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      A cold breeze blew through the palm trees, carrying the currents of the ocean and sailing the debris along the shore. Shadows shaped the landscape and came alive along the sand descending with the sunlight from above. From afar, faces took form and were peering from the lonely shore back at what little of the craft remained, washing up from the currents. Their deceitful eyes mocked each other from their places on the sand, acknowledging each other’s silence. They couldn’t bear the idea of being together; just as they couldn’t bear that they had been forgotten.

      The night was getting colder. The wind was growing stronger as it howled over the horizon. As the darkness drew ever so closely, washing over every bit of light and bringing silence to the restless all around. The group dragged along the shore; seven teenage faces broke from out of the group of five adult figures.

      The sun’s rays no longer danced nor shone openly upon their distressed faces. The night had come quickly. Wet, cold, and tired, every minute that went by was another minute together. Another disturbing realization: they were trapped together, all stranded along the Pacific Ocean somewhere. Assistant Principals and students digging their nails into the sand and throwing it at one another, all out of anger.

      In the distance, I sat, wet, cold, and quite alone from the rest of the group. My face chilled and as lifeless as the others. I held my body, resting my head on the top of my knees. The wind pushed through the air, carrying with it a bite.

      In the middle of it all, in a prison on an island separated from the world. That’s how high school felt, and it didn’t matter the hobbies or ideas. Some were always bent on following the same norm, some only knew one way. One place that could offer no peace or solution to the world that was already known and lived by everyday lives. I, on the other hand, had simply started mine. And it was dangerous territory. I had no idea just how dangerous.

      I don’t remember how it happened. Or why he chose me. From a distance, two dark, mysterious round eyes gawked right at me. The man was in his early 30s, wearing a three-piece suit. His eyes were brutal and evil; his smile filled with malice and an all-knowing expression that was deceiving and frightening. A discriminating ninth-grade Assistant Principal, an alcoholic and sometimes bully. What did he want with me? Why me? I had asked myself all these same questions over and over. Had I ruined his plans? What would he do now? What were they?

      I didn’t want to even wonder nor guess. I was afraid of him.

      The man sat on the sand, burying his hands deep into the dirt while looking at me. He raised a handful of sand, and the grains ran through his fingers all the while his stare would not dart away. I looked away once as a smile spread over his plump full face, and he winked cleverly. As if to say it was just the two of us. In a way, we were alone, even if there was a group of others. He could easily have his way because he was in charge of this operation, as he had put it back in Middleton.

      And I was here. I had to be. It was either that or get sent back a year. And that’s what he wanted. Any way he could, he wanted it, but I don’t think he ever expected this. And now, here we were.

      The clouds moved over the sky like cotton monsters stalking live prey. I was alive for the first time. Alive to feel the wind blowing my hair back, staring at the black endless sky that was expanding over my head. The stars were sparkling and blinking back at me from the core of the heavens…
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      Illusion (Stranded) I think that’s the best way to describe it. A way a person can go deep inside their head and try to make sense of what pain an incident in their life put them through in the first place. But my pain started at home. It began there and developed into something I never picture it would be. I remember writing stories. It was a way of blocking out the abuse I had to endure from my father and mother. They both had their own special ways of dishing out the anguish. And it wasn’t just physical abuse but mental. And if you’re a kid sometimes you don’t see it. Until you take a step back and realize just how deep and messed up it was.

      In my mind I kept writing, spawning a fantasy only I could understand— that would separate me from what was happening in my life. I started the story but never knew how to continue. Did I want to tell the truth? Could I? Or did I just want to write a story others would read but get nothing out of. No of course not, I wanted people to know the truth. I’ve always been a big believer of truths. This character was very much a real person. At first attempt I tried to create a fictional character out of fear and out of judgement. But I also wanted to tell my story. Like I said it’s easier to write fiction.

      And this is the story that spawn in my mind, ‘Two dark round eyes gawked right at me.'

      That start was part of what I wanted to include in Stranded. Describing a man, in his early 30’s. An assistant principal,’ – As the story went. An alcoholic and sometimes bully. That’s what she said he was. Sherry, the antagonist in the story. Although it could very much be me. That’s the thing about stories. There’s always a struggle, a twist. Something that keeps our protagonist from success and creates conflict. And can very much be said about true life.

      Let’s just call him CZ, for the sake of this introduction.

      Sherry told me things about him, and it only made me want to write more. I did. Created a whole character to fill in the holes. Because I knew nothing about the man. But the things she revealed were intriguing. I guess all things can be when you’re a young teen girl looking for an escape from your abusive life.

      I continued the story, never knowing where it was going to take me. I just wrote it. Sometimes writing things in school notebooks, a journal I started. Back then we didn’t have much of anything. However, I don’t want to say too much of my beginning. Since this is more about a single incident that happen to me in High School. But I do want to give some background of my life before the incident. And the things in my life that led me into the path that awaited me.

      I came to the U.S. at a young age, along with my sister. My parents had already established a life in Chicago, Illinois two years before. Originally my sister and me were born in Mexico, Monterrey, Nuevo Leon. I don’t remember a whole lot of Mexico, but the things I do are flashes of what seemed to be an okay life. A happy life living with my grandparents. My parents married young. My father was from what I’ve seen in pictures a nice-looking young man at the time in his life. I guess the envy of all, and quite the opposite of most Mexican men then. He had light skin and green eyes. His brothers and sisters were all a variety of colors. I had uncles with dark skin. So dark you would think they were African American. And others with light skin and colored eyes. I know this might all seem relevant. However, if you knew my father. You would very much understand why I find myself mentioning such details when it comes to skin color and lighter features. In fact, his entire side of the family were proud of these simple details. And one of the reasons my father as a young man was very vain. Being a lighter shade of skin in Mexican culture is considered something of higher stance. My father use to brag that it had to do with his ancestry, or him being of French and European descent. This was all he had. And he was proud of it. So, it’s of no surprise, why he like to repeatedly mention it to us throughout our lives growing up.

      ‘CZ sat on the sand burying his hands deep into the dirt, with his eyes staring at me. A hand full of sand ran through his fingers.’ (The story, Stranded.)

      It’s easier to write fiction because you can lie about it. And you can give your characters gifts in which to protect themselves from the villains. I had nothing I could use to protect myself with, but my parents. Fiction can be made the way you want it. In real life I had no control of what happen to me then. So, I just wrote it down.

      My sister and I were very young, when my mom and dad abandon us in Mexico. I never knew the details of why, and they only came into light in my adult life. It seemed that my father left at the encouragement of his parents to pursue a better life in the U.S., Or as my mother had said my grandparents had said, ‘Para que te encuentres una mujer Güera.

      During that time my parents were having marital problems. Infidelity. Or so my father believed. As my mother revealed in her own confessions to me later as an adult. Father was jealous of my aunt’s husband at the time, who was flirting and harassing my mother. When mother revealed this to my father. Father became enraged, however mostly with her. Accusing mother of cheating on him. Mother claimed father invited the man out and later threaten to kill him.

      I’m not sure how much of that is true. Mother has always been a narcissist. Something I wasn’t aware of but a fact my sister had often declared. So, because of this accusation from my father, it wasn’t a surprised that when my mother got pregnant with my sister. My father didn’t believe she was his daughter. That only caused further chaos and turmoil within our family. And caused a gap between my sister and father.

      So, when my father left to pursue a better life in the U.S., my mother at the encouragement of her own mother, followed him to the United States, leaving us with my grandmother.

      Two years of our life passed before we would again see mother. And what little I remember of that day still haunts my adult life today. I must have been 6 or 7, I’ve gotten a new dress for the occasion from my mother. I don’t even recall where my sister was. That’s how hazy some of the memories were then. However, she must have been there with me. Since I recalled both of us leaving soon after. My grandmother told me that my mother was here for me.

      —Clouds were moving over the sky, like cotton monsters stalking live prey. I was dying inside. The wind blew my hair back— (Stranded.)

      At that moment I just gave my grandmother a quizzical look. Wasn’t she, my mother? Who was this woman standing in front of me, smiling and trying to hug me. I didn’t know her, nor did I recognize her. I just wanted to play. However, dressed in this new dress she had bought us, she was here to take us away. Not only had she left us. Now she was back to take us away from the only home we knew.

      I recall playing with my cousins for the last time, dressed in that long sleeve dress. The sun was burning my tiny body. My face was a shade of pink, covered in sweat. The sun was out, and it was hot in Nuevo Leon. And I was dressed in a long sleeve dressed. My eyes squinted into a frown as I stood with a group of our cousins for what would be one of the last pictures I’d take with them for a long time.

      The next thing I would have to endure was an 8-hour trip out of Mexico, with the birth certificate of a young, deceased girl. As for my sister, she had to pretend to be a boy. Throughout the ride she assured the occupants riding with us that she was indeed a boy.

      The trip was even longer since our parents had to make the trip to Chicago where my parents were living. We stayed in Houston, Texas briefly and continued to Chicago on the next flight. The memories of our trip were hazy but when we arrived, we boarded a cab. I do recall losing my coat on the cab ride.

      It was strange seeing the city streets. If you’re a person that’s never been to the city or seen paved streets, it would seem amazing. Like a completely different planet, especially as a young child. Just looking out the window of our cab ride through the highways was the most exciting thing for a young girl to experience. Things would turn gray after that.

      I soon learned that while we were in Mexico for two years, my parents had a child. He was the first in our family to be born a US citizen. If you don’t know Mexican families, they’re proud of their boys. And even more now that he was an American.

      We met him for the first time in our new home, Chicago, as well as my father. My father would later ask us to call him uncle, not father. And several other names, until one day without warning he was angry and insisted we call him father again. Yeah, it was a very confusing time in my life. But it was only going to get far more.

      The stars were sparkling and blinking back from the dark sky, – The story makes more sense to me then my actual life.

      The first years in the U.S, both my sister and I would be sexually molested by one of my mother’s friend’s boyfriends. What I hate about that day is how I still recall what happen vividly. You know how there are things you can’t remember in your pass and there are those things that you just want to forget but can’t. For me, is that one thing. The only thing I can’t remember is how we ended up alone with him. The apartments in Chicago are a creepy place. The buildings are nothing like Texas dwellings. The apartments are built like hotel buildings; in which you’re inside a huge space and share the hallways and stairs with everyone, like New York. I was only aware of the difference when I came to live in Texas. Houston apartments are made a little different. We don’t share a large building with a bunch of strangers. The apartments are open not like a hotel setting.

      As a child I recalled being in that creepy alley in the back. I think it was some parking lot. Or an empty lot. Our living space was a basement. So, it dipped down under the building to get to our door. I know it sounds strange, but I recall it from a child’s point of view. And that’s how I remember it.

      There was very little light mostly coming from street poles from an empty parking lot to the side of the building. There were dumpsters nearby, a deserted field just over the wire rusted fence, to the left. It was a creepy place for any child to want to be found in. The man was somewhat in his early thirties. What I remember about him and can still see in my nightmares, is that caterpillar mustache on his face, along with those dark eyes and that perm dark nest of hair; styled into an afro. He was Hispanic. Skinny and tall almost lanky.

      There was a creepy vibe from him, even as a child I sensed malice. The man lifted my sister on his shoulders, and I wasn’t sure what I saw first him do to her. He was reaching his hand under her dress. Even as a child I knew what he was doing was bad, and wrong. I begged him to bring her down. My sister was very young, and I don’t recall if she even remembers. To this day I don’t have the strength to ask her. It’s already hard to write down of the things I recalled that day.

      After a little while he put her down, but he had already hurt her. That much I knew. In that very moment I felt fear for the first time. And you know fear. When your suddenly face with something that’s out of your control. You can’t run, and your backed into a corner. Your paralyzed unable to move. Your breathing increases and suddenly you can hear your own heartbeat inside your throat, and you feel like you’re going to choke or stop breathing. Because you can’t catch your breath. Things are running so fast in your tiny little mind. You can’t catch up with one single thought. You can’t even scream, that’s what I felt in that moment. My heart was racing even now I feel that terror, that weakness and that helplessness. Unable to run away or get away. I was afraid for my sister, afraid for me.

      That man still to this day haunts my memories. When I first was able to talk to my mother about what happen to us as children. She had never taken accountability for this incident.

      When she discovered what happen, the only thing I recalled her saying was not to tell my father. And to never speak about it to anyone. Even now as an adult she hasn’t taken any responsibility for that incident, or for what I’m about to reveal in this story. When I first revealed the incident to her, mother came off as ‘victim blaming.’ I can still hear her accusations. She was blaming me for not stopping what happen to me. For allowing it. Regardless, there was no accountability in her part.

      This story is not a bio, but a book about an incident that happened to me between the years of 1990-1992.

      Everything you’re about to read in this book actually happened. The ramblings of a teenage girl with an incredibly creative imagination should not divert readers from what actually is happening. As stupid as it may sound, those were the thoughts going through the mind of an adolescent during the late ‘80s and early ‘90s. Most of the material presented here was taken from journals that survived destruction from the hands of one confused teenager, as well as survived the discovery from parents. The remaining material was taken from memory, and a passed that sometimes I was hoping to forget.

      As surprising as it might be for some of the readers, all the interactions with Sherry were based on real occurrences. Nothing was made up for the sake of this book. It is also true for all the interactions with Mr. CZ, and all the following people mentioned in this book. All the names and locations have been changed to protect the privacy of those involved. And the story is based solely on the author’s own account of actual events.

      In regard to the sections or points of view of Mr. CZ, those are mere assumptions of what a man such as he would have been thinking during this period, although some incidents were mentioned by him as having occurred in his life. The rest are mere speculation and fictional, especially those containing (his inner monologue) or point of view.

      Furthermore, all names and places have been changed to protect all the those involved in the book.

      This is the story of that incident. C. Perez,
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      Middleton High School’s halls were an ocean of fresh new faces, unfamiliar scenery, and a haze of social clubs. It was 1988, the beginning of my freshman year in high school.

      Homeroom was an uncomfortable experience, new faces, eyes finding me quickly, and darting away uninterested. I was a no one, their expressions revealed. The teacher seemed less interested and far more consumed with what she was reading on her lesson plan. This was the hold period; the class where we were getting our discharge papers, our assignments, then be sent out. I felt like a soldier on the front line, or better yet, a rebel soldier watching the tanks coming up closer, afraid to move when the sergeant pointed towards me. At that second, she did. I blinked up as the teacher’s eyes regarded me and repeated my name.

      “Here,” I said in a whisper. I had to repeat myself. She moved on with the rest as I felt the sides of my face glowing. I was blushing and knew most could see it by the way their eyes regarded me and whispered or giggled.

      Row after row was called, and we were given our school schedules. After a few minutes, another bell rang, and we were released on our own to find the classes listed on the white and blue card we had been handed. I glanced down as if it were written in a strange language. As I stepped out into the hallway, other students pushed passed me, hurrying away. It made me uneasy that they moved so fast when I was just standing around glancing about like a lost child in a department store looking for her mother.

      The fear and uncertainty gathered within me as I walked unfamiliar hallways. Pushing through the many masses of awkward, dislocated teenage faces. Others had already found acceptance among similar social groups- football players, social cliques, cheerleaders, New Wavers, and awkward nerds, even the occasional goth and dislocated and unaccepted punk. I always felt out of place.

      Fear gathered in me because I was scared of change, and not belonging among any social group or people. Hadn’t that always been my problem at one time or another? What social label was I? It was a trend already going out of style.

      I got lost getting to PE. The halls all looked the same; the numbers on the schedule card seemed to bleed into one another. My head was spinning, my eyes unable to focus, and my stomach felt like a knot twisting into itself. However, I managed to make it in time, walking in as the gym teacher instructed the class to take a seat on the cold dirty floor of the gym. Her large thighs squeezed out of the blue short shorts she wore. She wore them like proud flag colors, an outfit that had been described by all other students as tacky and humiliating. I slid to the floor with the rest of the girls in the class. I would soon be wearing the same pair of blue shorts, exposing my pale legs for the world to see with a shirt that would be either too tight or too baggy.

      Furthermore, the shorts were unflattering; nobody looked good in those things, but my stubbly legs would show. Everyone would see my bruises and scars, the cut on my knee. I shivered at the thought, or maybe it was just the cold floor.

      Others would laugh and see me for the freak of nature I was; an obvious fraud standing in a sea of real people, real girls. However, I’d wear the dumb thing anyway and pretend to be a real person. If I looked like a real girl, maybe no one would notice what a fraud I was. I had to try at least. I still felt disconnected from the world. Only pretty enough to identify as an ordinary girl, but far too strange to be taken seriously or seen immediately for what I really was.

      My awkwardness is what separated me from everyone. I was quite aware it disconnected me from others. It was like knowing, being magnified, then displaced among a mass that didn’t understand you, and you didn’t understand.

      The teacher continued giving instructions about shorts and tops, shoes, and all that sort of boring stuff.

      As she rattled on, I thought about the stories of high school from friends, of the cruelty of teachers and bathroom breaks with escorts. I wondered whether there was any truth to it. The teachers released us for the remainder of the class period. We had a choice to play basketball or jump rope. I did neither. Most of the girls followed in the same example, sitting upon the bleachers to watch the more athletic ones. I sat on the bleachers overshadowing what was to become future class periods. Taking out the schedule to memorize my next class, I took advantage of the time to write. It was beginning to be something I enjoyed more frequently. I did it often whenever free time was introduced, and even when it wasn’t. It was my way of escaping when I couldn’t physically do so.

      Then, they came; those that could smell fear and ignorance a mile away. I was oozing with its nectar. They took a seat beside me—a tall blonde girl and a short, husky girl.

      “You were in my last class,” the shaggy blonde snorted. Homeroom? I wondered. It had been my first class. I hadn’t noticed. Dressed in a pink dress with a pair of coverts and a blazer. Her dirty blond hair fell over her eyes in disarray. Lipstick was faded and smeared on the side of her lip. Thick, messy eyeliner and mascara caked her eyes. There was an emptiness in her gaze, like she wasn’t entirely there, even fidgeting like she was under the influence of a controlled substance. Maybe she was just crazy. Her eyes widened when they settled upon me, giving me a queer examination.

      “Do we have any classes together?” the shorter, rounder girl questioned. She was wearing bold, red lipstick and a dark green, designer vest. She had short, dark black, wavy hair and wore black combat boots. Her face was a little puffy and riddled with red pimples and scars. She tried to hide it by covering her face in pale peach makeup that seemed to make the entire disguise far worse. Neither of them was particularly attractive.

      The short girl leaned over to sneak a look at the schedule in my hand. I tucked it back into my pocket as quickly as I could when I caught her. Then, she leaned over to see what I was writing.

      I felt surrounded, pressing my notebook against my chest. Moving back, I blankly gazed over at them both.

      “Hey, who’s your homeroom teacher?” The short girl asked.

      There wasn’t much of an introduction, just a pair of curious and wondering eyes staring over at me from a pair of demented faces.

      “What’s your name? I’m Sherry.” The short girl said with a giggle. She glanced over at the shaggy blonde girl. They broke into laughter like a couple of weirdos. Was I missing an inside joke at my expense?

      They spoke like chirping birds with questions and statements only longtime friends would understand. Maybe this was why your parents told you not to ever talk to strangers.

      I didn’t answer. I didn’t know how to. It was obvious an insult at my expense. A roaring, endless bell rang. It seemed that my prayers had been answered for once.

      The crowd scattered, and while they were distracted, I made my escape, darting away like a criminal hoping they wouldn’t follow me. I was pleased when I lost them in the crowd of other escapees ready to leave this class behind.
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      I wish I could say that was the end of it, but it wasn’t long after that I began to see a lot more of that shorter girl. There was something about me that had made a connection with her. Seeing as every time I caught sight of her in the hallway no matter where in the building, she would smile and wave ridiculously at me. Not knowing what to do, I’d smile and wave back. I found her to be a little unusual, odd, and in some cases, just plain annoying. However, from what I could tell, she was determined.

      I didn’t think much of it. This was high school, and you’re bound to see each other more than once in the halls throughout the day. Yet, even when I was too distracted there was Sherry, passing by in the hallway, never forgetting to wave, or calling out to make sure I had seen her before she walked away.

      I began to think she was following me. However, when I didn’t see her in the hallway coming out of homeroom class, I smiled. How silly and paranoid I had become. Then, there she was in the distance, smiling and waving like a creepy clown.

      “Hey,” she said coming right up to me almost instantly. “Want to walk to class? Who do you have for fifth period?” she asked.

      And just like that, she lurked and lingered without an invitation. That was the day I became acquainted with Sherry. Whether I wanted it or not.

      I glanced down at my schedule card out of habit when she asked. I hadn’t yet memorized all the classes.

      “Mr. Thompson. I’m not sure where his class is. Do you know? I don’t want to be late,” I said.

      My intentions had always been to never be late to class, at least not on the first week. I always told myself, You don’t know where the classes are, get an idea now and fool around later.

      Sherry snatched the schedule from my hand too quickly for me to object. She made me feel like an idiot almost immediately.

      “It’s okay; they know it’s your first day. They won’t care if you’re late,” she said.

      Maybe there was some truth to that. Yet, I didn’t like the idea of it either way, at least not coming from her. She flashed me a wide smile. It immediately gave me the creeps and filled me with regret.

      “Besides, this teacher won’t do anything. He’s a big dummy,” Sherry said with a clever chuckle. She had a deep voice like she was chewing on something and it had gotten lodged in her throat.

      “What does he know!” She grinned. Her head was just as big as the smile on her large face. Red lipstick smeared the front of her teeth when she smiled.

      Caught off guard by her optimistic attitude, I didn’t respond and didn’t want to move.

      Finally, Sherry said, “Come on, it’s over here. Just walk with me it won’t kill you.”

      I gave up and mumbled an okay under my breath. The next thing I knew, I was walking with her.

      She calmly walked ahead of me, dodging students. Never once did she look at her schedule. She must really know where she’s going, I thought. Maybe this wasn’t as bad as I feared.

      Students hurried around us. Teachers, standing outside their doorways avoided students like the plague; others weren’t even visible, sitting at their desks preoccupied.

      We came to a fork in the hallway and Sherry turned left, I hurried to follow. “Come on! It’s this way!” Sherry insisted. She was so trusting; it was hard to say no to her. “Trust me,” Sherry added with a wide strange, frightening smile.

      I stumbled like a zombie after her. Didn’t I know any better?

      Sherry slowed down. The hallway was slowly clearing. I almost instantly had this ugly feeling in the pit of my stomach.

      Sherry stopped as I came alongside her to await her instructions like some mindless idiot. There were fewer students by the second walking the hallways. They were the lost ones, the strays that no one claimed, and I was among them now.

      Sherry’s bright red, matte lipstick was peeling as she smiled, like a Japanese animated panda. Her beady dark eyes were slightly slanted, and her cheeks were round like tomatoes and caked in a faint red blush. Her glossy face was covered in scabs and caked in thick foundation.

      Sherry gave a smile, then cackled. The red lipstick was still sticking to the front of her teeth.

      She handed me the schedule card, then said, “I’m going to class now. We can meet afterward. You better go before you’re late.” She darted off towards the class a distance from where we had stopped.

      She turned again just before she entered, “I’ll see you later. Hurry; the bell’s about to ring.” She waved and disappeared into the classroom.

      Alone in the hallway with a few seconds to spare, I couldn’t move. Above, the bell rang. At once, I turned and dashed in the opposite direction, trying to beat the bell before it stopped. I walked in just as the bell faded behind me.

      I took a seat at the front of the class, hoping to avoid attention to myself. There’s always a giggle of laughter among the masses directed towards you. And I heard a few when I took my seat. No doubt, I was embarrassed. I immediately wanted to bury my face on my desk and hide.
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