as long as I could, inhaling their secondhand smoke. You probably couldn’t die from huffing pot, but hope springs eternal.

				My butt got numb, so I stood and flushed. They yelped. They were fanning the air as I emerged from the stall. For a second I thought they were dispersing the stink of my presence. One went, “Shit. It’s that weird deaf chick.”

				The other elbowed her.

				Dumb, I wanted to say. Not deaf. Dumb. Make that stupid, like you.

				“You won’t rat us out, will you?” the elbower asked.

				The mean girl clicked her tongue. “She can’t talk.”

				Right, I thought. I’m deaf.

				I needed to wash my hands. To get to the sink, I’d have to squeeze by one or both of them. Which would mean human contact.

				“Damn. That was a waste of good weed.” Intellectually-challenged-socially-aware-and-sensitive girl blew on her soggy joint.

				I inched past her, punched the hand blower with my elbow (like, blow-dry your joint, hello?), then left.

				“She’s so freaking weird,” I heard the mean girl say.

				Twenty-two days, I thought. I held my hands up in the air the way surgeons do on TV, fingers spread. The other restroom on this floor was for faculty only. Thank the Virgin Mary it wasn’t locked.

				I scrubbed and scrubbed with hand soap. As the water diluted my filth, all the air in my lungs expelled. What if I’d gotten menstrual blood on me?

				I really was a sick person.

				“She’ll be home by Friday,” Dad says.

				I switch back to the present.

				He massages his neck. “Is it okay with you if we just order takeout? I don’t feel like cooking.”

				Then don’t. I focus on the road, the path ahead.

				I should clarify. The restrictions on my 24/7 suicide watch have been relaxed. I can be trusted to go to school, and to wait on a bench. A year has passed since my last failure. Not attempt. Failure.

				Dad reaches over and cranks up the volume on the CD he’s playing. It’s techno, for God’s sake. My stomach hurts from cramps anyway, but that music makes me want to hurl.

				I think he thinks it’ll make him seem cool.

				News you can use, Dad. Losers aren’t cool.

				He orders one of those family combos with wonton soup, egg rolls, sweet and sour shrimp, Kung Pao chicken, Hunan beef, steamed rice, and fried rice. It’s enough food to feed all the starving children in Africa.

				It smells good, but it looks like doggie doo now that it’s liquefied in the blender. I can no longer eat real food. This is God’s idea of irony.

				Dad says, “I’m going to watch the news. You can watch with me or, if you want, you can eat in your room.”

				See? Major leap of faith.

				He’ll still check on me periodically. He’ll find excuses to walk by my room or open and close the hall closet.

				From my bedroom door in the middle of the hall, I slowly turn. Dad is watching me. I throw him a bone—eye contact. Catch.

				He says, “I’m glad you’re here, Daelyn.”

				The shrink told him to say that. I duck into my room.

				Sitting at my desk, I flash back to the audition when I was seven. Dad read about this talent agency that was coming to town looking for child actors. “Singing and dancing ability a plus,” he read to me. I told him, “I can’t dance.” He said, “But you sing like an angel.”

				He’d heard me singing along to a TV show, and the next thing I knew I was singing solo because Dad had remoted down the sound. “You’re really good,” he said. “Maybe even better than your mother. Don’t tell her I said that.” He winked. That made me happy because Mom had a beautiful voice. Wherever we drove, Dad would play CDs from films and musicals and encourage me to sing along. “You’re going to be the next American Idol,” he said.

				I beamed. I actually believed him.

				The audition was held in a huge auditorium that was packed with kids and parents. I wore my best dress, the one with puffy sleeves and sparkles. Looking at all those people . . . The thought of getting up in front of them and singing . . . 

				I whispered to Dad, “I don’t want to do this. Can we go home?”

				“You’ll be great.” He squeezed my hand. “Just pretend you’re singing in the car.”

				“Dad,” I said urgently, “I don’t want to.”

				He wouldn’t listen.

				He doesn’t listen. No one ever listened to me.

				I was assigned a number: 203. By the time my number was called, it was late afternoon and my stomach was growling with hunger and twisted in knots. Dad said, “Now don’t be nervous. Just answer their questions and speak up. Then sing the way you do for me.” He smiled and pushed me onstage.

				I don’t remember the questions. I sang “Somewhere Over the Rainbow” like a hundred kids had before me. My voice shook, but I didn’t forget the lyrics, and I hit all the high notes.

				A deep voice from the audience reverberated: “Thank you. You have a nice voice, but we’re not looking for your type.” I turned to leave, but Dad walked out onstage. “What type?”

				When there was no answer, Dad repeated the question. “What type?” He sounded mad.

				The deep voice sounded: “Do I have to say it?”

				“Yes,” Dad said. “What do you mean her ‘type’?”

				There was a hushed silence in the auditorium.

				I felt all hot and flushed. Don’t say it, I thought. Not out loud.

				The voice boomed. “In case you hadn’t noticed, your daughter is . . . overweight.”

				People’s snickers and snorts drifted up to me.

				Dad didn’t say, “No, she’s not.” Because he knew I was and he made me humiliate myself in public.

				I take my poo poo platter smoothie to the bed. 

				That was ages ago, but it sticks in my mind as a turning point. I’d never trust my dad again.

			

		

	
		
			
				 — 21 DAYS —

				It only requires a fingerprint match to sign on to Through-the-Light. Excellent technology.

				Welcome J_Doe071894.

				I touch DOD.

				Five today. Five new IDs. I don’t know why, but I wonder how many are—were—girls. I read somewhere that more guys commit suicide than girls. Girls talk about it. Girls attempt it. Boys do it. I calculate how old each was. 22, 18, 30, 46, 15—my age.

				How did they do it? When? Like, what time? Morning, afternoon? I want to go in the morning. Give myself time. Time to get dead and stay dead.

				I touch FF.

				A familiar screen appears. A discussion board. I live on discussion boards, in chat rooms and bully boards. I write stories about how people verbally assault me every day of my life and how adults don’t care and even contribute to the abuse. People on boards are always sympathetic, but they don’t really care about me, either. They’re just there for themselves. 

				Welcome to the Final Forum. Use this board to communicate with others who are completers. Please note: Participants may not attempt to dissuade or discourage self-termination. Disregard for free will and informed consent will result in immediate removal from the board. Future access to Through-the-Light will be denied. This board is monitored at all times.

				That’s comforting. I’ve been to suicide boards before where people get on and say stuff like, “Don’t do it. Suicide is not the answer.”

				They don’t know the question.

				Or, “Life’s a bitch. Get used to it.”

				Thanks.

				“Suicide is the easy way out.”

				If it’s so easy, why am I still here?

				And my favorite: “God loves you. Life is the most precious gift from God. You will break God’s heart if you throw His gift away.”

				God has a heart? That’s news to me.

				People on boards can be very, very shallow.

				The Final Forum has a long list of topics, including: Random Rants, Bullied, Divorce, Disease, So Tired, Hate This Life, Bleak, Bequests, Attempts.

				Already I like this board.

				I start with Random Rants.

				The future holds no hope or meaning to me. I know that by killing myself other people will suffer, but why go through this interminable hell? What’s the point of being here if you feel unloved and abandoned by those you used to trust and count on? What’s the point of living if you don’t belong anywhere?

				So true.

				The next entry.

				I’m nothing. I’m no one. I’m gone.

				Poetic. But I’m not philosophical about life. I skip to Bullied.

				J_Doe032692 wrote: I am not a thin person. However, this does not give people the right to make fun of me every day. This does not give people the right to taunt me, calling me ugly and worthless, telling me to kill myself because no one will ever want me, or to make up songs about why I am so fat and how much food I eat. NO ONE. I repeat, NO ONE HAS THE RIGHT TO HURT ANOTHER HUMAN BEING THIS BADLY.

				My throat constricts. The neck brace feels as if it’s shrinking and cutting off my esophagus. I reach up to cover the words with my hand and the Web site dissolves.

				I want to go. Now.

				When Dad drops me off he doesn’t say anything about picking me up early. I bet he’d like to leave me and never come back. I wonder if Mom even told him I have a half day today. All he says is, “I love you, honey.”

				He has to say that.

				It’s windy. I hate wind. Goose pimples prickle my bare legs, and I will them away. Don’t engage your senses. Don’t feel, don’t touch, taste, hear, speak.

				No one tries to engage me all morning, which isn’t unusual. My econ teacher smiles, but she has to. She’s a nun. It’s obvious by the way my teachers avoid me or look at me like I’m a freak that they know my history. Thanks, Mom and Dad. No doubt they told the principal, who talked to all my teachers, who now condemn or pity me.

				“Hey, you’re out early. What is it, Debutante Day?” Green Boy plops down next to me on the bench. Too close. My arms press to my sides.

				He inches closer.

				I shoot him a fiery glare.

				“Yikes!” He slides back an inch. “If you want me to go, just say so.”

				I don’t because I can’t. I’d move if there was any other place to sit near the loading zone. Anyway, I was here first.

				He sprawls, his legs extending straight out and his hands locking behind his head. “Hygrometer rising. Upslope conditions and a high-pressure ridge with that plume of tropical moisture typically means monsoonal flow from the Gulf. Smell it?”

				I don’t smell.

				“Smells like rain. With a little skunk mixed in.”

				I catch a glimpse of his face. His smile. He wiggles his dark eyebrows and I shrink to try and make myself invisible.

				Go away.

				“I’m Santana, by the way.” One of his arms flies in front of my face, fingers spread. I flinch. He waits a second, then raises and lowers his hand like he’s checking if I’m zoned.

				If he touches me . . . 

				I’ll scream. I will. Or if I can’t, I’ll bite him.

				“What you’ve heard is true.” He does a thumbs-up. “The ladies love me.”

				I swing my knees to the right, over the end of the bench, to turn my back on him. I retrieve Desire in the Mist from my book bag. The pages riffle in the wind and I hold them down.

				“I live in that house next door.” He waits. For what, I don’t know. “I see you come here after school every day.”

				Is he watching me?

				He adds, “Obviously looking for me.”

				When I don’t respond, he says, “I did shower this morning. Passed through the decontamination chamber and everything.”

				I hunch over my book and concentrate hard. Charles removed a suitcase from the closet shelf and opened it onto the bed. Maggie Louise watched from their bedroom door. Their bedroom, where they’d slept and talked long into the night and made love to the sounds of the city. Charles stopped suddenly and braced himself on the carved mahogany headboard. His shoulders began to shake—

				Green Boy says, “Okay, I confess. I’m a stalker.”

				He’s irritating. I reach in my bag for a pen. In the bottom margin of my book, I write, “Why don’t you just kill me now?” I rip out the page, swivel around on the bench, and thrust it at him.

				He reads it. “I said stalker. Not strangler.”

				A moment passes. He smiles. “Did I mention the ladies love me?”

				I bury my head in my book. “Oh, love. My love.” Maggie Louise rushed across—

				Green Boy sighs.

				I think, Loser. In my peripheral vision, I see him look at me. Just stare at the side of my face or my neck brace. I wish he’d go I wish he’d go I wish—

				He says, “May I ask what you’re reading?” He reaches out to rotate the book toward him.

				I clutch it to my chest, like a shield.

				His arm retracts, but he angles his head over to read the cover. “Ah,” he goes. “I read Desire in the Mist for comparative lit last year.”

				He is so not funny.

				“My favorite part is where our heroine says to the studnut on the cover, ‘You’re the only man I’ve ever loved. The only man I ever will. And yet, I’d trade you in for a Gucci bag.’”

				Shut up.

				“‘Oh, darling. My darling,’” Green Boy mocks in a falsetto. He falls off the bench onto his knees and steeples his hands. “‘Just one more time, let me play your instrument of love.’

				“Sorry.” His voice lowers to normal and he goes, “‘I mean, your tremendous trombone of manhood.’”

				The wind lifts my hair and I think, Take me away. I can’t be feeling this, whatever it is. Interest? I stand to leave.

				“Wait.” He scrambles to his feet. “I’m not making fun of your reading tastes. You should see the crap I read.”

				My hair flies in front of my face.

				Where’s Dad? He’s stranded me. I gaze down the street as if wishing will make Dad magically appear.

				Green Boy extracts a tin from his front pocket. His long-sleeved shirt flaps in the wind as he opens the tin.

				The scent of licorice tickles my nose. I blow out all smell.

				“I bought this online at a classic candy store,” he says. “They advertised it as, ‘Sen-Sen. The original breath perfume.’ You want one?”

				Is he saying my breath smells? The aroma of licorice is so strong I can’t control the urge to pinch my nose.

				“I know,” he says. “Kind of sickening.”

				What, me? My breath?

				I don’t want to breathe. My hair’s stuck in my mouth, where it can stay. At least the wind diffuses the smell.

				He’s tall, but then everyone towers over me. If I could talk, I’d tell him, “Blow. Fly away home.”

				“Sometimes I wake up in the middle of the night and I can still taste licorice,” he says. “Thank the Lord for Listerine.” He makes the sign of the cross, then gurgles at the sky.

				I wish he’d shut up. Where’s Dad? What time is it?

				“Sorry. I’m not being irreverent. Well, maybe a little.” He cracks a grin.

				He must be a total loser if he’s talking to me. He is semi-attractive, in a nerdy way. Not that I’m judging him or dissing him. He’s a boy. They’re all alike.

				Don’t look at him. Don’t listen. Don’t even think he might be different.

				All I can do is wait. Wait for my parents to rescue me, which they never do. I wish I wore a watch so I could stare at it, drop a hint. I’ve earned this window of trust with Mom and Dad and I’m going to need it. No cars in sight. No other place to sit. I can’t just stand here like a target waiting for him, for someone, to attack me. I make a decision—return to the bench.

				“The anemometer measured gusts of more than sixty miles per hour overnight.” He slides in beside me, not real close. “Did I mention I’m addicted to the Weather Channel?”

				I take out Desire in the Mist.

				“There’s weather on the Web too. Anywhere on earth, you can find out the weather.”

				Fascinating.

				“You have hair in your . . .” He indicates his face and mouth.

				With the corner of the book, I scrape the hair out of my mouth.

				“I love a chinook,” he says. “Except it’s hard to talk over wind.” He raises his voice a little. “Which is probably why I missed what you said.” I feel his eyes boring into my ear. He sighs loudly. “How did you break your neck? Or sprain it?”

				Page 143. Maggie Louise heaved a guttural sigh, her ample breasts expanding—

				“The cast, or whatever that is, looks uncomfortable. Did someone drop you on your head?”

				I squinch my ears shut before continuing to read . . . ample breasts expanding in her Victoria’s Secret—

				“Wait, don’t tell me. Olympic tryouts. You look athletic.”

				I can’t help cutting him a sideways glance.

				“Aha! You landed a Rudi wrong. I’ve done that. Or was it a back salto with a double twist?”

				I spin away from him again and hunch over my book . . . low cut, lacy red corset that Charles had given her for Valentine’s Day. No one ever gave me anything for Valentine’s Day. Well, Dad, but that doesn’t count. I’ve never had a boyfriend and I never will.

				The smell of licorice is overpowering and I shut down my senses to read. Charles swiped his eyes with a knuckle. He said, “What about—”

				“A triple twist?” Green Boy interrupts. “A quad?”

				Stop! Stop it. “Forget Emilio,” Maggie Louise sobbed. “There’s only us. Only now.” Maggie Louise regretted the words as soon as they left her mouth. She could never give up Emilio. I turn the page. I wait for Green Boy to pipe up again, but he doesn’t. Maybe he finally got the message.

				She pressed her head to Charles’s chest and felt her heart beat with his. Emilio. Oh, my love, Emilio. How could she tell him it was over?

				Green Boy says, “I could show you my Rudi.”

				A drop of rain splats on my page at the exact moment Dad drives up.

				“It’s a rooty-tooty Rudi,” Green Boy calls at my back. As I swing open the car door, I hear him mutter under his breath, “A rooty-tooty Rudi? God, tell me I didn’t say that.”

				Over the racket of grinding up a steak and slimy gravy for my dinner, Dad shouts, “I’m really sorry I forgot.”

				Did you ever drink meat?

				He apologizes all through the meal for spacing my schedule. “There was a fender bender and the interstate was at a standstill. It took me twenty minutes to get to an off-ramp. I’m so sorry, Daelyn. Thank you for your patience.”

				He says the words, but they don’t ring true.

				“I hope you didn’t panic.”

				He hates it even more than Mom when I have a wack attack. One time we got on an elevator—I think we were going to the shrink—and it was around lunchtime and people kept rushing in, punching the Open Door button and crushing me against the wall where I felt trapped and couldn’t breathe. I started to panic and hyperventilate, whimper and squirm because I couldn’t get out, get me out, and Mom was there, telling Dad to punch the button for the next floor. He made people move and they got angry, then he yanked my arm too hard to pull me through the crowd because my feet were planted, they were glued to the floor, the faces of everyone scowling at me and Dad shouting, “Move aside! Let us THROUGH!”

				His guilt trip for forgetting me at school gets me out of kitchen cleanup, at least. I go to my room and log on to Through-the-Light.

				WTG is Ways to Go. How to do it. Methods and Means. Each is rated 1 to 5, low to high, in terms of effectiveness, availability, and pain.

				Exsanguination (bleeding to death)

				Effectiveness: 4–5, if you cut an artery. Otherwise 1–2.

				Oh, now you tell me, I think.

				Time: Minutes to hours.

				Availability: 5. Razor-sharp knives are best. Razor blades are difficult to hold when they’re covered with blood.

				No kidding. I’d hated the blood. So much blood.

				Pain: 2–3. Hurts at first.

				Not that much. It hurts worse later, after you find out you failed.

				Notes: Slitting wrists is a common suicide “gesture” and hardly ever results in anything more than a scar. Average time to die from a wrist-slitting depends on your height, weight, and how large and deep your wounds are. Expect at least two to four hours; longer if you weigh more or have increased body mass.

				That was one miscalculation I made. Four hours, though? Of bleeding to death?

				Strength and determination are required to cut deeply into groin or carotid arteries, which are the only wounds likely to kill you. Cutting your throat is difficult due to the fact that carotid arteries are protected by your windpipe. If you want to cut your wrists, cut along the blue vein on the underside of your arm. A hot bath helps, since it keeps the blood flowing quickly and slows down clotting. Position yourself so your wrists don’t fall inward against your body, blocking off blood flow.

				That was my second mistake.

				Wouldn’t the bath get cold in four hours?

				Discovery danger is high.

				Especially if you haven’t given yourself enough time.

				This is giving me anxiety, and I don’t want to feel. I touch FF and scan the discussion topics. Same as before. I pick Bequests.

				I leave my extensive LEGOS collection to Dmitri R*. I’d like Dmitri R* to take my dog.

				J_Doe090859 should talk to Dmitri R* first. What if Dmitri R* doesn’t want his dog? I’m pretty sure J_Doe090859 is a guy. Girls don’t leave LEGOS as legacies.

				I bequest and bequeeth my wedding vail to my beloved husband, Ferdnor, who proceded me in death. He passed suddunly last year from a massiave heart attack. I find I can not live without him. Nor do I want to.

				So far on my list of property to bequeath I have my clothes, which should just be burned because Mom picked most of them out and they’re hideous; my new computer, which isn’t really mine because nothing Dad buys really belongs to me; my books, which I’m dealing with in my own way; and all my other earthly possessions that I threw into the closet when we moved here. If I were a generous person, I’d donate my stuff to a children’s charity or something.

				I’m not, obviously.

				For trash day I’m going to gather a pile of old games and clothes and worthless junk that would only remind them of me, and shove them into a Glad bag. The next-door neighbors have tons of trash, so one more bag won’t be noticed in the pickup. The trick is sneaking the bag out there without Mom or Dad seeing me.

				Twenty-one more days to remove every trace of my existence. I could do that in twenty-one minutes.

			

		

	


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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