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Half Dead and Half Alive

This isn’t your normal story of a teenager.  This isn’t about me trying to find love or romance.  This isn’t about me trying to make a difference in this world.  This isn’t about me trying to find true happiness.  This is about me trying to survive with the cards life gave me.  This is about me having to do what I had to do to live.  The world is a dark and gloomy place filled with awful and hidden twist.  In a little over a month, my life went from normal to rare.  You won’t notice it at first, but what you will read will seem normal for awhile, but it isn’t.  What happens to a small percent of the population happened to me.  And no, it isn’t anything farfetched or unreal.  The world is already odd enough to make up stuff.  No, this is real.  This is my story.

5:00 A.M. to 5:01 A.M.  I laid in my bed and watched myself try to stand up.  Frustrated that the obnoxious alarm is awake as well.  Sad that I have to go through another day.  Disappointed that must uncover myself and leave what is comfortable.  Time goes by very slow, yet I love to watch it disappear.  Hitting snooze is always an available option, but how much time is there really to kill?  Out of nowhere and without even realizing it, I got up.  


To be honest, I can never truly tell whether I am more dead or more alive during those first two or three seconds after getting out of bed.  I always immediately walk straight to the bathroom and get into the shower with no cognitive process.   A walking zombie with no brain in a way.  Every morning.  Every morning is the same.  Every morning is the textbook definition of routine.  Sickening.  I can’t stand routine.  I can’t stand the mornings.  Coincidence?  Probably not, but I am not really sure.  Nor does it matter.  All I know is that I hate the morning time with a passion.  


May 28th, 2008.  This morning was no different than any other.  I walked directly to the bathroom at 5:01 A.M.  I turned the shower dial to its hottest point, and I took a solid step back and waited for a minute.  I then turned the shower dial to about the middle, and I got into the shower, but not yet getting into the line of fire of the water.  After waiting another solid ten seconds or so, I inched my way to the middle of the shower…perfect temperature.


Showers are a place of relaxation for me personally.  I do not know what it is about them, but something is special about a shower that makes it like no other place in the world.  It may be the fact that you are cleansing yourself.  Not just in the way of removing dirt from your skin, but a “cleansing your soul” kind of way.  Taking a shower is just the perfect way to start a day, as when you get out of the shower, you are as you were the day you were born, a blank slate.  No matter what happened the day before, or the year before, each and every time you get out of the shower, you can start fresh.  All of your sins are forgiven, and you don’t have to worry about the past.  Showers are Gods way of letting you know that you don’t need to go to church to be forgiven, and showers are just life’s way of saying it is a brand new day.


Like I was saying, May 28th was a normal morning in every way.  After showering, I dried off, and put on a pair of boxers and some jeans.  I wasn’t in a fresh kind of mood so a plain white t-shirt would work for me.  I went over to the window, and peeked through the blinds.  It was dark outside for the time of day, and it sure as hell wasn’t pretty.  Rain was coming down hard and the wind was blowing cold air.  It looked like complete chaos outside.  Bright green leaves were spread out across the landscape.  Branches were broken and trees were on the ground.  


  It didn’t bother me one bit though.  There were two reasons why.  One, as I was looking out the window, it hit me; May 28th was the last day of high school for me.  Nothing could ruin the excitement that flowed through my body at the moment.  Also, storms never bother me, period.  I actually find them relaxing to be quite frank.  


I threw on a charcoal colored jacket with a white hoody underneath it.  I wrapped a red American Apparel scarf around my neck, and went down the stairs and into the kitchen.   Toast or cereal?  Both require about an equal amount of time and effort, so that didn’t factor into the decision making.  There are two things that cannot be trusted in the kitchen.   A toaster is most certainly one of them.  No matter how experienced somebody is with a toaster, it doesn’t matter.  The time it takes to cook toast is inconsistent and is never the same, absolutely ridiculous.  So toast is definitely risky.  However, the other thing that cannot be trusted in the kitchen is milk.  The expiration date on a gallon of milk is as honest as a magic 8 Ball.  Sure, people smell milk to see if it spoiled or not.  But let me to you a little secret I have.  Milk always smells like crap.


Then I realized that I was running a bit late and I had taken five minutes to decide what the better breakfast option was.  The reality of the moment was that I was not going to be eating anything at all.  The time was 6:52 A.M., and I always leave at 6:51 A.M.  I hurried out to my car, but I didn’t have the keys.  I hurried back inside, and went on a frantic search for them.  I swear to God that my keys were not inside my house that morning.  On May 28th, I rode the bus for the first time in years.  


The school bus…Where does one start when describing the good old yellow school bus.  Like a shower, there is something about a school bus that cannot really be explained.  The only difference is that the shower is special in a positive way, and the school bus is different in a negative way.  I’m not fully sure why, but if you ride the bus, there is something “weak” about the whole situation.  If you think about it, a school bus is simply free transportation to your school location.  So it is beyond me why riding the school bus makes you look like a dork.  There is no reason for that conclusion.  But that is the conclusion of riding a school bus none the less.


And there I was that morning, a seventeen year old senior on his last day of school, riding the school bus.  I do not fully remember that ride to school for some reason.  I suppose it is because nothing happened, I tend to zone out on buses, thinking about nonsense that is irrelevant to my life.  Time goes by fast when you’re not in your right state of mind.  


My school bus arrived at my high school at 7:15 A.M.  It is funny to think that two hours and fifteen minutes had passed since my alarm went off.  Well, that is not funny in the least bit.  The funny part is that the time between 5:00 A.M. and 5:01 A.M. seemed longer than the other two hours and fourteen minutes altogether.  Odd how the concept of time works and how it is all just a perspective.


At 7:15 A.M. hundreds of kids got off of their school buses and walked to the doors to enter their school.  At that moment, I took a like at these kids and realized they are no different than a herd or flock of animals mindlessly going to where they are called.  It is sad to see our youth so mindless looking, but it is no concern of mine as the future is always distant.  I am different than them all; I will not conform robotically as they all do.  I will make something of myself and see what the world has to offer me.  I know deep down that I am a very special person.  But I truthfully do not want to go into a rant about that at this moment.  Not now.
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The Last Day


My school was only four years old and looked fantastic.  The rest of the schools in the county were older and located in the lower class sections.  So my school, Riverbend High, was disliked by kids all around the county and was seen as a “rich” school.  

Who the hell cares though?  School spirit ought to be one of the worst things a child can posses.  What is the reason behind a child, who hates school, to have pride in their school they were forced to go to?  Honestly, why in the world would I favor my school over the school down the road when the schools offer the same classes, ran by the same county, and contain equally immature teenagers?  


I do not have great answers for those questions.  And I seriously doubt they have legitimate answers.  The only conclusion I could come up with is teenagers, more than any other age group, feel the need to conform and find “self-identity” with others.  I guess it is all of that “in-group/out-group” bias crap.  Because teenagers in one school are all together and can identify with each other, they see other kids in different schools as the “others.”  Therefore, they hate them.  Sounds silly, right?  It is no different than racism and all types of prejudice.  Is there really a legitimate reason for one race to hate another race based on skin color?  Of course not, but it is the same thing.  Well, all that is according to me.  


It is all of the immaturity in the world that has me sick of the human race, and teenagers in specific.  Kids in their teens are just so damn pathetic.  A solid chunk of them are simply “phony” as Holden Caulfield would put it.  That kid was a bit of a “phony” himself, but that is quite all right.  Walking down the halls of any high school could have the same end result.  You see the stereotypical groups of kids that look, dress, and act like each other.  You have the “preppy” kids that wear American Eagle and Hollister just to look cool.  Even though the shirts are average quality and have repetitive designs.  How does one owning those shirts make them cool?  It doesn’t, but it makes them fit in with other kids who think those shirts are cool.  So they all get to live in their own little world happily for a bit of time.  Then there are tons of want to be skater kids, who all buy their clothes from the same stores in malls.  None of them skate, but they get to fit in with a bunch of other kids who don’t skate and dress the same.  Different group of kids, different clothes, same shit.  Each group has their own music, slang, and other details to go along with the clothes.  


This is all common knowledge though.  I have however, recently come up with a new conclusion to this whole idea of kids and their different “groups.”  While kids are still participating in that nonsense, still conforming to fit in, and still caring what people think of them, they are simply trying to find themselves and they are at an obvious level of immaturity.  The reason for all of that garbage is not for them to become mature, it is for other people to realize they are at a level of maturity.  Because, once you can look at a group of kids, and see how fake they are and see who they really are, it is just a sign you are becoming mature.  


It is good news when you are at a stage in you school life where you get agitated by everyone, you see how silly drama is, and you understand how all the kids around you are conforming.  It is good, because like I said, it essentially means you are mature and high school is no longer the place you need to be at.  Unfortunately for me, I got to this stage much sooner than most people do.  


In the 10th grade, I realized I needed to get the hell out of this place.  I was not anti-social or anything relatively close to those lines.  I had a lot of friends, including several close friends.  The truth was that I wasn’t too cool for school, but I was too mature.  I took summer school that summer which resulted in me skipping the 11th grade thankfully.  Then, I entered my senior year as a sixteen year old kid.   


And then on May 28th, 2008, it was all about to end.  It was at last the end of my “school career.”  All the emotions I felt that morning were positive.  I was excited, happy, anxious, and optimistic.  Unlike most kids, I wasn’t going to miss anyone or miss high school.  Hell, I wasn’t even going to my graduation.  Why would I want to go back to my school, weeks after I was done, to sit in a crowded auditorium with a bunch of annoying kids, simply to get a meaningless piece of paper?


  I didn’t know it yet, but the minute high school is over, it is serious business.  I wasn’t expecting that, and I doubt anyone really does.  But that morning, I was oblivious to the world after high school.


I walked into my school from the bus ramps with all of the other kids, and went straight to the second story where all of my classes are.  I am not sure if it is like this at all high schools, but everyone goes to their friends and they stand in a small circle and talk.  My group of friends was rather small, about five or six of us.  The only true friend I had was Paul Smith.


Paul smith was a tall guy, at least six foot.  But I am not real good at guessing somebody’s height so give or take six inches.  Heck, I lived most of my teenage life thinking I was 5 foot 1 inch while I am actually six inches taller.  Paul was a brilliant person who had a love for science and knowledge.  But he wasn’t a total knowledge-seeking nerd.  He also was rather good at skating and was one of the better drummers I knew.  Not only that, but the kid was funny.  Not the “joke-type” of funny but just a witty kind of guy.  I had known Paul since I was six or seven years old, and we use to live next to each other.  But I moved out of the neighborhood back in 9th grade, and our friendship weakened quite a bit.  We both went and did our own thing for awhile, but we were still good friends.  


Paul was eighteen and it was his last day of school as well.  All we talked about that morning was past stories the two of us have experienced together.  One time, back when we were in middle school, we were walking in the woods a few miles behind his house.  We weren’t going anywhere particular, just following a stream of water and talking nonsense.  Then, Paul noticed a suitcase in the water.  I believe it was me who went and got it, but it could’ve been him.  It doesn’t matter though.  What matters is we got the suitcase and brought it back to his garage.  It was either locked or jammed up, but nothing a hammer couldn’t solve.  We broke it open, and our minds did not believe our eyes.  


Money, checks, and bonds filled the case.  Quite a lot of it, but we didn’t count it.  We were either too scared or too shocked to touch it.  We didn’t talk to each other for minutes, but I knew what he was thinking.  The same thing as me…do we take the money?  


I would like to say we both would have told someone and not taken the money.  I would like to say we would have done the right thing.  But I don’t know what we would have done if it was up to us.  You see, his mom walked into the garage before we made a decision, and she called the police.  The police came, asked us a few pointless questions, and took the suitcase.  We never got a reward of monetary value. We got our faces put in the newspaper, but I didn’t care.  A few weeks later, the owner of the suitcase called us and thanked us for finding his money.  Neither of us learned the real story behind that suitcase, and I don’t think we ever will.  


Time went by fast that morning.  The warning bell signaled and we both headed our separate ways.  I had United States Government as my first class.  It was a quiet class where nobody at all talked because no one knew anyone else.  And all year, no one bothered to introduce themselves to anyone.  This particular day was a little different.  It was the last government class of the school year.  Still no one talked, but we were all excited that class.  Everyone could read each other’s excitement in their smiles.     


 I am not going to bore you with senseless ramblings concerning the rest of my classes, because they all went sort of like the first one.  Some of the classes I knew a ton of people, others I only knew a few.  However, three important things occurred on May 28th, during the school day.


First off, I received my diploma.  Sure it was a mass produced piece of paper that had a bunch of fake signatures.  But this particular scroll represented freedom to me.  I never read what it actually said on the diploma, because it did not matter.  To me personally, it said I was done with this place, I didn’t have to come back, and I did a good job surviving everyone else.  


Now two other important situations occurred that were intriguing.  But before I tell you what they were, you need to know a few things first.  At this point in time, my girlfriend and I had been dating for three years.  She was essentially my life and had a big impact on my development as a person. But she didn’t go to my school, and since I am talking about my last day of school, I won’t go into detail about her right now.  All you need to know is that I was in a long term serious relationship with a special girl for these next two things to make sense though.


Alex Dalton.  Alex Dalton was in my math class during my senior year and sat right next to me.  It is tough to physically describe someone like Alex without being too explicit or degrading.  But let’s just say she was attractive in a sexual way and she had her assets.  She definitely had her assets.  Alex and I were friends and we became pretty close friends as the year progressed.  However, it was just a friendship with a sister-brother like love.  It goes without saying that we both thought about what could have been if I wasn’t in a serious relationship.  On May 28th, that all changed.  


We were sitting next to each other talking about how happy we were that school was done, and what each of us had planned for the summer, and stuff like that.  The bell rang for the class to end, and we both headed towards the door.  She turned around to me and gave me a hug.  This wasn’t anything uncommon, as hugs go around frequently to everyone on the last day of school.  But this hug was different.  This hug felt special and the way she hugged my felt very sexual.  Hugging girls are always a bit awkward and a bit sexual in that way, but this was just different.  She gave me her phone number, and we went our separate ways.


As unexpected as that whole situation was, the next one will sound like it is straight out of a fairy tale or something along those lines.  Ever since I started high school, there was this one girl I have always seen essentially every day.  She was extremely beautiful and there was something heavenly about her.  I always just saw her walking.  Never was in any of my classed, never hanging out with anyone, I just always saw her by herself.  A mystery woman if you will.  


I always simply assumed she was too popular to talk too, or simply to pretty to talk to.  Plus I didn’t know anyone she talked to, so I couldn’t go up to a random girl and talk to her because that would definitely be too awkward and too creepy.  So, whenever I passed her in the hallway, I just thought of her as a beautiful mystery woman and never gave her any more thought than that.


And then, the last day of school arrived.  I was sitting at lunch talking to Paul and just chatting about our final day.  The mystery woman strolled right on over to my table, and sat down next to me and introduced herself as Jessica.  She instantly started to blatantly flirt with me.  Not a friendly secretive flirt either, she was letting me know she liked me.  She just flat out said it to my face.  Unbelievable, right?  


What in the world would you do, if you were in a serious relationship, and temptation walked right up to you?  You think you would say no and tell temptation to get the hell away from you.  But in truth, you don’t know what you would do in that situation until you are in it.  And to be honest, I didn’t know what to do either.


I just sat there after she told me how much she was attracted to me, and didn’t say a word.  She laughed and gave me a folded piece of paper, and walked away from me.  


I rode the bus home that day, and got home around 3:05 P.M. I walked up to my room, took off my pants, and threw them in the hamper.  Put on some sweatpants, and took a well-earned nap on the couch.  There was no alarm to wake me up in an hour or two.  There was no stress to keep me awake.  There was nothing in the world to worry about.  That was the best sleep I had gotten for the longest time.  


However, I did not know it at the time, but I had forgotten something.  The note Jessica gave me was in the pants in the hamper.  I was going to read the note as soon as I got home, but I forgot to do so.  And that note was not going to be read for a long time.  It was unfortunate that this was the way things played out looking back at this situation.  It is quite possible that if I would have tried to read that note when I got home, things could have been better.  I could’ve gotten some help.  But I did not try to read the note when I got home.  As I said, I did not read the note for quite awhile…sadly. 
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Everyone Would Mistake It as Love


While that was the most peaceful sleep I had in a long time, it was not the most peaceful night.  The night of May 28th, 2008 was far from peaceful.  My girlfriend came over to my house.  


We were your average high school lovebirds who had fallen in love at such an early age.  When we first started going out, we did every single little thing together.  She was over at my house or I was over at hers almost every day.  And when we were not with each other, we were on the phone.  I must have spent two to six hours a day on the phone with her when we first started going out.  And we use to be all over each other every second we were near one another.  Always cuddling and giving cute kisses.  


It was like that for about the first year.  But honestly folks, how many relationships stay like that?  None do because none of us can stay innocent.  You know the saying that absolute power corrupts absolutely?  Well so does sex, plain and simple.  As soon as sex is introduced into a relationship, the magic runs dry.  The purpose of the relationship becomes less and less about desire to fill one another’s emotional needs, and more and more about filling one another’s sexual desires.  


The second year we dated was indeed about sex and lust, nothing more than that really.  We still saw each other quite a bit, but it just wasn’t the same.  I was no longer thinking about how beautiful her eyes were when we were together.  I wasn’t thinking about her beauty at all.  I was always just thinking about how sexy she was.  And while I sound awful telling you this, don’t forget she was no better than me.  

And don’t give me that lecture about why that is the reason young kids shouldn’t have sex.  Or about how young teenagers don’t know what love is.  Let me tell you something.  Adults don’t know any better.  The truth is that none of us know what love really is, but we all like to think our relationship is full of it.  


During our third year of dating, things were different between us.  We both started doing our own thing and becoming separate.  We were no longer connecting.  We barely ever called one another and we only saw each other once or twice a week.  When we were together, we did not hold hands or kiss on the cheeks.  But too be honest, we both still believed we were in love and we were going to be together forever.


 Well, until that night that is.  She came over and I knew instantly there was a serious talk coming in my near future.  For any boy or man reading this, you know what I mean.  You can just tell when a girl has something on her mind and is going to give you a serious talk.  We went over to my couch and we sat down.  


The discussion started off like any other serious talk we had about our relationship.  She would start mentioning how we need to change, respect each other more, and crap like that.  I say crap not because I don’t take those things serious, but because she was the cancer in the relationship.  She was never respectful, she never treated me right, and she always started pointless fights.  To be honest, I was not in any mood that night to talk to her about pure bullshit.  I toned her out a few minutes into the conversation, and her lips were moving but no noise was to be heard.   


 “Jack!  You’re not listening to a damn thing I’m telling you.”


“Sorry, you are just so pretty I couldn’t help myself but to just stare at your beauty.”  She was right in her accusation, so what else could I say.


“You’re unbelievable, you know that?  Simply unbelievable.”  She wasn’t messing around tonight.  She was acting pretty damn mad.


“Look, I’m sorry my beautiful little muffin.”  It was a long shot, but maybe I could sweet talk her out of her little fit.


“We’re over Jack.  I am sorry it had to end like this.  But come on, you know we couldn’t last much longer like this.  I’m miserable.”


She was definitely right, but at that moment in time, I didn’t care what made sense.  Those words hurt and my heart dropped.  It didn’t stop beating, but it felt like it.  I knew prior to that night that our relationship was near its end, but I always assumed it would be me to end it.


It sure did hurt though, that is for sure.  I mean, having someone in your life for three years, just to have them ripped away is tough.  Plus, somewhere in the midst of all my thinking, she left.  Not sure when she did, but she wasn’t there when I figured I would say something or give her a hug goodbye.  Nope, that girl left my life just like that.  Now that is unbelievable.  
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Amtrak to Phily


 A long month later my story picks right back up in full force.  However, the only the thing that happened over that course of that month was nothing.  And by nothing, I mean I would wake up depressed every day, and I would proceed to mope around all day until my body found its way back to the bed.


Finally one morning I snapped out of my heart broken stage.  I got up and moped to the bathroom as usual, but on this certain day I looked into the mirror hard and long.  You know how sometimes when things are just terrible or you get really frustrated over something, all your body does is laugh?  Well, that is just your body telling you one of two things.  “Life can be a bitch, but deal with it as things could always be worse.” Or “You’re pathetic and I’m laughing at you.”  Yea, when I looked in the mirror that morning my body laughed at me and I laughed right back.  


For the first time in my life I had a decent sized beard.  I looked just like that stereotypical jackass that got dumped by his girlfriend, and he grows a beard because he can’t get his life together.  I also had a shabby brown mop on top of my head to compliment the facial hair.  My eyes were blood-shot and had mascara looking bags traveling with them.  Simply put, I was a messy sight to see.


I realized I was overreacting, and in the grand scheme of my life she was nothing.  Which got me thinking about my life and what the future holds for me, and then I realized a rather huge milestone was approaching in my near future I forgot about for a little while.  I was moving out of my parent’s house in my shitty town and into my own apartment in Philadelphia in about one week. 


My parent’s had decided to pay for my first twelve months of my apartment for my high school graduation present.  I was psyched out that I was going to live by myself at last, and I wasn’t going to have to worry about a job or money for awhile.  Hell, once I started thinking about Phily that morning, my girlfriend was truly a thing of the past.


The week before I left went by so fast that time literally flew out the window.  It grew a nice pair of wings and flew right outside speedily.  My departure date, July 4th, snuck up on me and before I even knew it I woke up that morning at 5:00 A.M.  I was scheduled to leave at 7:00 A.M. via an Amtrak train, so I didn’t bother taking a shower nor eating.  I gathered up the little luggage I had and waited for my Paul to pick me up outside my house.  I had to have him drive me because I sold my car a few days beforehand.  Who the hell needs a car in a big city when you can simply walk anywhere?  

(As far as I have gotten)


Alternate Introduction to Chapter 1

“From the initial report, it seems to me that you were shocked to be in the house when you woke up.  Is that correct?”


“Yes detective,” I sincerely told the agent.


“I don’t know if you are trying to pull a fast one, or if you are really being genuine to me.”  I could tell the guy was being real with me and would believe the truth as long as I explained it.


“I understand where you are coming from.  I remember the morning perfectly though; everything about it, down to what I was thinking.”


“Well Jack, lay the story on me.”

Where the hell am I?  It was the only thought that would come to my mind for a few minutes when I woke up.  I looked up to an unfamiliar ceiling.  I looked down to unfamiliar bed.  What the hell is going on?  What was the last thing I can remember?  Nothing came to my lousy mind.  You know that feeling when you go downstairs in your house to get something or do something.  But when you get there, you forget what you were going to do.  You just stand there with a dumbfounded look on your face.  I had that feeling, but not just for a few seconds.  It was the only feeling I had.  It was the only thing I knew.

I rolled out of bed and studied the room.  The walls were white and decoration was absent.  There was an oak nightstand with nothing but a lamp on it.  Drawers were empty except for a bible and a few yellow highlighters.  My headache was throbbing and was painfully killing my chance of thinking clearly.  


I then noticed the lone door in the room.  It had an old black backpack hanging from the doorknob.  It was filthy and covered in so much mud I couldn’t even make out the brand.  I went on over to it and brought it back to the bed.  I unzipped it and dumped out what was inside of it, but nothing fell out except for some black clothes that were also covered in mud.  But something else was on these clothes.  A dark stain was present on them all and I couldn’t really decide what it was.  My curiosity was intrigued so I smelled the stain, but that didn’t help too much.  Before boredom sat in with the clothes situation I tried one last attempt to figure the stain out.  I actually licked it.  Unfortunately, it was the taste of blood.   Whose house was this and when I did get there what the hell happened?  My memory from about a month ago started to come back.  My last day of school popped into my mind.


 “Your last day of school?” the detective chose this question out of thousands of possible questions.  This clearly showed he was interested in my story.


“That is where it all began.”


“Let’s start from scratch then shall we?”  


“Why the hell not I suppose.  My life over the past month or so has been quite hectic.  The chain of events leading up to this whole situation is filled to the top.  And luckily, my life doesn’t have too much bullshit, so what you hear is what you need to know.”  We both leaned back into our chairs and I grabbed my cup of water for one final sip before I began.  The detective grabbed his note-taking materials and embraced himself as well.  

5:00 A.M. to 5:01 A.M.  I laid in my bed and watched myself try to stand up.  

