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    PUBLISHER'S NOTE

To best preserve formatting of complex poems and elements, we recommend that this book be read at a smaller font size on your device.


Glass is dedicated to Orion, Jade, Heaven, and Clyde, whose lives, through no fault of their own, have been forever marked by the monster.

I would also like to acknowledge my husband, John, whose love has kept me upright.



Walking with the Monster

Life

was radical

right after I met

the monster.

Later, life

became

harder,

complicated.

Ultimately,

a living

hell,

like swimming

against a riptide,

walking

the wrong

direction in the fast

lane of the freeway,

waking

from sweetest

dreams to find yourself

in the middle of a

nightmare.



You Know My Story

Don’t you? All about

my dive

into the lair of the monster

drug some people call crank.

Crystal. Tina. Ice.

How a summer visit

to my dad sent me

into

the arms of a boy—a

hot-bodied hunk, my

very first love, who led

me down the path to

insanity.

How I came home

no longer

Kristina Georgia

Snow, gifted high

school junior, total

dweeb, and

perfect

daughter, but

instead a stranger

who called herself Bree.

How, no matter

how hard

Kristina

fought her, Bree

was stronger, brighter,

better equipped to deal

with a world where

everything moved at light

speed, everyone mired

in ego. Where “everyday”

became

another word

for making love with

the monster.



It Wasn’t a Long Process

I went to my dad’s in June, met Adam

the very first day. It took some time

to pry him from his girlfriend’s grasp.

But within two weeks, he introduced

me to the monster. One time was all

it took to want more. It’s a roller-

coaster ride. Catch the downhill

thrill, you want to ride again,

enough to endure the long,

hard climb back up again.

In days, I was hooked on

Adam, tobacco, and meth,

in no particular order. But

all summer vacations must

end. I had to come home to

Reno. And all my new bad

habits came with me. It was

a hella speed bump, oh yeah.

Until I hurt for it, I believed

I could leave the crystal behind.

But the crash-and-burn was more

than I could take. When the jet landed,

I was still buzzed from a good-bye binge.

My family crowded round me at the airport,

discussing summer plans and celebration dinners,

and all I wanted to do was skip off for another snort.

Mom kept trying to feed me. My stepfather, Scott, kept

trying to ask questions about my visit with Dad. My

big sister, Leigh, wanted to talk about her new girlfriend,

and my little brother, Jake, kept going on about soccer.

It didn’t take long to figure out I was in serious trouble.



Not the Kind of Trouble

You might think I’m

talking about. I was pretty

sure I could get away with

B.S.ing Mom and Scott.

I’d always been such a good

girl, they wouldn’t make the

jump to “bad” too quickly.

Especially not if I stayed cool.

I wasn’t worried about

getting busted at school

or on the street. I’d only just

begun my walk with the monster.

I still had meat on my bones,

the teeth still looked good.

I didn’t stutter yet. My mouth

could still keep up with my brain.

No, the main thing I worried

about was how I could score

there, at home. I’d never even

experimented with pot, let alone

meth. Where could I go?

Who could I trust with my

money, my secrets? I couldn’t

ask Leigh. She was the prettiest

lesbian you’ve ever seen. But

to my knowledge she had

never used anything stronger

than a hearty glass of wine.

Not Sarah, my best friend since

fourth grade, or any of my

old crowd, all of whom lived by

the code of the D.A.R.E. pledge.

I really didn’t need to worry,

of course. All I had to do

was leave things up to Bree,

the goddess of persuasion.



Before I Continue

I just want to remind you

that turning into Bree

was a conscious decision

on my part. I never really

liked Kristina that much.

Oh, some things about her

were pretty cool—how she

was loyal to her family

and friends. How she loved

easily. How she was good

at any and all things artistic.

But she was such a brain,

with no sense of fashion

or any idea how to have fun.

So when fun presented

itself, I decided someone

new would have to take charge.

That someone was Bree.

I chose her name (not sure where

I got it), chose when to become her.

What I didn’t expect was discovering

she had always been there, inside of me.

How could Kristina and Bree

live inside of one person?

How could two such different halves

make up the whole of me?

How could Bree have possibly survived,

stuck in Kristina’s daily existence?



The Funny Thing Was

Bree solved the meth dilemma on a family

     trip to Wild Waters, Scott’s annual

       company picnic. Sarah came         The first was

         along to spend time with        a truly gorgeous

            Kristina. But Bree              lifeguard. Turned out

              had other things           Brendan wasn’t so pretty

                 in mind.                on the inside, but even Bree, who

                                            thrived on intuition, was clueless. Hard

                                         on the make, Brendan shared booze, cigarettes.

     But one guy wasn’t quite enough. I

        also ran into Chase Wagner that

            day. His outside wasn’t as                I found out

                attractive, but inside he             soon enough that

                   was fine. Of course,              both Chase and Brendan

                      I didn’t know                    knew the score—and both

                        that yet.                       were interested in me. Brendan

                                                          only wanted sex; Chase offered love.

                                                       Either way, I had my path to the monster.

Later, I discovered that Robyn, my

   old friend Trent’s sister (not to

     mention an “in” cheerleader),          It didn’t take

       tweaked to stay thin                    long to immerse

         and “pep up.” She                  myself in the lifestyle.

           taught me how                  Didn’t take long for school

             to smoke it.                 to go to shit; for friendships and

                                              dedication to family to falter. Didn’t

                                            take long to become a slave to the monster.



My Mom and Stepfather

Tried to stop me before

it all went completely wrong.

Kristina spent almost a whole

year GUFN—grounded

until further notice.

But Bree was really good

at prying open windows

at night, lying with a straight

face, denying she had

slipped so far downhill.

Nothing slowed me down.

Not losing my virginity

to Brendan’s rape. Not

spending a few days

in juvenile hall.

The only thing that kept

me sane was Chase’s love,

despite all I put him through.

He even swore to love me

when I told him I was pregnant.

Pregnant. And Brendan

was the father. Bree considered

abortion. Exorcism. Kristina

understood the baby was not

the demon. His father was.

But you know this part

of the story. You followed

me on my journey through

the monster’s territory.

We wound up here.

Who am I now, three

months after I left you,

standing on the deck

with me, listening to my

new baby, crying inside?

I told you then, the monster

is a way of life, one it’s

difficult to leave behind,

no matter how hard you try.

I have tried, really I have.

Maybe if Chase had stayed

with me, instead of running

off to California, in search

of his dreams. Then again,

I told him to go.

Maybe if I had dreams

of my own to run off in

search of. I did once.

But now I have no plans

for a perfect tomorrow.

All I have is today.



T for Today

I’d really like to tell you I have a nice little place with

a white picket fence, flowers in the garden, and Winnie-

the-Pooh, Eeyore, and Tigger, too, on baby blue nursery

walls. I’d like to inform you that I am on a fast track to

a college degree and a career in computer animation—

something I’ve aimed for, ever since I found out I could

draw. I’d love to let

you know I left the

monster screaming

in my dust, shut my

ears, scrambled back

to my family, back to

my baby, my heart. I

could tell you those

things, but they’d be

lies—nothing new for

me, true. But if all I

wrote was lies, you

wouldn’t really know

my story. I want you

to know. Not a day

passes when I don’t

think about getting

high. Strung. Getting

out of this deep well

of monotony I’m

slowly drowning in.



I Was a Junior

When I had Hunter,

a semester away from

early graduation and a hell

of a lot farther than that

away from independence.

To find freedom that even

the magic number eighteen

can’t buy, I need

a job. To get that, I need

a diploma, or at least a GED.

I have no choice but to live

at home, under the prying

eyes of my mom and Scott.

I’ll help watch the baby

until you finish school,

is Mom’s deal. If you go on to

college, the two of you

can stay as long as you like.

It’s a pretty good arrangement,

mostly because I know jack

about babies. Mom’s expertise

comes in handy, especially

in the middle of the night.

More than once, she has shaken

me awake. Hunter’s crying.

I’ll change him. You feed him.

Who knew babies could

be so obnoxious, wanting

to eat at all hours, that is?

Most of the time, my nipples

feel like puppy chew toys.

Breast-feeding isn’t easy. But you

want to give him a good start.

A good, healthy start. I know

that, of course, and figure

I owe him at least that much.

Still, I wake up every morning

exhausted, wondering

how I can make it through

the day, let alone how I’ll

manage to study for my GED.

I try to avoid mirrors. I gained

forty pounds with my pregnancy,

and Hunter only weighed in at

seven pounds, eleven ounces.

Minus placenta, water, etcetera,

that leaves about twenty pounds

of belly flab, jelly thighs,

and chipmunk cheeks I need

to lose before feeling positive

about how I look again.

And until I do that, I know

I’ll never find someone new to love.



So Maybe It Will Come

As no surprise to you that lately

I have been hearing the plea

of the monster, distant

at first but creeping closer.

Louder. Come back to me,

Kristina. Hurry back, Bree.

I closed my ears for a long

while, pleaded with it to please

shut up, please go away,

please leave me alone.

But I’m starting to come

around. Maybe a short

(and I mean no long-term

commitments!) stroll

with the monster might

slim me down, rev me up

and offer the impetus to slip

into my future, better equipped

to deal with the mindless

tedium that is my life.



I Know

I should resist.

Turn

away.

Walk

away.

Run

away,

far

away,

so far

the monster will

never

find me, never

sniff

me out,

never

dare

touch

me,

never

pretend to

hear

my meager complaints,

never

get even the slightest

taste

of the fear in my heart,

never

force me to

see

what I’m afraid to see.



But Suddenly

Without

a doubt

I understand

the monster

and I are more

than friends.

We’re blood

brothers.

Or maybe

blood sisters.

(Is there

such a thing?

And does

that mean

I should

include Bree?)

That is

a forever

kind of thing.

Forever.

All I need

to do is

find a way

for the two

of us

[no, most

definitely that’s

three of us,

including

me, Bree]

to hook

up again.



You Have to Remember

It has been months since

I’ve been out looking to

score.

Chase is gone, Brendan

person non grata, my

Mexican Mafia

connect

a thing of the past.

Only one person comes

to mind, and Robyn

just might be hard to

find,

away at college in

California. And even

if I can locate my old

party

pal, how will I ever

make it over the mountain

to the Golden State? I used

to have plenty of

friends,

friends who could give

me rides. No more, and my

own wheels are in for a major

overhaul. I can’t borrow

Mom’s car to hunt down

whiff.

Can I?



I Call Trent

Robyn’s brother is an old

friend. In fact, that’s how

I know Robyn. Trent’s great,

even if he is totally straight.

Meaning he doesn’t get high.

Because when it comes to sex,

he’s 100 hundred percent gay.

And I’m fine with things that way.

Mrs. Rosselli answers on

the third ring. Hello? Oh, it’s

you. Her voice is like a hail

storm—hard, staccato, frigid.

“Hello, Mrs. Rosselli.

Is Trent there? No?

Well, do you know

when he’ll get home, then?”

Long pause. Then, I’m not

really sure. Can I help

you with anything else?

Something’s up with her.

I’m not really looking

for Trent, anyway. “Yes.

Can you tell me how

to get hold of Robyn?”

Longer pause. Uh, you

know, she was moving

out of the dorm, into

an apartment. I’m not sure . . .

Things are growing clearer.

“Is there a problem, Mrs.

Rosselli? I just want to

catch up with old friends.”

The longest pause of all.

You’re not their friend,

Kristina. You’re nothing

but trouble they don’t need.



Stung

But not really smarting,

I could tell her that

both of her children

need all the friends

they can get—trouble

or not. One is eighteen

and gay, in a city where

homosexuality is almost

as dirty a word as “Democrat.”

The other will be lucky

to finish her freshman year

in college—too much time

buying affection with an

omnipresent speed stash.

But saying that won’t suit

either of us at the moment.

“I’m not sure what you mean,

Mrs. Rosselli. I’ve made some

mistakes, yes. But I’m working

hard to straighten myself out.

Having friends in my life—

good friends, on the right

track themselves—is one

thing I desperately need.

I apologize if I’ve ever

done anything to offend

you, or to hurt Robyn or

Trent. I don’t believe I

have, but if you think

so, please let me make

it up to you.” Oh yeah,

I’m back in the game,

and damn does it feel great!



Not Only That

But it works.

I’m sorry, Kristina.

I shouldn’t be so judgmental.

“That’s okay, Mrs. Rosselli.

I understand your feelings.”

Trent works for a lawyer

after school. He usually

gets home around six.

“A lawyer? Wonderful!

I know he wanted to go

to law school. . . .”

Robyn’s at UOP in

Stockton. She still has

her old cell number, 775 . . .

“Thank you so much.

I’ll call Trent later. Please

tell him I was in touch.”

I will. And how’s that

baby? Growing like

corn, I’ll wager.

Growing like corn?

Whatever. “He’s beautiful,

thanks. Looks just like me.”

She chuckles. I bet he

does. Take care, Kristina.

“You too, Mrs. Rosselli.”

I click the phone dead,

dial another number.

“Hey, Robyn. It’s Kristina.

What’s up?”



She Sounds

Strung,

like her brain is

disconnected

from her mouth.

Don’t get me

wrong.

I remember that

feeling well—

knowing

exactly what you

want to say, but

your

lips can’t quite

manage the

correct

combination of vowels

and consonants

to form the

words.

Could be a bad sign.

Anyone that

incapable

of cohesive language

could very well be

crashing—another way

of saying

Robyn is definitely

still using, but might

be out at the moment,

a sentence

worse than death for

a regular tweaker.

How bad is my timing?



Let’s Find Out

K-Kristina?

“C’mon, Robyn. It

hasn’t been that long.”

Oh, yeah, right.

Kristina. Whatcha

been up to?

“Not much. Studying

for my GED. Taking

care of my baby.”

Sounds . . . like not

a lot of fun.

“Which is exactly why

I’m calling you.”

Oh, yeah, right.

Well, I could maybe

help you out there.

“Very cool. I have to

see if I can borrow a car.

How about tomorrow?”

That would probably

work. I’m in class

until four.

She can do classes,

sounding like that?

“Okay. I’ll work on

the car and give you

a buzz tomorrow.”

Oh, yeah, right.

Uh, Kristina? Come

alone, okay?

Tweaker talk for

This better not be a bust.

“Not a problem, Robyn.

All I want is to get my head.”

Thinking about it,

I’m starting to want

that real bad.



But First

I have to convince my mom to lend

me her car, and to babysit

Hunter—all on a Friday

night. Party night, for

almost every

partier in

America.

Hell, it’s the

American Way, as

I think almost everyone

will agree. Get out of school

or off work, put on clean clothes,

and look for a way to escape reality—

whether that’s with alcohol, weed, or

my all-time favorite: speed.

Pot and beer mostly make

me tired. I only used

to use them when

I was buzzed up

real high,

didn’t

mind slowing

down a little. But I

haven’t done any of that

in way too long. Being good

all the time isn’t just hard. It’s damn

boring. There’s more to life than babies

and books, and I’m overdue to go out

and find a little fun. First things

first. I have to find a way

to Stockton. All it

will take, I hope,

is the perfect

little (okay,

big) lie.



I’m Out of Practice

Not having had to manufacture

a lie in quite a long time.

I have to say, that isn’t a bad

place to be, where you don’t

have to lie. Everything is just

so much easier when you don’t

have to remember what you

told who, and when, and why.

What is simply is. But not

anymore, I guess. Now I have

to not only come up with a reason

to go, but also to remember exactly

what it was, no matter how tweaked

I might be when I get home.

Tweaked! It takes a modicum

of thinking, but within an hour or so,

I invent a great (I think) excuse.



It’s a Doozer

“Mom, is there any

way I could borrow

your car? There’s a

college fair I want to

check out tomorrow,

over in Sacramento.                        College

It starts around four                                                        fair?

and should go until

eight. . . .” (I think                                                         Don’t      you want me

that will give me                                                            to go     along with

plenty of time to                                                             you?      You’ve

hook up with Robyn—                                                  never       driven

even if she isn’t                                                            that         far by your-

exactly on time—                                                         self.         It’s a

score, toot a little,                                                                        three-

and start back.)                                                                           hour trip, you

“I’d ask you to come along, but I                                                  know, not easy.

need you to watch Hunter. I can’t

really take him with me. If it makes

you feel better, I’ll invite Trent to

ride along. He can visit his sister.”



I Will Invite Him Too

Of course, I know he

has to work until five thirty.

But at least if it comes up

in conversation, I can

tell Mom I asked,

but he had other plans.

I call about eight.

“Hey, Trent. It’s Kristina.

Long time, no talk.

“I heard you’re working

for a lawyer. Hope

he’s really cute!”

Trent hesitates, not

at all sure why I’m striking

up a conversation.

He’s not bad, actually.

But that can’t be why

you called. What’s up?

To the point, and why

not? We haven’t spoken

since before I had Hunter.

“Actually, I’m driving over

to Stockton tomorrow

afternoon and wondered

if you’d like to ride along.

I thought you might like

to drop in on Robyn.”

Thanks for thinking

of me, Kristina. But

I have to work and

even if I didn’t, I

wouldn’t go. Robyn

is on a fast track to death.

“What do you mean?”

Like I don’t know

exactly what he means.

If you don’t know, you

haven’t seen her lately.

And if you haven’t

seen her lately, I suggest

you steer clear. She’ll

take you down with her.

Kristina, we haven’t

hung out together

for a while, but you’ve

always been a good friend

to me. Let me offer you

a good friend’s advice.

Stay away from Robyn.

And if you see her coming,

run the other way.



Tonight

Sleep is impossible,

anticipation swelling

and ebbing like some

sort of crazy tide.

Strange,

how when I close my

eyes, try to concentrate

on that little door between

them that opens into

dreams,

I feel high already,

locked in a battle

between the need to dive

into REM slumber and the

desire

to start the damn party

already! I remember

that awful tug-of-war well.

So why jump right back in,

release

the monster to stalk

my days, haunt my nights;

to bite through my skull

and suck on my brain?

From

a purely omniscient

point of view, it makes

no sense whatsoever. I

have freed myself from

physical

addiction, no rehab but

to endure sweating, puking,

and cardiovascular jumping

jacks. The mental

bonds,

however, seem as strong

as ever, and the piece

of me that recognizes

that knows I might be

making a very big mistake.



Maybe That’s Why

When Hunter makes

his daily plea for

a three A.M. breast

milk feast, I call

to Mom, “I’ll handle it.”

He’s now four months

old, and drinking

formula supplements

from a bottle—a conscious

decision on my part.

I had hoped to have

him weaned—and my

breasts completely

my own again—

within five months.

My new game plan

will expedite that

schedule, I realize,

and I have to admit,

that makes me sad.

I change his diaper,

marveling for about

the millionth time at

his perfect little body.

The body I created.

All clean and dry,

I carry him back

to my bed, cradle

him in one pillowed

arm, unbutton my top.

And as the milk begins

to flow, so do my tears.

“Mommy loves you,

Hunter Seth. No matter

what, Mommy loves you.”

He looks up at me

with spectacular green

eyes and, around my

very sore nipple, smiles

a toothless baby smile.



Now You Might Think

That tender scene might make

me change my mind, and truthfully,

I have thought twice.

But I don’t want to think again.

I MapBlast directions to Robyn’s

apartment, load a small ice chest

with soda, to fight the wah-wahs

sure to strike on my way home.

If it gets too late, promise me

you’ll stop and spend the night,

Mom insists. Here’s some money.

She hands me a crisp $100 bill.

Suddenly it strikes me that I

haven’t even thought about the money

end of the transaction to come.

Lucky me. A hundred will just

about cover it. Still, if prices

haven’t risen with inflation,

another hundred will score

an eight ball instead of a gram.

Yeah, yeah, my thought processes

have already graduated from casual

to daily use. But I don’t want

to have to drive to Stockton

too often. Hell, an eight ball

will last me just about

forever. Won’t it?



So Where to Find

Another hundred dollars?

In lieu of an allowance,

Mom and Scott buy

diapers and baby formula.

My savings account is

still closed to me, and will be

until my eighteenth birthday.

That impressive turning point

is only a couple of weeks away,

but not soon enough to score

the monetary birthday rewards

I hope for from relatives, far

and near. No, only one place

comes to mind, an easy

place, all things considered—

Hunter’s rainy-day piggy bank.

All those very same relatives

sent him a little cash, right

after he was born. I was going

to open a college savings

account, but haven’t gotten

around to it yet. No problem.

I’ll replace it as soon as I get

my birthday stash. Meanwhile,

Hunter won’t miss it. And

neither, I hope, will Mom.

Pack an overnight bag, just

in case, she says, interrupting

my thoughts. Always a good

idea to plan for that rainy day.



She Makes It So Easy

Handing me her keys,

helping me pack, giving

me money. I’d like to

blame

her for what may come,

take dead aim and whack

this big ball of

guilt

across the net,

into her court, wait

for her well-deserved

volley.

But that wouldn’t

be accurate,

wouldn’t be

right.

I know as I climb

into the SUV, crank

the engine, that what’s

left

of Kristina will have to

battle the reemergent Bree,

that despite my plan to come

back

and pick up where I left

off, only more positive

and energized to go

forth,

get my GED and a great

job, find a nice little

place, make my own way,

the odds

of things ever being

quite right again are

clearly, completely,

not in my favor.



But Playing the Odds

Is not my best thing, so

I stow every single nagging

doubt and head off to Stockton.

It’s a gorgeous blue September

day, and I take my time.

South on a straight stretch

of Highway 395, turn west

on Highway 88, leaving Nevada

behind, just out of Minden.

The winding highway

carries me past Kirkwood,

my family’s favorite ski resort.

Even without snow, the steep

angular mountain brings back

memories of stepping off cornices

and hanging, midair, for a scant

second before dropping down

long, deep black-diamond runs.

I can almost feel the sizzle

of adrenaline, pumping

from the back of my skull, zooming

down my spine and into my legs,

making them reach

for even more speed.

Turn. Turn. Don’t fight gravity.

Suck into its jet stream.

Once in a while I’d make a mistake,

catch an edge. Or a mogul.

Most times, I corrected

before taking a tumble.

Once or twice, I wasn’t so lucky,

dumping headlong down the hill,

sliding out of control

until the landscape leveled.

And that made the adrenaline

pump even faster.

Which reminds me.

I have not had an adrenaline

rush since I took my little detour,

one of nature’s irresistible highs, denied

by brain chemistry gone awry,

at the claws of the monster.

I might not know the cause

of such cerebral malfunction,

if not for an article I once read.

It defined for me exactly

how crank scours

the brain’s pleasure center,

scrubbing away dopamine,

adrenaline and other natural

highs. It didn’t stop me,

of course, but it did slow

me down for a day or two.

Not slow enough to keep

the damage from occurring.

Now only one thing can give

me that kind of feeling—like

I have the world by its throat.

And I am on my way to it.



Several Miles Farther West

I pass a small mountain

community, home to loggers,

retirees, and telecommuters.

My parents have friends

who live here, and for

about thirty seconds

I think about swinging

by. They have a pretty cute

son, who I once had a serious

crush on. We used to visit,

and on overnight stays Quade

and I would sneak out at night,

for nothing more than a little

conversation. Okay, we almost

kissed once. But I was such

a total tool, when he leaned

his face down close to mine,

looked into my dilated (by

the dark, not by stash, which

I still turned up my nose at)

eyes, and it came to me what

he had in mind, I actually

turned my face away, pretending

some nighttime noise

had drawn my attention.

Plain and simple, I didn’t know

how to kiss and didn’t want

him to know it. He was a couple

of years older, and a dark-haired

hottie who surely knew a thing

or two about kissing. Unlike me.

I didn’t learn those ropes

for another year or so.

Looking back, I wish I had

had a different teacher,

one who really cared about me.

Looking back, I wish

I had parted

my lips—opened my mouth

wide and invited his tongue

inside—for Quade. Maybe

every single thing that happened

in my life after that night

would have turned out differently.

Then again, maybe not.



Either Way

I decide not to stop by.

My mom told me Quade plays

bass in a metal band, so he

probably isn’t as straight

as he used to be. Just like

me. Still, I have a destination.

I jot a reminder in my

mental notebook to look up

Quade one day very soon.

This time, maybe I’ll just

let him kiss me. I most

definitely know how.

In fact, thinking about it

is starting to make me

want it. I haven’t let myself

even consider going out

with a guy since Hunter

was born. Men are trouble.

But what the hell? I’m

looking for trouble right

now, aren’t I? And one

kind of trouble will

likely lead to another,

at least eventually.

The more I focus on that

kind of trouble, the better

it’s starting to sound.

I do still have the problem

with paunch, but crystal

will help with that, too.

I just have to stay cool,

keep Bree reined in.

Little lines, maybe one

in the A.M., to wake up,

feel great, not eat

everything in sight.

Maybe another small

toot in the early P.M.,

just enough to limit

dinner calories and still

be able to sleep at night.

Or maybe go out at night.

No, no, no! This isn’t

about going out at night.

Isn’t about partying.

Is not about turning into

a lunatic again. I am

and will remain in control.



Stockton

Is an interesting little city—half-

artsy, half-cow town, and home

to the Asparagus Festival and other

events that take advantage of its

watery location on the delta fed by

the Sacramento and San Joaquin rivers.

Today I couldn’t care less

about any of that. All I want

is to find Robyn’s apartment,

not far from the University of the Pacific.

Driving by the brick-and-ivy campus,

I almost envy the students,

walking alone or sitting in groups,

looking at their books—and each other.

Guys. Girls. Tight jeans and T-shirts.

Big Gulps here. Cigarettes there.

It’s all so normal. Then it comes

to me that one of those

students is Robyn, who is anything

but “normal.” You can hide

a lot, or maybe just get away with

a lot, if you play your cards right.

I only hope the hand I’m about to deal

myself will hold an ace or two.



I Locate Robyn’s Apartment

Building C-9. Third floor.

I’m early, but not too,

so I sit on the stairs to

wait.

And wait. Four o’clock

comes and goes. Still I sit,

not too worried about

Robyn getting home

late.

Even on her best days,

clock-watching was

never her greatest

trait.

Did she have a greatest

trait? Oh, yeah. That’s why

I’m here, huh? Patience!

Maybe she didn’t come

straight

home because she had

to make a buy on the way.

But when a watch-check says

eight

after five, I decide I’d

better try her cell. Dumped

into voice mail,

something I

hate

under any circumstances.

Just as I’m starting

to feel really pissed, this

great-

looking guy starts up

the stairs. Okay, this is déja

vu-ish. I met my Adam, who

I once believed was my soul

mate,

on a similar staircase. But

this guy goes way beyond

Adam—older, buffer, with

slate

gray eyes that fix on me,

eliciting chills that I can’t

describe. He looks at me

like a barracuda, scoping

bait.

Ravenous. Suspicious.

Curious. Delicious. (Him,

not me.) I feel like a

freight

train has steamed right

into me, and when he smiles

a hungry smile, I decide Robyn’s

tardiness must be

fate.



I Watch Him

Climb the stairs past me,

try to keep all hint of drool

inside my mouth, where it belongs.

Guess whose door he knocks on.

“Robyn isn’t home yet.”

He turns, eyes narrowing

into discerning slits. She’s always

late. I swear she gets lost,

driving ten blocks from school

to home. The name’s Trey.

“Hey, Trey. I’m Kri . . .

[Bree!] The voice inside

my brain practically shouts.

“Br . . .” No, I’m not her

anymore. “Kristina.”

Trey smiles. Good to meet

you, Kri-Br-Kristina. You a friend

of Robyn’s? He saunters over,

plops down next to me,

leg touching mine.

My heart picks up its pace.

Can he hear it? If he doesn’t,

he’s deaf! Around the pounding,

I manage, “I’m an old friend

of Robyn’s, just here for a visit.”

His grin says everything.

I see. Well, Robyn’s friends

generally only “visit” for one

of two reasons. Stash. Or money.

Wonder which one you’re after.

I’m not copping to anything.

“Do you include yourself

on that list? Or are you after

something else completely?”

I’m trolling, and he knows it.

Guess you’ll have to hang

around to find out. Oh, look.

Here she comes now. Time

for the party to start.

You up for it, little girl?

No one has called me that

in a very long time. I like

how it makes me feel.

“Oh, yeah. I’m up for it.”

And a whole lot more.

Suddenly I’m very glad

I wore butt-slimming jeans,

a baggy shirt that covers

my tummy, and for the first

time in months, a little makeup.



Robyn Greets Trey

With a massive, soggy kiss,

one meant to impress.

(But impress him or me?)

All I get is a lukewarm,

Hey, Kristina. Long time

no see. You look good.

No hug? No warm, fuzzy

friendship to rekindle? Oh, well.

Not like we were ever the best

of friends. More like snorting

buddies. She used me. I used

her, and I’m using her now.

“You look great too, Robyn.”

Yeah. Great. Like bones,

in a bag of jaundiced skin.

Robyn opens the door.

Sorry about the mess.

I’ve been kind of busy.

Anyway, housework is

such a waste. It never

frigging ends, does it?

The smell—dirty ashtrays,

sweat, and a slight hint

of mildew—almost knocks

me over and I enter at my

own risk. “Mess” does not

describe the battlefield

I’ve just walked into.

The living room is strewn

with dirty clothes, designer

shoes, and smeared paper

plates. Attached is a small

dining nook. Books (text-

and other) spatter the table,

along with beads, pastels,

and various art supplies.

I’ve always got two or three

projects going on at once,

explains Robyn. Some for art

class, others just to stroke

my creative side. Unfortunately,

I don’t finish many.

Trey laughs. Spoken like

a true tweaker. Oh, and

speaking of tweak . . .

He reaches down into his sock

and produces a plastic bag

with some serious-looking crystal.

So Robyn wasn’t scoring

for Trey. He was scoring for

her! Very interesting.



Robyn Is Making

A sizeable buy. I sit, growing more anxious with every

passing second, watching her weigh a half ounce of meth

into eight balls. She’s into the deal, heavy. I mean, there

she is, holding enough crystal to send her away for a very,

very long time. My hands shimmy as I reach for the bindle

Robyn passes me. It’s different from the meth making the

rounds last year. This is hard little rocks and not much powder.

Robyn pulls out a glass pipe, but I ask, “Can we do some

lines?” I long for that punch to my sinuses. The one that

hard-core users can no longer handle because of the gaping

sinus-cavity holes. Trey gives me a strange look, and Robyn

says, Jeez, it has been awhile since you’ve used, huh? You

can’t snort glass, Kristina. You have to smoke this . . . or

shoot it. You’re not into needles by any chance, are you?

Trey laughs at my over-the-top horror. Needles? No way.

And, apparently, no fine white lines to watch disappear

into my nose. “Is it all like this now?” I ask, ignorant.

Trey answers with a shake of his head. You can still

find street-lab crank. This is Mexican meth, as

good as it comes, maybe 90 percent pure.

It’s pricey, of course. And worth every damn penny.

How much is that, I want to know, but before I can query,

Robyn drops a sparkling rock into her pipe. She lights

a Bic, holds it well under the glass, and a fine plume of

methamphetamine smoke lifts to greet her open mouth.

The pipe travels next to Trey, who indulges, then passes

it on to me. My hand trembles, anticipating treasure.

Long-lost treasure. One slow, easy inhale sparks little

explosions inside my brain, firing directly into the pleasure

center, igniting ecstatic bursts from eyebrows to toenails.

Trey was right. Whatever it costs, it’s worth it. I want

to feel this great all the time. With one hit, the life I have

worked so hard to make normal perverts itself again.

I came here, meaning to go home reenergized. But now

I don’t want to return to the artificial “home” created by

my parents, my child. All of a sudden I feel more at home

with a forgotten friend and a complete, very cute stranger.



That Idea

                                                                                                Vanishes

                                                                                                instantly,

                                                                                                with the
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