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Youwanna knowwhat killsme? Feelings. I
can't stand those - makeme sick. .

I'm sixteenyears old,practicallya man. Never
had a girlfriend and not about to.I get nauseated
just thinkingabout the waycoupleshold their
sweatypalms together and lookfordirt in each
other'seyes. , ..

Hey, Icould getagiiifriendlike super easy, but
Idon't want to.Allthose feelings would be death. .

.Heart attack.Vampirebite. Killer infection. .
Thename'sQavid I'm in high school and

I'm a littleon the quiet side,which is strange
because I'm also the lead singer and guitarist
of the Abdominal Rejects.Weplaypunk music
and we're reallyterrible.Dad sayswe're getting
better.Mom says ifl spent as much time on my
"musicalthingy" as I did onmy schoolwork Id
be gettingXs.

Yeahright Theonlyperson in my math class
who evenhas an Ais MaryHoemley. Butdon't
let the name foolyou, She'sgorgeous, wears The
Clasht-shlrts,livesin myneighborhood,and ifl
spent halfas much time payingattention to the
teacher as I did staringat her I'dbe gettingat least
aBo

Guaranteed NationalHonors.Futurepresi-
dent . .

Theother scholarsin the band are FatBob,
the bassist,and Alex, the drununer. FatBobisn't
reallyfat, he'srail thin; sayshe has an activepube­
itarygland Whateverthat means.Alexhas red
hair and a terribletemper.Thatmeans he usually
ends practicewitha fistfightwith me, FatBobor
Kenny- a friendwho attends our practices,lies .
on the oldcouch,and enjoyshearingloss.

Threeyears ago,we started the band out ofout
boredom and teen spirit Fivemonths afterthat,
we playedour firstshow at the Jackson-Dobson
Youth Center.

Ayear afterthat,we sorta learned how to play
music.

Sincethen,we'vespent almosteverySaturday
afternoonin myparents' garagebashingawayat
our instruments.Recently, wewere tryingto learn
a new songIwrote.Thename was "Honey Baked
Hamstrings"and itwas about jocks.

Thoughtit was some ofmy best work,but
Fat Bobcouldn't master the chorus bass line

and we' d spent the last hour fiddlingwith just
that one part Tensionswere running high.I also
sensed some mutiny brewing over some recent
decisions that I'dmade. ,

"Let's callit a day; I said,wantingto avoidany
ofAlex's practice-endingpunches.Kennywas
spaced out on the couch.FatBobwas already
puttinghis bass away. .

"You goingto kickher out or what?"Alex
asked,settingdown his sticks; possiblyto havehis
hands free.

I defended myself; saying. "Everyone loves
chickkeyboardists." ,.

FatBobclickedthe claspson his case shut and
glaredat me.

"Shewants to change our name to 'Dragon
Kisses."

Iwanted to explainthat she was joking. but it
didn't matter.

Twomonths ago,I'dbeen skateboarding
around the neighborhood Iwas pushingup the
streetwhen,fromthe rear, I recognizedMary.
I had 30 seconds to decide ifl should go down
another street or maybegiveher a head nod as I .
passed

We'dlivednear each other for twoyears,we
were in the same math class, but I'dneversaid

, so much as "hi"to her.Itsnot like Iwas scared,or
nervous,or timid,or shy H' itwas simplythat the
perfectopportunityhad not presented itself.

On that street,with no one watching. Idecided
. that itwas probablya good moment as any,so I
pushed in her direction.

Iwas 10feetbehind her when:"HEY, MARY!!!!"
Forsome reason,Iyelledit

Maryspun to defendherself; and as she did
mywheel hit a rock.Myboard stopped and I
slammed into the asphalt

I jumped up and pretended nothinghap­
pened

"Hey,David, are you ok?" Marysaid,likesome
kindofFlorenceNightingale.

I couldn't tellifitwas myheart myego,or my
knee-caps that were melting.

"Totally, fine! What'sup?!" Ibarked.as ifshe
was the one who had rudelystopped me.

"Oh, Iwas justwalking; she giggled
Myheart jumped a beat

Iaskedher how she couldbe so beautiful, and
wouldshe date,wouldshe marry me,wouldshe
let me writesongs ofmyundyinglove? .

Waita second - what were those disgusting
thoughts?

Mymind raced to findsomethingelseto say.
"Yeah, I likewalking .H"
Loser. Totally uncooL Attractionflatlinlng,
Ifitwaspossible,at that moment, Iwouldhave.'

kickedmyselfin the face. '
She laughed
Asmall smilesplitthe comer ofmylips,:..but

onlyshort distances:like fromthe couch to the
kitchen." .

lwas up to 75pushups a day(giveor take50),
so I knewshe wasn't about to think Iwas lazy.

"You're funny.You're in my math class.David?"
I nodded and gaveher mybest half-smile.

I could havedrunk milkfromthose beautiful
saucer eyes.

"Oh, hey,do you eat.. food?" .
She lookedat me, that same mockingsmirk

that I'dseen in classwherithe teacher made some
kind ofoff-the-wall comment

I quicklycorrected myself; "Wanttoget food
sometime -withme?"

Themoment draggedout Icould feelthe
blood rushingthrough my ear drums. Afew
houses awaysomeone started up their lawn
mower. ButI didn't lookaway, I held the question
withmy eyes like I'dseen in the movies-lether
knowIwasserious. '

"Why not?"she said,smiling.
Thatwasn't exactlya 'yeS; but itwasn't exactly

a 'no'either.
Acouple ofdayslaterwewent out to lunch.

Shefound me reallyfunny.
Surprisingly funny, so she said;whichwas

very reassuringto my semi-fragile ego.And even
more surprising. we kepthangingout afterthat
Actually, we hung out a lot,almosteveryday,but
I wasn't about to get allfeelings-central withher.

In truth, she was justa friendwith goodtaste in
music,both funnyand smart,and was totallycool
... untilshe popped the bigquestion.

"Whywouldyouwant to do that?!" I asked
It wasSaturdaymorningand wewere sittingin

mykitcheneatingbowlsofcerealand watching
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cartoons.
"Davey, I'vebeen playingpiano since Iwas .

seven!You guysdon't evenknow how to read
music."

I hated when she calledme Davey.And lately
Ihad a reallyhard time saying'nd Iwas suffering
froma severecase ofwarm feelings towards her
- evenborderline caring.

Shecontinued explainingwhat a great idea it
wasforher to jointhe AbdominalRejects. I looked
at her, so angelicand unlikeanythingclosetowhat
the band played.She'dheard the disastroussound
ofour practices, but she'dneverbeen. I figured
she'dmaybelastthrough one,so I finally relented.

"BUTYOU DIDN'T EVEN ASK US!"
Alex stood by his drum set and yelledat

me whilepointinghisdrumstickat the intrud­
er,Mary,who casuallyset up her keyboardas
ifshe was about to playthe school pageant.

I shrugged, "Let's try it once.Seehow it
sounds.Tonsofmusicalgroups have girls."

"Yeah, they'recalledchoirs:' PatBob said.
"She's alreadyhere:'

Beforethey couldsayanythingmore,the
startingnotes ofTheClash's "Should I Stay
or ShouldI Go" rang out likecoldpressed ."
threats.Shewinkedat me and as she began to
singI checkedto see the response ofthe oth- .
ers.All jawswere on the floor. EvenKennyhad
roused himselfout ofhis perma-stupor to look
and see what was happening. ". .

Theydidn't reallywant to,but Alex and Bob
said she couldbe in the band until furtherno­
tice. Inodded my approvaland Marysmiled
at the personal victory. Iwouldn't admit it to
the guysor Mary, but part ofme was really
stokedthat she was in.

TwoSaturdayslater,Marywas absent from .
practice.

"Dragon Kisses isn't punk - sounds .
likea drama student'sfirstdate." Alexwas"
indignant, "Call her up rightnow.She's
out!"

Alexstood by his drum set wearing
hispink shirt,he onlywore one shirt,but
thiswas the same day and scene where
we entered the story. ,

"Help me out,FB. Whyisn't itworking?!"
"You haven't been the same since you

started hangingout with Mary.You don't eat
lunch withus in the commons.You don't
evenwatch moviesat myplace on Fridays
likewe'vedone sincewe were likeseven.
You aren't the same;'
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Bobsaid hiswith an unmistakabletone of
rejectionin hisvoice,"You'vechanged"

Alexraised his eyebrowsand pointed to my
jeans,which Iused to wear forweekswithout
washing.Todaytheywere clean.Ihung myhead
in shame.

Theywere right! I'dgivenup allofmypunk
waysforthisgirl.Thiswoman had come into my
lifeand taken awaymy true identity. Shewas like
kryptoniteto mysuper-man punkness.

"I'll callher ... rightnow."
I stepped towards the door leadinginto the

house and the phone.
WasI about to make an epic mistake?

Maryhad beggedme to be in
the band.She . . . .

recognizedthat Iwas the
onlytrue musician.

Shewanted to make
the band better,

not ruin it.I
couldn't .

just
kick

her
out.

. !.
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Butlookingaround that garageI saw a group of
friendsplayingmusic (looseinterpretation),not
forfame or anything,but because they reallyloved
it.

Alexand Bobglaredback,their eyesbetraying
their true feelings. Kenny's eyeswere squinted
shut and I could never tellwhat he was thinking,
but the factwas that Ihad stabbed them allin
the back.Ihad neglectedmy twobest buds, and
Kennytoo, our biggestfan.

Andforwhat?!
Afemale.
NOWAY. I needed to march into that kitchen,

pickup that phone, and tell that girlthat she
couldn't take me awayfrommy friends.Shewas
out ofthe band and possiblyout ofmylife.. .

I marched into the kitchen,but stopped short of
. the phone.On the table were two half-eatenbowls

ofcereal.Theyweren't even mine and Mary's,but I
was caught offguard by the sweet memory ofher
tellingcornyjokesbetween.mouthfulsofcereal.

ButI didn't let that last long,I came into the
kitchenfora reason.

I dialedher number. Shewas at home baby-sit­
ting.

"Hello." Hervoicecame through the phone
smalland tinny. . ..

I tooka deepbreath -then, likesome kind of
involuntarymuscle spasm, imaginedher sitting
in her room and listeningto the same music that .
I liked.

"Mary, do youwant to be in the band,with me?"
"Why wouldn't I?"

Butshe had to go- she
was gettingwaytoo attached.
Icould tell. She likedme way
too much.

"Yeah, um,Iwas just talkingto
the guys. Wewere a band beforeyou

came alongand we allagreed;'I faltered
and continued, "That you can't miss any more
practices... ifyou want to be in the band:'

I couldn't believe'whatIwas saying.
"Yes,whateveryou say,Davey."
On the other end, I knewshe was rollingher

eyesand smiling.
"Just had to put that out there.So, can we hang

out later?" And out ofnowhere I added, 'cuz I
. reallylikeyou.No, wait! Meant to say:I'dkind of

-like-TO."
Spinalfailure. Temporaryinsanity.Maybe

something else.
Oh,how Ihate feelings.


