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             Proctor


Victor’s Memoirs (1st draft)
By Sean Proctor
It fell. Or was it me that fell? It fell like the snow—no, the rain. Like the rain falls, it kept falling, falling, falling. Maybe fell, falls and falling is the wrong word. It rushed – protruded – sifted – flowed—yeah, it flowed. It flowed like a water fall – a geyser – a spring – a river—yeah, it flowed like a river. It flowed like the water of a river leaving its tributary entering the openness of an ocean. As it flowed out of the peculiar new openings in my chest it met the openness of oxygen-filled air. That’s when it fell – I fell – it fell – we fell. Together, clinging onto the knife like I clung to my life, the knife and I fell. My assailant’s eyes fell on me and regret fell with his falling tears – or was it fear? Confusion? Undoubtedly it was all of that and I’m sure I’m forgetting some emotions. One can’t imagine what a twelve-year-old attempted murderer thinks. At the time the knife and I fell, however, I didn’t particularly care what thoughts a twelve-year-old attempted murderer confused himself with. I concerned myself primarily with the thoughts of a twelve-year-old almost dead kid. Me.

As the knife left my chest the man in white dress ripped open my vest, replaced any skin that was left and told me “now I want you to take a deep breath.” Oxygen filled, the carbon dioxide left, the man in white dress finished his test and told my Clarissa, “now wipe that sweat, I don’t want you to fret; this young man isn’t going to die just yet.”
I don’t know who fell first, her or me, but Clarissa and I have been friends ever since I pulled her pigtails in sixth grade when I sat behind her in Sister Bueford’s class.


“Stop pulling my hair!” she bellowed so Sister Beuford could hear.


“I ain’t!” I instinctively defended.


“Correction, Victor, you are pulling her hair and you will put an end to this nonsense immediately!” Sister Beuford always instructed.


I pouted. “Yes ma’am.” 


“And even if you weren’t pulling her hair you were wrong in your grammar. I am not pulling her hair is the proper phrase. Ain’t is not a word.” She always had to have the final word. Clarissa turned around and accusingly pointed her tongue at me.

“Freckle face.” I murmured.


She came back. “Four eyes.” 


“Connect the dots, connect the dots, connect the dots!”


Her freckles connected together in the same concentration like reverse osmosis as she scrunched together her cheeks. “Four eyesssssss.” 


Sister Beuford snapped her head back and barked at us, “That’s it! I’ve had enough of you two! Victor, Clarissa, you’ll both be staying after class writing the entire 119th Psalm.”


“What!? But!” we simultaneously protested. That’s the longest chapter in the Bible. It has 176 verses and over 2,000 words. “Huh!? Augh!”

“And then you’ll erase the board and clean the erasers when you’re done if you continue.” Battle lost, but the war continues. I slouched in my seat and scribbled on a wrinkled sheet of paper “we gonna need a bigger board,” but Sister Beuford intercepted the Clarissa bound note. “And you’re going to need a bigger piece of chalk too Victor because double is your reward, young sir. And I guarantee if you keep this up, then before the cock crows twice you will be punished thrice!” War over; I secede.
1. Blessed are they whose ways are blameless, who walk according to the law of the Lord…

She was one year my younger and yet her freckles sparkled like stars in the sky – even to a twelve-year-old like me. I told her I was sorry and she told me I should be. Then she apologized. Then she said not to worry about it because it was Meat-Loaf Day at her house and she feels like she has to throw-up with every bite of meat loaf she forces through her throat. I told her that since we probably wouldn’t finish until after the sun falls that I would walk her home. She insisted not to, but I insisted more. A month into the school year, the sun falls earlier as autumn has fallen upon us. The crater streets, broken lighted, grass dead neighborhood we have to walk through everyday looks more like a mystical planet damaged by war than a neighborhood. The martians are gang-bangers and they feed off of trespassers and citizens alike; But this is home.
176. …I have strayed like a lost sheep. Seek your servant, for I have forgotten your commands.

Done—finally! Clarissa snatched her pink book bag, I snatched my black one. We dashed across the baseball field that had more dirt than grass, swung on the willow tree by the lake and looked both ways before crossing the street. Clarissa leaped on my back and I spun around. I pulled her pig tails again and she screamed like a girl. She kicked my shin and ran around the stop sign. I stopped to tie my shoe and pick up her book that fell. Leaves fell from the fall forcing them from their fortresses. And then it fell – I fell – we fell. Antonio stabbed me three times in my chest. My blood flowed out. Antonio Perez stabbed me three times in my chest. I fell to my knees. Antonio Perez, the twelve-year-old stabbed me three times in my chest. The knife fell with me. Antonio Perez, the twelve-year-old glossy-eyed kid stabbed me three times in my chest. Clarissa fell to my side. The leaves fell around us.
*
*
*
Clarissa came. As she came along with me, or I with her depending upon who you ask, she hopped in the passenger side of my car before I was able open the door for her. She always tells me she can get it herself, but this is the first time I’ve had a car and I’ve been waiting my whole life to be a gentleman and hold the door open for her. Sometimes I am able to outwit her though. Whenever I remember to lock my powerless doors I move in at the opportunity to unlock hers first, open the door and wait for Clarissa to come. I cockily smirk like Papa Smurf’s blue smirk smirking at his Smurfs. Then she looks at me, accusingly points her tongue at me and calls me, “Four eyes!”


“Your welcome freckle face.” I’d sarcastically respond.


I drove her to work over on 103rd street on the day the sun finally decided to come out. Previously we have had three days of rain; two shady, gloomy and cloudy days before the three days of rain and one day of green blanketed skies that looked like we may have to sit under our desks in the tornado position at school the day before the two days of cloudiness. Then the sun finally came. It came like an orange cookie. It came as Clarissa came in my car eating a four month old candy cane ready to go to work at The Bowler’s Lane.


Turning right onto Montrose Lane, driving a couple blocks south and turning left onto 103rd I pulled to the front of her job. Despite her cage enclosed teeth, her smile was still magical. Her kisses, on the other hand, felt like I was kissing a girl with braces—well, I guess I was kissing a girl with braces; it’s difficult to find a simile to describe something most people would use as a simile to describe something else.


Her boss came out and her smile turned to fright. She left and I came to open her door but she was already gone. That’s ok; I’ll get her back when I come to pick her up later tonight. She left at about the same time the sun left.
Driving back to pick her up headed south on Montrose Lane my car came to a stop sign and so did four other people. Person One wore an LA Lakers jersey with no undershirt. He didn’t play for the Lakers, but his muscles looked bigger than Kobe Bryant’s. His crisply creased khakis hung low enough to see the yellow smiley faces on his black boxers. He wore sunglasses. Person Two covered his chest with tattoos of the Mexican flag, kings’ crowns, pictures of guns and an “I Love Mom” heart on his heart. Person Three wore a white wife-beater and had the tattoo “Lucky” craftily drawn around his neck. Person Four looked like Person One except shorter—a lot shorter—shorter like a midget to Shaquille O’Neill shorter.


Tattoo Man said, “Yo Vatos, whatchu’ think this loquito is doin’ ‘round here?”


“No se’ carnel, I dunno. Oye’, whatchu’ think - we should ask this fool no?” Big-Laker Man said.


“Claro que si”


I knew enough Spanglish to understand they didn’t want me in their neighborhood and they ensured that I knew that they knew that I knew that they didn’t want me in their neighborhood. Little-Laker Man limped to the passenger side of my 1985 station wagon. “Oye’ vatos, whatchu doin’ ‘round these parts here, a?” I stuttered. “A vatos, you gonna’ answer me or what, holmes?” Ok, apparently I didn’t stutter. I stuttered in my thoughts, but not out loud.

“Um, yeah. I was just. I was justa…” Just tell him Victor. I thought. “I was um…” Picking up my girlfriend from The Bowler’s Lane! “I um…” For goodness sake, Victor, just tell Midget Shaq what you did! “Uh…see um…”


“Oye’ here homes.” Little-Laker Man interrupted. “Why don’t you get outta’ the carro, and let us in, huh? How’s that sound vatito?”


“Um…” He pulled up his Laker’s jersey and covering the king’s crown tattooed around his bellybutton, a gun cradled in his pants. “Yeah. Sure, no problem. I could…I coulda, I could walk from here.” I left my car. The three other gang bangers came to my car.


Lucky screamed at me before I had a chance to run, “A fool! You gonna open the door for us or what?” The irony of ironies. Clarissa, the sweetest, kindest, most beautiful person in the world won’t let me open the door for her. Big-Laker Man, Tattoo Man, Lucky and Little-Laker Man, the most gruesome, meanest, most hideous people in the world want me to open the door for them. I came to the passenger side door, unlocked it and held it open. “Thank you sweetie,” Lucky mocked. Then Lucky pulled. He pulled the passenger side door closed but before he did that he pulled me in. “Insurance holmes. We need ta’ make sure you don’t go tellin’ nobody.”

“But I’m not, I mean I won’t—”


Lucky interrupted, “Right right essay. That’s what they all say.”

After they slapped my mouth with duct tape they bound my hands with rope. Then they covered my eyes. I don’t know why they did the eye covering part. Perhaps because the eyes reveal the innocence in humanity. Perhaps because as the eyes are the windows to the soul, if they were forced to look into my eyes they would see my soul – their soul – our soul – humanity’s soul. Whatever the reason, I think it has something to do with caging their own innocence like braces cage teeth rather than instilling more fear in me. The fear came. It came with the first fist hammered into my covered eye which shortly became eclipsed with both a bandana and blood. More fear came when I fell to the ground as a result of four feet-throwing legs. The Tooth Fairy came later that night and made me a rich man. I shriveled into a ball on the ground and the gang bangers’ feet and fists and final furry continued to come despite my lameness. The final fragment of fear came as I felt my body rise in the air by two pairs of hands and then thrown. The fall came like the leaves. I think my back broke as a result of the fire hydrant breaking my free-fall. Finally, I landed. The gang bangers left and to my side Clarissa came.
*
*
*

“I tried.” I tried to explain to the Love of my life that I tried to make it to our date on time, I really did.


“And what exactly did you do, Victor? Huh? Did you put on your go-go gadget jet pack and fly over the cars of traffic?” Clarissa accusingly questioned. I wish she had just accusingly pointed her tongue at me and called me Four Eyes, because I could usually rebut that with a Freckle Face and get on with our lives. However, this accusation was different.


“No Clarissa, don’t be silly. I was in school and I had to stay after for an after school detention. Then I drove here as quickly as possible.” She set up the date this time. Today’s date is celebrating our four year anniversary, but remember we’ve known each other a lot longer than that. Friends before Lovers right? “But traffic was a mess, Clarissa. I promise, I sped through the green lights and didn’t slow down when they were yellow. Clarissa, I even blew the red lights.” She made reservations at the first restaurant I took her to.  She arranged to have a jazz band play at our table while we dined on caviar and other gourmet foods that left you even hungrier after you’ve eaten and water replaced wine because we were still too young to drink alcohol. “Clarissa, baby, I blew the red light over on State and Congress and I think I probably shouldn’t have done that.”


“Victor don’t give me that!”


“Clarissa, can you please keep your voice down. I mean, we don’t need everyone here knowing our business.”


“Oh Victor, don’t give me that!”


“Give you what?”


“That! Victor you know exactly what I’m talking about!”


“No, Clarissa, I don’t. I mean, I’m just trying to tell you—”


“You’re trying! You’re trying! You’re trying, trying, trying!”


“Yes, I’m trying to tell you that…” the Trumpet Player, Bass Player, Trombone Player, Piano Player and Singer began to blow, pluck, blow, press and sing, respectively. Their song began with the Piano Player lightly pressing the keys. “I’m trying to tell you that there was an accident on State and Congress.” The Trumpet Player and Trombone Player softly joined the Piano Player with three soft blows.

“I guess you couldn’t take another route, huh Victor?” she shouted as the Trumpet Player, Trombone Player and Piano Player raised the volume of their instruments to mezzo-forte.


“No! Because I was the one in the accident.” The Bass Player added his thumps and the Singer began to sing, I see trees of green, red roses too.


“Oh my goodness Victor. Are you alright? Where – where is your car?” I see them bloom, for me and you.


“It was minor, I’m fine, just have a slight headache that’s all.” And I think to myself, what a wonderful world. “I left the scene trying to make it on time and then you’ll never guess what happened!” I see skies of blue, and clouds of white. “I got in another accident over on Michigan!” I should have stopped there, she’d never believe the rest, but then again, consider my past luck! “And then…” The bright blessed day, the dark sacred night. “Right into me Clarissa – a bus!” And I think to myself, what a wonderful world. The waiter came to take our order.


“Good evening sir, madam. I’m Richard Carlinger and I’ll be your waiter for today. May I start you all off with a glass of wine—”  The colors of the rainbow, so pretty in the sky.


In unison Clarissa and I exclaimed “No” and “Yes” respectively. She glared at me. “Waters fine” I slouched low in my seat like when we were in sixth grade getting in trouble from Sister Beuford. Are also on the faces, of people passing by.


“Very well I shall return momentarily with your water.” Richard said.


“Victor you’re lying!” Clarissa said.


“I see friend shaking hands, saying ‘How do you do?’” the Singer sung.


“No I’m not, and there’s more.” I said.


“They’re really saying…” the Singer sung.


“But Clarissa first I want you to know…” I said. 

“I love you.” The Singer sung and I said.


“Sir, madam, here is your water, are you ready to order – appetizers perhaps?” Richard said.


“No!” Clarissa said.


“Yes.” I said.


“More water perhaps?” Richard said.


“I hear babies crying.” The Singer sung.


“I’ll return later.” Richard said.


“I watch them grow.” The Singer sung. “They’ll learn much more, than I’ll ever know.”


“What other clever stories have you been able to conjure up Victor?” Clarissa said.

“Well, honestly, I’m not just making these up. But as painfully dishonest as this is going to sound…After I left the second accident, a hummer rear-ended me and ended up sandwiching me between that yellow H2 and a yellow taxi cab.” I said.


“Victor!” Clarissa said.


“And I think to myself, what a wonderful world.” The Singer sung.


“Victor!” Clarissa said.


“Yes I think to myself, what a wonderful world.” The Singer sung.


“Victor!” Clarissa said.


“Ohhh, yeeeah.” The Singer sung.


“What? I tried!” I said.

*
*
*

He cries. I know this because although he is not making any sounds, the tears steadily fill his eyes, overflow and then stream out leaving their temporary fortresses. They seem trapped, those tears of his, in his eyes begging to be free. Victor looks like his tears—trapped. The tubes that help him breathe suffocate him, the tubes that feed him force life into his stomach and the tubes that hydrate him leaves his mouth chapped, dry and crusty as the IV pushes saline through his veins.
At this point of Victor’s memoirs, he is unable to record the abstract near death experiences to which he has become so accustomed. Therefore and henceforth, I shall continue for him. I suppose I shall first begin with my insecurities in that I am no writer; however, I do avidly read. Some of my favorite pieces of literature include Sir Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes short stories, Nicholas Sparks novels, stories written in the Bible and of course Victor’s stories. Everything he rights I read: his stories, his journal entries, his MySpace blogs, his text messages, emails, senseless notes and of course his love letters. Whenever I received a love letter from Victor, a smile would glue to my face and – as Victor would say – my freckles would concentrate in one area like reverse osmosis. 

I’m Clarissa. I’m the freckled face girl to whom Victor frequently refers. Thus far, from what I have read of his, all accounts have been truthful. Just as the therapists meets with his clients, so too has Victor met with Death – frequently. All of his experiences have not been recorded in this memoir of his as he has not only been stabbed, morbidly jumped and the subject of three car crashes in one day. In the war a platoon of enemy soldier’s captured Victor, tortured Victor and made Victor wish he was dead. One person shot Victor and another strangled him. One person threw Victor into a fire and a Doctor once accidentally removed the wrong lung from Victor. He replaced it so Victor could live. Victor is no super hero and how he has come to meet Death and survive such abstract experiences seems rather odd to me. Unfortunately, it is all true; he is the unfortunate and extremely unlucky victim of Murphy’s Law.

During every potential Death, as Victor has written, I was with him.


With Victor I’ve fallen and with him I have come. We have come too far in our own little world that I refuse to let him go now.


With Victor I have tried. I tried different things as he has too. Both good and bad we have learned from our failures and rejoiced in our successes. Many things we have tried; we always try.


On several occasions I’ve laid with Victor while he lay on the ground as blood flowed from his body. I’ve laid with him; although of all the time we’ve known each other, the first time was three years ago. And now, again with Victor I lie. 

How one can survive wars, gang bangers, mobsters and ex-cons is beyond me. Yet Victor has done so. The irony is, “I don’t think he’ll make it through the night Clarissa, I’m sorry.” The Doctor told me. America’s enemies has not threatened Victor’s life nearly as much as cancer—America’s silent most deadly killer.

It’s difficult to see him like this, shriveled like a raisin. It took months to get to this stage, and I have had those months to prepare mentally, spiritually and emotionally. Yet I have failed. My emotions have sunk lower than the twenty Titanics. I miss my Victor and I fear that this Enemy may succeed in the task so many others failed to accomplish.
His skin looks like spandex against his bones. His brown eyes have shrunk and he no longer wears glasses. His hair is patchy like the grass he and I used to run through in our neighborhood. He is a skeleton. The features of his skull are clear. The skeleton’s hands are fragile. The only humanity he still maintains is his soul—I think.

His chest rises at a patterned cadence albeit with the help of electricity, a plug and a respirator. A breathing skeleton. Victor dying. Me crying. An uncaring Doctor. An ending world.

Victor and I have been married for three years, dated for three and been friends for ten years since sixth grade when he pulled my pigtails in Sister Beuford’s class. All of those years accumulate to the sum total of ten because yes, even after we married, we were still best friends. We still are best friends. I’m too young to be a widow, lose a husband and worse – a best friend. Twenty-one year olds shouldn’t have to experience this pain of being alone in a desert with no water.

His dry lips tremble as his empty body continues to rise. I don’t think he is doing the rising – just the machine. His head lies dormant as his open eyes blankly stare at…me? The beeps annoy me and before I know it – I long for such a beep. It assures me my Victor is still here. I long for his eyes to point in my direction even though he doesn’t look at me. It assures me my Victor is still here.  I long for the chest rising machine pumping air through his lungs. It assures me my Victor is still here.


I tried. I came. I fell.

I cried.
