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He defies gravity for a moment. His feet lift from the board. The board spins under him. A few times. So fast that it seems supernatural. Then gravity takes over and p160ulls them back down. His feet land on the top of the skateboard. It rolls a bit. Maybe because the land we are on is slightly tilted towards the cliff. Nimrod places one foot on the concrete and smiles at his success.

There he says. Now you try it.

I pace and shake my head. No way I can do that. He is nuts. I am not graceful. I constantly bump into furniture and walls all day at school and home. I cannot even catch a ball. The kids in gym hate me. I lose games for them.

Cmon Prudy he says. You can do it. He plants himself in my path. Tries to look me in the eye and says in a deep voice I believe in you. Of course our eyes never meet. Eye contact is not my thing and reserved only for the closest of family members. Its as exclusive as hugging.

I shove him out of my way. Again I misgauge my strength and he almost lands on his butt. Its okay though. We laugh. 

Nimrod has been making good on his promise to teach me to skate. We started doing it in my backyard. We have a slab of concrete surrounded by patched land. The slab must have been part of a patio. No way it was put there with the original construction. Our house was built before World War One. Maybe the late 1800s. Miki my sister believes they installed the patio in the 1950s when the middle class was booming in America and families liked to lounge around and sip iced tea while the kids played around them.

Now the slab has lost any smoothness. The shifting earth cracked it in places and grass and weeds grow through it. But Nimrod still uses it for skating. He is a street skater. Does tricks anywhere. At parks or parking lots or stairways. Anywhere. If the skateboard will fit he will skate over it. Some tricks he hears or reads about and some he makes up on his own. He is brilliant. I am not. Well not on a skateboard. I keep falling whenever I step on the tape gripped surface. Nimrod says that is normal. Even the pros fall.

Here Nimrod says and hands me his skateboard covered with demented sticker depictions of the Power Puff Girls and a skull on the top of the deck.

I glance around Riverview Park. Its a Saturday afternoon in early February. Its cold but not as cold as it should be thanks to global warming. The park is still under construction. In the middle of a major renovation. They added new concrete paths and flower beds and trees. But the Palisade cliff side of the park is normal. The gazebo and the basketball courts and the land between them are open. 

We hang out by a patch on the Bowers Street side that clearly overlooks Hoboken and New York City. A short wall with artsy tiles designed into it runs along the edge and leads down a small set of wide stairs to the path that runs along the edge of the cliff to the basketball courts at the other side of the park at Griffith Street. Hardly anyone is around which is how I like it. Some dog walkers. A few people sitting on the benches that run down Ogden Avenue who stare out at the skyline view. I can make a fool of myself out here. No one will see me fail and fall. Plus I hate crowds. People fill me with anxiety.

I shake my head and step away from the offered board.

Why not Nimrod says. 

The disappointment is clear in his voice. He sounds hurt too. He reminds me of the time back in December when I rejected his advancements during the teachers strike. I was so mad at him and he was so depressed. It took me until New Years to start hanging out with him even though he promised right away never to do anything like that again. I am glad we are now together like this. I love hanging out with him. He is my best friend. Lately my only friend. I trust him. Even though I cannot tell him about my psychic ability I can trust Nimrod with my life. So why am I refusing to make a fool of myself on his skateboard.

I shrug an answer to his question.

Youve been doing great riding it he says. Making turns. Keeping balanced.

True. I rode the board here. Ogden Avenue starts at Booraem Avenue where I live. At first I rode down the sidewalk and avoided the street. I did not want a car to hit me. But the sidewalks were horrible. The board has great shocks and smooth wheels. The problem was the sidewalk being so old. Each slab of concrete that was laid out decades ago is at different heights now. Many of them cracked and jagged. The wheels kept dipping and knocking me off balance. Sometimes the wheels ran against a deep edge and stopped the board and sent me ahead of it. I hated that the most. The quick motion of landing on my feet and running to a stop while humiliation fuels my heart. 

The threat of being hit by a car seemed minor after that experience. Ogden is a one way street. The traffic moves away from the park. I figured I could see a car coming at me and still have enough time to move out of its way. Plus Nimrod promised to look out for me as he jogged at my back. The ride was good. I kind of liked it. It felt a little like flying. I pushed faster to feel the cold winter wind press against my face. Nimrod ran faster and complained about my speed. He warned me about the upcoming streets that intersected Ogden. I saw them. But I did not slow for them. The cars had stop signs and I bet on them to obey. Hoped. 

You think youre made out for vert instead he asks.

Vert is a skating style where you cruise around. Its not so safe though. I read that vert skaters go down long steep hills at great speed. It is as dangerous as street style.

I shrug. Maybe I am better at vert. But that does not mean I want to travel at fifty miles per hour on a Jersey City street. The drivers around here are insane. They rarely stop for people in the crosswalks even though the people have the right of way. The drivers rarely stop at corners to make turns. Hell they rarely go the speed limit of 25 miles per hour. The news is filled with stories about people being hit by cars at all hours of the day. Drivers do not discriminate. The death of children and old people messes me up. 

Okay Nimrod says. Well do you wanna cruise around here then. 

I look around the surface. It’s flat enough. Wide enough. I nod.

Cool Nimrod says and hands me the board again.

I take it and lay it down on its wheels. I place my foot wearing Hello Kitty canvas sneakers on the middle of the board. I am seven or so feet away from the wall and the stone stairs that lead down to the cliff path. Should be plenty of room to make a turn and not run into the steps.

Have you asked Miki to get you a board yet he asks.

I shake my head. 

Miki has been busy with the Tenebrous project. Since the out of state training was a bust she had to do it locally. For a few weeks she went into the city and met up with Gray Miranda and this new guy Mike Mallory to start their training. Miki could not tell me where they met. It was a secret. I imagined it was some run down or abandoned building. When I mentioned that to Miki she flinched. I guess I was way off. Most likely they met in an office building or some convention room at a hotel. 

She finished the meetings last week and now sits around the house all day reviewing law books and criminal investigation procedures and related websites that she learned about from the training. They learned nothing that involved their psychic abilities. Everything that was taught was natural and man made. If you call the world of law enforcement natural. It is certainly man made.

Maybe I can buy you one for Valentines day.

I flash him an evil expression. Valentines day. Really.

Nimrod frowns. Realizing what he said.

Oh right he said. I didnt mean anything by it. I thought since it was a holiday. I supposed I can get you one for Easter.

I shake my head and glance at my feet.

Your birthday is in May right he asks.

I nod. 

Would that be okay.

I ignore his question and push the board forward. The surface is flat and the wheels grind over the sandpaper texture of the concrete. I must have pushed harder than I thought. Despite the distance the short wall comes up fast. I lean my weight to the right. I start to turn but it is too wide. I am not good at braking and scraping the tail to a stop yet. The nose hits the stone wall. My balance shifts and I fall off. Luckily the board does not go over the wall and down the cliff into the trees and weeds. 

I land on my hip and hand. Pain flares in the bone. My hand throbs but the skin should be okay since I am wearing pink mittens. The board bounces on the stairs and tumbles down out of sight.

Jesus Nimrod says and rushes to me. Are you okay.

A large smile across his face. He kneels down at my side. I straighten up on my butt. So glad that its not bony. I nod and pull the mitten off my hand. As I expect there are no scrapes or bruises. Only an ache. My hip is probably the same. Maybe that will bruise later.

That was so awesome Nimrod says and offers his hand. I take it and allow him to pull me up. For a first wipe out that goes into the books.

I shove his shoulder and shake my head. Despite the slight wounds it felt good to fall. Maybe it was the moment of no control and nature taking over. Kind of like an amusement park ride. I felt safe with Nimrod there. He was the electrical tracks on my roller coaster. He prevented me from going completely out of control.

You know what they say Nimrod says. Once you fall down you get back up.

I nod and walk to the stairs to retrieve the skateboard. Nimrod waits by the wall. The stairs are weird at first. A few feet long. I take big steps to land my foot on the next one. The concrete path meets me at the bottom. On my left is a stone wall that overlooks the cities and harbor between them below. For a wall that is probably almost a hundred years old it is in good shape. The cliff trees poke out on the other side and try to block the skyline. On my right a manicured lawn that curves up to the top side. If someone were sitting on the benches they could probably see the top of my head. Or not. I am short.

I spot the board on its wheels a few feet away. Thankfully it is not broken. It would suck for Nimrod and I would feel guilty. A boys board is as holy as a boys penis. He brings it everywhere and brags about it.

I pick it up and notice something farther down the path. A black shape that sticks out against the light gray concrete. A bundle. Walking closer I see that it is something in a large maroon bath towel. Maybe someone wrapped a watermelon or something similar up in it. Strange trash is not unusual in Jersey City. But this one has flies buzzing around it. 

A sick sensation fills my stomach as I walk closer to it. An odor fills my nose. A sweet and sour stink. The towel is dry and clean. It has not been out here long to suffer last nights rain. I kneel. My knees almost above it. The bundle is still. Nothing inside moves. If something was alive in there it is not making itself know.

Something alive. Really. What am I thinking. Could someone have killed a puppy or a cat and left it out here. Nimrod told me a story once where someone left a Saint Bernard in front of his building. It was drizzling that morning and whoever left it there covered it with a large towel. Maybe the owner of the dog did not want to deal with the money and effort it took to bury or cremate their dog. I hear it can be expensive. Is that love for a family pet. To leave your dead dog on the sidewalk like trash waiting for the garbage truck.

I slip my mitten back on and pinch the edge at the top of the bundle. Pulling it back I reveal another edge. So far nothing moves.

Prudy Nimrod calls out. You okay.

I pull back the other edge but not so far. A little white nose underneath it stops me from going further. I gasp and cover my mouth. A baby. A dead baby.

Footsteps come up behind me.

Hey whats going on he asks. Oh fuck. Is that.

I stand and nod and push him away from it. For his sake as well as mine. Back at the top of the stairs I make Nimrod call the police.
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He’s acting weird. Distant. I don’t blame him. Since coming over to watch TV with me like we do every Saturday afternoon, Jodie Coscarelli has been acting weird. No. He has been acting weird since I came back from that awful trip back in January. He still performs boyfriend duties. He kisses and hugs me but not like he used to do it. Not with the same passion. I loved how he squeezed me and groped me like he wanted to do more but restrained himself.

None of that now. We sit on the couch and binge-watch the X-Files. When we were kids, he came over every Friday night to watch it with me in the same living room we’re in now. Even back then when we were young teens, Jodie didn’t act this way. Even though we were just best friends, I sensed that he wanted me. I caught him staring, making connections with my eyes or sneaking peeks at my butt or boobs. I liked it. I like it so much that I let him have sex with me when we were fifteen. My first time and the last time we did it. I soon left for New York and started a war with my parents.
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