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The sun rises, blasting the sky with a vivid orange and yellowish color, making the sand turn from pitch black to a reflective gold. The tides crash in the distance while seagulls are heard flying over ahead, searching for a day’s worth of food. I lay on the towel reading the newspaper as I always do when I travel with my boyfriend during summer vacations. It's a tradition that I hold true to myself to take time off from work and just take time for myself. 

Ethan was a caring boyfriend. He would plan dates, make dinner, clean the house, and even run the bath so I could take a shower when I got home. Every night we would cuddle and watch a movie, my favorite being A Walk to Remember. Watching a movie was another tradition of ours, just like these vacations we take every year in the summer. 

The newspaper that I am reading now is very sad I must say, a stark contrast to the feeling of bliss I have as the sun warms my body. It’s an article about a death in the summer of 2010. The victim was 25 years old, the same age as me. I hear Ethan yelling my name. 

“Jasmine! Jasmine! Come here, taste this coconut water I cracked open! It tastes delicious, come quick!”

I fold the newspaper and get up off the beach towel, and brush off the sand that has managed to get into every crevice of my body. I start walking towards Ethan who is smiling ear to ear as if he has found a pot of gold on the sand. He is wearing a plain white tee with a pair of swimming trunks and brown sandals. His dark brown hair gleams beautifully in the sunlight which leaves me in awe. One of his hands is wrapped around his coconut drink while the other is waving for me to come over to him. As I approach him, he opens up his smile even more, revealing his blindingly white teeth. He keeps raving about the coconut and hands it to me. 

“It’s literally the best thing on this island.” He says cheerfully.

I put the straw in between my lips and take a few sips of the coconut water.

“Babe,” Ethan continues speaking with a smile on his face, “Tonight is the night we celebrate our 4th anniversary of being together.”

He pulls me closer as he starts kissing my face then makes his way to my lips. We then pull away from each other to catch our own breaths. He then hugs me once more until his knuckles turn white.

“I love you so much.” he says into her ear. 

“Love you too babe.” I reply back as we kiss once more.

I then look up at Ethan and he smiles at me faintly, his gorgeous hazel eyes glowing in the sun as he says softly, “Run along now, it’s almost time for supper.”

The clouds around us start to turn gray and my face turns paler than ever before. He smiles and continues. “I left a nice green silk dress on your hotel bed. I bought it for you before we left New York last weekend while I was there for a business trip. I hope you love it as much as I do. Now run along and get ready or we will be late for our reservation.” 

I kissed him once more. 

“Thank you, I will meet you at the restaurant.” I say. I grab my towel and run to my hotel room, sweating bullets.

As I waited for the elevator, a tall slim guy approached me and introduced himself.

“Hi, I’m James, what’s your name?” he asks.

“Jasmine.” I replied. 

“Both our names start with J’s” he says laughing, making my face turn beet red. 

“I guess so.” 

“Hey, so I am going to a pool party tomorrow night. Do you want to join me?” 

“Sure!” I say, nodding my head. 

“Can’t wait! Can I get your number so I can text you the deets about the pool party?”

“Yeah of course!” 

I take a piece of paper and a pencil out of my bag and write my number down. 

“See you tomorrow!” I say with excitement as I hand the paper to him.

I then take the elevator up to the third floor and catch my breath as I close the hotel door behind me. I then throw the sandy towel in my hand onto the bed. I go into the bathroom and step into the shower. As I strip out of my bathing suit and step into the tub, I turn on the water for a soothing cold shower. The rapid water hits my sunburned skin, leaving me in tremendous pain but the pain quickly leaves my mind as I could think about today's events and how James' face was so sweet. I turned the faucet tightly and slipped out of the tub, reaching for the bath robe laying on the chair next to the shower. I then slipped into the bathrobe, the cotton sticking to my wet skin. I walked back to my room, hair loose and dripping wet. I grab the green dress Ethan had laid on the bed for me. It was beautiful. I quickly slip into it and do a quick spin, watching it flow around until I lose my balance and stumble a little. I start to examine my figure in the mirror beside my bed and start combing out the tangles in my hair so my hair would flow as smoothly as the dress. I was in my own world when suddenly I heard banging at the door. 

“GET THE FUCK UP” he screams. “FUCK YOU!”

He goes for me until there is a huge thud because I try to move out the way and he ends up hitting the bed instead. He then charges aggressively towards me and beats me repeatedly until there is blood rushing down my face. I then start cursing and yelling at him until he pulls out a gun.

“I should have killed you a long time ago when I got the chance. There is no one to save you here now bitch. How many times is it going to be? How many guys are you going to flirt with while you are with me?” He says as he points the gun against my head. I’m kneeling right in front of him as tears stream down my face with regret as I didn’t know that Ethan was there, watching me the entire time.

“Are you high again?!” I yell. He turns to me, red faced looking like he’s about to explode.

“Shut up bitch you don’t know what the hell you’re talking about. Don’t you dare act like a smart ass with me. I give you the world and you call your own boyfriend high, asshole! Well ‘sweet pea’ you got it wrong.” As tears are streaming down my face with exhaustion, I scream. “These summer travel vacations we take around the world just to pretend we are happy, suck and they keep on sucking each year. Don’t you understand? We are living this day over and over in Hawaii because we are both already dead and are stuck on this island because of your cruel hands. It’s 2015 now, not 2010. Can we stop reliving every moment the same way?” 

His grip loses around me. I sit there on my hands and knees, sobbing uncontrollably.
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Have you ever felt like the world was crashing down on you? Yep, that was how I felt in June 1995. I was like any stereotypical high school senior. More specifically a Jock who had all the girls and hosted all the high school parties when my parents were out town. I was dating this chick; man, she was gorgeous. Everyone either wanted to be her or date her, but I ended up being the lucky guy. We were the “it” couple of Richmond High. We were inseparable, we did everything together, especially dance. Oh, how we loved to dance, our bodies moving to the rhythm of the music, Alison and her wide hips swaying beautifully in circles as we moved together as I would clasp my hand around her waist, both of our bodies swaying as one. Dancing with her were some of the best moments of being her boyfriend, that, and our long make-out sessions in the car. Man, those times were great. When I first asked her out, she rejected me because she thought that I was a player but after a while of getting to know me, she came around and became my girlfriend. She told me that she has never seen herself with the jock type but that she was glad she gave it a chance. I spent some of the most magical moments of my life with her, sitting at the park every night during the summer to watch movies outside, buying her gifts like flowers and chocolates on her birthday.

“I get panic attacks almost every day thinking about her.” I say to my psychiatrist as I watch him tapping his fingers on the desk, thinking of what he’ll say to me next.

“I think you just miss her, which is probably what is making you see things.” The therapist chimes in.

I zone out and think back to that June night of 1995. It was our prom night. I went to pick her up in my dad’s old Mustang. Once I arrived at her house, I walked towards the door with a corsage in one hand while my other hand reached for the doorbell. Alison opened the door wearing a body-con red dress that fit her body perfectly with her dark black hair flowing down her shoulders. 

“Are you ready to party, baby cakes?” She whispered as she kissed me lightly on the lips. 

“I was born ready.” I whispered back and kissed her.

We walked hand in hand to the car and drove to the school. The music in the gym was blasting as we walked in. Once we hit the dance floor, we immediately get our groove on. We swayed to the music and danced the night away. 

“You look beautiful. Do you know how much I love you...” I whispered to Alison.

“Yes, I love you too, but you know this is as hard for me as it is for you.” She says as her breathing slows. Alison hides her face as tears roll down her cheeks.

“You know if I could I would choose to live forever, move in together, watch movies with you, cook meals and have a normal life with you, but both of us know that won’t happen. I’m not the beautiful girl you once knew Richard. My body feels weak, my hair’s falling out and I’m stuck wearing this stinky wig that is attached to my head like glue which scratches my scalp. This brain cancer is not going to go away; it will only worsen with time. I just don’t want you to hang on to me when I’m gone.” Alison said.

“No, don't say that! We can find a cure babe.” I quickly respond. 

“I wish it was that simple. We both know there is no cure. If there was, people would stop dying. We just have to take life as is and enjoy the moments we do have together and deal with the things that are given to us. That is what this cancer has taught me. When I was not sick, I honestly took a lot of things for granted, like being able to run without running out of breath so easily, being able to jump without getting dizzy or going out with my friends, which a lot of them I lost along the way when I got sick. At least some of them stayed. Richard, you see you just have to enjoy what life gives you because I too was one of those people who thought there was a cure for everything, but I’ve learned that that’s not always the case. I also found a beautiful community who are also fighting alongside me, and they help to lift each other up to get through this process. Tonight, I just want to dance with you as you hold me tightly and dance like we never danced before.” She replied.

Alison kisses me on the lips, the kiss so tender that Alison’s body figure fades into what seems like an extremely vivid memory, as if I’ve re-lived that memory in person.

I zone back into the room and the first thing I notice is my dry cough that sprays specks of blood onto my arm. As I wipe it with my handkerchief, I look up at the psychiatrist to see the expression on his face.

“Mr. Jonas, are you okay?” The psychiatrist asks with a face full of concern.

“Yes. I did it. I time traveled; I’ve been trying to tell you I really can. Please don’t tell anyone. You see now, you see I am not crazy right? People think I am crazy in this town Doctor, but I go back in time to the summer of June in 1995 and other summers before this, reliving the happiest moments of my life before Alison passed. I loved her so much, don’t you see, I haven’t married anyone since her death. I am 65 years old now and I still dance with her like I am in my teens. People may think I am crazy and an eccentric old man but 1995 brings so much joy to me and I will not let anyone’s thoughts about me destroy that joy.”

“Richard, I know you miss her but time traveling is a myth and you have to understand that. It’s not your fault you experienced traumatic loss, love breaks all boundaries. The mind can be a strange but powerful thing. It can make you believe anything as long as you make yourself want to believe.”

“Please doctor I swear, it’s all true. It all feels so real, it can’t possibly be just my imagination.” I say as I try to hold back tears just thinking the thought.

“I’m sorry Mr. Jonas but you have to understand that time traveling is the type of thing you only see in movies and tv shows.” I start to respond until the alarm clock on my psychiatrist’s desk starts to make an annoying ringing sound.

“I guess our time is up Mr. Jonas. I’m glad you told me all this. It will help me with some evaluations, and it must be nice to at least get something as big as that off your chest. We will talk more about this next week, and I know that it’s hard to believe that what you were experiencing could have just been some mere hallucinations but think about what I said on how powerful our minds can be.” If you want, I can also prescribe you some medication to help you.”

The psychiatrist scribbles on a sheet then hands me the paper with a prescription of a medication written on it.

“Let’s see if this helps for the next 14 days.” My psychiatrist says.

I stand up without saying anything and leave in slight anger because I know what I am and if others don’t believe me then fine but in truth, I am the one that is lucky enough to relive the best moments of my life regardless of what other people may say and Allison might have been right along
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There once lived a woman probably in her mid-fifties by the name of Rose. She lived alone. Her 

husband passed away at a very young age. They had no children even though deep down she was always one of those people that wanted to have children but couldn’t say it. She lived in a house made of glass; the only glass house in the neighborhood. Even though the house she lived in was all made of glass, she always covers it with dark cloth so no one can look inside. She also keeps her house dim inside so no one can see and believe that someone or something lives inside. Inside the glass house there is a couch, a flat screen TV set up on the wall, and a small coffee table that held a newspaper that was from the early 1990s and an ash tray with used cigarette buds. The next room held a kitchen with the dishes on made and waiting there to be washed in the sink along with a silver shiny stove that you can see that hasn’t been used in years as it has been waiting there for its owner to bake goods and cook, even though she never had the energy to cook anymore. In the middle of the kitchen there was a dining room table set up for someone to eat breakfast, lunch or dinner in a family unit. However, like the stove, it is untouched in the far corner. On the wall, there was a red button that said “do not touch.” The doorbell rings and Rose comes running down the stairs yelling, 

“Wait a minute, I will be right down there.” The doorbell rings again, “I am coming,” she mummers under her breath as she reaches the door red in the face. She opens the door to see no one in sight, only her well kept green garden in sight with a few welting flowers here and there. She calls out, 

“Hello is anyone out there?” 

There was no response, just the breeze and the echo of her voice hitting back at her. As she closes the door behind her she says, 

“Those people think I am joking because I am a  young woman who lives alone. Why do they always play around with my emotions, especially ringing my door bell every day.” 

She goes to the kitchen sink to wash her hands and splash water on her face. When she turns off the sink knobs, she looks at the red button on the wall. 

“If only I could press that damn button. Why can’t I touch it? Will I die? Will the glass house blow up to a million pieces and will I go with it? Oh, how I want to know but I can’t. My life is more important.”  

There was another knock at the door. She goes to open it. Still no one. Just the wind blowing.       

“God damnit! Whoever you are can you stop this! It’s not funny!” 

She slams the door shut, runs and plops herself on the couch, and takes the newspaper, ripping it into pieces on the table as she looks inside her dress pockets and pulls out a cigarette lighter and lights up her cigarette. She takes a puff from a cigarette as her foot shakes with anxiety. There was another knock on the door. 

“God damnit!” 

Getting up and dragging a puff from her cigarette, she checks the door again, but still, there is no one at the door. She once again shuts the door in anger, kicking it. 

“Why does everyone play around with me?” 

She goes again to the kitchen looking for a glass and her scotch bottle, opening and slamming all cabinets in sight until in one small cabinet near the red button she finds her scotch and a glass. She takes both, looking at the red button and shaking her head,

“No, I can’t press it, I only have one life.” 

She clutched the scotch and the glass and headed back to the living room and sat back on the couch, opening the bottle and pouring a glass of scotch down her throat, burning her as she gulped it down. She also takes a drag from her cigarette as the doorbell rings again. 

“Oh no, I am not getting up to get that again. Go to hell whoever you are.” She yells. 

She grabs the remote that’s on the coffee table and she turns on the TV to a conference of the governor speaking about the importance of social distance due to the bird flu. There are 4,000 cases so far. 

“Enough of this,” Rose  murmurs to herself. “I’ve been practicing social distancing

from people for 20 years now. What’s the big deal?” 

She takes another drag of her cigarette and fills another cup of scotch, changing the channels until she puts on The Oprah Show. 

“This is more like it, I love Oprah.” She raises the volume while the doorbell rings again. 

“Stop!” She yells. 

Twenty minutes pass in silence as she is still watching Oprah, drinking her scotch. The doorbell then rings again. Her drunk self says, “I can’t take this shit anymore.” 

She gets up to go back to the kitchen to get another bottle of scotch, her eyes blood shot red as this time the doorbell keeps ringing none stop as she keeps saying,

“Stop God Damnit, please stop!” 

She gets her other bottle of scotch that is filled to the brim as the doorbell keeps ringing.     “UGHHHH!” She yells in anger, “This life is full of shit! Fuck this shit! I can’t!” She then throws the scotch glass bottle but it touches and presses the red button on the wall before splattering into 100 pieces on the floor. Liquor splattered all around the kitchen floor as the stench of alcohol filled the kitchen. 

“Oh shit..”

The button is pressed and the room goes dark as black curtains begin to cover the walls of the house. A TV pops out of the button as moving pictures are seen throughout the TV of a man by the age of 20 in a black huge boss suit and dress shoes, hair slicked back with hair spray seen kissing a woman in her mid-twenties with brownish hair. The woman is seen groping his body in pleasure as they both moan and she is kissing his lips in pleasure. Holding him tighter, her body on top of his now as the man’s moans of pleasure turn to whimpers of crying. 

“Rose, you're hurting me. Stop Rose, I can’t breathe Rose!”

The woman’s hands around his neck until she can’t hear the man’s voice anymore. 

“That’s for sleeping with my brother's wife you bitch!” Rose says, “and getting her pregnant!” 

The film cuts off as Rose is now on the kitchen floor sobbing uncontrollably and shaking. 

“You deserved it James  What else was I supposed to do? I don’t understand why you never loved me and slept with not only my brother’s wife but my whole family!” 

The doorbell still continues to ring uncontrollably, as Rose lays there sobbing until she stops breathing, her motionless body laid on the kitchen floor. Many say she died alone from a heart attack because she finally had to relive the past with no filter.
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Monday Morning, December 21

A couple days before school was about to let out for winter break, it was cold outside, but it has

not snowed yet for the season. After the school bell rang, teenagers swarmed the hallways as I wheeled around. I was the only one in school that wheeled around in a wheelchair or sometimes walked around with a walker depending on how far I had to walk and how much my body could handle. Due to my disability, I did get tired pretty easily. I would be huffing and puffing as my face would fade into a tomato red. I love my wheelchair and it doesn’t stop me from living my best life because unlike my peers, I had my own device that I could walk with or sit down on when I got tired. There is hardly anyone else in my school that has to use a walker or any other device to support them, I’ve probably seen about five kids in total in fact, however, I never had classes with any of them. Everyone else I know that is able to walk are all nice and quite friendly like my best friend Beck. She was her ride or die best friend. We have every class together and are inseparable. Beck didn’t need a device to walk however she never left my side as well as always hitting people with comebacks when people would say stupid things to me like “What happened to you?” or “I am so sorry, if you pray god will heal you soon”. If Beck saw people make comments like this to me, we would both look at each other and laugh in their faces and always say something back like “thank you” or “I wish god will heal you soon as well” or even “Nothing is wrong with me, these devices are the style; haven’t you seen them during fashion week? haven’t you gotten the memo?” After these comebacks, we would always leave laughing or giggling as the people who made those comments in the first place would see that they were being offensive and we would hear them apologize from a distance. Me and Beck both open our lockers simultaneously to take our textbooks out for our next class, AP English. Despite my disability, I was put in the special education system which is a practice of educating students to address their needs and get services like extra time on tests and being able to use the elevator to get around school for most of my classes, however I was still put into an AP. Yes, an advanced placement class, just like everyone else. Acceptance letters are coming out soon just as in one year, I am going off to college. It was making me feel anxious. 
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