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Lattefah was walking home from Tae Bo class at the Y when she spotted the star of her favorite movie, Holes, coming out of a corner store, drinking a Canada Dry ginger ale out of a brown paper bag like it was a 40, and not something people typically drink to soothe upset stomachs.

 

"Oh my god, Shia LaBeouf!" Lattefah screamed, running over to him with her flip phone, even though she had already exercised for the day. Shia LaBeouf was worth one more exercise. 

 

"I'm probably like your number seventy-third fan!" Lattefah gleamed, pushing up on Shia, who smelled like steak and onions. 

 

"I'm busy," Shia LaBeouf said as he pulled out a bag of candy corn and began to one by one drop them into his ginger ale. Is anyone surprised that Shia LaBeouf, star of Holes, is one of those garbage candy corn lovers? No.

 

"Okay, but can I just get one pic?! Pretty please?!" Lattefah begged. Due to her workout from Tae Bo and all the polyester and spandex she was rocking, she, too, smelled like steak and onions. But what was Shia's excuse, hmm?   

 

"I'm not really in the mood for that right now," 2004 version Shia said as if it were 2016 post-all those shitty Transformers movies version Shia?? Like had Constantine even happened yet?? 

 

"But you're so cute for a white boy! All my girlfriends think you're cute even though you look like you drink Pepto-Bismol for a snack, like just to have as a refreshing mid-afternoon beverage. Lemme get a pic so I can prove to them I met you, they'll never belie--"

 

Shia LaBeouf pushed Lattefah in front of an incoming bus. A male bystander who witnessed the act decided to yell, "Yo, did Shia LaBeouf just push that bitch in front of a bus?!", and then there was a crowd. This allowed Shia to disappear into the darkness, or the lightness actually it was like three in the afternoon; nice sunny day. 

 

The man who yelled Yo, did Shia LaBeouf just push that bitch in front of a bus was named Daryl. He was there on the street that day standing outside a Chinese market, just coming from there with his friend, Malcolm. They had purchased ginseng (for energy), and ballerina tea (for colon-cleansing). Daryl and Malcolm are not, surprisingly, gay - they are friends from karate class. 

 

Everyone kind of just stands around murmuring about the whole Shia LaBeouf pushing bitches in front of a bus thing. Daryl is staring at Lattefah's crumpled body on the street that is next to a raccoon that seemed to have gone out in the same way, but weeks ago. It's become one with the pavement.

 

"Should we do something?" Malcolm inquired, starting to get uncomfy with how spectatory they all were being instead of trying to scrape this bitch up off the road, so no one would have to see it anymore. "Call the cops or some shit??"

 

"What the cops gon' do?" Daryl laughed with his whole mouth open, he had five cavities, "Arrest the bus?!"

 

Malcolm began punching Daryl relentlessly in the face, saying periodically through labored breaths that the cops would arrest Shia, the one who pushed Lattefah. 

 

 

Lattefah did not die that day, though obviously Daryl did. He was severely beaten to death. After Malcolm was done with him he threw his limp, crumbled body onto the pavement, alongside Lattefah and the raccoon, saying, "Join your friends in hell!". He was wrong, though, to assume Lattefah had already passed over. In reality, she simply slipped into a coma. After she'd been in the coma for quite some time, yes of course people basically wrote her off as dead, but thanks to Lattefah's grandma for refusing to pull the plug, she actually was still alive. 

 

Lattefah did not wake for another twelve years. Shia had done his five hours community service picking up "the nice trash, coconut water cartons, etc." at the park long before she woke. Like yeah way long. What's five hours to twelve years completely asleep? Honestly...they might kind of even out. Five conscious hours having to pick up garbage are in no way a comparison to someone being asleep for no matter how many hours. And the longer you're unconscious, the better?? Like?? 

 

That being said, Lattefah's grandma, Cookie, decided she wouldn't tell Lattefah how non-severe Shia's punishment was when she awoke. She didn't want to upset her, or make her stop loving Holes so much. Like why would you do that to someone? It was just cruel.

 

Cookie wasn't there when Lattefah awakened, choking on tubes and shit and feeling mad frightened. Lattefah was lying wide awake screaming into her tubes for hours before someone came to change her pee bag and noticed she was conscious. The first thing Lattefah did once she was able to talk was ask for a hair straightener and pair of Uggs. She looked outside her hospital room window and saw the leaves falling and came inside of her body, "It's fall."

 

 

"Lattefah, you've got to be focused on starting to walk again before you can worry about snow boots," Cookie said as she vainly attempted to straighten Lattefah's brillo pad textured hair with the dinky hair straightener the hospital had on hand that the nurse said they use in a pinch to seal arteries during open heart surgery. 

 

"I'm not sure who you are, but my name is Rebecca, and my number one focus is shirts from American Eagle that look shitty but have the American Eagle eagle thing on it so it makes me cool for some reason, and banana nut muffins."


