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For all of you a little Evo and not afraid
to admit it.


There’s A
Hole

 

“There’s a hole in the
bottom of the sea.”

 

I watched the trinkets of her broken
bracelet rise slowly. The raindrop so like a tear catching my
attention the most.

April Showers.

The star-shaped flower that flashed as it
rose reminded me of a true star rising up above the world. But it
wasn’t just a trinket; it was also a flower to complete a
rhyme.

Bring May’s Flowers.

Then there was the sun trinket that flew up
the fastest. The truest star. The God of Stars. The God of Life.
The Golden Marker of Summer.

Gives June Power.

 

“There’s a hole in the
bottom of the sea.”

 

Yes, time seemed slow enough, but even
through my panic, I knew that it was all in my head. Just like the
song.

Except, it was as if time were trying to
stop completely. As if to punish me more for my crimes. Or perhaps
it was trying to stop all the awfulness. That and the awful things
that were bound to follow the events now.

I only knew one thing for sure. This slowing
of time, it wasn’t stopping us. It was prolonging the inevitable.
It wasn’t stopping her. It was extending my suffering.

It was trying to stop me.

 

“There’s a
hole.”

 

I saw my body moving slower than the
trinkets that rose from her feet. Slower than my pillow she angrily
kicked that still hadn’t landed. Slower than the livid scowl that
turned manic as she pointed my way, her finger not quite on me
yet.

I saw it all.

 

“There’s a
hole.”

 

Everything was slow. Everything but my
mind.

Then everything happened at once.

The pillow hit the floor. The trinkets began
to spin. And then every book I owned opened as every stray note,
paper, and random things began to fly around the room. And all of
this transpired very slowly.

The three trinkets of hers spun in a
counterclockwise spiral equidistance from each other. They spun
faster and faster. They rose higher and higher in the air above
her.

I watched as heavier things, like my vaunted
stuffed animals, or my treasured tomes, slowly began to rise from
their designated places. My hair began to whip around.

And to my own horror, so too did my feet
rise from the ground.

I looked up ever so slowly and could see a
small black hole swallowing the arm I raised in my futile effort to
prevent everything from happening this way.

As if I could stop time. As if I could stop
anything.

I looked down and saw the horror reflected
in her face.

My face.

Nothing would ever be the same again.

And it was entirely my fault.

 

“There’s a hole in the
bottom of the sea.”


June Bug

 

“Shad—dup!” I told them all even before I
could wake up.

At this point she was kicking the door. My
chacha, I mean. Or nanny, that is. She didn’t like being called
nanny or au pair. She was inconsistent enough that I shouldn’t.

I heard swacks, bunks, and clacks all coming
from my locked door that was always supposed to be left open.
Better the door than me, although, she wouldn’t dare.

Niña.

Sigh.

I breathed out heavily.

“¡Apagar la alarma del
reloj, Estúpida!”

This time I sighed.

Niña Undía. She only ever
spoke to me when she was that
angry. No other time. The strange thing was that
she was always angry.

I blinked hard and sat up.

I turned to that damned alarm clock.

All it did was resound, bleeping to the
blinking 7:03 am.

I shrugged and plopped back down on my
belly, not even bothering with the snooze. The blaring alarm and
Niña’s door abuse tuned out Despair’s base song.

“Learn a new song!” I
complained, covering my head with my pillow.

“Niña Undía!” I heard, and
the banging stopped.

“Uhn,” I lolled
out.

It was after 10 a.m. on
the still new 14th
day of September.

Ah.

The first day of school.

I opened my eyes and rolled over to face the
window. I used to like looking out that window. The other day, I
even spotted a pure white dove on my windowsill for the first time.
But I haven’t seen it since, so it was probably gone.

I ruffled my messy bed
hair. “Geeees!”

With my good arm, I pushed myself up. I
looked at my alarm flashing the time.

It was busted, I finally concluded. Or kind
of busted. It seemed to work fine, but there must’ve been something
wrong with its internal clock.

That or the world.

Either the clock was against me or the
world.

See, for the last month or so, I’ve been
repetitiously setting the time on the damned thing. And always
right before bed when I noticed it was off. Sure enough, by morning
it’d be one to six hours behind.

Wasn’t I annoyed when the
problem righted itself several days ago. It was working perfectly
fine, then, gosh-darn-it, a black-out devoured the
whole-freaking-world on
Saturday night. That and it reset my alarm clock.

When the power returned before bedtime
yesterday, Sunday night, I set the alarm for six to give me an hour
to sleep-in before I’d have to get up for school today. Not my
brightest move, but who knew it’d turn out like this.

Wah, how fortuitous of me.

I yawned blissfully.

“¡Qué estás hacienda,
Chica Estúpida!” Niña shouted from downstairs. It sounded like the
basement, or perhaps the kitchen.

Now I rolled my eyes.

I sighed while I threw my legs over and
wobbled out of bed. As I piled my chosen clothes on my bad arm, I
heard a trauma downstairs.

Yup, definitely in the kitchen.

It was as if Niña took the finest of
Father’s trophies and pummeled them. It wouldn’t be the first time.
And it’s not like she’d take the blame herself. I believe that’d be
put on me.

I don’t know what snubbed me more, my
impending doom or her fake shout of surprise.

I shook my head and went in the
bathroom.

Of four chachas Nina was neither the worst
nor my favorite. She was better than Emily, the “Nanny” before
Niña. Emily smothered me with words and confused me with her
multitude of expressions.

She was a stupid goat.

That woman loved to talk,
loved to express, loved to feel, and loved to be in love. I mean
she loved everything. Me, my house, my room, my bed, all the furniture,
every animal, Evos, regular television broadcasts, books she’d
never even read, foods, anything that was stuffed, my drugs, ah,
and maladjusted men. All those things and more.

The only things she didn’t seem to like was
working and making a living. Boy was I glad when she was fired. I
was just a little miffed that it only happened after her male
friend “fell” two stories from my window. My chachas weren’t
allowed to have their male counterparts over. But boy was that the
worst two months, thirteen days, seven hours, and forty-nine
minutes of my life.

Before Emily was Henley.

I didn’t remember her too well. She was
part-time most of the time like Niña. That, and the first two years
that we had her I was on a heavy medication regime. I think she was
stressed. Actually, I was sure of it. Even so, all I really
remember was her hair pulling.

I remembered how after waking from Despair
I’d find discarded eyelashes, eyebrow hairs, and her long blond
hairs, also her blue nail bits in random places around the house.
More than what could be randomly shed. Occasionally, I’d catch her
in the act.

When my medication didn’t go down one day
and I became more lucid of her, I asked her why she was giving me
more than my prescribed doses of each medication. She quit after
that and I never saw her again.

For a short time before Henley was Mom, then
Abby who quit after a week. Ah, but before her was Margaret.

Margaret, I remember, was the mother I had
always wished I had. I still had the bracelet filled with trinkets
she gave us when we turned four. Or me. Mine had the golden sun,
the green leaf, and the whimsical purple beetle on it.

A June Bug.

Verse used to call me that. June-Bug.

I shook my head smiling, staring at the
strange bug. Then I put it away.

Margaret was Father’s chacha when he was a
growing boy. She used to tell us he was a very indulged child.
She’d always tell us “He had a good heart, but…” the but always
indicating the lie she told herself.

But still, I liked to imagine the tales of
my father saving tadpoles from dragonflies to put in his teacher’s
desk in a more innocent light than what had actually
transpired.

I remember the picnics, the stories, the
rhymes, but especially the puzzles. Right before she tucked us in
at night she’d help exchange notes or tell us stories of great or
malignant people. She’d explain fate, curses, and warn us of
brujas.

She was the best. I also think she was the
reason why I actually liked him.

Yeah. She was my favorite human. That’s why
when she left right before I was five, taking a huge piece of us
with her, and without so much as a goodbye, everything changed for
the worst.

I frowned and opened the bathroom door.

All I could smell was smoke and
over-barbequed meat.

“Who’s Stupid!” I called
down from my room.

Enter Niña.

Quite frankly, she was the only decent
relationship my life had to offer at present. If you ignored her
lies, her quiet, submissive boyfriend, and the recurrent verbal
abuse aimed at any one of us at any given time, she was great. No
one else got me like she did, so I really appreciated her neglect.
I couldn’t stress how much I hated being smothered. Especially with
all the special activities I used to take up.

But there were no more of those.

And almost two years and six months had
passed since I first met Niña.

I guess in our own way, we had something
special. I guess she meant a lot to me. I guess I appreciated her.
Even if to her I was nothing more than a ultra entitled brat who
thought I could do whatever I wanted.

She hit the hammer on the nail with that
one. And I knew I’d like her from that third week when she told me
that she wasn’t my slave.

I mean it baffled me, I won’t lie. I had
never asked for anything, not really, and I could pretty much do
anything I’d ever need a slave to do, so what was the point of
having one?

No, I never needed a slave. I didn’t want
one.

I needed space. I needed someone who’d give
me space, and if my babysitter needed to be a slave for me to get
it, then so be it.

Yup, I needed space. From everyone.

Ah, except from King!

I looked around the living room.

“King!” I called, getting
no greeting as I opened the front the door. “King?
Strange.”

Niña must’ve scared her off.

Only King wasn’t in her porch bed either.
Her best friend, Peck the Squirrel, he loitered by the front porch
barking aimlessly at the inanimate thing.

I huffed and went to grab some grub, as
Verse would put it.


King of Despair

 

“Gees,” I complained as I entered the kitchen.

The living room was pristine. The kitchen
was black.

I mean, the stove, the cabinets, the
counter, the sink, the floor, and, strangely, the back door, they
were all blackened.

I used every physics book I’ve ever read
compiled into my knowing to try and form a hypothesis on how this
could’ve possibly happened and just ended up shaking my head in the
end.

“Ah,” I barked, grabbing a
hot cabinet knob before letting it go quickly.

I growled, pulling my sleeve down, and
opened the cabinet. Lucky enough, its contents were unharmed. I
grabbed a can of wet food.

Explosion, I guessed. Perhaps Niña
or her boyfriend exploded something recently, which would explain
the black everywhere.

“Just not the
heat.”

But I didn’t know what material that knob
was made of. It could simply be that it was good at absorbing and
retaining heat. That could be it because it’s been a while since
that uproar.

“Nice going, Niña.
Father’s going to kill me when he comes back.” I looked up at the
ceiling, catching the quietest of snickers from behind the closed
basement door. “The soot on the ceiling is a nice
touch.”

And all over a broken alarm.

Or, if I considered this wasn’t an accident,
seriously, where the heck did she get a flamethrower?

When I got no other response I shrugged.

Niña would’ve gone off at my comments so I
assumed it was just No Name Male Friend No 1 and a friend again
downstairs. Niña was probably at the grocery store.

I went to the fridge and heard the
disturbance first.

It made my breath stall.

Slowly, I looked up and the box of corn
puffs that hid the cookie jar was gone. That left the quivering
cookie jar in plain sight.

 

“There’s a hole. There’s a
hole. T—”

 

“SHUT UP!” I screamed,
covering my ears.

Backing away, I slipped on a broken plate,
pushing the piece into the heel of my other foot.

“Ss,” I hissed, the new
pain pulling me out of Despair.

I heard a quick wrap of laughter from the
basement, smothered, of course. People laughed for too many
different reasons for me to ascertain whether it was significant or
not. Ergo, it was of little importance.

I shook my head and stood up again.

I stepped to the fridge and reached for the
closed cookie jar. When my fingers had it, then my hands, I put in
my arms and held it together so I wouldn’t drop it, seeing that my
touch always made it vibrate so hard. It wanted the lid off and I
was never going to let that happen again.

There was a sharp bark of laughter from
within. It was condescending.

“Shut up,” I gutted at
it.

Then I looked around.

“Very funny. Next time,
just break the cookie jar too. And if this mess isn’t cleaned
before my parents come home from their anniversary, I’ll show the
world that video!” I yelled, stuffing Mom’s antique cookie jar in
the drawer in the bottom of the fridge.

I breathed out in relief.

It’s like what Margaret used to always say,
and then Verse.

Out of sight, out of mind.

I grabbed the sour cream and slammed the
fridge shut.

Then I swore at the pain in my foot.

“Just something to
consider. I mean, you guys don’t want to go to jail do you? You
still have a decade until the statute of limitations is
up.”

I left them with that, grabbed two spoons
and two slices of bread, and hopped to the bathroom on one
foot.

When I was in I cringed.

So not just the cookie jar, but Niña also
took the blind down from the mirror. Despair made its momentary
appearance, winking at me before giving my reflection back.

Way to torture me, Niña.

Was the alarm really that bad for all these
aggressive attacks? Or did I do something else, like oversleeping
for school? Maybe she wanted time for her and her male counterpart
alone. But if she wanted that then she should’ve just left.

I guess it could be something the world had
done to her that she was taking out on me. Even still, it was
concerning that she was pulling all the psychological stops on me.
She had never fought so dirty before.

I put the blind back up over the mirror and
addressed my now bloody sock. My foot hurt, but pain was only a
perception. A warning of danger.

After fixing myself up I spooned several
huge gloops of cream into my mouth, and the rest onto the bread,
making a sandwich.

I went upstairs, got a fresh pair of socks,
put on a pair of my long gloves, and shimmied into my windbreaker.
Then I stepped into my shoes and grabbed my bag.

I jumped down the stairs, out the front
door, and into the manicured jungle of the yard. Half of the garden
was fragrantly dead for the season, and the other half, the bushes,
a few trees, some tall grass, it was alive and thriving. Not
evergreens. Hybrids.

Mutants.

The only kind of mutant accepted by the
world.

“King?” I called and got
no response.

Peck, King’s odd best friend, disappeared
behind the lattice work under the porch, continuing to bark.

I headed over and squatted for a better
view.

Peck kept running from the back of the
underside of the porch to the front, but it was something else that
caught my attention. That something was a huge shadow with yellow
reflecting off its tapetum where the light hit its eyes.

I smiled as the huge maine coon watched me
from the dark corner under the porch.

“Ah, King!”

I wonder what I did to her.

Gees, first Niña, now King.

I yanked at a square of latticework with my
good arm until the nails came out and tossed the piece aside. Then
I crawled under the porch through spider webs older than my great
grandma.

King, she was never my cat. I never wanted
her. I never gave her a name. Ah. I didn’t name her. Me. I wanted a
dog I could name Neutron. That, obviously, never happened.

When Mom brought King home from her practice
almost five years ago, King and I hated each other. I’m guessing
only Mom knew she was a girl because I didn’t care until Verse
pointed it out a few years later, and, apparently, no one else did
either.

Like me, King wasn’t an object of interest
to anyone who mattered. Unlike me, she got about a month of
affection before the pass over became apparent. King got about a
year before Mom, the veterinarian, forgot to continue feeding her,
and it was never put on any of our chachas’ list of
responsibilities. Actually, I’m sure they all believed that King
was a stray I invited in as opposed to a family pet.

It was on my birthday, I remember. The
infinite ate of eights. I hung on a branch by my belly all by my
ownsome, coming down from drug haze, all while Despair whispered in
my ears.

At some point, my upper body outweighed my
lower half and I fell down to the ground. Unable to move, I lay in
the grass and watched the clouds. The drugs wore off, and all there
was left was pain and Despair. So much pain. And my arm tormented
me.

It was that one sound I recall.

“Meow,” I heard once. Then
I kept hearing it. It sounded sad.

It was so annoying and pathetic I ignored
it.

Then a cat, a small baby cat, King, slowly,
cautiously, came out of hiding. Her yellow eyes were half cast as
she neared. She sniffed and sniffed me. Then she just decided to
intrude my space further and rubbed against me. All over me.
Desperately.

When I didn’t abuse her or make any motion
otherwise she got comfortable and fell asleep on my chest with a
loud, trembling racket.

At first, I got upset. I
mean, King had to know. King had
to know I wasn’t her. I’m sure we smelled
different. I knew we moved differently. And I never showed the
beast any regard anyhow unlike the kicker King actually belonged
to.

To be honest, I thought the beast was gone.
Domestics disappeared when the food did. I had read that cats
rarely had any real loyalties to humans. But even so, King hadn’t
left. And the one person it used to spit at, it was now begging for
affection from.

“You know I’m not her?” I
asked the cat, who meowed back, instead of opening its eyes. I sat
up and grabbed her when I could, pushing her to my lap. Then I
grabbed her tag. “King?”

Slowly, I came around to petting her. Then I
fed her.

Weren’t we both abandoned? Weren’t we still
family?

So rose an unspoken pact between us. That
we’d help take care of each other. And we did. King kept Despair
away and I fed her. We both kept each other company.

Only, last night, for the first time ever
King refused to come into the house. Now she was hiding from
me.

“Hey. I’m keeping my part
of the bargain. Gees.”

I dragged myself closer and stopped when I
heard a growl.

“Um… What’s wrong? Do I
stink or something? I brushed my teeth and took a shower,” I
confirmed.

I reached a hand out to her and earned a
hiss.

“Uh?”

Cats were so much easier to read than my
kind.

That wasn’t anger. That was pure fear. And I
was about to pull my hand back, so as not to cause any more
distress, but when I left it extended too long King sniffed my
fingers.

I heard her meow before her cold nose and
soft warm head butted into my hand. Although we surely rekindled
that established trust we had, King made no attempt to move from
her safe place or to even come nearer.

I huffed and looked around for a fox or
coyote maybe. Niña?

“Okay,” I steadied myself,
seeing that a scared animal needed to overcome fear in whatever
time they had. There was room for some liberty.

I opened King’s food and spooned it on the
ground near her. When she began to eat I pet her until she was
finished and pushed myself out.

I breathed in the fresher dead grass-scented
air and looked at the cirrus clouds lower down in the
atmosphere.

“Niña.”


Favorite
Chocolates

 

My sandwich had only gotten a little dirty,
but the chances of it having a deadly microscopic culture on it my
immune system couldn’t handle was relatively low so I ate it.

I hopped over cracks as I walked to the East
End grocery store, the one Niña never used, dragging my wagon
behind me. Because I couldn’t take the wagon in the store with me I
locked it to a pole. I programmed a cart to follow behind me and
made the rounds through the aisles.

I only grabbed the essentials, seeing as I
was strapped for cash until my father came back. I got lots of
toilet paper, paper towels, soaps, shampoos, multipurpose cleaning
liquids, powdered eggs, dehydrated foods, powdered drink flavoring,
fresh eggs, juices, flour, sugar, water, salt, a few spices,
purified and de-mineralized water, and a few snacks for the
restless ones.

I smiled.

Jacks and Hops, ah, and Chris (the restless
ones), loved cream filled junk foods, sugar, and anything with the
word hydrogenated in the recipe. To balance that out, I put a lot
of fresh, frozen, and canned fruits and veggies in the cart. I
finished with the instant soups, noodles, and hot cereals. I even
threw in some pancake mix and syrup, stretching my budget just a
bit.

A new clerk frowned at me, and I wondered if
I somehow made him sad. People frowned when they were sad. Ah, but
they also frowned when they disapproved of something, I
remembered.

By now, more than half of the country knew
my face, although they may have also forgotten it or would never
recognize me in person. But I knew almost everyone here did
recognize me. So perhaps I was someone he disapproved of.

But per usual he moved on before I could
figure it out.

I’ll never know. Not if he doesn’t say
anything. Oh, is it my cart?

When his face became pained as he checked
out my stuff, I knew why immediately. Youths under the approved age
unaccompanied by an adult weren’t allowed to self-checkout. And
watching him, I realized that him constantly dropping my products
and him continuously having to restart the register probably meant
that he wasn’t that good at his menial job yet. I imagined that was
probably a great source of frustration for him.

Or maybe personal problems ailed him.

I dropped my shoulders and merely watched
him for giveaways or quirks. If he was a permanent clerk, I’d need
to know these things in the future. All it did was remind me that
emotions and expressions that weren’t my own were always
tricky.

I turned and glanced at the magazines after
seeing that my budget was in check. Evil was in every headline, so
I looked over and an excited gasp escaped me.

I recognize this junk!

It was Verse’s favorite. Chocolate, I
believe. The tiger stripe bars. He used to eat these all the time
when he could get them.

Making the clerk lurch, I smiled and grabbed
a handful of them and threw them in the back of the un-scanned
stuff. Then the clerk, Dilero Opyyl, gave me the same exact look
all my teachers usually did.

I smiled at him. “You’re new. I’m June. I’m
a regular.”

I wasn’t surprised when he smiled back, or
when that gave him some sort of relief.

“That I am. I’m Dilero,
but everyone calls me Dill. It’s nice to meet you. I, uh, just
started, you know, the day it blacked out. Bad omen,
right?”

I nodded and watched him carefully. He
dropped things less and less, and moved more energetic and
confidently now.

If Verse didn’t show up today then I’d give
him the tiger bars on Friday. We could laugh and eat them together.
He’d say something useless about my usual diet and I’d explain in
detail to him why his was all wonky. The best part is I’d back it
on the wings of proven science and show him. And then we’d laugh
about it and he’d want to stay this time.

Yeah.

That funny special feeling that rarely came
around made its presence known in my chest. I shook my head and
turned, catching a glimpse of a dark reflection in the shiny window
before it disappeared with an arrogant sneer.

I stared at my reflection in the window
utterly perturbed.

“Oh, gee,” I said quietly,
that rare feeling completely gone.

Despair was never quiet and always made its
presence known. The fact that it didn’t this time around caused a
shudder down my spine.

I decided that I wouldn’t get carried away
and went back to watching the bumbling new clerk Dill.

“Dill’s a neat handle. But
I’m designated June. And you know, I don’t think it was a bad omen.
Just an interesting start to a tedious conversation to be had with
you.”

It baffled me when the frown returned.

 

1, 2, Buckle My Shoe…

 

I’d go to school tomorrow.

It was a decision I made when I heard the
overly loud school bell signal the end of the school day from the
park.

The woods behind me were a quarter mile walk
to the school from here.

I shrugged.

“June!”

I peeked up and there were Sessa and Vaughn,
along with Spike, Day, and Crouton; although I was sure all but
Vaughn used a moniker over their real names.

A feeling I got told me not one of them
really liked me, especially Day, who always glared at me. Though
Sessa and Vaughn always smiled and spoke politely to me.

I looked all around them and everywhere
else. The van.

“No Verse,” Vaughn cleared
the air.

I didn’t like the look Vaughn gave me when I
turned to him. Sessa had it too, only hers was tainted by her clear
irritation. She had a pretty headband on, though. Each purple
crystal ladybug caught the sun’s gleam.
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