I held his hand a moment longer than I probably should have.

He was already asleep and I should've been long since gone down the road.

I don't really think he ever listened to me when I talked about my story, 

perhaps he heard me.But I knew he was never listening to me.

People rarely listen to me when I talk, they hear me, and then interject 

their own lives the moment I pause forbreath, and then we're talking about them.

If I didn't have to breathe, then they'd listen, if I yelled or made a scene 

they'd probably listen.Or at least hear me a little better.

I can't stand it when it's quiet. I like it when people are talking, when a 

song is singing, or my dog is barking.I don't listen to my dog, I only hear the nosie he makes. I can't understand the noise, so I don't listen.

Maybe that's why no one listens to me, they can't understand me.

It's too quiet.

Hopefully, you'll be able to listen to me. Maybe I talk about things that 

are too compilcated. I like talking about god, and how he's dead. I think everyone knows that god is dead, but they don't like listening to someone talk about

how he died. Maybe it's uncomfortable for them. I like to talk about how god died in the forest preserve two miles from my childhood home.

I talk to myself when it's too quiet, and I wonder is anyone but me is 

listening... My radio is broken, and there is no one else on the road in the dark.

So I'll talk to myself. I listen.

I lived next to the suburbs. I lived next to them, not in them. I lived in 

the city, next to the suburbs. The suburbs started right across the street from me. They started with white street  signs instead of green ones. I lived on a

street with a green street sign. Everyone else in my school lived on a 

street with a white sign. That's where the differences started. Everyone was loud in my school. Everyone had parents  with money in my school.

Everyone had loud money in my school. Everybody listened to money in my school.

My parent's didn't have money, and I was quiet at school. We said prayers before lunch, and before we went home, and after the pledge 

of allegience. I can't remember any of those prayers I used to know by heart. When we made the cross over our  bodies at the end of our prayers we said,

"In the name of the father, and the son, and the holy spirit, Amen." We 

touched out forheads for "the father" our middle for "the son" and our shoulders for "the holy spirit, Amen". I always  thought "the son" was a sun, not a little boy.

When we said our prayers before lunch I always immagined a sun in my tummy, 

and it was always very hungry. I never told anyone about what I thought. I stayed quiet and kept on  thinking the wrong things. But I never knew they were wrong.

I got zits before everyone else. I developed a chest, and started my period 

and got all confused about my best friend who was a boy before anyone else. I thought I was dying from internal  bleeding at nine, while I was doubled over at a

friends house. I was scared when my mom told me it'd happen once a month for 

a long long time. I thought it'd only last an hour, so I could easily keep it from my friends at school. But I  didn't tell my mom what I though. I was surprised when I bled for a week or more. I was mortified when my  emergency sock fell out of my gym shorts

durring our jog arround the school. I stayed quiet durring the questioning by my gym teacher.No one ever knew it was me.

But that wasn't how god died. No. god was born there, in that suburban 

chatholic school, for me anyway. He was a nice old man that wanted me to go to hell. His son was a pretty white boy with  long hair who was gonna let my sin-ravaged soul escape to heven. He was such a nice god.

We went to mass durring school sometimes. I fell asleep in the pew one time.

They forgot me in the church that one time, cause I was so quiet and 

everyone was so loud.

My best friend was another quiet kid, with no loud money. He was even 

quieter than me. He drew pictures. We drew pictures together. He was slow. I was smart. I think sometimes he  got mad at me, cause I drew better

monsters than he did. But he never hated me for it. He would just stop 

drawing a while, and we'd play pretend in his bedroom with his "pet alien" stuffed animals. I'd fall asleep on his  bed. He'd fight with his brothers,

and I'd pretend I was an animal. I liked pretending I was a fox. I'd sleep 

on the couch, on his bed, on the floor, outside on the picnic table and by the T.V. cause foxes are nocturnal you  know. I'd watch him play video games.

He loved video games. He loved them more than anything else in the world. I  liked watching him play better than playing myself, cause he was so good. and if he ever died, he'd claim  that "the game cheated". I always thought, that the girl monkey in diddy kong was just a boy monkey carrying a big  banana. I later found out that I was wrong. But he didn't laugh at me in a mean way. I loved him. But he was slow. I had zits, and he didn't. So I loved him, and he loved video games. I loved him in my stories.

My stories got me in trouble. I wrote them when I was bored in class. I was 

bored in class alot because I was smart. I went to a public school when I wrote my stories and when I was in love  with my best friend. Other kids had zits

in my public school. No one had any money. But some of them were still loud.  not as loud, but still louder than me. I was done with my math homework so I was writing in math class. My math  teacher was a mean fat steryotype teacher. The kind of teacher that should've retiered years ago, but hated children so  much she stayed in the game just a littlebit longer to torture just a few more generations. she rolled instead of 

walked, and her three chins wobbled when she yelled at us. she was always yelling at us. I learned alot of math from  her. She taught math very well. But I still hated her. I didn't like how loud she was. she didn't even hear  us when we talked unless we were giving the

right answer to a question. I heard her, but I didn't listen to her. She  talked about her cat too much. I don't like cats. So I just heard her so I could learn math.

I was writing about the things I wanted to do with my best friend when we 

were grown up and married. He wasn't slow in my stories. He had long hair like jesus (in my stories anyway). Oh, by the time I got to public school, god was dead, but I'm not going to tell you how he died until later. Just know that  he's dead in the forest preserve near my house right now. Anyway, my math teacher rolled over to me. I was sitting in the back and I  was writing a very interesting part so I didn't notice her. She took my notebook from me and started reading  what I had written in green marker.

Her already frowning face frowned even more, and her eyebrows rose. My face 

turned bright red. I got very scared. I didn't know what the punishment was for writing about sex in class.

She sent me to the assistant principal's office. The assistant principal was 

an old lady too. Not as mean, but just as scary as my math teacher. She read my story. she was not concerned about my story  having sex in it. She asked me about

the drawings I had done on my notebook. she was concerned about the knives 

and the blood. she was concenred about gang violence and self-mutilation. I denied everything. She gently  reprimanded me for writing about sex in math class.

I was relived. I tried to stop hyperventilating, I was shaking very badly. I  think that's why she didn't yell at me. I was already very scared. She told me I could pick my notebook up atfer  school right on her desk. I said ok and went back upstairs.

My math teacher was waiting for me. She was shaking very tremendously and 

she made me come out in the hall with her. Everyone knew I was going to get yelled at. She asked me why I would bring  that kind of filth into the class room.

I just cried. She told me I should not concern myself with such things. she 

told me I was too young to get caught up in such a dirty awful buisness. She did not feel bad for me because I was  crying and she shook with rage at me.

I nodded as I cried, and she let me go clean up in the bathroom. I told my best friend that I had only been pretend crying so she wouldn't be too mad at me. My best friend laughed.

Itold my best friend that in the midst of my pretend chocking sobs and 

pretend tears that I had called my math teacher a bitch, but since I was crying so hard my math teacher hadn't noticed. My best friend though this was hillarious.

I told my best friend all that so she wouldn;t think I was a baby for  crying. (This was my other best friend. She wasa girl. I wanted to have sex with my best friend that was a boy.)

I went to go pick up my note book. It was not where the assistant principal 

had said it was going to be.I paniced a little on the inside. The principal wanted to see me. I paniced a lot on the inside. But by then I wasn't so scared. I was proud that I was writing about sex. Everyone wanted to know what was in my notebook.

I was a bad girl. It was fun to have a repruation and I was excited about 

having a story to tell to the other kids about getting in trouble with the principal. He was a tall man. He wasn't very fat, but only kinda fat. He had one chin

but it still shook when he yelled at me about smut. He demanded to know 

where I was copying this kind of material from. I told him I wrote it myself. He told me not to lie. He told me that the  meterial in my notebook was nothing an eighth

grader could write, and so he asked me again where I'd copied the smut from. 

I didn't know what "smut" meant at the time. I insisited that it was my own work and he eventually calmed down. He  encouraged me to write about different things.

He told me that school was no place for that kind of writing, and he told me 

that I should pay more attention in my math class.

I felt good when I told my best friend all about it. She knew how I was in 

love with my other best friend. She knew I wrote about sex. It was our secret. We laughed over at her house. I never told my other best friend

about it. I was afraid about what he might think about sex. I didn't know if 

he was too slow for sex. I never toldhim that I loved him. I wish he knew that I did.

That was when god was already dead.Everyone knows how god died.

I had to tell a therapist how god died. It got me sent to the nut house. She 

taught me to never tell anyone anything, unless you're at a safe distance, like I am with you now. You can;t do  anything to me if I tell you these things.

You can't laugh at me, or feel sad for me, or tell my parents I ought to go 

to the crazy house. So I can tell you these things and hope you will listen instead of just hear.

Someone at my public school told my english teacher that I cut myself. She 

told everyone else too. People started to look at me funny. And soon my mom knew about it too. My dad saw me after I  did it, but he never knew. when I was passed out

infront of my stero bleeding into my cheap plastic carpet next to my bed, he 

bandaged the wounds I had made with a broken CD and put me in bed. But he never knew. That's the kind of man he was. He saw bad things, but to keep his

sanity he pretended he didn't know about them. My mom knew though, and even 

though I lived with my dad now, she had me goto a therapist. I told my therapist how god died.

I was walking my dog.They came up behind me.There were cars in the busy street.

I screamed, and my dog was barking. But no body saw what happened.

This was before cell phones. But not before pay phones. Maybe they thought it was a game. I've never heard of a game though, where four guys drag a girl into the 

woods. Maybe they were all like my dad. They saw a girl being taken away, but they didn't know anything about it.They just kept driving when the stop light turned green at the busy street intersection.

This was after my period, but before I knew what sex was.

They had knives. And I was bleeding.

God died there in the forest preserve. Beneath a canopy of dead tree limbs 

reaching like skelleton's fingers towards salvation in the sky. while they were taking turns I reached up with  the trees. But no salvation came for me, or for the trees. I was bleeding and in alot of confusing pain, and they  were laughing. I could see their teeth.

They were white teeth. There was no white boy jesus with long hair to save 

me. And when they left, god was dead. There was no sun in my belly, and the 

jesus with long white-boy hair. There were only dead tree branches and a cloudy sunday sky.

That's what I told her. and she sent me to the nut house. I hated the nut house. I went there for the summer after eigth grade. I rarely saw my two best friends anymore. I never got to tell my one best friend that I loved him.

I grew up.

I grew up in that summer alone. God was dead, so I had to grow up. I lived 

with my dad. He couldn't pretend his divorce wasn't happening, so he started drinking alot. He was a violent  drunk. I went to school downtown and I stayed out as long as I could. My dad was always waiting for me when I  eventually had to wander back home.

All my friends from my high school downtown thought I lived in the suburbs.

I told them I lived next to the suburbs. I told them te suburbs had white street signs, and my street had a green sign.They laughed at me.

My dad yelled at me for waking him up.He yelled at me for telling him what to do when I suggested he go to bed instead of falling asleep on the couch.He yelled at me in the morning when his neck hurt from sleepin on the couch.

I told that therapist all that.She didn't hear me. She only listened to me when I said I cut myself.She sent me away and it was over. I grew up. God was dead.

I pulled into my driveway and parked my car.I listened to myself.I can only hope that some day, someone else will listen to me too.I thought about him again, sleeping when I left.I wish he listened to me.

