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Article 14

Lai: Trick

In the Dirt between Earth and Hell
Ciara Laing

Honestly, in all fairness, this is a hard story to tell.
Where do I start? Where do I end' What do I include and what
do I leave out? I'm afraid that I won't be able to portray these
characters fully and entirely honestly. I don't want you to be
lost when reading my life. I don't want to deny the other points
of view.
November 2007.
The lead ball strikes me square in the chest. I'm
breaking, shattering into millions of little glass shards. I lie
on my bed safely tucked under a mountain of fluffy, feathered
blankets, grasping my knees to my chest, restraining the sobs
that will surely break me apart and reveal the raw, vulnerable
person hidden inside. I rock myself back and forth, whispering.
It'll be okay . . . you'll be okay.

I drag myself out of bed, uncurling my body, slowly
letting my outer shell crackle to the floor. A roll of clear tape
sits on my rotting plum purple desk. I reach for it and press
it close to my body as if it is the last thing I will ever touch.
Frantically, I begin to gather the pieces of my shell and tape
them into place. I stand in front of the mirror and listen to my
thoughts, trying to understand .
How could I let her do this to nze? I swore I would never let
it happen again. Why did I let her see nze cry? Why did I yell back?
What happened down there?

What happened was she expected me not to cross the
line. I cross the line with her a lot. I am a teenager, 16 to be
exact. Do you know how hard that can be? She is more than
twice my age, bur sometimes I feel she is the same age as me
and always will be . I'm so afraid I will end up like her. I have
to swear to her that I won't end up like her. I tell her I will
never be awful to my husband for no reason, I will never accuse
him of things he couldn't possibly have done. I will never be
so insecure, lonely, and rage infested. I won't let rage take me
over the way cockroaches take over a home and nest inside
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